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THE

FREEMASONS’
QUARTERLY MAGAZINE.

MARCH 81, 1853.

INTRODUCTION.

It is now just twenty years since this Masonic publication
was first commenced. Up to that time no periodical had,
for many years, been regularly issued, detailing the pro-
ceedings of the Fraternity; as it was known to be illegal
to report the business of the meetings of Grand Lodge, and
other communications, ekcept from the regularly authorised
documents from time to time issued by the Grand Lodge as
occasion. might serve. One Brother, however, thought fit to
attempt to establish the publication; and, notwithstanding the
vicissitudes which it encountered, it still lives; though it is at
this time presented in a vastly different form to that in which it
originally appeared and is conducted, it is hoped, in a spirit alto-
gether opposite to that which for many years pervaded its pages.
It was originally antagonistic to the ruling of the M.W. the G.M.,
his Royal Highness the Duke of Sussex, and continued to be
50 to his successor, the present M.W. the G.M. the Right Hon.
the Earl of Zetland, and his past and present Officers, till it passed
into other hands, a.r. 5850, since which time the greatest efforts
have been made to conduct it in conformity with the true
principles of Freemasonry—BrorHERLY Love, RELIEF, AND
TrurA. .

Doubtless, during the three years, in which it has been in the
present editor’s hands, and under two distinct proprietorships,
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2 Introduction.

occasions have occurred, in which it has been deemed necessary
to animadvert upon some of the proceedings of the Craft, no
less than to expostulate with several Brethren upon their apparent
misinterpretation of Masonic law; but one decisive rule of
conduct was from the first laid down, and has been studiously
adhered to,—
¢ Nothing to extenuate,

Nor set down aught in malice ;”
the consequence of which has been—as it is firmly believed—
that the publication has obtained the respect of the Fraternity,
and received general approbation.

‘Whilst, however, the proceedings of the Masonic body in the
metropolis and the provinces, in Scotland and Ireland, no less
than in the colonies, have been fully reported, it has been
apparent, but to no parties more positively than to the pre-
sent proprietors and editor, that in original literary matter,
the publication has not been altogether proportionate to that
general advancement of mind, or that noble progress of intellect,
which are now so rapidly advancing in every rank and class of
society. The causes for such deficiency will be at once apparent,
when those circumstances are stated, which gave occasion for an
anomaly, which, to the general reader, was doubtless unac-
countable. For two entire years—1850 and 1851 —the editor
conducted the periodical entirely by means of grafuifous aid.
" The difficulties which he had to encounter, the labour to which
he was exposed, and the anxieties which harassed him from
month to month, may be easily supposed ; and nothing but his
devotion to the interests of Freemasonry, his ardent aspirations
for the general advantage of the Craf, and his belief that “a
good time was coming,” made him determined to weather the
storm at all hazards and as best he could, in order that he might
keep his vessel afloat, till there should be a favourable opportu-
nity of bringing it into smooth water. Again and again he was
inclined to despair; but as often as this feeling took possession
of his mind,

“A change came o’er the spirit of his dream ;"
for the moment he considered the advantages which a publica-
tion of this kind conferred upon the Craft at large, and dwelt
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upon the confusion which would doubtless arise if he had
deserted his post at such a time, he resolved to lash himmself
to the helm, and to encounter every difficulty and danger,
rather than give up confidence in the integrity of the cause
of his, too often feeble, advocacy.

Although he thus candidly confesses the position in which he
was placed, it would ill become him were he not, with all grati-
tude and thankfulness, to acknowledge the invaluable assistance
which he received from several Brethren during the two years
to which he has referred. The sympathy which was offered to
him, he will never cease to value; the aid that was kindly and
fraternally given he can never forget. To one or two of those
who most warmly came to his rescue, he is unable now to tender
his thanks; for in the inscrutable purposes of the Most High,
they were taken hence to the Grand Lodge above, where the
world’s Great Architect reigns and rules for evermore, at an
hour when their co-operation was most needed. Foremost
amongst those of whose services he was deprived, was the ever-
to-be-lamented Bro. Thomas Pryer, who, to a mind richly stored
with archmological lore, had added the disposition to dive
deeply into the hidden arts and secret mysteries of the ancient
Order of Freemasons. The loss of such a Brother, at a period
of all others when his most valuable aid could be least dis-
pensed with, was a heavy blow and great discouragement, which
can be better understood than described.

At the end of the year 1851, the then proprietors of the
publication felt that they could no longer carry it on. Their ex-
pectations had not been responded to as they had anticipated ;
and they were unwilling to embark further capital in the under-
taking, and decided to retire from all further responsibility and
connection with the property.

The labours of past years in establishing the Freemason’s
Quarterly Review thus seemed to be suddenly annihilated.
That Great Britain, Ireland, and the Colonies, containing
numerous Lodges, and amongst them hundreds of influential men
of literary pursuits, and unfailing devotion to the advancement
of the arts and sciences, should be thus left without an organ,

seemed, however, to be scarcely possible. Yet the fiat had gone
B2



4 Introduction.

forth; and to all appearance this literary Lodge was about to be
finally closed. The editor, even in this dilemma, did not
give up all hope. He had still a strong conviction that
““ the end was not yet ;> and although he saw nothing but “ break-
ers ahead,” he felt persuaded the vessel would right herself,
though she was shattered, and to all appearance stranded; and
he still trusted that better fortune would be accorded, and that
“ his occupation was not’ yet altogether *“ gone.”” He was not
disappointed. Other proprietors were found, who, long devoted
to the principles of Freemasonry, and having passed through its
various Grades with the greatest credit to themselves, added this
one further honour to those already attained—a fixed resolution
that the organ of the Craft should not die for lack of another
effort to reinstate it in fraternal favour, and to make it also
more worthy of reception in literary, no less than in purely
Masonic circles.

With the new arrangements a most vital principle was in-
fused—that money should be spent for the purpose of obtaining
the assistance of literary talent, and further efforts made to in-
duce the Fraternity at large to patronize the undertaking. The
result of one year’s experience has shown, that large as are the
numbers of Brethren who are ranged under the banners of
Freemasonry, even the existence of the publication itself is com-
paratively unknown—a circumstance clearly arising from the
inability of the former proprietors to extend its circulation
through the provinces. A year’s experience, however, has
decisively shown that a soil which had been so long fallow,
may easily be tilled; and therefore arrangements have beeu
entered into with the present publisher, Bro. George Routledge,
whose business capabilities, and unwearied zeal in the cause of
literature, are too well known and appreciated to render any
further allusion to him necessary. With a new publisher an
improved plan of operation was at once laid down—only to
employ the best talent which the literary world could supply, to
extend the compass of the periodical to the usual size of other
long established Quarterlies, and yet to reduce the price from
8s. to 2s. 6d. per number, in conformity with the growing spirit
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of the times,—to give the best article that can be supplied at the
lowest poseible remunerating price.

In adopting this course the Proprietors, Publisher, and
Editor feel assured that they will meet the wishes of the Craft;
and they are confident a much larger amount of patronage
and support will now be accorded to the publication than it has
yet enjoyed. As an evidence of what they intend to do, they
claim the consideration of the Fraternity to the present
number—the first of a New Series, under the title of THE
FREEMASONS’ QUARTERLY MAGAZINE—in which will
be found papers from the pen of Miss Pardoe, the gifted,
accomplished, and intelligent Authoress of ‘The Lives and
Times of Louis XIV.” and, “ Marie de Medicis;” from Dion
Boucicault, Esq., whose talent is unquestioned ; from Bro. the
Rev. T. A. Buckley, M.A., one of the most indefatigable and
talented writers of the day; from the Author of “ Stray Leaves
from a Freemason’s Note Book ;’—which is well known to the
Craft—and other writers of acknowledged reputation and dis-
tinction. In future numbers it is intended to secure the aid
and co-operation of other equally distinguished correspondents :
the determination being Zo spare no exzpense, and to leave no
effort untried to make the publication worthy of the Craft, and
yet to give it such a general literary character, as to insure for it
a circulation as wide and influential as that of any of the oldesat
established periodicals of the day.

The propositions which are here detailed freely and at
length,” as far as the literary portions of the periodical are
concerned, seem to demand an appeal to the generosity of the
Craft, for their active assistance and support. The principles
of the Order are too well known to Masons to need any eluci-
dation here. But this may be said openly and unequivocally,
that those principles, fully carried out, will give the promoters
of the present scheme no cause to regret that they have relied
upon the patronage of a body of men who are foremost in
works of liberality, and ever ready to promote the study and
advancement of the liberal arts and sciences. In the firm
belief that by making this publication worthy of esteem and
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favour, the Proprietors will secure the active and zealous en-
couragement of their Brethren, the greatest stimulus will be
given to their purposes, and thus the time will be proved to
have come when it may be truthfully said, that Freemasonry is
not behind the age in its patronage of literature, any more
than it is in the increasing support which it is annually giving
to its noble and princely Charities.

Having said thus much of the exclusively literary department
of the Freemasons’ Quarterly Magazine, and asked for support
and encouragement upon promises which it is intended punc-
tually to fulfil, it may not be out of place here to refer to that
department of the publication which, as heretofore, will be
exclusively confined to the records of Masonic proceedings at
home and abroad. In this department, care will be taken to
record the proceedings of the Grand Chapter, of the Quarterly
Communications of the Grand Lodge, of the Higher Degrees,
of the Charities, and of Metropolitan, Provincial, Scotch, Irish,
Colonial, and Foreign intelligence. As an earnest of what our
intentions in this respect may be, we are induced to call
attention to the second part of the present number, which
will be found to be quite as full of Masonic intelligence
as on any former occasion; and which, moreover, will even
be much more so, in future, if our correspondents will only
attend to our earnest and oft-repeated request—to furnish us
with their communications by the time we have again and again
specified. If those correspondents could only be brought to
consider how much they add to our labours by not acceding to
our wishes, and how often they render it imperative upon us
to omit their information altogether, they would, we are con-
vinced, cease from procrastination, and put us, at least by the
time we name, in possession of that intelligence, with which
they have taken much pains.

As we have alluded to most of the points which are of
peculiar and especial interest in the proposed future conduct of
this periodical, we feel that we ought now to say a few words
upon the present condition of Freemasonry itself.

We commence a new mra of our existence at a period
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which is peculiarly favourable to the extemsion of Masonic
information. Never in the annals of the Craft was the progress
of Freemasonry more extensive or progressive. In every part
of the habitable globe it is “ lengthening its cords and strengthen-
ing its stakes.” “Its principles are eternal ;” and as they
become more fully known, so do they expand into action and
make themselves felt. It is acknowledged by the “ popular
world,” that where the Order is in active operation, there morality
extends, a deeper sense of religion is found to be working, and
an unbounded charity is universally diffused. Party strife and
angry feelings are allayed by its instrumentality; and although
here and there occasions of dispute will occur—by reason of
the imperfections, and too often the perversion, of human
nature—as a general rule, the proof is growing, that admission
to the Order produces results which the most sceptical con-
cerning its advantages cannot but acknowledge and proclaim.
The advantages which it i producing in those parts of the.
globe whereto an extensive emigration has set in, are hailed
with the greatest satisfaction and enthusiasm; and the mighty
working powers of its influences are said to be so. palpable and
positive, that thousands lament that they were not possessed
of an advantage, before they left their homes, which opens a
sure road to success for them upon their arrival,in a strange
land. What Freemasonry has done in California alone is upon
record, and we are well assured, upon the most unquestionable
authority, that similar processes for good are advancing in
Australia, the particulars of which we shall take care to be
furnished with from the best sources, and to communicate as
extensively as possible. But with this progression, one thing is
most satisfactory—that there is an increasing disposition to
maintain amity and connection with the United Grand Lodge
of England. It is very true, that both the Grand Lodges of
Scotland and Ireland have their subordinate Lodges established
in most parts of our great Colonial empire; and that those
Brethren who work under their system are much esteemed and
respected—Fraternal feeling being reciprocated on all hands
with that unity of sentiment which ever prevails when Free-
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masonry is carried out by a direct and positive elucidation of
its principles: but, notwithstanding this fact, there is a decisive
inclination amongst the Brethren of the Colonies to range them-
selves under our banner, and to be in co-operation with the
United Grand Lodge of England.

At the present moment we know but of one instance wherein
it is desired to dissever a union, long subsisting between the
United Grand Lodge of England and a Colonial province—
that of Canada West. But even that proposition has been
mooted in a manner which is not calculated to give offence,
and with no desire to produce entire disruption. The Grand
Lodge of Upper Canada, in its wish for independence—as we
find from the Bostorn (U.S.) Freemasons’ Monthly Magazine,
for March—has adopted the following resolutions : —

1. “ That this Grand Lodge entertains towards the Grand Lodge of
England feelings of the highest respect and esteem; that it is our most
ardent desire to cultivate those feelings, to advance the interest, and to
establish upon a firmer basis the character of Masonry in this Province.

2. “ That with a view of carrying out one of the primary objects of our
time-honoured Institution, viz., that of being more useful to our fellow-
creatures, it is necessary that all the funds accruing from the operations of
the Cra"i["thinthisl’xl-)::ilnoelbo retained b tinl'laG*n;?d X e. b

3. “ That it is absolutely necessary for the welfare of Masonry, that a
separate Grand Lodge boy established, with full power to control the
working and operations of the Craft in this quarter of the globe, to secure
which, a Committee be u.};pointed to draft a Petition to the Grand Lodge
of England, based on the foregoing Resolutions, praying for permission to
establish a Grand Lodge in that part of the Province of Canada, formerly
constituting Upper Canada, with full power and authorilz to manage and
control all matters connected with such Grand Lodge, and all e8 NOW
working under the Constitution of the Grand Lodge of England, and that
the said Committee be fullla‘y empowered to carry on all correspondence
with the Grand e of England, for the purpose of securing the abso-
lute independence of such Grand Lodge.”

Upon this decision the Editor of the Magazine referred to
founds the following observations : —

Among the most important of the additional powers vested in the Dis-
trict Grand Lodges, are those of expelling Masons and erasing Lodges
within their respective Districts ; reserving to the delinquent the right of
appeal to the Grand Lodge of England. This is the only instance in
wgnich the Grand Lodge has ever parted with this power, or delegated the
exercise of it to another. The reason for it in the present case is to be
found in the great distance of the colonies from the mother country, and
the inconvenience, if not impracticability, of ita proper exercise by the
parent body. And our Brethren in Upper Canada are now probably urged
on as much or more by the same reason which induced the Gmm{ I:;ﬁge
of England to concede this power, as by that which they offer, to petition
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the mother Grand Lodge for permission to establish an independent
Grand Lodge in their Province. They find their action embarrassed and
their progress retarded lzz the delay consequent on their necessary and
intercourse with, and dependence on, the nt Grand Lodge.
A single fact will illustrate this. e District Grand Lodge, composed of
its offi and the representatives of the Lodges in the District, deems it
expedient to increase its charity fund, or to raise a fund for any other
Masonic pursose, by the increase of the fees paid by the Lodges. The
parent Grand Lodge says it may do this. But then it requires, after the
proposition has been brought forward in the District Grand Lodge, that
notice in writing of the fel?:l})roposed. and also of the day fixed for the
discussion of the subject, shall be sent to each Lodge in the District, two
months at least prior to (the) said day. If the proposed payments shall then
be agreed to by two-thirds of the members present, a zy is appointed for
considering the confirmation thereof, at a period of not less than three
months from the first meeting. Five months at least are thus required to
bring the subject to this point of progress; and this might not be ob-
jectionable, if it were the end of the matter, as it manifestly should be.
t it is not. After the proceedings are so confirmed by the only parties
ﬁaminrily interested in them, a copy is required to be sent to the Grand
aster in England, for his sanction and approval. If he approves of
them, then the proq:étion or regulation is valid, and may be carried into
execution. Now, what is the point attained by this long and tiresome and
expensive process? Simply that the Lodges in the District mni tax, not
their parent Grand Lodge, but themselves, for an object which they deem
to be essential to their own prosperity, and to the accomplishment of the
purposes of their Institution. E"ixe whole proceeding is hampered and
embarrassed by unnecessary delay and formality,—the inevitable conse-
auenee of which is, that the Lodges in largé and populous distriots, like
anada, do not proe‘?er to the extent they would do, if left to their own
free government. Under the present system, they are cramped in their
means and in their movements. The means are not needed in England,
while they would be of vast importance in Canada, in relieving the
distresses of the hundreds of poor Brethren who are annually thrown
w their charity by the home government. Many of these poor
thren have, in their better days, paid their money into the treasury of
the Grand Lodge of England, or of Ireland. Those bodies should, there-
fore, be satisfied now to leave the Lodges in Canada in the full possession
of all their earnings and contributions, for their relief in their hour of
necessity. The Grand Lodge of England can afford to be liberal to its
Colonial Lodges, as it is magnificently liberal in the dispensation of its
vast charities and provisions for the relief of the poor of its household at
home. We presume there are very few colonial Brethren who ever draw
from its fand of benevolence. , then, should it continue to require
what it does not _give, when that which it takes is most needed, and its
distribution would be most blessed, in the midst of those from whom it is
taken P We admire the Grand Lodge of England,—its magnitude, its great
benevolence, its elevated character, its beautiful, if not altogether perfect
system ; and should regret to see its efficiency weakened, or the harmony
of its whole impaired. We think a favourable answer to the prayer of
our Canadian Brethren would do neither, while it would be adding
another bright star to the Western Masonic hemisphere.

In each of these observations there is a tacit acknowledg-
ment of the fact to which we have adverted—that there is a
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kindly feeling existing towards the Grand Lodge of England,
an indication of its extensive operations, and an assurance of the
esteem in which it is held. But it is a singular and also & satis-
factory circumstance, that no other Province should have adopted
a similar course to that resolved upon at Toronto, where,
doubtless, the reasons urged by the Editor of the Boston Free-
masons’ Monthly Magazine for secession, might be supposed to
operate more decisively. Had communication between the
mother-country and Canada remained as it was when this pub-
lication was first established, and a long space of time had still
been required to traverse the broad Atlantic to reach that
destination, there might have been some reason in the Editor’s
remarks upon the disadvantage of delay in the communications
between England and Toronto; but now that transit has
become more rapid to and fro than fifty years ago it was between
the Land’s End and John o’ Groat’s House, there is no validity
in the argument, and it is beside the question ; for of this we are
thoroughly assured, that so far as the present M. W. the G.M.
is concerned, no delay will ever be originated. His kindly dis-
position is ever manifested in the desire to facilitate intercourse
between the metropolis of England and the Colonial Provinces,
and sure we are, that if Upper Canada require that their poorer
Brethren should be considered, there is also every disposition on
the part of the Grand Lodge of England to aid them to the utmost,
and to enable them to share in the Fund of Benevolence to
which that and other Provinces liberally contribute. We
would, therefore, cordially recommend the Canadian Brethren
to pause before they finally commit themselves to a proceeding
of which they would speedily repent, and in which, we are con-
vinced, they would not have the countenance of any other
Colonial Province at the present time.

We have incidentally referred to this subject, in noticing
the general fact of the increased favour now manifested towards
the Grand Lodge of England on the part of our Colonial
Brethren, as a proof of that favour, inasmuch-as the exception
in the case of Canada West, to our mind, proves the rule; and,
vice versd, as “ one swallow does not make a summer,” so one
manifestation of apparent discontent—though exhibited with
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no unkindly sentiment—does not establish any very positive
disinclination to adhere to that mother-Lodge, the Grand Lodge
of England, from which the many privileges that the Colonial
Lodges enjoy have been primarily derived, and by which they
are almost universally continued. )

Before we bring this “ Introduction” to a close, we must not,
however, omit to mention one of the most important features of
the Craft, to which it is our purpose to continue an unabated
consideration—namely, the Charities of Freemasonry. Let us,
then, here say a few words respecting these “ Jewels of the Order,”
as they have often, and not inappropriately, been termed.

With respect to THE RovaL Frrrmasoxs’ CHARITY, we are
happy to announce that the children are removed to their new
place of residence, and heartily do we “ wish” them and the
Institution itself “ God speed.” We have the interests of
each of our noble Charities at heart; dut nome more than
this ; for we cannot but bow with all gratitude and humi-
Lity to the Most High, for the benefits which this Institution
has derived from His imestimable goodness. Here the female
children of our destitute or departed Brethren have been nur-
tured and cared for; and hence they have gome into the
world to adorn society by their virtues, and to prove how high
a privilege it is to be a Mason’s daughter.

For the Rovar Masonic INsrirorioN, for Clothing, Educating,
and Apprenticing the Sons of Indigent and Deceased Freemasons,
we also entertain the deepest regard,—and rejoiced, indeed, are
we to be able to record, in the first number of our new series,
one of the most successful annual Festivals in its behalf which has
ever been placed on record. At length the prospect of seeing the
Boys housed and nurtured, as the Girls have long been, is not
distant. The appeal, made with his usnal earnestness and de-
votion to the cause of the Order, by Bro. Rowland Gardiner
Alston, P.J.G.W., President of the Board of General Purposes,
and Chairman of the Boys’ School Committee, has at present
been nobly responded to from all parts of the earth,—even India
and China having vied with each other to see which could con-
tribute most liberally to a purpose so congenial to true Masonic
feeling. Another such Festival, in combination with individual
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exertion, will make this portion of the circle of the Masonic
Charities complete, and enhance the many inestimable advan-
tages of the Order.

And though last, not least, we shall never cease to plead for
the completion of the building of THE RovaL BENEVOLENT
INsTiTUTION for Aged Freemasons and their Widows. Hitherto
our appeals in its behalf have not been responded to as they
ought to have been. We confess that we believe the chief cause
of this failure to be, that our exertions in its behalf have not
reached those who, doubtless, would willingly contribute to
this excellent object, were they but once put in possession of
its claims upon their sympathy and support. Our periodical
has circulated amongst the majority of those, who “have done
what they could” to rear a portion of the building destined for
the home of the destitute and decayed Freemason. From these,
of course, we cannot expect, neither do we ask for, further con-
tributions; but we must plead for the widow, and press the
claim of our poorer Brethren upon those who, by a compara-
tively slight effort, might, even in the course of the present
year, cause the cope-stone to be placed upon the building at
Croydon,—a building which, in its present condition brings
disgrace upon the Craft every time a passenger by the South
Eastern Railway inquires to whom it belongs.

Thus we would conclude our introductory observations, with
reference to the future conduct of this periodical in the cause
of Benevolence. We make our appeal to the Craft at large for
their countenance and support, with the determination to deserve
their good opinion; whilst to the general literary public we
would offer such materials for their consideration, as shall
induce them to believe that there is something more in Free-
masonry than they have yet given the Order credit for; and
that the assertion

‘ Emollit mores, neque sinit esse feros,”
is not a fiction, any more than is the repeated asseveration,
that Freemasonry is connected with the progression and ad-
vancement of the liberal arts and sciences, no less than with
“ the very bond of peace and of all virtues”—CHaRITY.
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FEMALE LITERATURE IN FRANCE IN THE SEVEN-
TEENTH CENTURY.

BY MI188 PARDOE.

It is singular to stand upon the Blanéz (a corruption, by the
way, of Blanc-Nez, the name given originally to that portion of
the cliff in all probability from its form and colour), which juts
out into the sea about a league distant from Calais; to look,
upon a clear day, on the opposite and equally picturesque,
heights above Dover, and to remember that it was by a con-
vulsion of nature that our own country was severed, at some
remote period, from France, of which it once formed an integral
portion ; and thus changed into an island—TaE island, insignifi-
cant in extent, and in that respect very inferior to many others
mapped out on the world’s chart, but destined, nevertheless,
thanks to that severance, to become Queen of the Seas, and
capital of that mighty empire upon which the sun never sets;
which unites all climates, all religions, and all languages ; and
which pours forth out of its mighty heart the life-blood of universal
population. For a time one is tempted to be sceptical ; to cast
a backward glance upon the scene, the people, and the habits
more immediately within reach ; to contrast each and all with
those 8o near in fact, and so far off in seeming; and to doubt
that they could ever have formed a whole. But the more closely
and attentively the spot is examined, the more fully the truth is
made evident. The rapid and chafing waves chasing each other
through the narrow channel, now gleaming blue and bright, and
leaping joyously beneath a summer breeze; now toiling and
roaring in angry majesty, lashed by the storm-gusts against
the rocky shores on either hand, flow or fret, as the case may
be, between the riven cliffs, where once grass grew, and trees
waved, and the huts of the fishermen were made vocal by the
scream of the sea-gull, the. cormorant, and the curlew. Let
your eye wander from the Shakspeare CLiff to the Blanéz ; trace
the outline of each; make an allowance for the wear and tear
of time and tempest ; and you cannot, even if you would, remain
sceptical. Then look down at your feet, and gather up the
fragments of volcanised ore; fruits which have been hardened
into iron (I have seen and handled them) ; strange and familiarly-
shaped fragments of glittering earth, now indurated to stone,
but still retaining their pristine form, and telling of man, and
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of man’s industry; splinters of rock, rent and shivered as
though separated from their native mass by the arm of a
Titan. There is no room for doubt.

This is startling enough ; and as the eye measures the narrow
strait between the two shores, while the mind, or perhaps I
ought rather to say, the imagination, plunges down full
fathom five ”” under the labouring waters, this glimpse into the
far-off past is bewildering ; and yet the moral severance of the
two once-identical shores, is infinitely more so. France and
England—the antipodes of principle, of feeling, and of habit—
are both almost within the grasp of the spectator, and yet how
little are they united in fact; how ignorant are they of each
other. It is true that there exists a species of social and super-
ficial familiarity ; that upon the surface there would seem to be
a certain community of thought, idea, and motive; but such is
far from being the case in fact. Our Gallic neighbours do not,
and cannot understand us; and we are equally far from under-
standing them. They profess to have fathomed our laws, our
history, and our literature, while we pretend to an equal know-
ledge of theirs; and yet how stands the truth? I will not
search into the cause; my business is only with the effect of
that cause; and it is certain that while our researches have
wandered “from Indus to the Pole,” and have revealed to us
many a hidden mystery which might well have evaded the
scrutiny alike of the physiologist and the philosopher, France,
moral and social France, is still comparatively a sealed book to
most of us. Would that it were not so; for more perfect
knowledge would, in all probability, lead to more perfect
mutual regard and indulgence; petty jealousies might be laid to
rest; and peurile prejudices silenced. At present, fundamentally
speaking, the two countries know little or nothing of each other;
they are not conversant with the inner life of each other; they
severally take too much for granted ; and majestically wrapped
in the close and impenetrable mantle of selfish nationality,
refuse to see and to sympathise with what lies beyond. Thus
it seems to me—and I say it with all humility—that every hand
which seeks to lift even a corner of that exclusive and exclud-
ing mantle does honest service to truth and to universal good-
will. What, after all, is the world but one vast family, differing
indeed in language, but bound together by a myriad ties?

Enough, however, of these theories. Mental speculations,
unaided by moral exertions, can effect no diminution of the
estrangement now existing between France and England. It is
only by endeavouring to study and to comprehend the genius of
the nation; by familiarising our minds with theirs; by making
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an acquaintance with the great, the good, and the gifted, who
have illustrated their annals; that we can hope to appreciate
them at their just value. And surely it is essentially a woman’s.
province to offer, with that end and aim, some faint record of the
genius and energy of her own sex. It is at present generally
believed on our side of the Channel, that French literature is,
as a whole, demoralising in its tendency; and that its women
especially have arrogated to themselves, throughout the last
three centuries, the privilege of producing such works as women
in our own country would not permit themselves to read. This
is, however, a great and grievous error. Many have laboured,
and laboured well and earnestly, in the cause of morality and
virtue. ‘That there have been exceptions is most true; and
unfortunately, as it was once admirably remarked by a shrewd
writer, “nothing can be more easy to a woman than to be witty
when she has ceased to be decent;”” 8o those exceptions have
stood out so prominently from the mass, that they have, as a
necessary consequence, attracted a larger share of remark and
comment than the more scrupulous and better-principled of
their co-labourers. Let us not, moreover, forget that the
existing state of society ever affects that of its contemporaneous
literature. 'We have only to look at home to be at once com-
pelled to admit so self-evident a fact. Shakspeare himself was
tainted by the spirit of his time. Had he lived at the present
day, how much would he not have left unwritten? Had he
flourished during the reign of Victoria, instead of that of Eliza-
beth, how differently would he have felt, and how differently
would he have recorded his feelings ? Surely then we are bound
to excuse in our continential neighbours a fault from which we
are ourselves by no means exempt. It may be answered, and with
reason, that much may be excused in the one sex which cannot
be pardoned in the other; and I may be reminded (thank God!)
that we have had few lady-writers in England, who have per-
mitted themselves that moral emancipation upon paper of which
there at this moment exists so marked and (this crying defect
excepted), so brilliant an example in France. Once more,
however, I must make myself the apologist of the French female
writers. I have already alluded to the great exception which
would and must have been quoted against me, and with that
particular individual I have nothing further to do; but beyond
Madame Sand, I am not aware that there exists one woman in
France whose works have a pernicious tendency, while I am
acquainted with many who have done good service to the litera-
ture of their country.

The seventeenth century was especially rich in female talent ;
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and, as every one acquainted with French history is well aware,
was essentially lax in social morality. The several sovereigns,
-a8 well as their great nobles, were dissolute and unprincipled ;
and a corrupt court must ever make a corrupt people. At the
close of the previous century it had become the fashion for every
woman of wit to write, and as every woman of wit was not
endowed with creative genius, she naturally turned for her sub-
ject to the events which were passing about her. The “ Heptame-
ron” of Marguerite de Valois was no effort of imagination, but
simply an exaggerated reflection of the daily incidents which
fell under her own observation, or were communicated to
her by her friends. The celebrated sketches of the Princess de
Conti were mere satires, more pungent than delicate, upon the
vices of Henry IV. and his court; even the charming Letters
of Madame de Sevigny are occasionally tainted by the same
reckless spirit of disregard for the conventionalities of virtuous
society ; nor do I hesitate to admit that I could increase my list
of those female writers who were content to be more witty than
wise. But such is not my purpose. All I desire to show is
simply this : that the first literary attempts made by the women
of France were almost universally in the shape of memoirs; and
a8, at the period referred to, a veracious chronicler could not
succeed in producing—
“ No line that dying he would wish to blot ;”

this circumstance did not fail to affect, in a greater or less
degree, according to the standard of mind to which each par-
ticular writer had attained, all their subsequent productions.
As time wore on, however, the stream, at first polluted at its
source, began to fling off its foulness; women, weary of being
either toys or tyrants, gradually asserted the true dignity of
their sex ; and a new era opened upon female literature.

Meanwhile there were many less known, because less dari
than their more unscrupulous contemporaries, who held a not
unenviable position in the world of letters; and it is with these
that I am about to endeavour to interest my readers. I shall
not, by dwelling upon those more celebrated names which have
become land-marks in literary history, weary either them or
myself with a twice-told tale. My intention is to introduce to
them writers of whom they may possibly never even have heard,
or with whose productions they are but slightly acquainted ;
although, such as my limits will enable me to quote, were well
deserving of a better fate than that comparative oblivion into
which they have fallen.

Setting aside, then, the celebrated classic, Madame Dacier,
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the witty Madame de Sevigné, the philosophical Mademoiselle
Descartes, the mystical Madame Guyon, and others of their
stamp, whose reputation has become European, I shall com-
mence with a wrniter, whose name indeed 18 known, and well
known among us; although, rather as the centre of a grou
of scholars and poets than as a scholar, and a poet h

I allude to MapamEe pE LaMBERT, Whose salon was the chosen
point of remdezvous for all the wit and talent of Paris, pro-
vided that wit was decent, and that talent honourably exerted ;
and if I place the lady in question in the second rank of
contemporaneous female writers, be it remembered that I at
least assign to her the principal position in that rank.

La Marquise pE LaMBERT was the only daughter of Stephen
de Margnenat, Lord of Courcelles, and of Mademoiselle Monique
Passart ; who, becoming a widow when her daughter attained
the third year of her age, contracted a second marriage with the
celebrated Francois de Coigneux de Bachaumont, a poet and
satirist, whose epigrams against Magarin attracted considerable
attention during the wars of the Fronde. M. de Bachaumont,
who soon learned to appreciate the extraordinary talents of his
step-daughter, devoted himself with great earnestness to the
development of her mental powers; and she, on her side,
proved herself so zealous a pupil, that, while still a mere child,
she was in the habit of escaping from her play-fellows in order
to shut herself into her apartment with her books. At a very
early age she, moreover, acquired a habit of extracting from the
pages of the author upon whom she was engaged, such passages
as appeared to her remarkable, either for their poetry or their
truth ; an admirable method of at once forming the taste, and
assisting the memory; and which she continued to pursue
throughout her whole career.

In 1666 Mademoiselle de Courcelles became the wife of I{eu.rlyl
de Lambert, Marquis de Saint Bris, who, at his death, whic
occurred in 1686, was Governor and Lieutenant-general of the
city and duchy of Luxembourg. Of four children, which were
the issue of this marriage, two died in their infancy ; leaving her
with one son, Henry Frangois de Lambert, who became a Lieu-
tenant-general in the Royal army, and governor of Auxerre;
and Maria Theresa, subsequently the wife of Louis de Beaupoil,
Count of St. Aulaire, who was killed at the battle of Ramersheim,
in Upper Alsatia, in 1709. The grace, the beauty, and the
accomplishments of the young widow, who immediately returned
to the shelter of her mother’s roof, invested the Hétel Lambert
with a new charm; and amply compensated to those by whom
it was frequented for the rigorous exclusion of every species of

VOL. I. c
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gambling, at a period when that fatal vice was demoralizing
alike the court and the people.

For many years Madame de Lambert refused to give publi-
city to her own productions, from an idea that it d
from her rank ang position in the world to enter the lists with
professional writers; and the natural consequence ensued. As
she was in the habit of reading aloud in her turn—conversation
and the perusal of unpublished works forming the principal
amusement of her soirées—such essays or treatises as she had
herself composed, these were occasionally purloined by one or
other of her guests, who could not brook that they should
remain in the obscurity to which she destined them, and eventu-
ally found their way into print, to her extreme annoyance; an
annoyance which prompted her to buy them up at the price
demanded by their publisher, in order that they might be
destroyed. Subsequently, however, she yielded to the entreaties
of her friends; and among the most important of the works
ultimately submitted to the press, were her “ Advice of 8 Mother
to her Son;” her “ Advice of a Mother to her Daughter;” a
“ Treatise on Friendship ;" a second on “ Old Age;” * Reflections
on Women ;” “ Psyche;” and many other minor but equally
admirable productions.

Madame de Lambert was an invalid throughout her whole
life, and her latter years were so much embittered by acute
suffering that it required all her moral energy, and the deep
sense of religion by which she was distinguished, to enable her
to support them with the courage and resignation which she
evinced to the last. She died in Paris in 1733 at the advanced
age of eighty-six; and left a void in society which was not
destined to be filled up.

The “ Advice” of Madame de Lambert to her children is as
admirable in manner as in matter. Hers are no harsh lessons,
repelling even while they convince; but precepts given by a
friend, and dictated by affection. Her philosophy scatters over
the path to which she points flowers enough to blunt, if not to
choke, its thorns; the native nobility and the feminine delicacy
of her mind are alike visible in every sentiment; while her ear-
nestness of purpose lends an energy to her style as ca) tivntin%
as it is rare among her sex. From the first-mentioned work
shall make a few short extracts, which will, I trust, justify this
opinion :—

P“ It is only at two periods of our lives that truth reveals itself profitably
to us; in youth for our instruction, and in old age for our consolation.
Duriﬁg the dominion of the passions truth forsakes us.”

“ High birth bestows less honour than it exacts ; for to boast of one's
ancestry is merely to vaunt the merit of others.”
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“Itis a rare faculty to praise with judgment. The misanthrope eannot
scoomplish it, for ﬁ penetration isJ weakened by his moroseness ; the
fiatterer, by over-acting his part, brings discredit on himself, and con-
fers honour on noone; the vain man praises only to be praised in his turn.
The honest man alone sucoeeds ; if you desire to render your praise useful,
attribute it to others rather than to yourself.”

“1It is an admirable quality to be able to live on good terms with your
eompetitors, and to struggle for pre-eminence only with yourself. It is
often useful to make yourself feared, but never to t'eveng‘:a yourself.
Narrow minds are vindictive; great men are lenient. From moment
that an enemy repents and humbles himself, you lose the right to seek for
vengeance.”

“ Above all let us beware of envy, it is at once the lowest and the basest
guion in the world. Envy is the shadow of glory, as glory is the shadow

virtue.”

‘When addressing her daughter, Madame de Lambert becomes

eloquent with the true eloquence of a mother’s heart. Can any-
thing be more admirable than what follows ?

“One of the ancients was wont to say that he folded himself in the
mantle of his virtne; fold yourself in that of your religion, it will afford
you great assistance against the weaknesses of youth, and an assured
shelter in more advanced life. Were we merely to follow the maxims of
the century, what a void should we find in old age ; the past would afford
us ot%y regret, the present grief, and the future terror.”

“ We exist with our defects as we do with the perfumes that we carry
sbout us. We have become unconscious of them, and they produce annoy-
anoe Gc:;ls to others.”

Mﬁ in our commerce with the world is the girdle of Venus,

i and bestows grace on all who possess it ; it is visible in

way ; in conversation, and even in silence ; it is that which forbids

the dilphyoftslentandintellect,lndwhiohcrulhuinuulou
of satire, a pernicious vice in society."”

And again in her “ Treatise on Friendship :”—

“ Nothing is so sure a tee for us to ourselves, and nothing a
greater security towards , than an estimable friend. We cannot
allow ourselves to appear imperfect in his eyes ; and thus you never see
vice attach itself to virtue. We do not love to find ourselves in contact
with those who judge only to condemn us.”

“Let us select our friends cautiously ; it is they who determine our
character; others look for us in them. ~ It is giving to the public our
own it, and an avowal of what we really are.” .

“ We find in friendship the assurance of good advice, the emulation of

mmKlo, putici{pa.tion in sorrow, help in time of need, all without
sought, waited for, or purchased.”

In the treatise on “Old Age,” likewise addressed to her
danghter, the sentiments of Madame de Lambert do her equal
honour. There is no asceticism, no bitterness in the view which
she takes of a period of human existence so universally dreaded ;
her great heart still beats with the same healthy and honest
energy; her fine perception stillzwizea upon the more delicate,

c
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and, better still, upon the more consolatory points of -her sub-
ject. Sufferer as she had been throughout the whole course of
a long life, Madame de Lambert did not permit her physical ills
to jaundice her strong mind, or to weaken her pure and pious
principles.

“ Every one,” she says, “ dreads old age: it is regarded as a period
iiven o:eyr to pain and sorrow, from wli.fo.il all pleasures are shut out.

very one loses something by advancing in years, and women more than
men. As all their merit consists in external attractions, and these are
destroyed by time, they find themselves absolutely bereaved of all; for
there are few women whose merit outlives their beauty.”

‘ At every period of our lives we owe something to others and to our-
selves. Our X:ties towards others are doubled in old age. When we can
no longer add to the charm of society it demands from us solid virtues.”

“ We should, in growing old, be observant of ourselves in all things ; in
our conversation, In our deg::tment. and, finally, even in our clothes.
Nothing is more ridiculous than to show by an undue love of dress that
we wish to recal the memory of the attractions we have lost. Avowed old
age becomes less old.”

*“An elderly woman should be no less careful as to the society which
she frequents, and should attach herself only to persons of simxlarr"ﬁe
and habits. Theatres and public places should be interdicted, or
attended; for when she ceases to add to their attraction, she sho
abandon them.”

«“It is habits which make sorrow, not old age. Every age is & burthen
to those who possess no inner life, which alone can make existence happy.
A philosopher who had lived one hundred and seven years was once
asked if he did not find his life wearisome : ‘I cannot complain of my old
age,’ was his reply, ‘ because I never degraded my ti:ut:h.' One indispensable
duty in old age is to make a right use of time; less there remains, the
more precious it should become; the time of a Christian is the price of
eternity.”

“You should, say many, terminate your life before you die, that is,
your projects ; to terminate one’s life is to have lost all taste for life; for,
a8 relates to our projects, so long a8 we exist, we continue to hope, and we
live less in the present than in the future. Life would be short did not
hope give it extent.”

Need I hesitate to ask whether sentiments such as these,
although traced by the pen of a woman, are not worth more
than all the sour and selfish maxims of a Rochefoucauld ?

The name of MapaME D’AULNoY is familiar, I doubt not, to
all my readers, the lady in question having been, through the
medium of her Fairy Tales, a species of perpetual annuity to our
pantomimists and play-wrights; but we do her injustice when
we build up her literary reputation upon these pretty and
fanciful productions, which were among the earliest of her
efforts. Our author was the daughter of M. le Jumel de Barne-
ville, and was related to the most ancient families of Normandy.
Her mother, who contracted a second marriage with the Marquis
de Gadaigne, died at Madrid, in possession of a considerable
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pension granted to her by Charles II., and continued until the
close of her life by Philip V.; while the subject of the present
sketch became the wife of Frangois de la Mothe, Count d’Aulnoy.
Having accompanied her mother and step-father to Spain, Made-
moiselle de Barneville, being pledged to communicate to a
favourite cousin the incidents of her journey, became involun-
tarily an author; her letters (nine in number) having proved so
captivating, both in style and subject, as to induce their publi-
cation; and thus it was that the “ Account of my Journey to
Spain ” became the first work of the subsequently prolific writer
under notice. The book obtained a great and well-merited
popularity ; it is sketchily but gracefully written; there is no
straining after effect; no elaborately-rounded periods; but a
fervid gushing out of youthful feeling, a singular acuteness of
observation, and a marvellous power of detail, minute without
monotony, which is singularly attractive, from the first page to
the last. We will give one specimen. She was about to cross
the river Adour, between Bayonne and St. Sebastian :—

“Qur little boats were ornamented with several painted and gilded
streamers, and plied by young girls with an ability andp: rustic that
were quite charming : ‘there were three of them in each, two who rowed,
and one who held tﬁe rudder.

“These girls are tall, their figure is fine; they are of dark complexion,
with ificent teeth, and hair as black and bright as jet, which the
plait, and allow to fall upon their shoulders, with a few ribbons attachec
toit; th:z wore upon their heads a sort of little veil of muslin, embroi-
dered with flowers in silk and gold, which floats in the wind, and covers
their bosom; they have ear-rings of gold and pearls, and necklaces of
eoral. Their jackets are like those o%' our Bohemians, with very tight
sleeves. I assure you that they charmed me. I am told that these girls
swim like fish ; am'fv that they do not suffer among them the intrusion either
of man or woman. It is a ‘species of pigmy republic, to which they flock
from all directions, and where their parents se;?them when they are quite

young.

L e they desire to marry, they attend the mass at Fontarabis, which
is the nearest city to the place that they inhabit : it is there that the young
men assemble to choose a wife wooriing to their taste; and each who
wishes to commit matrimony goes to the relatives of his chosen mistress to
declare his sentiments, and to make all necessary arrangements : this done,
the girl is informed of the fact; when, if she is satisfied with her suitor,
she returns to her parents, and the marriage takes place. .

“1 never saw anything more gay than the expression of their faces;
they have little cottages all along the bank of the river; and they are
under the i of certain old maids, whom they obey as they
would do a mother. ey communicated all these details to us in their
own e, and we listened to them with pleasure.”

This fascinating book of travel was succeeded by the celebrated
Fairy Tales, to which I shall not further allude; but, regarding
them merely as a playful episode in a life of unwearied literary
labour, proceed to state that, encouraged by the success of her
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“ Journal,” our author next produced a work of more pretension
and of greatly-increased interest; The Memoirs of the Court
of Spain ;" rendered doubly valuable from the fact that of every
circumstance which she records, Madame d’Aulnoy was an eye-
witness. The period of this singular narrative of the interior of
the Spanish court, is that of the marriage of Charles II. with
the niece of Lounis XIV.; and no detail connected with the time
is omitted, from the perpetual changes of the ministry to the
anecdotes current in society. She commences her work at the
termination of the reign of Philip IV., after his second marriage
with Anne of Austria, the daughter of Ferdinand III.; and
gives an amusing account of the feud between Dom Juan and
the queen’s confessor, Father Nitard; of the exile of the latter;
of the suspicious prosperity of his successor in favour, Dom
Fernando de Valenzuela; and finally of the marriage of the
young king; and all this with a precision and minutia which
render the work, although written nearly a century and a half
ago, of great and enduring interest to all students of national
history. In her next work, “The Memoirs of the Court of
England,” she was less happy. It is full of romance and exagge-
ration ; and although it does not falsify facts, it leaves the mind
unsatisfied. Charles II., the Duke of Monmouth, Buckingham,
and the Earl of Arran, all figure in her narrative, but rather as
fantastic masks than in the semblance of their real individuality.
Warned, perhaps, by experience, her succeeding production,
“The Earl of Warwick,” was put forth honestly as an historical
novel ; and, as such, it is deserving of the highest praise. Still
scrupulously exact as history, it is full of interest and adven-
ture; and embraces the period extending from the accession of
Edward IV. to the death of Warwick.

This work was followed by one of a similar nature; the hero
who gives his name to the book being the Prince de Carency,
the younger son of John of Burgundy, Count de la Marche, the
kinsman of Charles VI. of France. The scene of much of the
story is laid at Madrid, where the author’s intimate acquaintance
alike with the place and the people adds greatly to the interest
of the narrative; it, however, wanders to Italy, and even to the
East. A few improbabilities, and an occasional negligence, de-
tract in some degree from its merit; but, as & whole, the work
is highly creditable to the talents of the writer ; while the tone
of scrupulous morality by which it is pervaded does no less
honour to her principles.

Mademoiselle Geneviéve de Beaucour (subsequently Mapanz
DE SAINT ONGE) was the only daughter of M. de Gillot, Sieur
de Beaucour, and of Geneviéve Gomeés de Vasconcelles, who
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was herself well known in the world of letters. She produced
several works, which became popular; and among the rest the
“Modern Ariosto,” and half a dozen novels, which have been
long forgotten. .

M. de Beaucour, who was a parliamentary advocate, and a
man of considerable erudition, vied with his wife in cultivati:g
the early-developed talents of the little Geneviéve, who receiv
an excellent education, by which she largely profited. Her
earliest prepossession was in favour of theatrical composition,
and she accordingly produced both comedies and operas, which
achieved a certain success: but her principal work, and one
which may really be regarded as a literary curiosity, is a *“ Secret
History of Don Antonio of Portugal,” which she professes to
have compiled from a MS. found among the papers of her grand-
father Gomés, the brother of Scipio de Vasconcelles, who shared
the evil fortunes of Don Antonio, and the confidence of the
princes his sons. As a matter of private history, this work,
assuming its veracity, is invaluable; nor does there appear any
reason to doubt the assertion of its author; while it 18 at least
certain that the whole narrative has an air of truth and fidelity,
which bears strong evidence to the correctness of the statement.
One little ballad, written by this lady, has attracted me by its
playfulness ; and I believe that I shall be forgiven if I venture
to vary my article by its insertion in an English dress :—

“"When a lover, young and fond,
Never from us seeks to rove,

‘Wherefore should we look beyond P
It were folly not to love !
‘When we see a faithless one,
Every ege and lip can move,
Here one hour, the next one gone,
It were folly then to love!
‘When we're free to weave a chain,
Time and sorrow fail to prove,
‘Worn without regret or pain,
It were folly not to love!
‘When or doubts or fears arise,
That our charms have ceased to move,
And chillinfg lances meet our eyes,
It were folly then to love!
‘When our youth is gay and bright,
And glittering visions round us rove,
‘When all about us breathes delight,
It were folly not to love !
‘When a suitor bold and vain,
Persists while we in scorn reprove,
And asks to be beloved again,
It were folly then to love !
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Love, the earliest-born of faith,
Makes youth’s pathwa{“f;air and smooth,
‘Whispering low beneath his breath,
It were folly not to love !

‘When he holds us in his thrall
False and faithless does he prove ;
And thus I declare to all,
'Tis insanity to love I”

MapeMo1sELLE CATHERINE BERNARD, who was born at Rouen
in 1662, was the distant relative of Corneille and Fontenelle, the
latter of whom took great interest in her literary sucoess. From
an early age she had been accustomed to hear her parents exult
in their connexion with those two celebrated men; and, impelled
by a spirit of emulation, it was not long ere she began to
test her own powers of composition. As is almost universally
the case with the young and enthusiastic, she commenced her
career of authorship in verse; and poured forth, comparatively
without effort, sonnets, madrigals, epigrams, and ballads. Then,
pluming her wing for a higher flight, she turned her attention
to the stage, and wrote several rhymed comedies. Having
abjured the Protestant faith, in which she had been reared, and
encouraged by the praise of Fontenelle, she proceeded to Paris;
where, through the kind offices of her kinsman and patron, she
soon became favourably known to the poets and philosophers of
the capital, and produced many graceful fugitive pieces. The fact
of her obtaining several academical prizes soon secured to her a
species of celebrity; which was the more willingly acknowledged as
her agreeable manners and amiable disposition endeared her to
those who sought her acquaintance, among whom were many
persons of high rank and station. The Paduan Academy of
Ricovrati conferred upon her the honour of membership; the
Countess de Pont-Chartrain gave her a pension; and subse-
quently a second, amounting to six hundred annual livres, was
bestowed upon her by the sovereign.

The greatest literary triumphs of Mademoiselle Bernard were,
however, her historical romances; one of which, entitled “Eleonor
d’Yvrée,” is written with such extraordinary grace and delicacy,
and with so much deep and earnest feeling, that some of her critics
have not hesitated to attribute many of its beauties to the pen of
Fontenelle ; alleging that, from the extraordinary interest which
he evinced in her success, nothing could be more natural than
that he should lend the aid of his talent to the embellishment
of her works. This assertion appears to me, I confess, however,
extremely doubtful ; it being essentia.llfy the privilege of a woman
to analyze and depict those subtle feelings of the heart, and
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those more minute shades of character, which men, even of the
most brilliant imagination, frequently overlook, or disregard ;
and herein lies the great charm of our author’s style. Her
plots are well and skilfully developed ; her fable interesting ; and
her historical episodes faithful, and cleverly merged in the
narrative ; but her excellence lies, as I have already remarked,
in the delicate handling of that inner life which it requires
the eye of a woman to discerm, and the hand of an artist
to portray.

To “ Eleonor d’Yvrée” succeeded a second novel, “ The Count
d’Amboise,” which, with a more involved plot, contains the same
beanties of style and composition; after which Mademoiselle
Bernard, by the advice of Fontenelle, produced the tragedy of
“Laodamia, Queen of Epirus,” which obtained considerable
success on the stage, although as a closet-play it is far from
being attractive. Her next essay was more fortunate in con-
ception ; but nevertheless the tragedy of “ Brutus,” as compared
with that of Voltaire, who doubtless appreciated at their just
value the extraordinary capabilities of such a subject, is a de-
cided failure; and as such she probably considered it when, by
the advice of Madamé de Pont-Chatrain, she once more turned
from the stage to the closet, and produced her delightful romance
of “Inez of Cordova.” Among the minor poems of Mademoi-
selle Bernard is a fable called “ Imagination and Happiness,”
full of grace and poetry; which Voltaire, irritated by the mis-
taken zeal of some of the lady’s injudicious friends, by whom he
was reproached with plagiansing certain passages from her tra-
gedy, persisted in attributing to M. de la Parisiere, bishop of
Nismes. Mademoiselle Bernard, born in 1662, died in 1712,
having ably sustained the literary reputation of her family.

HeNrieTTE JULIE DE CAsTELNAU, CoUNTESS DE MURAT, whose
writings we are next about to consider, was the daughter of the
Marquis de Castlenan, Governor of Brest, who died of a wound
which he received at Utrecht. Her maternal grandfather was
the Count de Dangnon, marshal of France; and she herself
became the wife of the Count de Murat, a colonel of infantry,
and brigadier of the royal army. Witty, beautiful, and gifted
with a spirit for intrigue, she shortly after the death of her
husband involved herself in some political cabal ; an imprudence
which the king resented by exiling her to Auch, where she re-
mained until the regency of the Duke of Orleans, who recalled
her to Paris. So long a banishment had, however, crushed the
sanguine and enthusiastic spirit of Madame de Murat; and she
had only returned to the capital a few months when she died,
before had attained her fiftieth year.
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In addition to the Memoirs of her own life, which possess all the
interest of a romance, and arewritten with grace and ease, Madame
Murat produced several novels; the first, which is entitled
“ The Effects of Jealousy,” is founded on the melancholy history
of the beautiful Francoise de Foix, Countess of Chateaubriant,
whose eventful life and frightful death are narrated with a
mingled brilliancy and pathos which captivate the sympathies of
the reader. The court of Francis I. is painted with a master-
hand; although, as has been almost universally the case with
all- French writers, the character of the dissolute and unprinci-
pled monarch is invested with a chivalry to which it cannot
fairly advance any claim.

The second, which is purely a work of imagination, bears the
extraordinary title of “ The Hobgoblins of Kirnosi,” a title
which for a time tended to diminish its popularity ; as it became
better known, however, the ingenuity of the tale and the play-
fulness of the style overcame the prejudice which originally ex-
isted against it; and it is now juat{) regarded as the best produc-
tion of her fluent and prolific pen. The “ Hobgoblins of Kirnosi”
were succeeded by a collection of Fairy Tales, which although
less known than those of Madame d’Aulnoy, may safely be
declared to vie with them in merit. They perhaps display less
invention, but they are so gracefully and gaily written, so full
of fancy, and so brilliant in imagery, that they cannot fail to be
read with pleasure. The last work of Madame de Murat ¢ The
Country Journey,” is a collection of tales, supposed to be
narrated by a party assembled in a provincial chiteau, many of
which are singularly entertaining; and among others certain
ghost-stories, which are told with such an air of truth, as to be
positively startling. I may mention another of her novels,
called “The Count de Dunois,” of which the period is once
more that of Francis I.; but in order to give my readers an
idea of the more serious style of Madame Murat, and how
thoroughly she can forget her feelings of authorship where her
heart is interested, I will make a few extracts from her Auto-
biography, which will, if I do not deceive myself, be found to
justify the preceding remarks:—

“Yam of illustrious birth, both on my father's and my mother's side.
My first misfortune was that of being born too soon. My mother had
barely attained her sixteenth year when I came into the world; and as
she no other child for a period of ten years, I was regarded as the
heiress of my famxlge‘ My mother was too young to endure to see &
daughter grow up beside her who must ere fong y her age ; and I
was consequently consigned to the guardianship of a grandmother, who
felt for me all that blind admiration which persons advanced in life some-
times evince towards children in whom they hope to see both their race
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and their name perpetusted. Her only care was to im me s
high sense of my personal merits and hyh birth, mdtomm
the same wanity in both as she herself folt; and conssquently, the frst
thing which I t was that I was beautiful, and might aspire to the
highest rank. In this vanity I was reared ; and I had already reached my
eleventh year, when my mother gave birth to a son, who no sooner saw
the light than my other transferred to him all the love which she
had previously lavi upon myself. I no listened to flattering com-
ments upon my beauty, or to assurances of the splendid fortunes which
awaited me ; my brother absorbed all the plaudits. They next sought to
inspire me with a taste for a conventual li e, and finally I was given to
mnmndthntmhwutobemyfnmmduhny."

The Marquis de Castlenau, however, aware that his daughter
had no vocation for the cloister, proposed to her to allow herself
to be carried off by M. de Murat, in order to escape the
reproaches of his wife; and, on the pretext of pursuing the
ravisher, he conducted the young Henriette to Provence, where
she gave her hand to her unknown suitor. The marriage proved
an unhappy one, and the cruelties of her husband ultimately
compelled the countess to abandon her home; while the fact of
her evasion having been assisted by a nobleman who had con-
ceived a passion for her, caused it to be generally reported that
she had forsaken her husband to attach herself to the fortunes
of alover. Incensed by the insult, Madame de Murat at once
proceeded to Paris, but as she was utterly without resources,
calumny became still more busy with her name : in vain did she
apply alike to her mother, and the man whose name she bore,
for the means of subsistence ; they remained deaf to her appeal ;
and while she was endeavouring by every means in her power
to effect a separation, which might at least enable her to exist,
her mind was harassed, and her dignity wounded, by the mis-
representations of the censorious and the uncharitable. Among
those who had interested themselves in her misfortunes was a
magistrate who had undertaken her cause, and whose son, M. de
Saint-Albe, from being frequently brought into contact with the
unhappy and destitute young wife, conceived a violent passion for
her. is he however cautiously concealed, until having heard
her disrespectfully spoken of by the Marquis de Montalzac, his
indignation so far overcame his ‘frudence that he challenged him,
and thus compromised beyond all hope the reputation of the
woman whom he loved.

This hurried sketch brings nus once more back to the narrative
of Madame de Murat :—

« Saint-Albe,” she says,  had scarcely recovered from his wound, when
his father died ; and, fortunately for the son, he died so suddenly that he
had not time to sign a will, by which he would have been disinherited.
The first use that Saint-Albe made of his inheritance was to offer it to me.
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He wrote to tell me that I was mistress of the whole of his fortune, and
he besmlllght me to permit its transfer to myself for an important reason.
His family were anxious that he should marry; and as it was, he declared,
impossible for him to consent to do so, he trusted that he should liberate
himself from their importunity by disposing of his pmgerty. and thus
pmvilifh to tlllxeé.llx that his alliance had ceased wb!;o desirab! e.t’ T conld not

“ oy, is proposal appeared to me to be extravagan no
remain inse%mible tg the generosity by which it had been prom ; but
at the same time I became aware of the misfortune of being loved by a
man, who the more capable he showed himself of performing an action of
heroism, would only the more surely compromise my character ; and,
moreover, what persecution had I not to apprehend from his fmﬂM
they should ever suspect that he had made me such a progosltion P
terror was increased by a consciousness that I was agreeal ly flattered by
80 great a proof of his regard ; and that it would be :::xﬁ)osaxble for me to
remain long insensible towards a man who continually gave me fresh
reasons to esteem him.

“The conduct of Saint-Albe, however, taught me what .ought to be my
own ; I resolved not only to refuse his offer, but to urge him to consent to
the projected marriage. I told him that he would irretrievably ruin me
by persisting in his purpose ; but that, if he wished me to love him to the

ose of my existence, he must obey the orders of his relatives ; and that
I besought of him to do so in order to spare my reputation. My reply
overwhelmed him with grief, he became seriously ill, but still he perpe-
tually wrote to urge my consent to the donation ; which I as constantly
refused ; and meanwhile I continued to impress upon him the propriety of
his immediate marriage.”

The pertinacity of Madame de Murat at length produced its
effect. M. de Saint-Albe became the husband of a wealthy
heiress, towards whom he evinced an indifference which was
interpreted to the disadvantage of the countess, who thus found
a new sorrow superadded to those by which her life was already
embittered. Both the mother by whom she had been for-
saken in her trials, and the brother by whom she had been
superseded in the affections of her family, died a short time
subsequently, and she once more found herself in afluence—
rich in all save happiness, and a good name. A few years passed,
and then the Count de Murat in his turn died, leaving his wife
free. This, as she herself confesses, was the most trying period
of her life. She remembered with regret that had she not
herself urged the marriage of Saint-Albe, she might still have
looked forward to an union with one whom she both loved and
honoured. It may be remembered that in speaking of this
autobiography, I said that it was as full of interest as a romance;
I should have been justified had I stated that it was a romance
in fact. Madame de Saint-Albe fell a victim to smallpox; and

. po
as she left no children, her fortune reverted to her family, leav-
ing her husband comparatively poor. For a time, however, the
widowed lovers did not meet. Saint-Albe was keenly alive to
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the fact of his own poverty, and Madame de Murat’s wealth ;
and discouraged by the inequality of their circumstances, he
resolved to leave France; nor was it until, by the exertions of a
mutual friend, he was compelled to believe that the countess
might be prevailed upon to become his wife, that he consented
to forego his intention. The marriage which ensued was one of
almost uninterrupted happiness, but it was fated to be of short
duration, M. de Saint Albe having been fatally wounded in an
engagement, in the very flower of his age :—

* Baint-Albe [says his widow] had displayed, at the battle of ——, all the
Kg:ofa of ability and valour which were to be expected from an officer of

s reputation. Having advanced too far from his post in order to recon-
noitre the enemy, he received a musket wound in s body, which did not
at first ag}‘):ar so dangerous as it ultimately proved. Immediately that he
was hurt he wrote to assure me that the wound was slight, and to beseech
of me not to be alarmed. I loved him too tenderly, however, not to
experience great uneasiness, and I lost no time in reaching ——, whither
they had conveyed him. He remained for two or three days in astate which
caused us to hope that the injury was not a mortal one, but suddenly so
great a change took place that we began to fear for his life; the fever
increased ; and there was no longer room to doubt that an abscess had
formed in his chest. He was the first to be aware that all remedies were
useless, and that he was about to die. He no sooner became convinced of
this than he called me to his bedside, and having desired the attendants to
withdraw, he said firmly : ‘Do not deceive yourself, my dear wife, with
any hope of my recovery ; whatever others may tell you, I feel that we
must soon part. All is over, and I must resign an existence which was
only dear to me while it enabled me to protect and to love you. I have
lived happily, because I had obtained your affection; and it was to the
hope of ren erinf myself less unworthy of that affection that I owe the
little reputation I have acquired. I have endeavoured to live like a man
of honour, and to do my duty, because I was your husband, and that
without your love I should not have been what I am. Farewell ;’ he

embracing me ; ‘farewell, for the last time.’

“ While Saint-Albe spoke thus, I was in a pitiable state. I bathed his
hands with my tears; 1 wept and sobbed ; and I know not which of us
was at that moment the greatest object of compassion. They carried me
to my bed, where I remained insensible for two or three hours. I then
wished to return to him, but I was not permitted to do so ; nor did I find
myself free until he had breathed his last sigh. Every one was absorbed
in grief ; all the attendants were in tears ; the soldiers collected in groups
to look upon him, and to kiss his hand. The officers withdrew in silence,
and had not the courage to op, my entrance. I reached the chamber
in which he had just expired ; I saw him lifeless. Oh, God! what a spec-
tacle was that ! "I know not how it was that I did not die of grief, bat I
restrained my tears to perform towards him the last sad duties—"

I could add to these slight sketches of the literary women
of France in the Seventeenth Century, many more, which would,
as I trust and believe, tend to rescue their memory from the
suspicion which now attaches to it among the generality of
English readers; who having based that opinion upon the
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writings of several among them whose celebrity in their own
country was due to the very qualities which we condemn in
our own, have not cared to look further. Here, however, I must
terminate my task; and I do so with the less regret, as I feel
convinced that should I, through want of sufficient ability, have
failed to accomplish the end which I had in view, I shall at
least obtain credit for the honesty of my purpose.

THE WORRIED BISHOP;

OB, WHEN WAS KINDLY DEED BARREN OF BLESSINGP

L

“You’rr repent, Mr. Gladwin, you’ll repent,” said that
reverend gentleman’s helpmate, fixing her dark, flashing eyes
upon him, and raising with an admonitory gesture her taper
forefinger—a movement which was generzl the prelude to a
rattling lecture—* let what I now say, sink I , deep, in your
memory—YoU’LL REPENT | ”

“Yes! Fanny, dear, yes: I hope I shall!” observed the
other, meekly, ““we should all do so; we have ample reason !

“Don’t repeat to me such horrid trmsms »” returned the lady,
sharply ; “truisms which you are partlcnla.rly careful to elabo-
rate every Sunday; and well you may | You’ve need; no
man more |” -

¢ On what ground ?”

“On that of your frightful, awful, indefensible, and criminal
obstinacy in retaining under your roof that idle, volatile,
laughter-loving, ne’er-do-well, Cecil Wray. With a curacy of
only 90!. per annum, and no private property—remember that,
Mr. Gladwin—no private property: what right have you to
harbour such an unprofitable dependent ?*’

“ He is an orphan, Fanny.”

“So are thousands beu:de »

““ There is no vice about the lad,” continued the curate, in a
deprecating tone.

“1 make no accusations,” rejoined Mrs. Gladwin, severely ;
“Cecil Wray is harmless and popular; a good cricketer; a
crack shot; a superb ventriloquist; and a prime favourite in
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the nursery : but why are we to maintain him ? why is his home
to be with us 2”

“ Because, Fanny,” and Gladwin’s voice became suddenly
tremulous; ““his father succoured me when all my quondam
patrons frowned ; and because his father and mine were brother
Masons,—members of the same lodge,—and bosom friends.
These, Fanny, are facts not to be forgotten.”

“ Well,” said the lady softening, *if he had money I should
not object, perhaps ;-if he had money, that would make a
difference—a very marked and immediate difference.”

And the cautious housewife spoke with unusual deliberation.

“If he had money,” interrupted Gladwin, with unwonted
vehemence; “he should not remain in my household an hour,
to be an object of discussion between us; it is because he has
no money, Fanny, that I shelter him | »

“ Now I’ve done with you !”” and Mrs. G. started to her feet:
“no more debate this night! No!l I've finished! when I do
converse, I desire, sir, to have for my hearers reasonable beings.
Oh, Mr. Gladwin ! where will your unaccountable prepos-
sessions bring your unhappy wife and your smiling children ?
The avenue is long, but at the end of it stands—tke work-
mouse !’ And, with a most alarming sob, Mrs. Gladwin waived
her hands despairingly, and vanishef from the apartment.

“] must put an end to these painful discussions by some
means ;”’ said poor Gladwin, mournfully, when he was once
more alone; “they worry me beyond expression : the daily
struggle with poverty is sufficiently crushing without the
addition of family discord. Employment must be found for
Cecil. Some berth must be procured for him. But through
what channel, and where 7>

And the saddened and heart-wearied man fell into a train of
painful musings.

IL

“ Governor |”’ said a joyous voice; and a mirthful, happy-

looking face peeped cautiously into the study; “do I inter-

t you? Pray forgive me. One minute’s attention—only one
—I’m off for London on Monday; and,—with your permission,
—will take Harry with me.”

“ London—Harry—Monday ; what may all this mean ?”’

“ That I am about to pay my dutiful respects to the bishop;”
returned the young man gaily ; * Colonel Western has ished
me with a valuable letter of introduction ; you have long wished
to Harry on the foundation at Charter-house, — or, if
such a boon could be granted,— to secure for yourself an offer
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of one of the bishop’s small livings. Let me try if either
object can be effected.”

“ By you !” exclaimed Mr. Gladwin, in amaze; “ by you, of
whom his lordship knows nothing! A day dream! a day
dream |”

“A reality,” returned the other; “if you will let Harry
accompany me. His looks will win his own cause; moreover,
the colonel—an old college friend of Bishop Umphelby—has
worded his letter very strongly; come, dear governor, give your
assent.”

The curate still hesitated.

“ As to the money part of the affair,” said the young man,
colouring, “ all that is provided for; I have my quarter’s allow-
ance still untouched ; all we want is the monosyllable— Go.” ”’

“ A fruitless journey, Cecil ! It will end but in disappoint-
ment and chagrin !”

“Not s0,’ cried the other, joyfully ; construing this remark
into consent: *Take a hint from the Chartists, sir: ¢ Have
Jaith in the future 1’

III.

The town house of Bishop Umphelby was in a gloomy of
London. A court-yard badly paved and untidily kept; but let
Sydney Smith describe it.

He calls it “ A lying dwelling. Outside,—all gloom, smoke,
and misery. Within,—prog, prog, everlastingly. The mansion
overflows with good cheer. Call when you will, you meet a man
with a napkin. There is always a tray going in or a tray going
out. Its inmates seem to dine at all hours. Or rather, to be
Jor ever dining! The Right Reverend Father is beyond all
doubt given to hospitality.”

The prelate had made a hearty breakfast ; his digestion was in
capital order; and he was in rare good humour when Wray
and little Harry Gladwin presented themselves. Colonel Wes-
tern’s letter was a ready passport. They were admitted into the
bishop’s presence forthwith. He scanned his visitors atten-
tively; then turned to the colonel’s letter; gave it a second

; and, after a pause, said deliberately and seriously :—

“I should think this is about the 119th Psalm—I mean
child—that I’ve been asked within this twelvemonth to help
into Charter-house. People fancy, I believe, that there is a
vacancy for a foundation scholar in that establishment
time St. Paul’s strikes the hour. A monstrous fallacy !

Cecil bowed. He saw he was expected to do something; and
he fancied his safest movement was a bow.
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[ ]

“ But,” proceeded the bishop, “in deference to my old friend,
Colonel Western’s wishes, I will write to two of the governors;
to Dr. Fisher, which will avail but little ; and to Lord Sidmouth,
which will avail still less: but I will write. Can you read, boy ?
Let me hear you:’* and the bishop handed a volume lying near
him to the listening and eager Harry. It was a strange book
to be found in such a presence. Where all spoke of wealth, and
luxury, and refinement, what room could there be for “The
Miseries of Human Life?”” Yet there lay the volume at hand,
open, as if the prelate had just been conning its contents.

“ Here,” cried the dignitary, pointing to a particular page;
¢ read me three consecutive sections, and audibly.”

The boy obeyed; read well; without tremor or hesitation.
The concluding paragraph was so quaintly expressed, and con-
veyed so droll an idea, that the bishop’s presence failed to repress
Harry’s sense of the ludicrous; am{ after completing his task,
he burst into a joyous, ringing laugh.

“The boy has humour,” said the great man, approvingly:
“do you know, young gentleman, by whom that book was
written ?”

“ I have heard, my lord, by a very serious clergyman.”

The hit was hap-hazard; but it told.

The prelate eyed the speaker keenly for a moment, and then
laughed heartily. “No! No! Poor Beresford was not serious.
Ho! Ho! He was an Oxford man; a fellow of Merton: held
Kibworth —a capital living—and maintained an admirably
appointed household; but as to being serious—ho! ho! ho!
Never, never!” His lordship again eyed Harry; some idea
seemed to strike him; suddenly ringing the bell, he said to the fat
butler who answered it, ““ Plumper! take this young gentleman
into the eating-room, and see that he has some substantial
luncheon. Attend to him yourself; and give him half a glass
of Madeira in a goblet of spring water.” Harry here hinted
that this arrangement was not needed. ‘I pay no attention to
disclaimers from school-boys,” pursued the churchman., “I
know what they’re worth. I’m quite sure that you need refresh-
ment. Go! And now”—addressing himself to Cecil—* for
my letter to Dr. Fisher.” He drew his writing materials towards
lim as he spoke, and began.

But his lordship made little progress.

An aundacious moequito-gnat, devoid of all reverence for his
capacious wig and right reverend ears, commenced a droning,
and a whizzing, and a buzzing, which thoroughly bothered the
learned writer. The bishop ;:i.ﬁed and pshawed, dodged, changed
his seat, his table, moved to another part of the room. To no

VOL. I. D



84 The Worried Bishop.

purpose. Wherever he fled the buzs and whizz followed him ;
and the worst of all was that he whirled and whisked his epis-
copal handkerchief at random and without result; for though he
strained to a painful pitch his right reverend eyes through his
gold double eye-glass, no mosquito ﬂg young or old, could
he spy. At length his patience th being ethsted,
Plumper was summoned. Tha.t corpulent functionary listened
for some seconds, and then wheezed out :—

“T can’t see it, my lord.”

“ But you must see it, and kill it, and that forthwith,” cried
the bishop, authoritatively.

“] hear it, my lord; I hear it,” respdnded the butler in a
submissive tone.

“T did not summon you to hear it,” said his master, with
calm dignity; “but to catch it, and to kill it.”

This was sooner said than done ; for, from some unaccountable
cause, the buzzing, and the whizzing, and the whirring became
louder than ever: insomuch that Plumper, with the gravity and
importance of a man conscious of enunciating some unlooked
for and valuable discovery, ejaculated :—

“ My lord, I conceive there must be two of them.”

« Two ? A dozen!” cried his lordship, desperately. * Sum-
mon Betts; he’s a younger man, and his sight may ﬁe clearer.”

Bettsthevaletnowan'lved onlytosay(he belonged to
“« Silly Suffolk ”)—-“ I never see such & fancy! I fear me these
be the cholera flies! I’m wholly stammed /”

Meanwhile to what point soever the bishop moved, there the
noise appeared to centre. A dozen mosquito-gnats, at least,
seemed buzzing around his well-wigged head.

“ This is dreadful |”’ cried he, piteously—* dreadfal! What,
will 5o one free me from this intolerable visitation ?”

Cecil, who hitherto, strange to say, had remained silent and
stationary, now sprang into the air, clapped his hands together
smartly, and then lifting the window-sash, threw something out
mtotecourtya.rd hewouldhavebmpuzzledtowywhat'
Bowing gracefully to his host, he said, calmly :—

“ The annoyance is at an end, my Tord : you will be harassed
no longer |”

The bishop listened. A perfect and most welcome stillness
had succeeded.

“] am ex gly obliged to you; more than I can readily
express. And I word my letter——.”

“ The Dean of Westminster, my lord, by appointment,” said
Plumper, ushering in a dlmmuhve, but most intellectual-looking

personage,



The Worried Bishop. 35

“Ah! true: now I remember.. Our interview, sir, is ended,”
and the bishop turned to Cecil; “but see me to-morrow, at
eleven precisely.”

The youth bowed ; sought out Harry; and withdrew.

The scapegrace! What brought a broad grin upon his
countenance as he crossed the court-yard, which deepened and
deepened, till it exploded in a hearty laugh as he passed under
an archway, and emerged into the street ?

IV.

No want of punctuality could be alleged against Cecil in
matters of business. He was at his post to a minute. He
found the Churchman employed in consigning to his waste-
basket three-fourths of a pile of letters which the morning
delivery had brought him ; but prepared with a smiling welcome
for his young visitor, and bent on redeeming his pledge
forthwith.

I regretted,” said he, courteously, « beini::)liged to dismmiss
you so abruptly yesterday ; but the interval has been turned to
account. I have remodelled my letter to the Master of Charter-
house; and have couched my request in other and stronger
terms. I have said——”

The bishop paused,—looked up,—and listened. There was
no mistaking it. Buzz—buzz—buzz—his invincible tormentors
were again attacking him; were again whirring around his

ous wig.

“1 will speedily end this,”” said the prelate, rising, but looking
considerably aghast— follow me into my morning room; and
may I trouble you to bring my writing materials with you?”’

e transit made,—* Now,” continued he, cheerfully,—*“ now
that we are safe from these irritating intruders—if there’s one
insect I’ve an antipathy to more than another it is towards
the entire genus mosquito—I may say with some degree of
comfort——”

The word had scarce passed from his lips when drone—drone
—whiz—whiz—seemed to rise from every corner of the apart-
ment. The mosquitoes, in all varieties, were holding carnival.

“Ugh!” cried the bishop. I shall be eaten alive |”

V. :

The bell was rung. Betts was put in requisition, only to say
with staring eyes and open mouth, that he ¢ could see nothing ;”
that he was “ wholly surprised ;” that the “ hornets must be in
the ceiling; if not,” that he “was altogether and entirely

slammed !”’
D2
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“Mr. Wray, can you not help me?” cried the bishop
anxiously.

Thus addressed, Cecil advanced a step or two, sprang into the
air, and made a clutch with his hand. A diminution of noise
followed. After a minute’s pause came a second leap and
snatch. Less noise still. A third movement; and there was
perfect silence.

“The annoyance is over, my lord,” said the young man,
quietly. Holding out his hands, which were firmly clutched,
he remarked, “I had better take my prisoners into the hall, and
dismiss them at the outer door.”

4Kill them |” said the prelate, quickly,—kill them by all
means | —exterminate them, or they will visit us again !

Cecil took the hint, and withdrew. On his return a few
minutes afterwards, the standish was again brought forward, and
the letter completed, addressed, and signed. Wray momentarily
expected its passing into his possession. The writer, however,
paused over his performance ; and then gazed long and kindly
into his young visitor’s earnest eyes. He spoke at last, and
with feeling.

 Letters like these, Mr. Wray, are read, and thrown aside.
They meet with a civil answer, but are barren of results. I
have no hold over Dr. Fisher. I have nothing to give him
in return !” .

The tone in which this latter remark was made conveyed a
world of meaning.

“T only wish I could serve you in some other way. Believe
me, the will is not wanting if I had the power.”

“ Sz:f you so, my lord ?”’ cried Cecil, earnestly.

“1 do,” returned the prelate, in a cordial, hearty, tone.

¢ Then you will, perhaps, listen to what I learned accidentally
this morning. Mr. Wharrham, vicar of Tingeworth, is dead.”

Dr. Umphelby started.

“ The benefice is very small: »

 About £180. per annum,” suggested the bishop, correctingly.

“Will your lordship collate to it my kind benefactor, Mr.
Gladwin : a curate of unblemished character, and of twenty-two
years’ standing in your lordship’s diocese ?”’

“So! Mr. Warrham is dead !” said the prelate, musingly.
“ How did he die? Suddenly?”

“Yes, my lord, in an apoplectic fit. It seized him when
at table.” .

“ Ah!” cried the bishop; “I always apprehended that fate
for him. He was not an abstemious man. He had many ex-
cellencies, and but one fault—a very great, a very grievous, a
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very heinous fault: he did not curb his appetite : he clung to
creature-comforts. Sad! sad! He may be said to have dug
his own grave !>’

And the bishop shook his head reprovingly.

“But, as .to Mr. Gladwin, my lord?” suggested Wray,
¢ harking back” to the main subject.

“He has served a fair apprenticeship,” was Dr. Umphelby’s
comment.

“And on ninety pounds per annum,” added his earnest
advocate.

“True! That fact—a weighty onc—should not be forgotten.
Ah! of how many, and daily privations, must it not have been
the parent!”  And the prelate fell into a deep reverie.

Cecil let him muse on. The fruit of such meditations could
not, he felt, be other than favourable to his suit.

The bishop’s reverie—a long one—ended, he glanced keenly
at his young visitor, and murmured slowly, as if seeking to
revive past impressions.

“ Wray !|—Wray | —that name is not unfamiliar to me. Are
you related to a Colonel Wray, late of the 72nd?”

“ His son, my lord ?”

“Ah! I have often heard my dear and only brother, Major
Umphelby, speak of him. They were warmly attached and fell
in the same engagement. His son! Is it really so ?”’

And the aged dignitary’s gaze was again di towards,
and rivetted on his visitor’s changing countenance, till the dark,
intelligent, eye was dimmed with tears.

“ We must not dwell on these blows”’—continued he, master-
ing with a strong effort his emotion—the past is beyond our
control : not so the present. "And howis it that I find you with
Mr. Gladwin ? Is he a relative ?

“No! my Lord.”

“ Your guardian ?”’

“Yes! in the truest sense. But by no legal arrangement;
simply from the suggestions of his own benevolent heart. My
father and he were friends from youth, and brother Masons.”

“Ah ! then there is a tie, a stringent tie among that frater-
nity, as my brother has often told me. He was a Mason and deeply
attached to the order. I remember many years ago——"

A London rat, tat, tat, in the most approved style, and by no
common proficient, startled the speaker. He rang his bell to
the servant who answered it. “ No visitors, Jarvis :—no visi-
tors on any pretext:—I am particularly engaged till three
o’clock.”

“There are four gentlemen, my lord,—clergymen,”—this last
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word was emphasized, in the waiting-room, ‘ who are most desi-
rous to see your lordship.”

At three I can receive them; till then I am pre-occupied,”
Jarvis disappeared. The vacancy at Tingeworth,” added Dr.
Umphelby, uneasily, “will prove amply prolific of visitors.
Patronage has its penalties.”

‘ Patronage-seekers have theirs,” was Cecil’s secret rejoinder.

¢ And so, partly from Masonic feelmg and partly from recol-
lections of former friendship, Gladwin, himself on a bare pit-
tance, has been your protector: this is very noble.” And again
the bishop seemed buried in thought.

“ The case then stands thus,”’—resumed he, after a prolonged
gause. ““There is Mr. Gladwin’s long period of service and un-

lemished character : then comes my friend Colonel Western’s
urgent recommendation; then comes your descent—a fact by
no means to be overlooked—the son of my brother’s dearest
friend ; and then » ¢ Luncheon, my lord !” said Plumper,
entering with a low bow, “ served in the breakfast-room.”

“ A welcome interruption,” said the Churchman, “for I feel
remarkably faint: you must stay, sir—you must stay and par-
take—for after luncheon you shall have my ultimatum as to
Tingeworth.”

The bishop had, in his own words, made a *slight repast,” and
done the honours of his table in a very genial style, wound up
with a glass of “ parfait amour ;’ shut his eyes for ten minutes,
and then thus delivered himself.

“Taking into account Mr. Gladwin’s services—character—
benevolent impulses, and self-denying life (your statements,
sir, have not been lost upon me; nor have I forgotten your
own tact and address), I pronounce the vicarage of Tinge-
worth his; and you—you shall have the pleasure of taking to
him an announcement from myself of his promotion.”

The portly dlgmtary ha.s trmd a few lines, and handed them
to the gratified ow, then,” said he, with an air of
great relief, «“I shall be able to meet all applicants with Tax
FACT that Tingeworth is disposed of.”’

‘Within eight hours Cecil and his companion were rapidly
passing up the little gravel walk which led to Gladwin’s cottage.
Evening had closed in. The wind was m among the tall
firs. Heavy and continuous rain had fallen during the after-
noon. The air was chill: and nature’s aspect gloomy. Buta
fire in July was deemed extravagant: and for frugality sake,
candles were waived till bed-time. Affairs within seemed dull.
Gladwin was sitting abstracted and silent : while care was evx-
dently busy with his anxious helpmate.
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“ Well, Cecil,” cried the former, “ the old story, I presume ;
an attempt and a defeat ?”

“Why, no! not exactly — here’s an intimation of your
preferment to the living of Tingeworth ; and under the bishop’s
own hand.”

“ What, Tingeworth, with its pretty parsonage and fertile
garden? Oh! I am fortunate : and I hope thankful—deeply,
truly, devoutly thankful !”’

“ Admirable young man !” cried Mrs. G., with looks wonder-
fuolly brightened : “I always said he was full of promise.”

“ Bat, Cecil, I owe this to you in some measure, the bishop
says : pray explain |”

““ Drone—drone—buzz—buzz—"’ returned the young man
with a waggish look and hearty laugh: a look and laugh which
Gladwin and his happy wife only fully comprehended many,
ﬂy, months after they had ta{en possession of their new

e.

THE “GOLDEN ASS” OF APULEIUS.

“ AnT1QUITY,” says Bishop Warburton, “ considered initiation
into the mysteries as a delivery from a living death of vice,
brutality, and misery; and the beginning of a new life of virtue,
reason, and happiness.” * It is to illustrate these truths, as
exemplified in the connection of Freemasonry with ancient
theories respecting the effects of initiation, that I purpose pre-
senting the reader with a brief analysis of the admirable fiction
whose title heads this article, and bringing forward such
sages as, viewed merely as matters of coincidence, cannot but
strike the attention of those interested in the present rituals of
the Craft.

The work of Apuleins is partly, if not wholly, of Greek

igin. Lucius of Patre was the founder of the fable, which
has formed the groundwork of a clever, but coarse, abridgment
by Lucian, and of a far superior novel by our author. I am
justified in speaking of the “ Metamorphoses,” or, as from their
entertaining character they were popularly called, the “ Golden
Ass” of Apuleius, as a “novelist” par excellence; for, to say

* Divine Legation, vol. i. p. 204.
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nothing of his superiority to any of the Greek romancists, he
has constantly furnished materials to the pen of Boccacio, La
Fontaine, and a host of imitators of scarcely inferior renown.
As to his style of Latinity, I fear that Runkhenius has been over-
indulgent, when he lays all his faults to over-imitation of the
ancients,* and that the most recent editor, Hildebrand, has acted
rightly in criticising his works according to the African standard.
But for his matter, we may fairly say that he has blended
fables, which have heen reproduced even in such simple stories as
““ The White Cat,” with a knowledge of antiquity, and a literary
erudition almost unexampled. His thoughts are profound, and—
if we take the book as a whole—of the highest moral tendency.
His language is artificial, and spoilt by an over-straining after
ornament ; but his powers of description are so versatile and
brilliant, that the faults of his phraseology become lost in our
wonder and delight at the free play of his fancy, and at his
singular skill in giving freshness to stories already known.
Moreover, throughout the story, Apuleius, to some extent, plays
the part of his own biographer.

So much for our author; now for a brief analysis of the
whole story.

The fable opens with the representation of a young man,
under the person of the author, starting on his travels with all the
mingled feelings of youth in similar circumstances. Well and
carefully trained at home, he has imbibed habits of virtue and
piety; but, as the progress of the story exemplifies, these quali-
ties are counterbalanced by an inordinate love of pleasure, and
a curiosity after the secrets of unlawful arts. “Hence it is,”
observes Warburton, “that he is represented as having been
initiated in all the corrupt mysteries, wgere magic was professedly
practised.” On arriving in Thessaly, then the grand seat of mag-
cal practices, Lucius is allured by the beauty of the servant of his
host, and indulges in a thoughtless course of illicit pleasures.
But he makes a more profitable acquaintance in the person of a
wealthy matron named Byrrhena, who especially cautions him
against the vile arts of his entertainer’s wife Pamphile. This
fable, as Warburton has pointed out, appears to be founded on
_ the “Choice of Hercules.”” Byrrhena meets our adventurer,

pretends to be his relation, and tells him that she brought him
up from his infancy : by which is intimated that virtue was most
natural to him. She leads him home to her house, which is
described as a magnificent palace. One of its principal orna-
ments is the history of Diana, where the punishment of Actaon

# See his preface to Oudendorp’s edition, where he asserts Apuleius
* nil sine veterum imitatione scripsisse.”
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is not forgotten, as a seasonable lesson against vicious curiosity.
And to keep him to herself, she promises to make him heir of
all her fortunes. Then taking him aside, she warns him to
beware of the mischievous practices of his hostess.

But our young gentleman acts after the general manner of
young gentleman who have, for the first time in their lives, the
world before them. He indulges in a course of pleasures which
the author of the “ Tale of a Tub”” has described as the avoca-
tions of youth of a later date ; and having at length worried his
favourite into obtaining the secret for him, she makes a
mistake in the box containing the charm,—Lucius swallows the
wrong one, and is changed into an ass! *“This contrivance of
the introductory part is artful; and finely insinuates the great
moral of the piece, that brutality attends vice as its punishment :
and punishment by actual transformation was keeping up the
po opinion. His making a passion for magic contribute to
this change is no less ingenious, as it cleared both
himself and the mysteries from that imputation; for it appeared
that magic was so far from being innocent, that in his opinion
it was attended with the severest punishment ; so far from being
encouraged by the mysteries, that they only could relieve men
from the distresses which this vicious curiosity brought upon
its votaries; as is shown in the catastrophe of the piece.”*

With the same learned authority, I think we may reasonably
take the general scope of the fable to be a recommendation of
the mysteries as “ the certain cure for all the disorders of the
will.” But it would neither be proper, nor is it necessary, to go
through a detailed account of the horrid degradation he under-
goes, or of the scenes of vice and uncleanness of which he is
made a witness and a partaker, while in his brutalized state.

And now mark what was the remedy for all this. Lucius
was to be restored to his own form by eating a rose. That the
rose was an emblem of silence, and, as such, the occasion of a
po proverb, is well known ;+ but how was Lucius to obtain
the wished-for gift ?

Baffled in all attempts to obtain a rose, and on one occasion
nearly getting poisoned by a spurious kind of rose, the mys-
teries are the only medium of hope held out to him. Let us
now enter into the details which close the history.

The moon is shining in her full splendour, and the deep silence
of the night inspires the worn-out wanderer, just awakened from
his slamber, with a confidence in a higher power, and a willing-

* Divine Legation, p. 297.

t Cf. Oliver, Land &u-lu, vol. i. p. 181, note; Warburton, vol. i. p. 302,
and Brand’s Antiquities, vol. ii. p. 346, sqq.
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ness to acknowledge that there is a providence that ever rules
over the world. That providence is Isis, the goddess worshipped
under many names, and mistress of so many various preroga-
tives. Cheered by the hope of once more returning to}l)).i.mself,
he rises briskly, and laves his body, according to the precepts of
Pythagoras, seven limes* in the sea: he ad the goddess
under her various titles of Ceres, goddess of fruits, and patroness
of the city of mysteries, Eleusis; as the heavenly Venus ; as the
guardian spirit to women in the of childbirth; and as
Proeerpine, or Hecate, her of the triple face, goddess of the shades
beneath. Having besought the favour of this goddess in terms
of remorse and anguish, he is again overpowered by sleep.

I had not closed mine eyes long,” he continues, * when a divine face,
boari%; oountenance to be reverenced even among the gods, raised itself
from the midst of the sea. Then by degrees the shining figure, shaking
off the waves, seemed to stand before me in its full stature. ?ll::ewondmun
form I will attempt to describe to you, if the poverty of human speech
shall grant me the power, and if peradventure the divinity herself
shall vouchsafe me the all-abundant plenty of her fluent eloquence. First,
then, her abundant, long, and slightly-curled tresses hung softly down,
scattered negligently over her divine shoulders. A crown of varied form
surrounded her sublime head with all kinds of flowers, in the centre of
which was a flat orb, like unto a looking-glass, whose liwa{% light
denoted the moon. On either side this was fastened to bya
coil of snakes,t beneath which hung down some ears of cora.”

Those skilled in symbolism will readily perceive the antiquity
of many emblems which enter into more modern systems of
Masonry. Not that I would, for one moment, be thought to
urge anything further than the existence of coincidences
sufficient to show the amtiguily of symbolism throughout all
ages of the world, and its systematic application to purposes

requiring secresy. ) . . )
After an enumeration of her various titles, Isis, who, be it
remembered is, in tian mythology, the incarnation of

knowledge, and who, in this very speech, dwells particularly on
her worship among the Egyptians “rich in ancient lore,”} pro-

* The best collection of authorities on the mystical and religious uses

of this number will be found in Meursius, de Denario Pythag. ch. ix.
. ZQ, s;q., and in the notes of Lindenbrog. on Censorinus de Die.
a .

+ ¢“ These several bolical attributes, the lucid round, the snakes,
the ears of corn, and the sistrum, represent the tutelar deities of the Heca-
tean, Bacchic, Eleusinian, and Mai mysteries; that is, mysteries in
general ; for whose sake the allegory was invented. As the biack s::l in
which she is wra; , embroidered with a silver moon and stars, denote
the time in which the mysteries were celebrated, namely, the dead of
night ; which was 8o constant and inseparable a circumstance, that the
suthor calls initiation, moctis societas.”— Warburton, vol. i. p. 800.
odxl‘)‘ li’rtmque doctrina pollentes Egyptii."—Apul. Metam. § xi. p. 351,

. Delp
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ceeds to prepare Lucius for his restoration to a human form, and
for his initiation. I will give the ¢ charge”’ addressed to Lucius
at length :—

T am here, O Lucius, I am here, pitying thy misfortunes, and favourable
and twu-.Cemﬂngtmn,m subdue thy lamentations ; cast away
griel. For now, through my providence on thy behalf, hath the day of
salvation shone forth for thee. Give, then, an attentive ear to my com-
mands. The day which will be born from this night has been dedicated
to me by the religion of all time, at which season—the wintry storms
Imngnow_sppuk the tempests of the sea assuaged, and the main now
safo for ships—my priests, having dedicated to me & new bark,® offer up
the first-fruits of traffic. At this_festival thou must display neither an
anxious nor an irreligious disposition.t For a priest, admonished by me,
will, in the very beginning of the procession, bear a crown of roses sus-
pended hfmm a sistrum inl is right déofd ightway, thell;,zl‘:.:ont feﬁ.r.,
Join in procession, relying on my ill; and, as i t to ki
the hand of the “Eriest, bite the roses, and immediately thou shalt cast off
that gkin of a vile, and by me detested, animal, And fear nought of these
things as difficult ; for at the same moment at which I come to thee, being at
the same time present with thee, I will tell thee what will follow, and will
inform my priest, during his rest, what remains for him to do.} At my
bidding tzo dense crow ofrmple will give thee the way, nor, amidst the
joyous ceremonies and cheerful spectacle, will anyone be disgusted at the
deformed fi thou bearest, nor will u.nt{ one put a malevolent construc-
tion upon the sudden change.§ But do thon remember, and keep it ever
treasured up in the innermost recesses of thine heart, that the remaining
course of thy life, up to thy last breath, is p to my service. Nor is
it unjust that thou shouldst devote thine whole life to her by whose
bounty you are permitted to live. But thou wiltlive blest, yea, glorious,
under my tutelary care ; and when, having passed the term of thy natural
life, thou shalt descend to the Shades below, there also, in the lower hemi-
:Ehere, || dwelling in the Elysian fields, thou wilt constantly wmhim

y propitions goddees, whom thou wilt behold shining amidst the dar!
of Acheron, and ruling the depths of the 8tyx.”

“ Lucius,” observes Warburton, ““is at length confirmed in
his resolution of aspiring to a life of virtue. And on this

# « Rudem carinam,” not a “ rough” bark, for he afterwards speaks of it
as * navem faberrime factam.” See Oudendorp. The offering here des-
cribed was made with the view of obtaining safe voy:‘fes throughout the
year. The festival “of the bark of Isis" is mentioned by Lactant. lib. i.
According to the “ Calendarinm Rusticum,” it was held in the month of

+ My Masonic readers will recognise a similar precept, conveyed in the

Pm en:tﬁd 'f:o&m oﬁdidnteo at initiation and }d&:;g. hich i
ve follo endorp's transpositions of this passage, w. is
extremely corrupt in the ordinary editions. .

§ The moral of this is obvious. As the initiated, they would rejoice to
see Lucius restored to a state fitting him to partake of their own mys-
teries. .

|| The ancients believed that the infernal regions were situated at the
Antipodes. The latter part of the speech may be compared with part of
one of the charges.
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change of his dispositions, and entire conquest of his passions,
the author finely represents all nature as putting on a new face
of cheerfulness and gaiety. And to enjoy nature in these her
best conditions was the boasted privilege of the initiated.” * -

A splendid description of the procession follows; Lucius
bites the roses, and is instantly restored to his human form.
The priest congratulates him on the happy re-transformation,
and exhorts him, henceforth, to devote himself to the service of
the goddess; declaring that he who had overcome the danger
of robbers, wild beasts, slavery, and the most wearisome "jour-
neys, was now beyond the reach of adverse fortune. ¢ Thou
art now received,” he says, “into the protection of Fortune,
but of fortune with her eyes open;t of that fortune which,
by the splendour of her own light, illumines the other gods
likewise. Assume, therefore, a joyous countenance befitting
thy white garment, and, in triumphing step, accompany the

rocession of the goddess who hath wrought thy salvation.
the uninitiated} behold this; let them behold this, and
confess their error. Behold ! freed from his former griefs, and
rejoicing in the providence of the mighty Isis, Lucius triumphs
over his fortune. But, to the end that thou mayest be safer,
and better protected, enroll thy name in this holy warfare, unto
which thou wast bespoken not long since;§ dedicate thyself to
the duties of our religion, and undergo the voluntary yoke of
our service. For when once thou hast begun to serve the goddess,
thou wilt then the more readily perceive the fruits of thy
liberty.”

‘ Here,” continues Warburton, ¢ the moral of the fable is
delivered in plain terms. It is expressly declared that vice and
inordinate curiosity were the cause of Luciug’ disasters; from
which the only relief was, initiation into the mysteries. Where-
by the author would insinuate, that nothing was more abhorrent
from the holy rites than debauchery and magic ; the two enormi-
ties they were then commonly suspected to encourage.

“ By Lucius’ return to his proper form is meant his initiation;
and accordingly, that return is called (as initiation was) the
being born again.” In fact, the idea of a new birth into a
greater state of moral purity and intellectual devotion, is a
leading feature in the mysteries of all nations ; and a figurative

# Vol.i. p. 301, Cf. Aristoph. Ran. Act. 1, and the passages collected by
John Priceus.

+ Lucius is now removed from a “ state of darkness.” But his initsation
is yet to come.

Irreligious.

gCujun non olim sacremonto etiam rogaberis, i.e. by the goddess.

See Oudendorp.
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death* as will hereafter be exemplified, was the most natural
manner of symbolizing the change. I need scarcely allude to
the mysteries celebrated in honour of Adonis—the probable
groundwork of the most beautiful legend in Craft Masonry,
nor to the like ceremonies in honour of the murdered Osiris.

A description of the breaking up of the Lodge, so to say,
terminates with the words Aaoic deouc, t.e., “the people may
depart,” ¥ pronounced by the Secretary or head scribe { of the
priesthood, and the assembly breaks up.

So much, then, for the first initiation, or rather purification :
now comes the perfection or enlightening. The priest having,
in the words above quoted, recommended Lucius to aspire to
the higher mysteries, now proceeds to instruct him as to the
means of preparation. Various precepts touching the diet to
be observed, and the chastity and purity of life which was to
form the introduction into those higher secrets, follow. ¢ For
the day on which the man ought to be initiated, and the priest
who ought to officiate at the ceremony, and the expenses neces-
sary for the ceremony, would all be pointed out by the providence
of the goddess, All these things he bade me endure with
cautious patience, and to avoid greediness or contumacy, and,
on the one hand, to avoid hesilating when called, or hastiness
when wuncalled. But. he declared that there was no one
among the initiated so mad, or rather so obstinately bent on
destruction, as to dare to undertake a rash and sacrilegious
office, and bring upon himself a deadly injury, unless the
goddess gave him private admonition. For that the lairs of
the Shades, and the preservation of salvation, were in the power
of the goddess, and that the traditional rite was celebrated
after the image of a voluntary death and of precarious restora-
tion, seecing that the goddess is wont to choose men whose term
of life is accomplished, but to whom the great secrets of religion
may be safely intrusted, and whom, born again, as it were, by
her own providence, she brings back again to the course of a
new life.” At length, the wished-for call is indicated, and the
goddess indicates to Lucius that the day is at hand, and instructs
him as to the necessary preparations. The priest is equally
ready for his office; he leads Lucius to the doors of a mcst

* Compare Clemens Alexandr. Stromat. ii. p. 161, 45 ed. Sylburg, where
he explains deatk to mean ignorance. e fountains of Lethé and
Memory l)erlmpl conveyed a similar import. See Van Dale, de Oraculis,
§ viii. p. 193.

+ Com the “ite, missa ;eet,” of the Roman Catholic formulary.
But see mﬁm The reading is very doubtful.
1 See Oudendorp’s note on the word ypappareic.



44 . The « Golden Ass” of Apuleius.

magnificent temple, and Aaving celebrated the form of opening,
after the usual rites, and performed the morning sacrifice, he
brings out of the archives certain books in hieroglyphical cha-
racter, from which he gives directions as to the things to be
purchased for his initiation into the higher mysteries.

Some more days of ablutions, fasting, and other preparations.
Now for Lucius’ description of the initiation.

« All the uninitiated having boen sent away, the priest clothed me in a new
linen garment, and, taking my hand, led me into the penetralia of the sanc-
tuary. You will perhaps ask, studious reader, and be anxious to know, what
was then done. %hn was done, ask youP I would tell, if it were lawful to
:;leel::intl_lmi:houldat know, if it wl'lere lawful f(i»; thee to hear'.ht]:utfl will not

m sus who are, nee, In & o1 B nse
with mligi:ugi nnm;e yfl‘tar, t.hmfog:?md believe, for the t.inin“?;u I
narrate are true. I approacked the confines of death, and, having trod
the threshold of Proserpine, I was carried back through all the elementa.
At midnight, I bekeld the sun glittering with clear hght; I approached
the gods of Hades and of Heaven, and adored them face to face. Thus
have I related to you things, which, although Aeard by thee, thou canst
not know. . . . After this, I celebrated a most cheerful banquet in honour
of my birth-day into these rites ; pleasant was the bangquet and lively the
entertainment.’

Such are the brief hints which our author gives as to the
character of the mystical ceremonies; hints sufficient to prove
that “the truly grand tragedies, the imposing and terrible
representations, were the sacred mysteries, which were cele-
brated in the greatest temples in the world, in the presence of
the initiated only. It was there that the habits, the decora-
tion, the machinery, were proper to the subject; and the
subject was, the present and future life”’* And the spurious
mysteries of the ancients, and the Masonic ritual of the
modern, have this in common, viz., that they ““ make the legend
of a resurrection from the dead to constitute the chief material
in a substituted degree.” +

It will be remembered, that in the beautiful charge of the
First Degree, obedience to existing rulers is specially inculcated,
as a Masonic duty. So we find in Apuleius, that in the rites
of Osiris (into which Lucius is finally initiated), they prayed
Jor the prosperity of all orders in the state.

I shall not, at present, enter into a discussion of the beautiful
episode of Cupid and Psyche, which forms a large portion of
the “ Metamorphoses;” but shall merely observe, that it incul-
cates the same lesson, viz., that undue curiosity and immorality
are utterly at variance with the qualifications suited to a candi-
date for initiation. The words of Bulwer, the elegant illustrator

* Volney, quoted in Oliver's Land Marks, vol. xi. p. 159, nofe.
t Oliver, ibid. p. 167.
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of Rosicrucianism, occar naturally to us. “ Had he but listened
to Mejnour, had he but delayed the last and most perilous
ordeal of daring wisdom until the requisite training and initia-
tion had been completed, your ancestor would have stood with
me upon an eminence which the waters of Death itself wash
everlastingly, but cannot overflow. Your grandsire resisted my
fervent prayers, disobeyed my most absolute commands, and in
the sublime rashness of a soul that panted for secrets, which he
who desires orbs and sceptres never can obtain, perished, the
victim of his own frenzy.”*

In conclusion, I would wish to say a few words on the real
and proper application of ancient authors to the illustration of
Masonry. It has been too much the fashion to run the
Masonic theory off its legs, and to apply it as a test to writings,
things, and persons, merely on the strength of some fancied
coincidence. Masonry, as we now have it, is a modification of
an ancient principle, and it is the antiquity of the fundamental
principles of Masonry which it is most important to prove.
Symbolism is older than written language, and so Catholic are
its principles, that any system, whether of moral observance,
or of mutual recognition, grounded thereupon, must possess a
natural universality, liable, indeed, to various changes mn detail,
but consistent in the mass. The writings of Apuleius, of Diodorus
Siculus, Clemens of Alexandria, Jamblichus, and a host of
other authors, all present traces of the leading principles of the
secret societies of antiquity. Errors have crept into them, as
into Masonry, from time to time, and many pure and simple
observances have been corrupted; but there has always been a
rallying power, even in ancient mysticism; and in all ages,
clear-sighted and upright minds have not been wanting to
separate the genuine from the spurious, the wheat from the
tares. It is for the good Mason not to look upon the work of
his Lodge as a series of dead and unmeaning forms, but as an
outward representation of some deep and solemn duties, analo-
gous to those forms. Even as those who shared in the genuine
mysteries of old were said to become better, wiser, and happier ;
20 should Masonry teach us to live well within ourselves and with
our neighbour, and to pass through this world as pilgrims duly
prepared for the next.

Taeopore A. BuckrLey.
# Zanoni, vol. ii. p: 49.




EPISODES IN THE LIFE OF A FREEMASON.

—— Sic me servavit Apollo.

Ir is not, perhaps, upon the whole, surprising that those,
who are unacquainted with the nrysteries and privileges of the
Masonic Order should be so often found to express their incre-
dulity of the advantages, which are commonly ascribed to an
enrolment under the Banners of the Craft.

“There are thousands of men,” says the sceptical unbeliever of
the “outer world,” “who pass through life prosperously enough,
and who frequently outstrip their Masonic competitors for the
good things of this world, without ever connecting themselves
with this mysterious Fraternity; the watchword of the Order
contains no charm against the stern decrees of fate; the gaunt
shape of poverty and the ghastly gripe of disease are found as
unrelenting persecutors of the Mason as they are of their unini-
tiated fellow creatures: in short, I can trace no benefit, either
positive or otherwise, which can be claimed as the exclusive
privilege of the Masonic body.”

Undoubtedly, such home truths as these are not for a
moment to be denied ; the Mason shares alike the common lot
of humanity with the rest of mankind, and neither claims nor
desires any supernatural immunities; but, at the same time he
well knows the privileges to which he is entitled, and there
are but few among our Order, whose personal experience
cannot at some period or other vouch for the benefits attaching
to it.

It is not, however, by any means a necessary inference that
these advantages must be patent to the world; on the contrary,
most of them are necessarily unknown to mankind in general,
and it is only by the narration of isolated facts that they can
ever become matters of public notoriety.

With a view of recording some curious incidents connected
with the Craft, which it is hoped may not prove uninteresting
to the readers of the Freemasons’ Quarterly Magazine, and
which may perhaps seem to illustrate, for the non-Masonic por-
tion of the community, the position which has been laid down, as
to some of the advantages to be derived from belonging to the
Order, these pages have' been sketched out by the author, as
containing the history of facts which actually happened to a
very dear friend and Brother, whose bright career was prema-
turely terminated in the very flower of his age, and whose
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memory will ever survive to gladden the recollection of years
long passed away.

It was early in the summer of 18— that W left the
University of for the long vacation. He was about a
year junior to myself, and was intending to present himself as a
candidate for the honours of “ Great-go” in the ensuing term.
‘We had long been friends, and our admission into the Masonic
Order on the same day served to cement, still more strongly, our
mutual sentiments of regard. I had already arrived at the
dignity of B. A., and was about to enter on my professional
studies at the Temple. W-—— too, had intended to become an
aspirant for the wool-sack in course of time, though his own
E'.noml predilections were never very strongly enlisted in

vour of what he considered so ‘“ slow”’ a course of existence.

And here it may be observed, that from the time of W ’s
first admission into Masonry, ie was remarkable for the zeal
and assiduity which he displayed in his Lodge; and his rapid
advancement in the knowledge of his various duties soon
pointed him out as a proper recipient for a high official position,
to which he would have been appointed the year after his initia-
tion, had he not brought his university career to so abrupt and
sudden a termination.

The long vacation of the year 18— at length came to an end,
and the bustle and animation of the commencement of a new
term once more enlivened the streets and colleges of the univer-
sity of ——. Frequent groups of undergraduates might be seen
discussing the “sayings and doings’ of the vacation ; various
were the stories of the different reading parties which had been

i throughout the country; numerous the speculations
that A. was probably engaged to Miss B., and that Smith’s
attentions to Miss Brown were so very unequivocal as to
provoke an impertinent inquiry from that highly respect-
able young lady’s brother, as to what might be his ultimate
intentions.

Then came a rigid scrutiny of the * Freshmen,” and sundry
prophecies were hazarded as to the style and character, into
which each would become gradually developed ; some were put
down as irretrievably “slow,” and fit for nothing but the read-
ing set, while others were booked to become noted in some of
the “ faster” and more dashing accomplishments of undergra-
duate life.

But amidst all this interchange of academic chit-chat, there
was an universal inquiry as to what had become of W——; he
had not appeared in his usual place in chapel, his seat in hall
was vacant, and nobody a.ppeu‘eg able to explain his absence.

YOL. I. B
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Some few months passed away, and early in the spring of
the following year I received a letter from W——, telling me of
his arrival in England, and expressing a strong wish to meet me
in London in the course of a (!;w days. My pleasure on receiv-
ing this welcome intelligence may be more easily conceived
than described, and my reader’s imagination must picture to him~
self the happy meeting of two old and cordial friends, after so
long and mysterious a separation.

We had gmed together, and discussed various topics of mutual
interest ; after which, W. intimated his intention of relating
to me his history of the last few months: accordingly the fire
was poked, another bottle of claret was produced, and W——
proceeded to commence his story, which I shall set before my
readers as nearly as possible in his own words :—

*“You know,” said he, ‘that it was my intention to have
taken my degree last October term, and afterwards commenced
my studies far the bar: well, the more I thought of this, and the
nearer the time approached when my destiny in life was to be
irrevocably fixed, the stronger became my distaste for so confined
and sedentary an occupation, and the more desperate were my
resolves to break the fetters, which bound me to England,
and seek elsewhere a fortune more congenial to my natural
taste.

“T had always a penchant for the army, but my age, if there
were no other reason, would have precluded me from obtaining
a commission in the British service. To enlist in the ranks
here went a little against the grain, and so I turned my eyes to
a foreign service, where I knew that every officer must serve
for a time as a private soldier ; and where by so doing therefore,
I should only ge acting in accordance with the custom of the
country. Next to British troops, I conceived the Austrian army
to be the finest in Europe: I am, as you remember, a very fair
hand at German, and all things considered, I made up my mind,
rashly or not I will leave you to determine, to give up my
fellowship, resign the goose-quill, and adopt the sword as my
professional emblem,

“ But how was this military manceuvre to be accomplished ?
I was quite sure such a scheme would not be tolerated for a
moment by my family, and if I did not wish to be forbidden at the
very outset of my career, 1 well knew secrecy and silence were
necessary elements of its success. Accordingly I laid my plans,
kept my own counsel, and remained quietly at home till the
end of the vacation. And here I must confess to youn, my
good friend, that it was mot without a blush I constrained
myself to adopt a caurse, which savoured but too strongly of a
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determined and intentional deception. I quitted my father’s
house, ostensibly to return to college, whilst I fully intended
all the time to make as quickly as possible for Dover, en route
to Paris and Vienna. :

“ In so doing, I should doubtless have incurred a pretty sharp
rebuke from any rigid moralist, who might have been at my
elbow, and perhaps I should have deserved it; but what was to
be done? Had I breathed a syllable of my plan, it must have
failed, and I was determined at all hazards to make the attempt ;
80 I strained my conscience, tried to believe that my end was a
good one, and hoped that it would justify the means I was using;
a seductive species of philosophy, you will say, but so suitable
to my position at that time, that I did not care to dispute
its truth. :

“Well, there I was then, a truant adventurer, about to seek
my fortune in a foreign country, little regretting, it must be
acknowledged, the classical haunts I was quitting for ever, and
eager only to embrace in some way or other the visions of
military glory, in which I had so often indulged.

“ My first halt was at Paris, where I intended to remain a
few days, for the purpose of making some necessary arrange-
ments for the furtherance of my plan.

“ I dare say you remember that, in your undergraduate days,
your pockets were generally better filled at the beginning than
at the end of a term: so it was with me; but although I could
have stood a respectable siege from university ‘ duns,’ 1 was
scarcely in a condition to enter on a campaign, which might last
for some months, without the assistance of additional supplies.
Ihad all my baggage with me; and, amongst other things,
my Cremons violin, which you have so often listened to in my
ToomSs at This was t{e most valuable piece of property 1.
possessed, and moreover was the gift of a very kind uncle; which
of course, in my eyes, much enhanced its intrinsic worth.
Still there was no other alternative—* necessitas non habet
legem’—and I reluctantly determined on selling my favourite
instrument. Accordingly I started in search of such shops as
I could find, where my poor Cremona was likely to meet with
a purchaser; and tried to drive many a bargain without success.
I was too well aware of the value of my violin to let it go for any
very inadequate price; and as my immediate necessities were
not urgent, I waited a day or two in hopes of some better.
fortune turning up. And, as you will presently learn, I was more
successful in this respect than the redoubtable Micawber.

“ Now, you must know, that at this part of my story com.
mences a new chain of circumstances, which will probably invest

E2
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it with a greater interest for you, as we are Brother Masons, and
ou will be naturally glad to find of how great service to me has

Keen my connection with the Craft since I left England in the

autumn. .

“Tt is singular that I did not think of Masonry before, as a
probable means of assistance in my difficulties, and that it was
only by accident, as it were, that I availed myself of the benefits
of the fraternity. However, on the third day after my arrival in
Paris, I shaped out a new course, and determined to drive into
some of those singularly uninviting-looking streets situated on
the island, which is called by Parisians L’lle de la Cité ; and in the
centre of which the cathedral of Notre Dame rises with its twin
towers, as though it would divert the mind of the passenger
from the grovelling scene around him to thoughts of a higher
and holier flight. '

“1 had passed through two very narrow, dirty streets, and
come to a sharp angle, where the words Rue des vieur Coquins
were written up in bold and legible characters. Indeed, thought
I to myself, this must be a strange neighbourhood,—the street
of old rascals;—but I had nothing of any value with me, and
not being of a very nervous temperament, I turned the corner,
and walked leisurely along the Rue des vieur Coquins.

“To judge from the nature of the trade, which seemed to
thrive with the greatest vigour in this strange locality, the in-
habitants were principally of the Hebrew faith ; and the strongly
marked lineaments of the few dirty faces that presented them-
selves to my notice bore unmistakeable testimony of belonging
to the proscribed race. Old clothes, second-hand books, and
those miscellaneous wares which in England are characterised
a8 ‘ marine stores,” formed the staple commercial articles of the
street; whilst two or three establishments, known in Paris as
Monts de Piété, showed that the Parisians were on as familiar
terms with their ‘aunt’ as the Londoners are frequently sup-
posed to be with their ‘uncle’* Nothing, however, seemed to
promise much chance of a dealer, who would bid for my Cremona;
and I was just going to turn out of the Vieur Coguins, when my
attention was arrested by observing, in one of the miscellaneous
depdts which I have mentioned, a number of violins and other
musical instruments disposed for sale. An elderly man, with a
remarkably fine beard, a red Turkish cap, and a decidedly hand-
some set of features, was standing at the door, as though he were

® The slang expression used in England to denote that an article has
been pawned, viz. such and such a thing is *“ a¢ my uncle’s,” has a oor-
responding phrase amongst the French, who say of a thing that is
P , that it is “ ckez ma tante.”
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on the look-out for customers. I saluted him, and inquired
if he were the proprietor of the shop, on which he begged me
to enter, and demanded in what way he could serve me.

“I told him briéfly what I wanted, described my violin to
him, and asked if he were dis to deal. A discussion then
took place as to the value of my instrument; and I was pro-
posing to bring it to my Hebrew friend for inspection, when our
conversation was interrupted by the entrance of a well-dressed
middle-aged man, apparently well known to the Jew, who soon
left me in the lurch, and paid the most obsequious attention to
the stranger.

_“As they were conversing together for some minutes, I had
leisure to obeerve the new comer with attention. He had evi-
dently a taste for jewellery ; and, besides the full complement of
rings and chains, he wore a large bunch of ¢ charms,’ which would
have been sufficient to protect a whole nation against all the
evil influences that ever assailed humanity. Conspicuous among
these was our well-known emblem of the Square and Compasses.
—Ah! thought I, this man is probably a Brother Mason; and
as he seems on such good terms with the Jew, he may be of
use to me in striking my bargain; at all events there is no
harm in making myself known as a member of the Craft.
Accordingly, I took an opportunity of signalling the stranger,
who immediately responded, took off his hat, and approached to
address me.

“ Although my French is tolerably good, he had no difficulty
in discovering that I was a foreigner; and after some indifferent
remarks, I explained to him the object of my visit to the Rue
des vieux Coquins. ° Stay,’said he, ¢ I have but a word more to
say to the merchant, axn{ then if you will favour me with your
company a little way, we will talk the matter over." I at once
assented ; and we were soon walking arm in arm towards the
Pont &’ Austerlitz.

“ My new friend informed me that the Hebrew merchant was
awell-known character among musicians in Paris; and though
not wholly indifferent to the profits of his trade, he was generally
considered a pretty fair dealer for a Jew. I must not, however,
weary you with too many details. Suffice it to say, that I dis-
oove're({ before long that 1 had made the acquaintance of M. .
L——, the most celebrated violinist in Europe. He requested
to see my Cremona, which he praised exceedingly, and
of me not to think of selling it in the Rue des vieuzr Coquins,
where, he said, I could not hope to obtain anything like its real
valne, concluding by making me a very handsome offer, which I
was only too glad to accept.
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¢ M.' L—— invited me to his house, where I experienced the
most courteous hospitality ; and I had every reason to congra-
tulate myself on having formed so agreeable an acquaintance.
Amongst other kind offices, he introduced me to his Lodge,
where 1 had an opportunity of seeing the working of French
Masonry.

“]1 was to have accompanied him to the Grand Orient, but
there was no meeting held during my stay in Paris.

“ My friend was a very ardent Brother, and was full of
anecdotes connected with the Craft. One occurs to me at
this moment, which is but little known, and is rather
interesting.

¢ Masonic Lodges have, a8 you know, been often turned to
political purposes in France, and about the year 1807 the
attracted some attention in this Tespect ; one in particular, whic
was chiefly composed of owmera, was supposed to harbour
designs against the emperor. ﬁoleon was himself a Mason,
having been initiated at Malta, when he was on his Egyptian
expedition ; accordingly he determined to attend the suspected
Imdgemcoy to see if he could detect any treasonable pro-
ceedings. He went, accompanied only by two military Brethren,
gained admittance, and remained nearly an hour without bemg
recognised ; but 80 convinced was he of the falsehood of the
practices attributed to this Lodge, that he ever afterwards looked
upon Masons as among the most faithful of his subjects.

1 was now anxious to quit Paris, and proceed as quickly as
possible to Vienna. 1 parted from my friend M. L—— with
great regret, and soon found myself alone again on the wide
world of adventure.

“I took the route by Munich, where I remained a day or two
for the sake of the pictures, which I enjoyed exceedingly; and
thence 1 journeyed direct to the Austrian capital. My first
object on arriving was to make inquiries as to the necessary
steps to be taken in order to enter into the military service
of the emperor; and I soon found that it was no such easy
matter as 1 had anticipated. It appears, that although every
officer is obliged to serve in the ranks for a certain time, he
is nevertheless appointed as a  cadet;’ and while doing duty
as a private soilder, he is admitted to the society of the officers,
and is in no way considered in the same light as the ordinary
privates of the regiment.

“My dreams of ambition were somewhat damped on learning
this. I might certainly, by extraordinary good fortune and
almost super-human merit, rise from the ranks to become a
general, but I had no wish to risk my chance of being an officer
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en so frail a security, and so the only thing to be done was to
get myself appointed as a ¢ cadet.” A foreigner without friends,
in a strange city, did not seem, according to the usual scale of
probabilities, a very likely person to receive any such mark of
favour, and I could han{ly expect to find in Vienna so kind a
friend as 1 had met in Paris; besides any thought of deriving
assistance again from Masonry was out of the question, as I well
knew that the Craft is everywhere proscribed throughout the
Austrian empire.

“ Here, then, was what the Yankees call a ¢ fix,” and the ques-
tion was how to get out of it ?

<« After 1 had been some short time at Vienna, I wrote a letter
to my father, telling him of all I had done, and what I wished
to do, begging his forgiveness of the past, and requesting his
sanction and assistance for my future plans. It was some time
before 1 received any reply, owing, I believe, to some irregula<
rity in the postal arrangements.

“ During this period of supense and anxiety I was certainly
far from comfortable, and as the time wore on, and my resources
were gradually becoming more and more scanty, 1 began to form
desperate resolutions of entering the army as a common soldier,
and recklessly bearing all the inconveniences which such a
position would have entailed upon me in a variety of ways. A
month passed; six weeks elapsed, and no tidings reached me
from home; when one morning I received an intimation from
the police authorities, th::niﬁess I could give a satisfactory
reference to some banker or other respectable person in the
city, I must quit Vienna in twenty-four hours.

“This was a worse  fix’ than all, and having nobody else to
confide my troubles to, I made a confidant of ‘mine host.’
The worthy man seemed much distressed at my position, and
had evidently the will, though not, as I imagined, the power to
help me. By one of those unaccountable impulses to which we
are all liable, it suddenly came into my mind that this man
might be a Mason. Drowning men catch at straws ; this was
my last hope, and it proved not to be a vain one. My landlord
was a Brother ; as soon as he discovered the ties of fraternity by
which we were connected, he began to hug me in the German
fashion, and displayed the most vehement tokens of delight.
I was soon in possession of a satisfactory reference, and was
thus enabled to remain at Vienna until I received intelligence
from home.

“But then came another difficulty ; my funds were all but
exhausted, and I was obliged to confess this state of things to
mine host. He said I might make myself perfectly easy
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on that score, as he was quite ready to make me any ad-
vances it his power, whi qI was waiting for my supplies from
England.

“This was indeed a truly Masonic offer, and under the cir-
cumstances I thought I could not do better than accept it in
the same spirit in which it was made. In course of time, the
long wished-for despatches arrived, containing amongst other
things some letters of introduction, of which I availed myself
immediately.

“I cannot describe to you the kind termsin which my father’s
letter was written ; it is enough to say that he fully consented
to my wishes, and begged me to take no rash steps, as he had
alreag obtained such interest for me as could ensure me a
cadetship in one of the crack regiments of cavalry. This waw
beyond all my expectations, and in conformity with the urgent
wishes of my father, I soon made my plans to return to England
in order to take leave of my friends and make some necessary
arrangements before taking my final departure.

“T repaid the loan to my landlord, at the same time ﬁelh:ﬁ
him that I could never repay his kindness, which I valued
the more, as being conferred upon an unknown foreigner.

““ We parted with the warmest passions of mutual regard, and
I hope I shall never live to see the day when I shall forget the
large debt of gratitude which I owe to Brother Bertram of
Vienna. And now a very few words will suffice to finish my
story. I arrived in England about ten days ago. I have seen
my family, and I am now come to town on business. I shall
remain about another month, and then I start to join my

iment.

“1 have spun you a long yarn, as the sailors say, but at all
events you have learned from it that there are some advantages
in being a Freemason.”

* * * * * * *

At this point in the history of my friend W ’s adventures,
I ghall leave him for the present, and in the next number I pro-
ve to set before the readers of the Freemasons’ Quarterly

ag

azine some further incidents in his life, which are con-
nected in a still more striking manner with the benefits, which
he derived from belonging to the Craft.
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A PAGE FROM THE HISTORY OF NAPOLEON *

Tuis paper will be neither a diatribe, nor a specimen of
flattery inspired by the circumstances which it relates. We have
an instinctive horror of political allusions, whatever may be
their form; as religion forbids us to praise or commend
men of certain notoriety, a sentiment equally high forbids us
to condemn them.

We are about to relate a history of devotion from that great
epoch, which is called nothing more nor less than an Empire :—

L

Napoleon had returned to Paris, after a brilliant campaign,
surrounded with all imaginable official pomp, he had quitted
it, on the contrary, without even announcing his departure, at
mght and almost alone.

At six o’clock he was seen at a ball, given by the empress, at
the Theatre Frangais; at eleven he dmappeared dressed in a
tnvel]mg costume, in a post-chaise, with one aide-de-camp; at

break he was thirty leagues from Paris.

apoleon, whilst his reign lasted, strove to surround his
throne with those wandering kmghts those fierce wrecks of
a scattered aristocracy, who were dispersed in all directions, and
were to be found in every clime—gloomy and disdainful, like
most of those who suffer; who were meditative and unyxeldmg
as it became priests to be whose altars had been polluted, and
their cloisters outraged, but who yet remained faithful to thoee
cloisters, and to the remnants that remained of their altars.

Napoleon sometimes succeeded, but more frequently failed.

It was at the commencement of the Spanish campaign, that
the emperor was present at a representation of the Manlius of
La Foese, performed at the Theatre Francais. On leavmg the
house he found a post-chaise, as has been said, in waiting,
together with an mde-de -camp. All being read for his sudden
departure, he embraced the empress hastily and set out. The
next evening he was riding over the level ground upon the
outskirts of La Vendée, which is still named the Bocage. The
time of year was winter. The sky was murky and misty; hoar
frost sparkled upon the leafless branches of the trees. The

* From the French.
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frosty ground resounded with a crisp and crashing sound under
the wheels of the chaise. The aide-de-camp was shivering.

Napoleon cast his wandering eye over the vast plain, dotted
here and there with a few cottages, built on the edge of a moat,
or lost in a deep and leafless ravine. To the right of the route,
about a mile to the south-west, a sombre mass cast its gigantic
shadows along the horizon. Out of this mass stood a bell-
turret, the gable end of a building, and a colossal belfry, the
ruins of a feudal building of a severe and ancient style of
architecture, dating back to the Crusades, and to the sleeping
barons of by-gone centuries, and situated upon the brink of
a moat.

The emperor was struck with the lofty air of the donjon, and
inquired of his aide-de-camp if he knew this country.

“ Yes, sire,” was the reply.

“ What is the name of that chiteau?”

“ Kervégan le Bocage.”

““ Ah |” replied the emperor, recalling his wandering thoughts,
“] seem to have some recollection of that name.”

“ It is one that has an heroic and popular character in Vendée,”
answered the aide-de-camp.

“ Has it not sustained a siege ?”’

““ Yes, 'sire, in 1794, against the republican troops.”

“ Do you remember any of the details?*

¢ All of them, sire; I formed one of the expedition.”

The emperor did not reply; but he threw himself back in the
carriage, and took the position of a man quite ready to listen.

“1 was,” said the aide-de-camp, ““only a lieutenant of in-
fantry in the corps of General Marceau, who commanded in
Vendée. The greater part of the country was subdued; the
towns surrendered at once ; the country became pacified ; some
few castles alone held out, with a handful df men. Of this
number Kervégan le Bocage was one, where the count of Kervégan
and his four sons were entrenched, with a hundred of their
ancient vassals.

¢ My regiment had received orders, by a forced march, to pre-
sent itself beneath its walls, in order to besiege it, and to
grant no quarter, in case the garrison refused an honourable
capitulation.

“ We set out, feeling certain of achieving a speedy triumph;
but the lofty embattlements and strong walls of Kervégan, added
to the haughty and determined appearance of the besieged,
eompelled us, on our arrival, to moderate our hasty enthusiasm.

“The usual demands were made; and we received as our
answer a deadly discharge of musketry, which killed many of
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our troops. The combat thus commenced at about two a.m.
lasted until the evening, when the darkness for a time terminated
the carnage. The embrasures of Kervégan protected its de-
fenders. 'We were stationed in the open country, expoeed to
the fire on all sides; and our losses tripled those of the be-
sieged. A camp was hastily formed, where the colonel held a
consultation.

““To scale the walls of this castle was rendered impossible, on
account of the width of the moat; the side, bathed by the
stream, was alone approachable, supposing that we could
escape the vigilance of the sentinels, find boats, and, by favour
of the darkness of the night, stretch a straight ladder across the
water, and so reach one of the postern gates, which might be
forced open by an axe in a ffw minutes.

“ An unattached officer, who had been reconnoitring, suggested
this mode of attack. The stream was about a mile in length ;
it was therefore advised that a troop of a hundred men should
depart at once, under pretence of seeking reinforcement from
the armyy of the north, to describe a circle, pass behind the wood,
and return by the stream, which widened in the middle, whilst
the rest of the regiment, perfectly inactive, should attract and
concentrate the vigilance of the besieged upon themselves.

“The command of this expedition was given to myself, and
we departed accordingly. After about an hour’s march, we
reached the middle bank of the stream; and we here found
two fishing-boats, and a lighter lashed to them, the latter being
a sort of straight bark, which would hold about ten fishermen.
I started in the lighter with eight soldiers and two subaltern
officers. The rest of my men crowded into the two boats. The
night was dark, and the wind whistled and ruffied the water
sufficiently to stifle the slight noise of the oars.

“QOur boats vigorously pushed forward, and soon arrived
under the walls of Kervégan, without an indication, sound, or
sign, that we were discovered. By favour of the night, the
domain appeared yet more dark and impregnable; and the
profound silence and gloom gave it the appearance of an
habitation long since deserted.

“ My lighter held the first step of the ladder, the last rested
against the postern. I placed my foot upon this step; two men
followed me, then two others; the ladder would bear no more.
It was necessary that the postern should be forced before the
men could disembark. I armed myself in a few minutes
with an axe; I raised it against the door; a hollow noise
resounded, and the door yielded to the blow; one single nail
had fastened it.
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“ 1t opened on a straight corridor, at the end of which were
seen the white stone steps of a staircase ; but the corridor and
staircase were both dark and empty. I entered and four men
followed me, a fifth threw hi from the lighter on to the
ladder, ready, pistol in hand, to advance as we had done; but
on a sudden, and as if it turned upon invisible hinges, the
postern closed with a loud noise, and every part became instantly
illuminated ; from the window of the castle which overlooked
the lake, a volley was poured upon the two boats, which in a few
minutes were compelled to escape this deadly ﬁrmg by regaining
the oppoeite shore, encumbered with dead and wounded.

“The noise of the firing guided me; I placed myself at the
head of my men, mounted the staircase, and arrived in a very
few minutes in a vast hall, lighted by torches; it was full
of Legitimist soldiers, armed to the teeth, the chief of whom
cried out, ¢Surrender, all resistance is useless.” Instead of
replying, I raised my pistol the height of his head, and

““ He stooped, the ball shattered a glass, at the same time that
his soldiers replied, and at one discharge killed three of m
men. I had a second pistol, which I took from my belt.
had not time to take aim, for a soldier of herculean frame
threw himself upon me, at the risk of his own life, struck ap my
arm, and by this movement preserved the life of his chief, and
my ball found its way into the cornice of the room. I had no
time to draw my sword, I was felled to the ground, bound
down, and the chief advancing, with courtesy said, < Will you
give me your word of honour, sir, not to make any resistance 7’

“ I give it you,” I replied.

““He made a sign, and I was released.

“¢ 8ir,” continued he, ¢you are free upon your parole, in this
fortress. I trust that you will bea.r with patience the hospitality
which has been forced upon me.’

“ He paused, and a melancholy smile played around his lips.

“e You will not have to wait long,” he added ; ¢ we have only
eight days to live; happily we have plenty of powder, and we
will hold out to the last.’

I naturally looked at this man who could talk thus, evidently
without bombast; and I was struck with his bearing and coun-
tenance.

“ He was a robust man, of perhaps fifty years of age, with
black hair here and there silvered with gray, of small stature,
with a high forehead, a quick eye, and & frame admirably pro-
portioned and knit together

“ His soldier’s costume was a hunting dress ; he held a double-
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barrelled rifle of Swiss manufacture. By his side stood two
{‘m‘;mg fellows, one about twenty, the other barely fifteen.

were his sons. Both of them were proud, calm, and
grave in their demeanour. They regarded me with indifference,
and did not ap; at all overwhelmed by the desperate condi-
tion in which tieucastle was found to be.

¢ 8ir,” continued the Chouan chieftain, ‘ we were at table
when you deranged us; will you permit us to return to the

-room, and join us at supper ?’

“]1 made a gesture of astonishment, and almost of refusal.

“<The count of Kervégan is no longer rich, sir,’ said he,
‘but you may yet find some good old wine upon his table, and
around it some calm faces, in spite of the distressing times in
which we live.’

“The invitation was pélite and cordial, and told that the
man who gave it was of noble birth.

“] bowed. ‘Come then,’ said he, taking a torch in his hand.
I followed him ; his two sons and the soldiers brought up the
rear.

“We traversed a long corridor, and entered the apartment
which the count had designated as the dining-room. It was an
immense apartment, lighted by torches fixed on each side of
the chimney.

“ A large table, laid out for sixty persons, stood in the middle,
upon which the repast, already begun, was placed. At the
head of the table sat a lady, still handsome, with two children
of about eight and ten years; they were all employed when we
entered making cartridges.

“The count took me by the hand and presented me to the
countess. She bowed, and gave me her hand to kiss with a
calm dignity, remarking that she had met me before, in the
antechamber of Versailles.

¢ Each Chouan soldier then placed himself at table, his pistols

beside him. The meal was eaten in silence,—gravely,
but without sadness.

¢ All these men, vassals or castellans, gentlemen or peasants,
knew that their days were numbered, that death was ap-

roaching, which none could escape. But not one lowered his
tmw, none wore the expression of the least nngumh they were
martyrdom.

“ ¢ Sir,’ mm]% to the count, bemg struck with so much cool-
ness, courage, and enthumasm, you have been offered an
honourable capitulation, and yet you refuse it.’

“¢Yes,’ said the count, ‘I do !’

“¢] am a simple liutenant in the Republican army,” I



62 A Page from the History of Napoleon.

replied, ‘ but I possess sufficient influence to again obtain these
honourable terms, to save the lives of your men, and procure
passports for yourselves and your children.’

“¢8ir, answered the count gravely, ‘the king has not
authorised me to capitulate I’

“ This answer was sublime. ¢ Ask these men,’ continued he,
¢if they will surrender. I will consent upon one single con-
dition.

“¢What is it ?’

<1t is, that they send me to the scaffold at once.’

“ One cry responded, ¢ Long live the King !’

“ The count then showed me his four sons.

 ¢Two,’ said he, ‘are already members of the association of
Gentlemen-at-arms. I carried the two others in my arms to
the foot of the scaffold of my king, ahd there baptised them in
the blood of that holy martyr. How then can you expect such
persona as ourselves to surrender ¥’ . . . ..

“The next day the fortress withstood a terrible assault ; ten
soldiers died at their post with a smile on their lips. The
following morning, the eldest son of the count was killed and
ten men with him. They carried the unfortunate young man
to the chamber of his mother. - The mother knelt, and repeated
in a soft voice the prayers for the dead, to which her children
responded; then she returned to her occupation of making
cartridges.

“1 was at liberty during this time ; I went hither and thither
in the castle ; I saw the brave men fall one by one. I followed
step by step the count and his second son, who fought at all
hazards. The third day some cannon arrived for the besiegers.

““ The count uttered a sigh. ‘ We can hold out two days less,’
said he.

“T again pressed him to capitulate. ¢Sir,’ said he; ¢if ever
you have the good fortune to see the king, tell him, the count
of Kervégan died for him, as his ancestors died for his.’
And, as a flash of enthusiasm emitted from my eyes, he simply
added, ‘It is a tradition in our family ; that is all.’

“The artillery arrived in the evening; they only waited for
the day to bring it into use.

“During the night the count desired to speak with me. I
descended ; he was alone, with his wife and soms. ¢ Sir,” said
he, ‘I have some barrels of gunpowder in that isolated tower
which you see on the edge of the moat; my intention and that
of the garrison is, to blow it up to-morrow.’

I recoiled shuddering.

“ ¢ You understand, sir,’ continued the count, ¢that I do not,
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although it is my right, include you amongst my soldiers; I
only ask, in exchange for you, the life of my wife and two of
my sons.” ‘Alas! cried I, ‘yours also; that of all. I
entreat you to surrender”’ ¢No,” replied he. ‘One Kervé-
gan is dead already ; two more will die to-morrow: but it must
not be that my king has no Kervégan on his right hand when
he returns to his own; the lots will decide which of my sons
remain.’—It was the Foungest.

‘¢ For pity’s sake !’ I murmured, ¢ why not save him ¢’

¢ Because the boat that will take you can hold but four

ns.’

¢ Well, then, I will remain.’

““ The count smiled, and taking the hand of one of his sons,
‘Remember this gentleman,” said he, ‘and if fortune should
change, and his life be in danger, that you defend him at the
peril of your own.’

“This was, indeed, a most noble refusal.

“The boat which was to convey us waited at the bottom of the
staircase, beside the postern; an old servant held the oars. The
farewells of this unhappy family, who were to meet no more,
were sad, yet dignified ; their tears flowed silently, but no sobs
escaped them. The mother held for some time the child she
was leaving to certain death in her arms; but there was no
indication of weakness when she spoke to him of the ancient
martyrs ! I almost imagined I was gazing upon the mother of
the Gracchi.

¢« An bour after the boat touched the shore, and we landed at
a farm which had been abandoned.

“Then vanished the stoical courage of the sons, and the
feverish calmness of the mother. At the first rays of the dawn,
the sky, yet pale and undecided, became illuminated with a
fearful glare, a noise as of thunder was heard, the earth appeared
to be vomiting fire upwards to heaven.—It was the explosion of
the tower.

“ The count, his son, and his vassals, perished in the service
of their king; the tower no longer existed; the ruins that you
now behold alone remained.” . . . . .

The emperor abruptly interrupted his aide-de-camp.

“This 1s just what I do not understand,” murmured he,
“that with such men to sustain it, the monarchy should have
ﬁllen.”

“ Sire,” replied the aide-de-camp, “ the latter Bourbons have
not, as you have, genius for battles—the halo of glory which
fascinates ; their strength laid only in their hearts and their
right, and France recognizes neither the one nor the other.”
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“ And,” demanded the emperor, * what hecame of the
Countess Kervégan and her sons ?”’

“The countess reached Spain by the help of the passports
which I procured for her. I have since learned that she is at
Hartwell,* near to the Count de Provence, with the eldest of
her sons.”

“And the other ?”

“ The younger entered the Spanish army.”

“How old is he ?”’

“ About eighteen.”

] want such men as these,” murmured the emperor, and he
fell into a reverie.

IL.

Three days after this conversation, Napoleon was in Spain.

The hour was 10 o’clock at night; Napoleon was pacing the
floor of his tent with rapid strides, as was his custom, and
approaching, from time to time, the fire of the bivouac. He
held in his hand a report from the General-in-chief, which he
read at his leisure, sometimes with a distracted air, at other
times with attention. All at once a passage appeared to strike
him, for he suddenly called out. 3

The same aide-de-camp, who had quitted Paris with him,
presented himself.

“Tell the colonel of the 64th regiment of the line to come
to me,” said he.

The emperor was obeyed ; the colonel appeared shortly after.

“Colonel,” said the emperor to him, “what means this
passage in the report of the general: ‘In a murderous expedi-
tion against a guerilla-band in the North, the colonel of the 64th
regiment of the line was taken, and would have been shot,
but for the energetic intervention of a young French emigrant,
who having quitted the service of the king of Spain, upon the
declaration of war between the two kingdoms, had retired into
the mountains, and lived there alone.’ ”

“ Sire,” replied the colonel, “this young man in order to
defend me, made a rampart of his body, and received seventeen
wounds in preserving my life.”

“ How did it occur ¥’ asked the emperor, somewhat abruptly.

“I had strayed with about ten of my men from the rest of
my column; I became surrounded by an ambuscade, and we
were fired upon from every quarter. It was a narrow .gorge,

® The estate of Dr. Lee, in Herts, where Louis XVIIIL. for a con-
siderable time resided. .
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wild, and entangled with trees ; each rock appeared a mouth of
fire, which dealt out death. I had soon onfy four men beside
me; four were put kors de combat, and were staggering with
their wounds : they had, in fact, but one thing to do—to die.

“The guerillas, who were nine in number, then left their
retreat, surrounded us, killed my four companions, seized my
horse’s bridle, and one of them held the mouth of his blunder-
buss to my chest, when a sudden light flickered upon the
neighbouring rock : I saw the man stagger; his weapon fell
from his hand, and I heard an explosion. A ball from the side
of the rock had laid him dead.

“ At the same moment I heard a voice, which cried to me in
French, ‘Do not surrender.” This unexpected aid recalled all
my courage ; with a blow from my pistol I broke the head of
the Spaniard nearest to me. A second shot from the side of
the rock overthrew a third; and I then saw a young man
running bare-headed, his hair flowing in the wind, a pistol in
each hand, and a double-barrelled gun, yet warm from its recent.
discharge, thrown by means of a cross-belt over his shoulders.
I made my horse leap backwards and joined this young man,
without speaking, otherwise than by looks; we established
ourselves behind an immense tree, when I threw myself down,
and made a rampart of my horse. We fired four times: three
Spaniards fell ; there remained only three: but a ball pierced
my shoulder, and I fell. My young defender had expended all
his powder, and the Spani again surrounded us. He seized
my sword, and defended himself valiantly; so valiantly, that
when I recovered my sight, after fainting for some minutes,
I found him bathing my wound with some water from a neigh-
bouring spring. The three Spaniards were dead; he had
beaten one mh with the butt end of the pistol, and stabbed
the two others. My wound was but slight; I rose, and wishing
to express my gratitude, extended my hand to him. I then
perceived that he was pale and covered with blood; he had
reccived seventeen wounds from a Catalan knife ; he had only time
to return the pressure of my hand, when he fainted in my arms.
Happily the firing had been heard, and a company of carbineers
arrived at this moment; I had my brave preserver conveyed to
the camp: happily, his wounds, for the most part, are not
serious. He ﬂu been, hitherto, delirious: but the doctor
assures me he will live.”

“ Where is this young man ?’ inquired the emperor.

“ Quite near me ;—in my tent.”

The emperor made a sign to the colonel to give him his
cloak, which had been thrown upon a seat, and enveloping

VOL. I. r
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himself in it, said, “ I would see this fellow; conduct me to
him.” The colonel, taking a torch, preceded the emperor.
The young man was quietly sleeping: he appeared but a
outh of seventeen or eighteen years. So fair was he, and
ess, small and frail, one might have said he was a female.
““ Awaken him;”’ was the order of Napoleon. The young
man opened his eyes, and regarded the emperor with surprise.
“1It is the emperor,”’ whispered the colonel.
He half-raised himself, and saluted the emperor by an incli-
nation of the head and a soft smile.
“ My chnld ”’ said the emperor kindly, “are you French
“ Yes, sire.”
“ Nevertheleas, you do not belong to any regiment ?’
({4 NO mre »
« How does it happen that you are in Spain ?”
I served in the king’s
“How ?” said the emperor, frowmng; “you fight against
your country ?”’
“No, sire; I quitted the service of the king of Spain the
day that peace was broken.”
“ Why do you not return to France ?”
“] am an emigrant, sire.”
“ So young !”
“T quitted France at the age of six.”
““ Well,” said the emperor, “I will erase your name from the
list of emigrants.”
It is useless, sire. I thank you.”
* Why so, sir P
The young man hesitated.
“ Sire,” replied he, *“ God knows I have no intention to offend
Lu T admire you as a general; I love you for the glory you
ve brought to my country.”
« Weu 2
“Well, sire, I had three brothers; two died at Vendée for
the king.”
The emperor started. Your name ?” said he, quickly.
“ Max de Kervégan, sire.”
“It was your father, then, that blew up the tower, and so
perished 1
« Ym !ll‘e »
Napoleon became silent.
“ Where are your mother and your brother P
.“ In England, sire, with the king.”
¢ Are they rich ?”
¢ Exiles never are, sire.”
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“ Well, then,” said Napoleon, “if I return her wealth to
your mother and recal her to France; if I give a colonelcy to
your brothers, a lieutenancy to you—"

“ Sire,” said the young man, in a firm but respectful tone
of voice, * all our blood belongs to the king.”

An impatient expression crossed the features of the emperor.

“ You forget your country, sir,”’ said he, harshly.

Max hung down his head.

“ It is true,” murmured he.

“1 believe the reign of the family of the Bourbons to be -
extinct,” replied the emperor. “I look upon my dynasty as
firm. ... But no one respects more than I do past remem-
brances. I understand and approve your fidelity; but, sir,
before the king, before the emperor, stands your country. This
country requires your blood, and claims it. Will you serve her ?

Max still hesitated.

“Come, sir,” said the emperor, “ decide. You are brave;
you belong to an ancient family ; France requires you.”

“ Well, sire,” said the young man, “ allow me to be inscribed
as a simple soldier in the register of a regiment.”

“ Why a simple soldier ?”

“ Because 1 would serve my country,—no one else.”

“ You shall be one of my pages,” replied Napoleon.

And as he still saw hesitation depicted upon the features of
the young Kervégan, he added,—* If ever God restores the
throne to the Bourbons, I will write myself to Louis XVIII. to
tell him that I only overcame your scruples with the sacred
name of country !”

Max de Kervégan served as a page, but was soon obliged to
pass into the Imperial Guard, and became a captain.

The emperor took him with him in his train to the Rhine, to
Germany, to the frozen frontiers of Bérésina. Everywhere the
son of the Vendean hero nobly did his duty. In every place
his hopes and his affections wandered to the horizon where his
beloved king ate the bread of exile. Faithful to France and the
king of his forefathers, he only considered Napoleon as the pro-
visionary chief of his great nation,—the man chosen by God,
to wash out, by deeds of glory, the sanguinary remembrances of
the Reign of Terror. Napoleon vainly strove to gain the heart of
the haughty and proud young man. He only gained his sword.

II1.

Ten years rolled away.
To the days of glory succeeded those of reverse. The retreat
r2
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from Russia was the commencement of disasters; the French
campaign finished them.

Napoleon had retired to Fontainbleau, surrounded by scarcely
a thousand men, the wreck of his Imperial Guard.

The allies occupied Paris; and it was in vain that Macdonald
and Caulaincourt raised their voice in the council of monarchs,
held at Talleyrand’s hotel, in favour of a regency of the dynasty
of Napoleon. M. de Talleyrand had decided that question in a
single sentence, when replying to the Emperor Alexander:
¢ Sire, everything which is not of Napoleon or Louis XVIII.
i8 an intrigue. Napoleon has now become impossible.”

Louis XVIIIL. quitted Hartwell for Paris; Napoleon, on
the contrary, prepared to depart for Elba. It was a great
and sad departure; for on the day of his quitting France, all
those men who had been trained by him, had rsen through
his bounty, and been taken from the lowest ranks, meanly left
him, and hastened to bow to the rising sun.

The whole of that morning the emperor walked, solitary and
alone, in a of the park whence he could hear the travelling-
carriages of his military staff depart. The most servile of the
evening before were the most hasty to leave the following day.
The emperor returned at twelve from his feverish walk, and
found the palace of Francis I. almost deserted: here and there
a single soldier might be seen silently weeping in the deep
embrasure of a window.

The chief officers, the great dignitaries, had disap ; they
were travelling on the road to Paris, and on the following day
surrounded the king’s throne.

Napoleon hastily traversed several apartments. His valets
werltz preparing for his own departure: the carriage was already
packed.

The Marshal Bertrand was inscribing the names of those who
volunteered to share the exile of the emperor ; and the number
was large. All at once a young man crossed the emperor, and
stopped respectfully before him. He looked pale and sad in his
black uniform as an hussar; his dark eye was moist, and his
manner jaded.

The emperor started on beholding him.

¢ Ah |” said he “is it you, Kervégan ?”

“ Yes, sire.” .

A Dbitter smile played upon the features of Napoleon. “I
know what you would ask of me,” said he. ‘ You never loved
me,—you were attached to the Bourbons from your birth,—you
only served your country in me,—that country has passed into
other hands,—you return to your master,—it is quite right.
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Only you, you come to me to say farewell ; you come to me,
{Nud and scornful as youn always were ; the others—those whom

have overwhelmed with favours, ngmtles, and glory—depart
without deigning to salute me. Adieu, Kervégan;—I thank
you "’

The emperor extended his hand to the young man; but,
instead of pressing it, he carried it to his lips. «Q gire!”
lied he, ““you are mistaken. I came not to take leave.”

«Ah 17 rejoined the emperor, what would you, then ?”’

“ Sire, my eldest brother and my mother are with the king.
The name of Kervégan remains at court. That is all that is

required. I have no wish to go there.”

e Where would go ?”’ asked the emperor.

“To the Isle og Elba, sire. I came to pray you to permit
me to follow you.”

A cry escaped Napoleon, “ What men !” murmured he.

PonsoN pu TERRAIN.

SONNET.
(FroM PxTRARCH.)
¢ 8o lamentar augelli, or verdi fronde.”

‘When birds complain, or leaves both green and fair
Move ever softly to the summer gale,
Or waves, with murmurs hoarse, swell on the air,
‘Which breathes o’er flowery bank and sylvan dale,
I rest awhile, and write my love-fraught tale ;
Sweet heart, that heaven shows not, earth hides with care,
I hear thee, see thee, know,—my sighs prevail ;
She lives,—she answers from afar my prayer.
« Alas] thou courtest grief, so young in years,”
In piteous tones she speaks, *“ Ah ! wherefore be
°  Thy sad eyes filled with melancholy tears?
My days all happy are, weep not for me;
In these bless’d realms eternal light appears,—
Mine eyes were dim, but now in glory see.”
‘W. BealLsroRp.
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ANCIENT MASONS’ MARKS.

* In length these marks vary from 2 to 7 inches, they are formed by a
single line lliﬁhtly indented, and consist chiefly of crosses, known Masonic
symbols, emblems of eternity, and of the Trinity, the double triangle, the
trowel, the square, &e."—GooDpwIN.

 From the top I descended into some apartments on the east side of
the temple. There I saw the famous Zodiac on the eeiling.”"—BgLzon1.

* Omitto Eleusinam sanctam illam et augustam, ubi initiantur gentes
orarum ultime.”"—OC1cER0.
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These marks are from Fort Tign?, the aqueduct, and the bastions in
the Arghotti Gardens. The last, perhaps not strictly speaking a Mason’s
mark, 18 from a key-stone in Upper 8t. 0.

Man, among other distinctive appellations, has received that
of a cooking animal; he may also, we think, not inaptly be
called a building animal. “ There must be,” says Ruskin, “in
the magnificently human art of architecture, some equivalent
expression for the trouble and wrath of life, for its sorrow and
its mystery. And this it can only give by depth or diffusion
of gloom, by the frown upon its front, and the shadow of its
recess.” :

In all ages men have attempted—in some they have succeeded
—in raising enduring memorials of their genius, their science,
their religion, or their pride. The tower which primeval builders
piled on the plains of Shinar is, or rather was, it is to be pre-
sumed, the oldest of these. Following the great rivers, those
centres of early civilization, we meet with the mounds of Meso-
potamia, covering palaces and temples of princes, whose “ places
knew them no more” prior to the existence of the Roman
empire. Passing through the gates of Syria, the granite columns
which mark the division between Africa and Asia, we cross the
Desert, and enter the valley of the Nile. Around us sleep the
Pharaohs and their people, awaiting in vain the judgments of
Osiris,—before us, rearing their giant forms into the shadowless
sky of Egypt, stand the pyramids, temples, and colossi of a
nation whose glory has long since departed. The transition
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from Assyria and Egypt to the favoured land of Greece were
easy,—to that country whose architects and sculptors of old,
Promethean-like, almost kindled into life their creations of
Parian marble; who spiritualized in stone the human form’s
ideal beauty, and gave to its most intellectual part the finest
and moset expanded form; or we might allude to the Attic mi-
gration into Asia Minor, variously stated as 1044 and 1076
before Christ ; at which time the 1v)ionysian artificers were in-
troduced, and the mysteries with which they were connected.
But enough has already been said to justify the remark with
which we set out. We may barely mention the rock city of
Petrze (the Edom of Scripture), the columns of Baalbec, and the
O e Sudm s mighty ki
1C) L1 8
Made the genii, .tnix}f b%dk::.
Raise by magic of his ring,”

as further illustrations.
 As the earthquake and the torrent, the august and terrible
ministers of Almighty power, have torn the solid earth, and
ed the seals of the most ancient records of creation ;”’ so—
if we may be allowed to compare great things with small—have
comparatively recent discoveries opened new pages in the history
of our species, which, however unsatisfactory to the ethnologist,
still assist to show how indefinite, how difficult of calculation it
must be to reach to the time when the “ first man of clay received
the image of God and the breath of life.”” The Noragher of
Sardinia, the earthen mounds in the United States, the buried
cities of Central America, the rock picture-writings found in
Siberia, and Guiana—from the equatorial to the frozen zone—
are still mysterious, and await a solution. “Books,” says Mr.
Stephens in his travels, ““books, the records of knowledge, are
silent on the theme. The city was desolate. The place where
we sat, was it a citadel from which an unknown people had
sounded the trumpet of war ? or a temple for the worship of the
God of peace? or did the inhabitants worship the idols made
with their own hands, and offer sacrifices on the stones before
them? All was mystery—dark impenetrable mystery—and
every circumstance increased it.” Must, then, the links of that
mighty chain, which girdled the globe with the fragile marks of
human skill, 8o long buried and unknown, now once more
brought to light, remain for ever dissevered? Since history is
silent, and even the dim light of tradition is wanting, can it be
possible that men have carried to far distant parts of the world,
symbols and observances common to the human race, previous
to the great early migrations; and thus embodied in their de-
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basing rites and corrupted religions, figures of high and holy
import ? Isnotaometlp;ingoft is sort to be recognised in the
belief (one remarkable to be found in India), *that Word was
the first thing which broke primeval silence, spoke the being of a
God, and created all things?” or in what we have somewhere
read, that the Brahmins, who migrated to the south, and the
Teutonic nations, who proceeded towards the north, invoked
the same God on the banks of the Indus, and the mountains of
Scandinavia? The name given to that manifestation of the
Deity was Dyaus, signifying the shining sun, the bringer of
life and light :—* Most glorious orb! that wert a worship ere
the mystery of thy making was revealed! Thou earliest mi-
nister of the ighty, which gladdened on their mountain tops
the hearts of the Chaldean shepherds, till they poured themselves
in orisons.”

How the study of the heavenly bodies (in those primitive
times) and the mysterious laws by which they are guided, re-
acted upon this worship of the sun, gave rise, with time, to many
corruptions and superstitious rites, and converted a heavenly
science into a grovelling mysticism, we do not here presume to
say ; suffice it to observe that astronomical and Masonic symbols
had much in common ; and that the two sciences were practi
by the same men. Astronomy is even alluded to in our ritual
of the present day as the mirrored study *wherein you are
enabled to contemplate the intellectual faculties, and trace them
from their development through the paths of heavenly science
even to the throne of God Himself.” And the city of Al Hadhr,
in Mesopotamia, formerly alluded to, as having its walls covered
with Masonic marks, with reference to its plan of construction
is thus spoken of by Mr. Ainsworth: ¢ A square within a circle,
and in its exact centre, certainly point out that a system was
observed in its construction.” .

One important symbol there certainly is, which, whether
looked upon as Christian, Pagan, or Masonic, can undoubtedly
lay claim to high antiquity, and almost universal application ;
we allude to the double triangle, equilateral interlaced, known
to Christians as a figure of the ineffable name of Jehovah, with-
in which, are often to be met with the I H S in the Greek
Church, being found as a nimbus surrounding the head of
God the Father; while as if more strongly to indicate that this
ggure was to them a symbol of the Almighty, within the angle

the upward pointing triangle are the three Greek letters,
o, wv,—the self-existing, the great I AM. Its special signifi-
cation among Masons in the third degree, and its complete
development in the Royal Arch, are well known to the initiated.
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Among the nations of the east, the triangle, single and double,
has from remote antiquity formed the geometrical emblem of
the Trinity, and in the form of a pentalpha, it constituted of old
the Pythagorean emblem of health.

A bare enumeration of the places where it has been found is
the best proof of its uni use. Interlaced with a circle,
and having a flower in its centre, it forms the ornament of a
keystone in the of the Church of St. Sibbald’s, Nurem-
burg, and in Dr. Oliver’s great work it is depicted from one of
the windows of Lincoln Cathedral. It is found in Northern
India, and Western Asia, in Normandy and Italy, in Germany
and England, in Westminster Abbey and the Cave of Elphanta.
Mr. Urquhart thus takes occasion to mention its occurrence in
. Mauritania of the old, and Mexico of the new world, as * that
mysterious o hand on the one side and on the other a
diagram, which occupies a conspicuous place among the symbols of

Masonry,—the double triangle.” It forms g> and is, I believe

the Solomon’s seal ; I find the same sign is on the signet
of Sultan and his coins. The Moors have adopted it as
their arms. The very same symbol is found in Mexico.

This figure then, we see, was common to the old world and the
new, to the south and the north. Now, if there is one distinc-
tive attribute of the human race, it is to be found in that innate
consciousness of immortality, or a future state, dependent as that
is on the will of a Superior Being, which has prompted the
erection of the most enduring memorials of ourEind n eve
country of the world; temples and tombs—belief in a GOZ

and love for the departed. The former to the honour or
for the propitiation of the deit{ whom they served, the latter to
point out to posterity where the bones of their forefathers rest,
and to mark their reverence, a reverence common to all the race
of Adam, for that mysterious charge to which all alike are
sabject when the cord of life is broken, and dust returns to
dust. From the history of this symbol as connected with reli-
gious rites and sound edifices, we are led to look upon it as an
holy one, and we believe that it is at Ghuznee that it is to be
seen, with the inscription surrounding it, “God grant me
what T want.” Is it connected with a known and remarkable
feature in many structures of high antiquity ? We know that
the Temple of Jerusalem and its progener, the Tabernacle, were
placed due east and west, and 1n the orientation of Christian
Churches the same peculiarity still holds good; (Italy is, we
believe an exception to this). The pyramids of the valley of the
Nile, and of the elevated table-land of Mexico, face the cardinal
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points ; and the ancient temples of the Aymaras, a race allied to
the Inca Peruvians, ¢ turn precisely towards the rising sun.” Of
cathedrals, we read that “the north side has had since the first
period of Christianity its particular meaning; the south the
same. The north side was that of the Evangelists, who gave
the truth in plainness and simplicity. The south was that of
the prophets, who disguised it in oriental figures and imagery.
Hence it is that the south side of the choir is richly decorated,
that towards the north markedly simplified.” What for in-
stance, can illustrate this better than the beautiful south window
of the transept of Melrose Abbey Church, with its richly flow-
ing tracery, terminating in a circle of seven lights, and its cano-
pied niches, whose delicate o’erhanging fretwork seems such as
““gerial beings might be supposed to create with the most
ductile and delicate materials,” while the north transept is only
lighted, and that pear the groining of the roof by a circular
light, deeply cut in the massive wall, within which, in stone

is carved the double triangle, called by the cicerone of
the place the crown of thorns.* These marks

4‘ 6-—’_ u#v A i.n7l X-
are from Melrose Abbey. It may here be remarked, that fre-
quently as we have had occasion to give the X from different

buildings in Malta, the ¥X has never been seen in any building

than as a Mason’s mark, although it is still used in their
Churches, and familiar to the people. With a feeble hand we
have attempted to sketch several points of the history of this
Masonic symbol, its frequent occurrence and general significance,
and have hinted at its connection with sacred buildings and their
form.

We shall conclude with some lines, already written in our
notes. Whether the nature of these structures to the so-called
new world, as evinced by their shape, their relation to the cardinal
points, the manner in which the stones are wrought, and the
symbols found upon them, may or may not shed a light upon
that almost magieal figure, that dread of the genii, even the seal of
Solomon of which we speak, is beyond our ken ; but an eloquent
octogenarian philosopher has said “ that many of the historical
" # The members'of the F. M. Lodge of Melrose,—a Lodge of great
antiquity, and believed to possess written documents, which prove it to

be coeval with the foundation of the Abbey—annually, on 8t. John's night,
I am informed, walk in procession round the building by torch-light.
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problems which relate to the striking agreement in religious
tradition, manner of dividing time, and works of art, in eastern
Asia and America, will one day be cleared up by discoveries of
facts hitherto entirely unknown to wus.” Since Humboldt
thus wrote, a new impulse has been given to migration; the
progress of the arts and sciences from the east westward,
so rapid within the last fifty years, may now be said to
have completed the circle, and introduced civilization info the
cradle of the human race; while the two great isthmuses of
the world, are being converted into highways for the crowded
populatlons of Europe; a full, strong, gathering stream of
mightier power for good and better omen, than the hordes
which overthrew the Roman empire.

But we have digressed too often from the footpath; now
to a sunny knoll to gather one of nature’s flowers; now to
a dark ravine for antique root or archaic stone; and where
is the excuse of the young and joyous hearted? that * they
were borne along in the light of life’s sunny morning, and
still as their winged feet touched the ground, the herbage
blushed with flowers.” We cannot * return to our muttons ;”
for at this season we confess sympathy with the “ curlers,”
and the roar of the Christmas fire especially excepted, we
would rather hear the deep boom of the stone as it sails
along over the blue-black ice to the goal of the “rink,” than
any other with which we happen at present to have acquainta.nce.
Now the traditional fare of this ice-loving brotherhood is a
round of beef with garnishings, known in the vernacular as
“ greens,” washed down with hot whiskey-punch ; and for noise,
Mr. Walpole’s description of Malta is to the point; “ the bower
is a bastion, the saloon a casemate, the serenade the call of
martial music, the draperies warﬂags, the ornaments shot in
ready proximity.” Having been as in duty bound within hail,
we return to labour; when, as we pass the portal, we hear these
words, “ the two sciences of Archeeol and Freemasonry are
%0 mseparably connected that the study of the one is almost
abeolutely necessary to the knowledge of the other;”’* andin a

paper by the late Bro. Pryor we have the following
« The mark degree now discontinued here afforded a most in.
telligent and important link between operative and speculative
Freemasonry. They are of the most undoubted antiquity, and
may be very profitably studied.”—F. M. Q. R., June 1850.
nder such shelter we shall introduce the mark budget, with

* Charge of P. G. M. for Dorset.
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the travellers and the antiquary—Camden and Lieut. Spratt,
R.N., Caerphilly Castle, Glamorganshire: “From the west
wall of this room project single stones like those in the hall, but
with characters on them, probably only Masons’ marks,” ecce

e RT.#A +H A<

Again at St. Ital’s hermitage in Llan Hammwlch parish,
Brecknockshire, on the top of a hill, not far from the church,
on the two side stones there is this variety of crosses.

V.M. 4.4,

As variety is pleasant, whether in a forest or a flower-garden,
and also for easy comparison, we shall not hesitate to intro-
duce the following from the bare walls of Grey-friars Church,
Edinburgh.

.3 X0 X3 EXYN

After some beautiful descriptions of natural scenery, the Lycian
traveller thus describes the Turkish ruin, called the Eski, (old)
Khan. “This is a large and imposing quadrangular building
constructed of squared blocks of c:Sc-sinter, each marked with a
Masonic monogram. The materials of this edifice had not been
derived from the neighbouring ruins, but had been hewn
especially for it. We counted more than thirty different
Masonic emblems. Among the most frequent were the

following :—

/A D8 AAN ARD Y N KA
XENAFD.0AF T I1.X. U

The entrance to the Khan is a magnificent gateway of Saracenic
architecture, highly ornamented, and in part constructed of
white marble. The marble slabs bore inscriptions, probably
sentences from the Koran.”

We hasten to a close, and last, though to many we trust
not least, Kresent the Mason-mark of Robert Burns, the bard

of Sco . %

¢ Dear to him her Doric language,
Thrilled his heartstrings at her name ;
And he left her more than rubies,
In the riches of his fame.”
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The mark is on the Bible which he gave to his Highland
Mary at their last ing near Montgomery Castle, and the
scene is thus drawn by the hand of Allan Cunningham. ¢ They
plighted their vows on the Sabbath to render them more sacred ;
they made them by a burn where they had courted, that open
nature might be a witness ; they made them over an open Bible,
to show that they thought of God in this mutual act ; and when
they had done they both took water in their hands and scattered
it in the air, to intimate that as the stream was pure, s0 were
their intentions. They parted when they did this; but they
parted never to meet more. She died in a burning fever, during
a visit to her relations to prepare for her marriage, and all that
he had of her was a lock of her long bright hair, and her Bible,
which she exchanged for his.”

We shall now give two Masonic devices from the carved
bosses of a Gothic church. Early on a winter morning, cold
and wet, with a dark sky, a deserted street, and the wind
hissing round the tall gables of the antique house, and raising
Iines of white foam on the dark bosom of the lake of the broad
hollow, from which it takes its name, we entered again the royal
burgh of Linlithgow, and were quickly reassured ; for there, as
formerly, stood the pillar, with the flattering inscription con-
cerning the patron saint (and much on such a morning did he
need it), “St. Michael he is kind to strangers;”’ and nearly
opposite, over an archway, the ruddy lion ramped in gold,—sign
of good cheer and comfort. The inner man refreshed, we
visited the church, the pillars of which are most sedulously sup-

plied with periodical coats of whitewash, to heighten
the effect produced by the building!!! We believe
( ) it—i.e. the whitewash—is not appreciated. On
the boss, next the eastern end of the church, is this
device : within a circle, a book, apon it the square
and compasses. At the western end of the church, as at present
used, but in reality at the western end of the choir, opposite the
little chapel pointed out as the aisle of St. Catherine,

@ where the gallant and chivalrous James I'V., shortly

before the battle of Flodden, is represented by Sir
Walter Scott paying his devotions ¢ with sackcloth

| shirt and iron belt, and eyes with sorrow streaming,”
—on a boss may be seen this figure. .

The conversation with our rosy-faced guide having been
strictly gom;i)ling, we cannot, without breach of confidence, do
more than allude to King Crispin’s chair, and the seat which
her Majesty was intended to occupy on her first visit to Scotland.
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« She just gaed through the toun, but a’ folk like to see where
she was to sit.”
¢ Insula a situ, sed rebus
axima gestis
Africe et Europa ac Asis
- ContAelxl-)-;inu, Pauli
ospes, et rum
Geratiuima mater.”
Adieu.

To the Lodge of Malta these few pages are gratefully in-
scribed, as “diggings” in Masonic matters by a young minor,
lately a member of the Lodge St. John and 8t. Paul, Valetta.
In the words of Burns :—

¢ May freedom, harmony, and love,
Unite you in the grand design,
Beneath th’ Omniscient eye above,
The glorious Architect divine.”
Chatham, 25th February, 1853. M

THE MASON'S FAREWELL.*

‘While far, far away from my native land,

To feel the warm “ grip” from a Craftsman’s hand,
And to hear the “ word,” and to see the *sign,”
‘Will strangely quicken this of mine:

For I know full well that a friend is near,

To whisper a word in th’ * attentive ear,”

And to “ walk barefoot” ‘neath a winter's sky,

To aid a Brother of the “ mystic tie.”

We've met on the “ Level,”
‘We'll part on the “ Square,”
For prized as the sunlight
My Brothers, you are.

"Tis a long farewell I must quickly say,
For the cares of life bid me haste away,
But I leave my heart, and a tear-drop, too,
As a pledge that I'm ever a Mason true,
And will toil with the * Craft” till I yield my breath
To & gavel-blow from the hand of death.
"Tis a kind farewell I must quickly speak
‘While the scalding tears course down my cheek.
God bless you, my Brothers,
It pains me to part—
You're dear as the life-drops
‘Which visit my heart.

* Boston (U.S.) F. M. Monthly Magazine.
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THE UNIVERSALITY OF SUPERSTITION.

¢« In old time of the king Artour,

Of which that Bretons spoken great honour,
.'ﬁl WE.l.f this land ﬁtlh}ﬁlllle:so o{ Faerie ;

e Elf-Queen, wi r joly company,
Danoedﬁﬂloftinmnyilggeenmp::l
This was the old opinion, as I rede,—
I speke of many hundred years ago,
But now can no man see no elves eno.”

Wife of Batk's tale—~CHAUCESR.

“ The eye works
Unto the timid thought,~—and the thought paints
Forms from the mire of conscience, wi‘;f-o'-wiaps
To daszle sober reason.”
Orp Pray.

Tas intrinsic unity and identity of the tendencies of the
bhuman mind is in no way better exemplified than by the uni-
versality of superstition. From the infancy of creation to oux
own era, mankind has been found straining after things not
seen, and a compound exertion of curiosity and credulity has
given rise in all ages to a constant development of the marvel-
lous. Superstition appears in every country, clime, and nation ;
and though to a casual observer its external aspect may vary
with time, place, and people, the attentive inquirer into the
annals of past ages, as he brings down his researches to modern
date, finds that there has been not only an universal tendency,
but also a traditionary creed as to the unseen world—varied, no
doubt, by exterior causes, by national character, climate, and

iar natural scenery—weakened, doubtless by the influence
of civilization, of education, and of revealed truth—but still,
though uneven in its course and weakened in vigour, essen-
tially the same stream that sprung from the mental constitution
of the primeeval world.

Credulity was instrumental in bringing about the fall of man-
- kind—and could we peruse a record of the outcast first-born
and his posterity, what extravagance of delusion might we not
expect it to detail? In the absence of such account, knowing

ing more definitively, than that corruption at length
wrought the destruction of the antediluvian world, we turn to
the superstitions of a people described to us with much minute-
ness, and whose customs and mode of life, illustrated as they arq
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by relics of their physical existence, possess the most powerful
interest ; both as making the singularity of their genius and
their influence over the cotemporary world.

The question of early superstition becomes one of religious
sentiment. The necessity of attributing the works of creation,
and of providence to a ruling power or T;)wers, and the natural
principle of reverence, gave rse to idolatry—the result of the
incapacity of an unenlightened race to appreciate anything
beyond the material world. Hence, among the Egyptians,
arose the worship -of the sun and moon, the deities Osiris and
Isis, with that of oxen of various kinds, as exemplified in the
golden calf raised up at the very foot of the sacred mountain,
by the strangely perverse race, who had derived their customs
from the land of their captivity. Hence the adoration of the
fertilising hill, and its imfweller the crocodile, both objects of
the deepest reverence. Egypt was the parent clime of almost
every species of pagan superstition. Learning, too, was there;
but, agreeably to the experience of later days, scientific acquire-
ment alone was unable to guard against delusion concerning the
supernatural, nor to steer safely through an ocean of charms,
omens, dream-prophesyings, days of good and ill promise, and
the vagaries of ical art.

Later on we ﬁnﬁ the elegant and accomplished Greek no less
superstitions than his forerunner. , The Greeks, as well as
Rqmans, placed unbounded faith in divination, and in the pro-
B!xetic nature of comets—and, guided by poetic fancy, gave

irth to the beautiful mythologies which are subject of ug:n'-
ration to the scholar. The distinctive features of the Greek
and Roman superstition became, however, obliterated upon the
Gothic conquest. Subsequently to this epoch all the supersti-
tion of Western Europe, or nearly so, is traceable either to
ancient pagan ceremonies, or to the more recent elements of
Gothic or Scandinavian origin.

The Scandinavian mythology bears several points of corres-
pondence with that of the classics. The Grecian Elysium is
represented in the northern Walhalla. The inhabitants of the
latter region were supposed to employ themselves in drinking
mead and feasting on the wild boar, during the intervals of
their chief avocation, that of ferocious combat—bravery being -
the highest attribute of a Scandinavian deity. Jupiter is found
in Odin—both supreme and warlike beings. Odin appears to
have been a real person, mighty in arms, and deified after
death ; but whose authentic and fabulous actions have been
undistinguishably amalgamated. The Roman war-god, Mars,
is reproduced in Thor, the god of thunder—armed with a
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hammer whichnever missed its aim,and which invariably returned
tothe death-dealing hand that had hurled it forth. The northern
gods, from whom we derive our days of the week, were also
similar to certain deities of the Greeks. Nixas, a Baltic deity,
was probably derived from the classic Neptune, and is con-
jectured to have occasioned the appellation of Old Nick, fraught
with such an especial terror to sailors. Add to this, that the
gigantic Titans find their parallel in the wild idea of northern
mythology, which identified Odin with the earth, its rocks
being his bones, its soil his flesh, the ocean his blood, and the
heavens his skull, npheld at the corners by four dwarfs—and
we have sufficient ground to question w{ether the Asiatic
founders of Scandinavian faith might not have derived it from
the Greeks and Romans.*

The decline of this system took place in the eleventh cen-
tury, and our islands were cleared of it internally (having
shared it in common with Western Europe), although it was
retained still in remote parts of the Orkney and Shetland Isles:
The Anglo-Saxon customs differed materially from those
which they succeeded, although worship of the heavenly bodies
form part of the Saxon religious creed. The belief in Elves,
allied in nature to the Persian Peri and the Grecian Naiads
and Dryads (deities of the ocean and the groves), arose at this
epoch—and we enter the region where modern superstition,
sach as more nearly concerns ourselves, may be said to have
commenced. The origin of Fairies in our country took place
with the Celts; these, we shall notice subsequently. About
600 A.D., the more gross and palpable forms of idolatry and
superstition were dispelled by Christian truth. Canute forbad
the worship of fire and flood, wells, stones, and trees; and
endeavoured to dissipate the awe with which the idea of phan-
toms and death-spells were regarded. Before, however, enter-
ing upon the later period in our own land, which will necessi-
tate some detail, let us notice the striking features of pagan
worship in other parts of the world.

Lowest in the scale of nations without the light of revelation,
stand the Central and West African negroes, who revere inani-
mate objects, pieces of wood, stone, or toys of various kinds,
under the name of fetishes. Brahmanism, with the complicated
Hindoo mythology, of which Vishnu and Siva stand at the

* It is difficult to decide, especially as to races of whose origin we -
know little, whether their superstitions resembling those of previous date
bave been derived or not; the similitude may possibly arise from the
similarity of natural mental tendency. The powahs of America, and
snake-god of Mexico and Peru, are examples of untraceable superstition.

VOL. 1. (]
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head, is a higher creed. Ascending from a purer form, that of
Boodhum we have Lamaism, embodying more of priestcraft—
and, ﬁnnlly, we reach Mahometanism ; which s:lystem, of pagan

behef most resembles the faith in one true only God. It
is not the purpose here to discuss at length these various sys-
tems ; indeed, the Suttee, where the Hindoo wife is burnt upon
the huaband’s funeral plle—the multitude who flock to the
Ganges, and incur risk of death in the hope of curing their
diseases—the devoted suspended in agonies for the recovery of

a lost caste, will be generally familiar to the reader. It is
beheved that seventy thousand beings have been sacrificed to
the Suttee since 1756, the date of the establishment of British
power in India; but, owing to the exertions of the Governor-
General, Lord Bentmck similar catastrophes have been in a

t measure prevented in our possessions. A case occurred
very shortly before these steps were taken, in which a rajah’s
funeral was honoured by the burning of his eight-and-twenty
wives.

In our West India colonies the most severe legislative enact-
ments have been made to suppress the negro witchcraft called
Obi, or Obeah. Any one who desires to be revenged upon a
foe, compiles a ball of leaves, earth from a grave, egg-shells,
alligators’ and serpents’ skin, and other mystic ingredients,
which he secrets in his victim’s house. The discoverer sinks
beneath the terrors of a superstitious fear, and begins to expe-
rience the fatal effects of the spell which he believes to be upon
him. When such result is not apparent, secret poison is com-
monly administered, which effects the desired object, and pre-
serves the reputation of the Obeah sorcerer. This practice was
brought into notice upon an insurrection of the Gold-coast
negroes at Jamaica, in 1760, when it was found that an old
man of their number had administered the Fetiche or solemn
oath to the insurgents, accompanied with a magical compound
for the gurpose of rendering them secure against external
injury. So firmly rooted was this practice, that severe punish-
ments, year after year, failed to do away with it. It has been
conj jectured that the Obi is connected with the worship of
Obout the evil deity of the Africans—the term signifying ser-
pent, and derived from the old scriptural serpent, Satan.
According to this view the origin of negro sorcery, and of our
own, is evidently identical, a supposition which some other
facts render probable. For instance, the sorcerers of Brazil,
transported there to slavery from Africa, impart virtue to green
beads, or contas verdas, which are worn round the neck by the
Bragilian colonists, for the purpose of preservation from evil of -
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all kinds. The Mandingo priest (who is a Mahometan) is a
seller of these charms, which are known as gree-grees, or gris-
gris—and very similar in both nature and efficacy to the Euro-
gean amulet or talisman. Again, Koster, during his travels in

razil, found a negro, who was stated to have the power of
changing himself, on occasions, into a wolf-man, or lobas-nomen ;
and Captain Beaver states, that on questioning an African
negro of similar pretensions, was told, * that he could change
himself into an alligator, and had often done it.” This idea
corresponds with the loups-garouz of the French, the war-
wolves, wolf-men of the Germans, and similar European super-
stitions. Many of these have been introduced into Africa and
America by the agency of the Portuguese.

The fetish, which is & distinctive mark of negro worship, is a
kind of domestic god or idol—a stuffed bird, head of a %eut,
or other grotesque object, being selected as a tutelary power,
and made the centre of adoration. This may have its origin,
for anything we know to the contrary, in the very remotest
antiquity. The Mexican priests anocint themselves with a pre-
paration of tobacco for the purpose of holding communication -
with their deity—a custom allied to that of European sorcery.
Belonging to the Sonth-Sea Islanders is a distinct and complete
system of mythology, the priests of which system are termed
Areois, and are prohibited from rearing children, although not
condemned to celibacy; this has proved the cause of a vast
amount of infanticide, or infant sacrifices, among them. Pos-
session by devils and sorcery are both believed in; but it is not
easy to say whence these superstitions may have arisen. In
many places they have a custom, among others, of cutting off
their hair at funeral ceremonies,—a usage not unlike those of
other races, and to which, or a similar one, Moses alluded when
he delivered the injunction, “ Ye shall not cut yourselves, nor
make any baldness between your eyes for the dead.”

To return to the superstitions of European countries; a few
illustrations may be adduced of the antiquity of several pro-
minent features of popular belief. Witchcraft originated at
Rome, and after the rise of Christianity was made punishable
by the magistracy, the sorcerer’s power (which, being derived
from the gods, had been hitherto considered meritorious) be-
coming attributable to Satan, and, consec}nently, highly criminal.
This belief, as well as that in demons of all kinds, prevailed in

until the seventeenth century; and our islands, with

certain other remote localities, retained it until even a later

period. It gained strength from the fifth to the fifteenth cen-

tary, when the devil is said to have lectured in a cap and gown
62
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st Salamanca, and his residence was known to be at a certain
house in Milan! Luther was prone to these vagaries, and in:
dulged the idea that his Satanic majesty was in the habit of
stealing nuts during the night. Bulls were issued against
witcheraft by Pope Innocent in 1484, Alexander VI. in 1494,
Leo X. in 1521, and Adrian VI. in 1622. Persecution spread
very rapidly in Spain, France, Italy, and Northern Germany,
to which latter count.:i Pope Innocent’s bull referred chiefly,
and in which alone the number of executions exceeded one
hundred thousand. The original ground of witch-trial is stated
to have been the text in Exodus, which states ©Thou shalt not
suffer a witch to live;” of course, however, the witch, as well
as prophet, magician, and all su turals mentioned in Scrip-
ture are not to be taken as indicating the same thing as does
the modern term. Statutes were enacted against sorcery in .
England by Henry VIII. and Elisabeth. The Scottish Solomon
was a personal investigator of many cases; and in the first year
of his combined reign proclaimed, that ““ any one that shall use,
practise, or exercise an invocation of any evil or wicked spirit,
or consult or covenant with, entertain or employ, feed or reward,
any evil or wicked spirit, to or for any purpose; or take up any
dead maw, &c., such offenders, duly and lawfully convicted and
attainted, shall suffer death” —a production of pedagogic
minuteness worthy of its author. Shortly after this the fever
of persecution ssread rapidly over England. In a curious tract,
entitled “ Round about our Coal Fire,” occurs the following
description of a witch: “ She must be a haggard old woman,
living in a little rotten cottage under a hill, by a wood side, and
must be frequently spinning at the door. She must have 8
black cat, two or three broomsticks, an imp or two, and two or
three diabolical teats to suckle her imps. She must be of %0
dry a nature, that if you fling her into a river she will not sink
——s0 hard, then, is her fate, that if she does not drown she
must be burnt, as many have been within the memory of man.”
An English poet thus alludes to the forced confessions of the
wretched victims of this barbarous delusion :—
* Thus, witches

Possessed, even in their death deluded, say

They have been wolves and dogs, and sail'd in egg-shells

Over the sea, and rid on fiery ns—

Pass’d in the air more than a thousand miles

All in a night.”

And how were these brought to conviction? By personsl

marks, to discover which they were pricked, shaven, and V&
riously tortured. Mr. John Bell, minister, of Gladsmuir, 88y%
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“1 myself have them, like blemish spots, somewhat hard and
withal insensible, so that it did not rl)eed when I pricked it.”
In “News from Scotland,” 1691, we read, that having tormented
a suspected witch with “ the pilliwinkles upon her fingers, which
1s a grievous torture, and binding or wrenching her head with a
cord or rope, which is a most cruel torture also, they, u
search, found the enemy’s mark to be in the fore crag, or fore
part of her throat.”

King James, in his ““Deemonologie,” mentions the then pre-
valent notion, that ¢ the devil teacheth how to make pictures of
wax or clay, that by roasting thereof, the person that they bear
the name of may be continually melted, or dried away by con-
tinual sickness.” The historian Andrews describes the same
belief. ““ The credulity of the age attributed the death of
Ferdinand, earl of Derby, who was poisoned in the reign of
Elizabeth, to witchcraft. The disease was odd, and ated as
a perpetual emetic; and a waxen image, with hair like that of
the earl, found in his chamber, reduced every suspicion to
certainty.”

Daniel, in one of his sonnets, says,—

¢ The slie inchanter, when to work his will

And secret wrong on some forspoken wight,

Frames wax, in form to represent aright

The poor unwitting wretch he meanes to kill ;

And pricks the image framed by magick's skill,

‘Whereby to vex the partie day and night.”
Sometimes this image was cut also out of mandrake or briary
root.

A less than mortal revenge was sometimes sufficient for the
malignity of the witch. Causing a victim to swallow and vomit
pins and crooked nails, drying up cows, or hindering beer from
working, were milder substitutes. The desirable properties,
with that of self-conversion into a hare or a cat, are among the
remaining characteristics of this fantastic race.

The early of the seventeenth century was the great
period of witch-trials, although, as we shall find, there are cases
on record so0 late as our own century. During the sitting of
the Long Parliament numberless executions took place, many
upon the most frivolous charges. In 1613 the attention of the
country was excited by the famous Lancashire witches. Re-
garding this bewitched county, we may remark, en passant, that
80 late as 1810 a custom existed at Longridge Fell, and probably
in other districts, termed “lating witches,” consisting of a pro-
cession carrying lighted candles across the moors in the direc-
tion of Lancaster; which, provided the candles were not
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extinguished, secured immunity from the evil influence of
witchcraft.

To guard against such noxious practices, however, arose the
class termed witchfinders. In 1649 a Scotchman examined
thirty accused women in the Town-hall of Newcastle, most of
whom he condemned ; and subsequently carried his trade into
other parts of Northumberland, receiving £3 for every witch
convicted. This man confessed at the gallows that he had
caused the death of two hundred and seventy women in England
and Scotland. During the following eighty years these wretches
became more numerous and better organized, -and went about
the country as regular practitioners. Brand, in his description
of Banff, gives the following account of one of this class:—*“ It
is the good fortune of this country to be provided with an anti-
conjuror that defeats both them and their sable patron in their
combined efforts. His fame is widely diffused, and wherever he
goes, crescit eundo. If the spouse 1s jealous of her husband,
he is consulted. If a near connection lies confined to the bed
of sickness, it is in vain to expect relief without the balsamic
medicine of the anti-conjuror. If a person happens to be de-
prived of his senses, the deranged cells of the brains must be
adjusted by his magic charms. If a farmer loses his cattle, the
houses must be sprinkled with water by him. In searching for
latent mischief, this gentleman never fails to find little parcels
of heterogenous ingredients lurking in the walls, consisting of
the legs of mice and the wings of bats; all the work of the
witches.”

In the year 1751, an old woman was drowned as a sorceress
at Mailston-green, Tring. The chief actor in this affair, and
who collected money among the spectators of the sight, was
hung in chains for the murder. In 1823 three were arraigned
at the Taunton assizes for assaulting Ann Burgess, a reputed
witch, whom they accused of bewitching the daughter of one
of them. Again, in 1825, one Isaac Stebbings was  swam for
a wizard”’ (being so adjudged by a cunning man of the neigh-
bourhood), in the presence of hundreds of people. The par-
ticulars of this occurrence appeared in the Times of July 19th
of that year.

Comment is needless on such facts as these; but who will say
that the spirit which tended to belief in sorcery is not still in
existence ; or that the same blind credulity has not, for example,
been manifested BX the ignorant classes in our own day, when
they have been led to credit the mystical prophetic inspirations
of Johanna Southcote, with the divinations of Nixon and
Mother Shipton? Who will say that it is extinct, or that the
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hour of its extinction is ever to arrive until the natural impulses
of humanity are controlled by the voice of cultivated reason;
until the utilitarian spirit shall, throughout the land, have
swamped the extensive waste of the world of imagination? And
farther, no one will say that we are not to hasten forward snch
aperiod. None will weigh the decline of faith in our semi-
superstitious holiday customs and bright fairy imaginings,
against the fatal consequences of such a branch of superstitious
belief as has just been brought under consideration.

To return to the connection between modern and ancient
pagan superstition. The Romans placed great reliance upon
certain days of good and ill omen, and upon astrological climac-
terics; the Fasti of Ovid treats of the former exclusively; and
the belief appears to have been one of universal influence. The
fishermen of the Baltic suspend all operations during the inter-
val between the feasts of All Saints and St. Martin—they
would otherwise, according to their notions, take no-fish during
the remainder of the year. Their women never sew on Ash-
‘Wednesday, because so doing would induce diseases to cattle.
By abstaining from the use of fire on, St. Laurence’s-day, they
are secure from conflagration through all the year. In Livonia,
as we learn from a Riga journal of 1822, the faith in lucky and
unlucky days was still undiminished. The people would not
hunt on St. Mark’s nor St. Catherine’s-day, under fear of losing
success in sport during the whole season. This reminds us of a
superstition among the farmers of North Wales, who would not
hold a team on St. Mark’s-day, apprehending that loss of oxen
would certainly ensue. In Livonia, again, there is a general
dislike to settle bargains, and sometimes to dress children, or
do other such offices, on a Friday; if they receive visits on a
Thursday, it portends a continuation of disagreeable visitors for
a week ensuing. The vulgar prepossession against Friday
among our countrymen has originated with reference to the

ifixion, accompanied by the idea that on that day evil spirits
would be likely to have especial liberty of acfion.

To return to the shores of the Baltic. If a fire occurs, a
black hen is thrown into the flames, by way of stopping its
progress. 'This custom is evidently a remnant of the expiatory
sacrifices to a malevolent deity, derived from pagan rites; in
fact, many of these customs are directly connected with their
ancient mythology.

The belief in certain auspicious days has been occasionally
strengthened by coincidences. Thus, on April 6th Alexander
was born ; on an anniversary of that day he conquered Darius ; on
another he died. On April 6th the emperor Caracalla was born.
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On a Wednesday was born Pope Sixtus V.; on the same day
made a monk, a general of his order, created cardinal, elected
pe, and on that day was inaugurated. Thursday, again, was
tal to H VIIIL. and his posterity; he died, as did King
Edward V1., Queen Mary, and Queen Elizabeth, on that day of
the week. On the feast of Pentecost Henry III. was born,
made king of Poland, and succeeded his brother, Charles 1X.
In Scotland it is considered unfortunate to marry in May,
which month is favourable to enchantments. At this time
maidens place a snail on a slate, which, by crawling, traces out
the mmaY letter of their future husband’s name. Many cere-
monies were attached to certain days of this month, and ori-
ginated the choosing a king and queen of May to preside over
such rites. Childermas, or Innocent’s-day, was deemed unlucky
for marriage. The coronation of Edward IV. was postponed till
after this day. In Logierait, Perthshire, so late as 1818, a firm
belief was entertained that the day of the week npon which the
14th of May chanced to fall, would prove unlucky throughout
the rest of the year; and in 1828, the idea was prevalent in
Banff, that on the 12th of the same month, spirits: might be
seen dancing on the waters of the Avon, and that on that day
they made universal havoc among the poultry and cattle of the
farmers of that shire.
" Again, the power of foretelling future events, either by in-
agiration of individuals or by presage drawn from certain natural
phenomena, has been a favourite matter of superstitious cre-
dulity in all ages of the world’s history. The prophetic power
of the inspired scriptural ancients, found a distorted reflection
in pagan countries, and in their own also. After the return of
the Jews from Babylon, they abandoned themselves to a system
of divination founded in sorcery, as evinced by the Talmud,
which abounds with mystic rites; and is still looked upon with
veneration almost amounting to idolatry. The rabbins inter-
preted dreams and cured diseases after the model of Zoroaster,
not of Moses; and consulted the stars and the operative agency
of spirits. The Jews still practise singular ceremonies of a tra-
ditionary kind at births and marriages. The Cabala containas
directions for rendering spirits visible, for the purposes of divi-
nation by combinations of various texts and words. Thus, the
five Hebrew letters of which the name Satan is formed, con-
stitute the namber 364. It is believed that he is on this account
unable to injure them by false accusation, except on one out of
" the 365 days of the year. Divination and sorcery, then, come
li;n:o action to determine and guard against this day of Satanic
cense.
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. The Greeks used the Castalian and other fountains for pro-
phetic purpoees. The Patreans sought for information as to the
results of sickness, from the form taken by water upon the
smooth surface of & mirror. The inhabitants of Laconia de-
rived omens from the sinking or swimming of cakes of bread.
Among the Romans the great system of divination was that of
sugury from the flight of birds, derived from the Egyptians.
Obeervations were taken from a certain eminence, and at a par-
ticular season; and, among other birds, consecrated chickens
were kept for the purposes of augury. The Romans sacrificed
a brown dog at Canicula, which was to the Sirius, derived from
the Egyptians, who considered the dog-star as prophetic, inas-
much as it forewarned them of the season of the overflowing of
the Nile. The Aruspices, who divined events from inspection
of the entrails of beasts, were founded by Romulus, and formed
an order which was frequently consulted by the Senate, and
which, as well as that of the augurs, professed to interpret the
oracles. The Roman people also drew prognostics of impending
evil from comets and eclipses.

The Druids foretold events by the bubbling of water when
stirred by them with a branch of oak; and pretended to learn
the fature from the motion of the logan, or rocking stone, of
which some remain still in Devonshire and Cornwall. In these
counties many Druidical customs still exist, which have without
doubt been retained from the period of Celtic domination.
Thus, Cornishmen consult the spirit of the well at Madern re-
specting their future destiny ; a similar notion to the Druidical
divination from wells and fountains. And since, then, Druids
were a branch of the Persian Magi, we must conclude, in addi-
tion, that in our western counties superstitions are still to be
found which owe their origin to Eastern antiquity. We may
be allowed here to quote from Mr. Whitaker the following
remarks on Druidism :— There was something in this species
of heathenism that was well calculated to arrest the attention
and impress the mind. The rudely majestic circle of stones in
their temples, the enormous cromlech, the massy logan, the
huge carnedde, and the magnificent amphitheatre of woods,
would all very strongly lay hold upon that religious thoughtful-
ness of soul which has ever been so natural to man amid all the
wrecks of humanity—the monument of his former perfection !”
« The ancient church writers, moreover, inform us that the
early Christians drew omens from such occurrences as sneezing
at certain critical times, meeting animals on a threshold, or a
blind or lame person. The Devonshire peasantry think it very
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unlucky, at the present day, to meet a hare across the road.
Vagaries these, only a shade less wild than that of the ancient
augurs—though neither forming a distinct creed, nor elevated
to the purpose of divination in state government, as of old. In
the earlier ages of Christianity, it was (for further example) a
general superstition that the moon could be dragged down from
the skies, and forced to deposit a foam upon the earth, by means
of incantations—the foam being collected by the sorcerers for
their use. This was believed to be the cause of the eclipse ; at
which period, it was customary to assemble and make violent
noises to prevent the queen of night from hearing the spells of
her seducers. According to Pietro della Valle, the Persians
keep up the same custom to the present time. But this isa
digression from the subject before us. Events are foretold by
the Chinese according to the position in which certain pieces of
wood fall, which their divines have tossed in the air. The
priests of the sect called Tao-tse, are both augurs and fortune-
tellers. In the augury of China rooks are deemed unlucky,
which corresponds with the notion of other nations. In the
Sandwich Islands, oracular speeches are delivered by the king
from a frame of wicker-work—accompanied by convulsions and
paroxysms extremely similar to those of the Western oracles. At
Tahit1 augury by birds is practised, with divination in cases of
theft—bearing many points of resemblance to that of Rome.
In Madagascar, also, divination is performed by means of a sort
of table resembling a chess-board, divided into sixty-four
squares. This practise is termed Sikidy.

Ancient augury has undoubtedly left its traces in the tra-
ditional legends and proverbs of later years. Thus, the stork,
important at Rome, and much revered for its wisdom and piety
by the Egyptians, is still believed by common people to indicate
prosperity to any house on which it settles. In 1685, a book
was published on the “ Magick of Persia,” with an account of
the annual appearance at spring-time of a host of storks by the
river Xanthus; these did battle with a battalion.of carnivorous
birds stationed across the water. If the storks conquered, fruits
and corn were to be abundant ; if the crows and vultures were
victorious, oxen were to be multiplied.

The tendency to belief in supernatural communication by
visible tokens is, too, exemplified by the universality of the prac-
tice of judicial astrology and trial by ordeal—as in the case of
touching the body of a murdered person, in order to discover
the assassin by the flow of blood. Modern instances are not
wanting of a similar nature. It is a country practice for young
girls to throw hemp-seed over their shoulders, at Midsummer
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Eve, expecting that the image of their future husband will
appear and gather it.
Gay, in one of his pastorals, says—

At eve last midsummer no sleep I sought,
But to the field a bag of hemp-seed brought; -
I scattered round the seed on every side,
And three times in & trembling accent cried :
¢ This hemp-seed with m vi:gm hand I sow,
‘Who shall m{ true-love {e, e orop shall mow.’
I straight looked back, and if my eyes speak truth,
‘With his keen scythe behind me came the youth.”

A similar interesting experiment was performed by burning
nuts, as described by the same poet—

“ Two hazel nuts I threw into the flame, .
And to each nut I gave a sweetheart’s name ;
This with the loudest bounce me sore amas'd,
That in a flame of brightest colour blaz'd ;
As blaz’'d the nut, so may thy passion grow,
For 'twas thy nut that did so brightly glow.”

Among the ignorant, a bible and key, and various other
means of divination, are partially believed m still.

Examples of presages which have arisen from phenomena of
nature are to be found in the * seers” of the Highlands and
Western Isles, the * wraiths” of the Lowlands (known as
swarths in Cumberland, and as waffs in Northumwberland), and
the Irish “fetches.” These have often originated in mirages
caused by atmospheric refraction. The seer 1s to be considered
as in general the deceived, and not the deceiver—since Dr.
Johnson testifies that their prophecies are to a considerable
extent involuntary, and that no profit is sought or expected.
The Ode, on the “ Popular Superstitions of the Highlands,” by
Collins, has the following on this class of prophets—

¢ How they, whose sight such dreary dreams en,
‘With their own vigaion oft astonished droop, gross
‘When, o’er the wat'ry strath or qm‘gy moes,
They see the gliding ghosts’ unbodied troop.
Or, if In sports, or on the festive green,
Their destin’d glance some fated youth descry,

‘Who now, perhaps, in lusty vigour seen,
And rosy health, shall soon lamented die.”

A minister in Ross says of his parishioners in 1792— with
them the belief of the second-sight is general.”” Waldron tells
us, that the inhabitants of the Isle of Man had faith in the
appearing of the funeral procession of the fated party, to the
seer, before death; and that his own servants were in the
habit of anticipating his return, unknown to them, by having
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the table spread to receive him. The ancients had a similar
faith as to invisible spiritual communication. They believed
that notice of misfortune was given to mortals by a su

terror which seized them, emanating from the universal deity,
Pan—what we should term, using the derived expression, a
panic fear.

The mirage, alleged as the true cause of this second-sight,
has been a prolific source of superstition. The Sicilians regard
the brilliant palaces exhibited by the Fata Morgana at Mes-
sina, as the dwelling of the Fairy Morgana; an idea which
modern scientific explanations have failed in eradicating.
Similar appearances occur at the Lakes of Killarney; and,
like the Sicilians, the Irish regard them as miraculous. Among
the seers, the supposed faculty of second-sight is known as
Faisch, in the Earse tongue, and has been received for centu-
ries in the Hebrides. It is considered as a relic of Druidism,
‘which has survived the removal of that system to Denmark and
Sweden.

Signs, as well as seasons, are far from being neglected by the
lower orders among ourselves. Sailors are a superstitious
class, placing faith in omens and spirits. To lose a mop is
unlucky, or to drown a cat, on board ship. Children bring
luck, but whistling is most dangerous. Theqatter idea prevails
also among miners, who never on any account whistle, or allow
visitors 80 to do, below ground.

But we must recur once more to the main-thread of our
subject. Another kind of universally-exhibited superstition, is
that of faith in amulets and charms, both to produce and to
ward off evils. Passing over scriptural instances, we have the
authority of Galen, who mentions their use B.c. 630; and
Josephus records them as common among the Jews, being
known as kamea. The phylacteries of the Grecks were amulets.
An edict, forbidding their use, was put forth by the Emperor
Caracalla at Rome. The Druids used the mistletoe as a pre-
servative against poison, and believed in the power of the herb
selago to cure sore eyes and many other evils, when used as a
charm.* Pliny recommends a chaplet of laurel or a seal-skin,
as a protection from lightning. The famous Seepenny, still
preserved in Lanarkshire, came from Palestine in the fourteenth

- ® It is worthy of remark, that the Persians cut twigs of Gihez, with &
iar consecrated knife, resembling the golden sickle used by the
ruids at the ceremony of cutting tﬁe mistletoe. Candidates for the
British throne had recourse, too, to a fatal stone; and, similarly, among

the Persians the Artizoe was used. This goes to confirm the Persian
origia of British Druidism.
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century ; it is used by dipping it into water, which becomes
efficacious in curing diseased cattle. This is probably the only
memorial of the crusades preserved in this country. Lord
Bacon believed in the virtue of a bone.ring to secure the wearer
against dangers at sea, and to inspir> him with courage. In
many parts of England charms are implicitly relied on. Hydro-
phobia, cramp, and ague have their cure in herbs carried about
the person, by an eel-skin worn round the leg, and by sticks
laid croeswise on the floor. The curing of warts is a subject
which has given rise to innumerable charms; prepared, like
those of old, with reference to the heavenly bodies. The pre-
servative agency of rue and bayleaf, was and still is, commonly
believed in. In “ Hamlet ” we have, “ There’s rue for you, and
there’s some for me. We may call it herb of grace on Sun-
days.” In the old play of the “ White Devil,” Cornelia says,—
‘ Reach the bays:

T'll tie & garland here about his head ;

"Twill keep my boy from lightning.”

Farmers in Scotland fasten boughs of honey-suckle and moun-
tain-ash on their cow-houses on the 2nd of May, to preserve
their cattle against witchcraft; and a custom exists of splitting a
bough of the latter tree, through which children are drawn.
This process is supposed to impart to them strength and vigour.
The Scottish peasantry used to tie twigs of ash to their cows’
tails to protect them from sorcerers. In 1647, Hill writes, in
his “ Natural and Artificial Conclusions,” that house-leeks are
very efficacious in guarding houses against storms and light.
ning; and in many parts of the country, cottagers still plant
them on their roofs for this purpose. In the Western Islands,
women used groundsel as a charm against the abstraction of their
cream and milk by melevolent beings. The Irish were found
to use a certain stone as an amulet, to rub for the cure of a
venomous bite; and in 1826, an old woman at Falkirk got her
living by the sale of a gruel, termed Skaith-saw, an antidote to
the potency of 2 “ blink from an ill-ee.” Again, in Iona is to
be seen a stone, at which an address to the Holy Trinity is
offered, accompanied with thrice touching, by the mariners, in
order that they may steer successfully. Uncouth as such
observance may seem, it is paralleled by a custom of Suffolk,
mentioned by Grose. “ An abortive calf is buried in a high-
way ; this ceremony ensures freedom from abortion in the pro-
duce of all animals which travel across the road in question.”

Amulets are now used among the Copts, Arabians, Syrians,
and all nations west of the Ganges. The African gree-grees
have before been mentioned ; the Mahometan charms are very



94 The Universality of Superstition.

similar ; and to them and nature is left the cure of all diseases,
a system arising out of their faith in predestination. In Samo-
thracia, the famous talismans are set in rings, and were con-
sidered as infallible. The Maltese use peculiar petrifactions,
which are believed to be eyes of serpents, and which, used by
suspension in water, are certain preventives of poison: this is
a tradition from the miraculous handling of the viper by St.
Paul when wrecked wmpon that island. Talismans are still
in favour with the Spanish and Portuguese, and are very much
venerated by the Jews. The Chinese use one consisting of
old copper-coins fastened together on a string. The Mada-
gascar islanders make use of charms resembling the fetish
deities, to guard against a variety of disasters. :

Love-charms were known to the Pagans, who bruised poppy-
flowers in their hand to divine their chance of gaining the heart
of the object of affection. In 1640, Dr. Ferrand describes a
similar custom in use among country-girls.

The accusation against Othello, in reference to Desdemona,
runs thus—

¢ Thou hast practised on her with foul charms ;
Abus’d her delicate youth with drugs or minerals
That waken motion.
She is abus’d, stolen from me, and corrupted,
By spells and medicines bought of mountebanks.”

Some rural charms are extremely simple. The following,
against being benighted in travel, occurs in Herrick’s *“ Hes-

'da”__
pert “If ye fear to be affrighted,
en ye are by chance benighted ;
In your pocket, for a trust,
Carry nothing but a crust:
For that holie piece of bread
Charmes the danger and the dread.”

Among all our varieties of superstition, that of Fairies is the
most poetical and beautiful—allied to the delightful fancies of
the East, as embodied in its charming fictional literature. The
Fairy of our clime is doubtless of the same family and parentage
a8 the Persian Peri and the Arabian Genie ; and we may further
compare our Imp, or Witch, with the Evil genius, or Jinn, and
our Devil with the Ghoul, of Eastern nativity. In Eastern
fiction, moreover, Gemiestan answers to our Fairy-land. The
Chaldeans, Egyptians, and all nations of the East, referred
natural effects, which were to them unaccountable by other
means, to the agency of demons presiding over rivers, moun-
tains, animals, and herbs; as we find now in other countries,
where the Greenlander, unsuccessful in fishing, the Huron in

-
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hunting, or the Hottentot labouring under bodily ailment, each
without delay invoke the assistance of the respective presidin,
spirit. 'This belief in invisible agents has been with us deriv
from antiquity, and is to'be found in Devonshire and Cornwall,
a8 well as in certain parts of Scotland and Ireland—while the
romantic superstitions of other parts of the island have been
brought subsequently from the East by pilgrims and crusaders.
In our western villages many ceremonies are performed by the
vulgar in honour of brooks and wells, and Cornishmen invoke
the assistance of the spirit Brownie upon the occasion of the
swarming of bees. Plenty of ¢ spriggian’’ still continue to
delude benighted wanderers, and discover hidden treasures. In
the Western Isles sacrifices were annually made to the genius
of the ocean, until the close of the last century, reminding one
of the deification of the Ganges by the Hindoos, and the Arabs,
who, like their ancestors, the 1shmaelites, reverenced fountains
and springs.

Not many years since, every family of distinction in the
Shetland Isles possessed a Brownie, resembling the Robin
Goodfellow of English poetry, who would condescend to per-
form any piece of menial labour laid out for him, for the
accompanying recompense of a bowl of cream. The Irish

- Banshie 18 in many respects similar to the Brownie, although
his services are of a loftier and more heroic nature. The
cluricaune of Ireland was an equally common, and more harm-
less sprite. In Ireland many customs and beliefs exist of
Norse origin, as well as those from other sources. In this
island and the Highlands, elf-shots are much regarded ; these
are triangular arrow-headed flints, believed to have power to
inflict mortal wounds without breaking the skin, and to be the
weapons of fairy elves.

* There every herd, by sad experience knows
How, wing'd with fate, their elf-shot arrows fly,
‘When the sick ewe her sammer food foregoes,
Or stretched on earth the heart-smit heifers lie.”

In Wales, a race similar to the Brownies exist, called Knock-
ers, from their method of indicating to the miners the direction
of the veins of lead and silver ore. Waldron says, that the
monks of the Isle of Man asserted that their island was peopled
by Fairies, and exhibit a ledge of rock, called the Fairy Saddle,
on which the tiny impalpables sit at eve, in garments of pale-
green. The fabulous sea-nymphs, known as mermaids, were
also generally believed in during the seventeenth century.

Fairy rings, or bright circles on the grass, have given rise to
much superstition. Shakspeare represents the Fairies as
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¢ dancing on ringlets to the whistling wind.” George Smith
(the painter, of Chichester), refers to them in the following
Lines :—
« Some say the screech-ow], at each midnight hour,

Awakes the fairies in yon ancient tower :

Their nightly dmcm%urmgll always dread,

Nor let my sheep within that circle tread ;

‘Where round and round, all night in moonlight fair,

They dance to some strange musio in the air.”

Drayton says, in allusion to the Fairies,—

“ They in their courses make that round,
In meadows and in marshes found,
Of them so0 called the fairy ground.” .
The old pagan worship of Baal, and lighting fires in honour
of the sun, has also, strange to say, found its way down to
modern times. The Irish light bonfires at the four great annual
Druidical festivals; and we learn from the Gentleman’s Maga-
zine for 1795, that upon that held at the summer solstice, men,
women, and children actually passed through the flames, as a
preservative. process. In Scotland the same customs existed
twenty years ago, at Peebles, under the name of Bel-tane, or
Baal-fire; in Lanark, and also at a town in Perthshire, near
which were two temples of upright stones, used in the cere-
monial, the peculiar rights of which very much resembled those
used by the Romans in Palilia. In the Isle of Skye midnight
fires and dances are kept up in June. In many parts of the
Highlands, in some Welsh viﬁages, and in the counties of Corn-
wall, Devonshire, and Gloucester, bonfires are still made at
midsummer, exhibiting in the attendant ceremonies something
of deprecatory feeling, and doubtless are vestiges of Celtic
sacrifice to the evil genius Arimanes. The Edinburgh Review
for 1813 states that at Lodingen, in Norway, similar customs
are perpetuated on the 24th June.

- In Hitchin’s “ History of Cornwall,” a very striking circum-
stance is recorded, which illustrates this subject. About 1800,
an ignorant farmer, after consulting with some of his neigh-
bours to prevent the recurrence of several severe losses of cattle,
actually burned alive, by their advice, the finest calf upon his
farm, as a good-will offering. In Arnot’s * Edinburgh” of
1594, we also find that the elders of the Scottish Church had
used every exertion, without effect, to stop a custom prevalent
among the husbandmen, of leaving a portion of land uncropped
and untilled year after year. This was a peace offering, that
the remainder might prove fertile; it was dedicated to Satan,
and was termed the “ gude man’s croft,” or landlord’s acre.

-~
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The various ceremonies attached to religious and general fes-
tivals among ourselves will be found to present many features
resembling those of pagan superstition and ordinary observance.
The Romans, like us, made presents, visits, and congratulations
on New Year's-day. Mr. Fosbrooke, in his ““Encyclopedia of
Antiquities,” describes a piece of Roman pottery, the inscrip-
tion being, ““a happy new year to you.” New year’s gifts were
continued under the emperors, until stopped by Claudius. St,
Valentine’s-day originated in certain Roman customs at the
feast of Lupercalia, in the month of February, Light-bearing
at Candlemas is an ancient pagan ceremony. Collop-Monday,
the last day of feasting previous to Lent, corresponds with the
feast of Bacchus at Rome, on the same period. At Eton it was
customary to write Latin verses on Bacchus on this day. From
the Saxon goddess Eastre, whose festival was held in April, we
retain the term Easter. The decking of churches with evergreens
at Christmas is, too, a heathen practice, who placed them as
a refuge for sylvan spirits during the winter. The misletoe,
indicative of universal privilege, nay, even our very mince-pie,
is to be referred to similar origin; the latter being considered
to have in view the varied eastern spices brought at this season
by the star-led magi. The practice of choosing a king and
queen on Twelfth-night is derived from the Greeks and Romans,
who, on the festival days of Saturn, occurring at this time, drew
for the king of Saturnalia by lot. The leek, worn by the Welsh
on St. David’s-day, was an object of worship among the E
tians, and is found on the head of Osiris in their hieroglyphics.
It was also among the Druids, from whom it is conjectured it
has been handed down to the Welsh, a symbol in honour of
Cendven or Ceres. Leeks were worshipped anciently at Ascalon,
whence, curiously enough, our modern term, * scallion.” Sir
Walter Scott says that the custom of saying “ God bless you,”
when a person happens to sneeze, is derived from the fact that
during tﬁg plague at Athens, sternutation indicated a crisis, and
gave hope of recovery. .

It may not be out of place to quote, in connection with the
subjects of this paper, some remarks from the pen of Miss
Martineau, who, after instancing the tendency of the religious
ascetic to superstition, as evinced in the Highlands by the dread
of playing even a hymn tune on the piano on Sunday, and by
Wesley, who opened his Bible to light upon.texts, continues :—
“ The ascetic who glories in having put away the superstitions of
the licentious form, has superstitions of his own. He has more
or less belief in judgments, in retributive evils, arbitrarily
inflicted. The chief difference between his superstition and

YOL. I. H
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that of the licentious form of religion, lies in the spirit from
which they emanate. Those of the ascetic arisé from the spirit
of fear; those of the heathen, perhaps, equally from the spirit
of love and the spirit of fear.” In illustration of the latter is
the disposition to provide for the comfort and prosperity of the
dead in their unseen life. The Norwegians lay the warrior’s
horse, armour, and weapons beside him. The Hindoos burn
the widow. The Malabar Indians release caged birds on the
newly-made grave, to sanction the flight of the soul; and other
instances might be cited to the same effect, not excluding some
which have given birth to customs observed among our ignorant
countrymen upon christenings, births, and marriages.

The faith in the prophetic nature of dreams, fostered by the
astrologers and almanac-mongers of later days, has been justly
considered as a delusive and dangerous manifestation of super-
stition. All that can be allowed, as to the much disputed nature
of dreaming, is that the intellectual faculties may be in an
exalted state of activity during sleep. Be the cause of dreams
whatever it may, or the impressions which they leave on the
mind ever so powerful, they never ought to create anxiety and
solicitude, nor be converted into presages and predictions at
variance with the dictates of cool reason and sober judgment.
The ancients believed them to be a medium of seeking instruc-
tion from the gods; hence sleeping-chambers were attached to
their temples, as at Epidaurus and Oropos. Among the Greeks
the god Asculapius was thought to be the sender of dreams,
and the tablets in his temple at Cos attested the beneficial
results which had ensued from dreams sent by him to the sick.
The process of receiving these dreams was called incubation,
and is mentioned by Pomponius Mela as existing in the interior
of Africa, where the savages laid themselves down on the graves
of their ancestors, to induce oracular dreams. The practice was
in use also among the Egyptians.

The limits of the present paper prevent further detail of the
various branches of universal superstitious belief. Enough,
however, has been adduced to place the subject fairly open, and
suggest fields for further investigation. As to the importance
of the topic, the fact that such men as Tacitus, Melancthon,
Richelien, Mazarin, and Dryden, were all su itious, is
answer sufficient; and as to its extent, it may be truly said,
that in this boundless tract, strewn with all the blossoms of all
philosophy, the human observer may wander for ever.
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THE HISTORY OF THE ORDER OF SI. JOHN OF
JERUSALEM.*

Frox an author sitting down to write afresh the history of a
country or nation in remote ages (schoolbooks, whether for chil-
dren of an infant or a riper age, and mere compilations of course
excepted) we have a right to look for either the statement of
new facts which his own researches have ‘brought to light, and
the production of fresh evidence, or he may propose to himself the
task of explaining what has been y discovered in a more
conclusive #nd satisfactory manner with that terseness and
force of language the most suitable garb for the grave and
severe Clio; in it she most easily captivates her listeners.

The annals and fates of the military orders which sprang
immediately from the Crusades, have been repeatedly written;
and the controversies regarding their origin, and almost every

iod of their progress, or of those extinct, their dissolution,

ve occasioned the deepest research and exercised very masterly

pens : we have disinterred comcerning them, from musty chro.

nicles and mouldering parchments, probably nearly every fact

which the insouciance (I may use a French term, as our careless.

ness does not adequately express the idea) of our ancestors had
left to be gleaned. -

The constitution of the Templars and Hospitallers is naturally
embraced in every history of the Crusades and the ephemeral
kingdom they founded in Jerusalem, both militias being, as
Gibben justly remarks, “its firmest bulwarks,” and so imter-
mixed are their operations, their victories, and defeats that the

i of one cannot be given without materially involving that
of its rival, till the cruel extinction of the knights of the temple
of Solomon left those of the hosepital the undivided field in
which their subsequent heroism was well witnessed and acknow-
ledged by Eurepe, in the successive change of their titles to
Knights of Rhodes and Chevaliers of Malta, the scenes of their
valour and bravery.

The author of the work before us falls, perhaps unconsciously,
into this practice, for though the Hospitallers are avowedly his

®* The History of the Holy, Military, Sovereign Order of 8t. John of
Jerusalem, or Knights Hospitallers, Knights Templars, Knights of Rhodes,
Knights of Malta, by John Taaffe, Knight Commander of the Order, and
Anlﬁor of “ Adelais.” In four vols. 8270. Hope and Co., London, 18562,
H
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theme, even his title is evidence in point, where we find *“ The
History of St. John of Jerusalem, or Knights Hospitallers,
Knights Templars, Knights of Rhodes, Knights of Malta;” so
that from the copulative conjunction an inexperienced reader
would be almost induced to believe that the Templars were
but a section or a synonym of the principal denomination.

In his first two chapters our gallant chevalier gives a succinct
review of the state of Europe, in which we were rather startled
by the fact, that all the great and good deeds of these
times are to be ascribed to the Normans, and a Norman is found
in every hero (p. 3). ¢ That noble-minded nation, who usually
take the lead wherever there is anything of great or good to
be undertaken.” Danes or Normans are either precisely a
single people, or at most, varieties of one race in different places
and periods. )

On his historic ground he treads against fearful odds; in our
language, for facts and for style, against Hume, Gibbon, Mills;
in other countries he must face, to mention only a few, in
Germany, Wilken; in France, Raynouard and Grouvelle, for
the Templars; and if he admit their guilt, Dupuy with Nicolai
and Herder in Germany, and that most whimsical of calum-
niators, Joseph Von Hammeyr, now Baron of Purgstall, followed
by Clarkson in Billing’s History of the Temple Church. But
on his principal theme and favourite Order of the Hospitallers
he has to encounter the Abbé Vertot, himself a host, and for
the more recent period, Boisgelin to 1804; what remains sub-
sequently to be told may be summed up nearly in the efforts
of the author (vol. iv., p. 228) to induce a son of the Archduke
Charles to become Grand Master, and an almost eleemosynary
fetition for the old gentlemen who now compose the Order,

ocated with their present luogo-tenente Colloredo in the
ancient Embassy at Rome (p. 227) : “ And equitable it is, and
pious and fitting, that younger members, wherever stationed,
should squeeze their means a little for the purpose of rendering
the age of their superiors as pleasing and as honourable as

gsible.” .

It is at the third chapter that the author takes up the proper
subject of this history. After the capture of Jerusalem,
15th July, 1099 (this important date is wanting in the book),
we have, as the next subject of interest, naturally the foundation
of his Order, and if we go more fully into his details on it, we
do 80 because he advocates in the absence of any certain relation,
a theory totally different from the best and official historio-
graphers, even from Vertot, who undertook his valuable compi-
lation at the desire of the Grand Chapter of the Order, and with
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every aid from its archives. In a periodical, therefore, which
avowedly professes the greatest interest in these knights at all
periods of their existence, a protest against his opinions should
be entered without any possible delay.

Towards the end of the preceding chapter is the usual and
admitted story of Gerard de Avesnes, taken from Albertus
Aquensis, of Aix la Chapelle, not Aix in Provence, as more
generally believed (Bronsgar Gesta Dei per Francos, vol. i.,
p- 281), whom Godfrey of Boulogne has given as a hostage for
the terms of a truce to a small place called Assur, by our
suthor, but by the careful Wilken (Geschichte der Kreuzsziige,
vol. ii., p. 18), Arsof. The inhabitants of the place broke the
truce, and Godfrey had to invest it with his army. The besieged
tied the young man—emphatically, our author tells us (p. 129),
called “Duke Godfrey’s young friend,”—to a mast, and exposed
him on the walls to the arrows of his own comrades, and when
Godfrey was obliged to relinquish the siege, he left the field
with the impression that the youth had died either by Christian
arms or the tortures of the Infidels. After the truce had been
restored, to the great joy of Godfrey, his young friend rode into
Jerusalem perfectly unhurt on an Arabian charger, and invested
by the Pasha of Ascalon, to whom he had been remitted by the
people of Assur, clothed with a khelat or a robe of honour (quo-
dam die idem preses et ammiraldus Ascalonis Gerardum de
preesidio Avennis ab omni plaga curatum honorifice vestibus in-
dutum et equo optimo impositum, duci Christianissimo Jeru-
salem dono remisit). The Duke Godfrey, now king, conferred
on the youth, in recompense of the fears and entreaties which he
had given vent to on the mast, carefully recorded by the histo-
rian, the fief of Abraham on the Dead Sea, in his new dominions,
besides a largesse of five hundred marks.

That the founder of the Hospitallers was named Gerard is
certain, and the general and received opinion on the first rise of
this Order is that it was charitable and eleemosynary only. The
receipt of two pieces of gold from every pilgrim before he could
worship at the holy places was a sufficient inducement to relax
Moslem intolerance, even if the Koran had not permitted the
alternative of conversion or tribute to all unbelievers ; and our
view, founded on reason, and the natural bias of mankind, is con-
firmed by the contemporary evidence of William Archbishop
of Tyre and Jacob Vitriacus, both of whom had personally
visited Jerusalem; nor is it therefore wonderful that we find
other and frequent concurrence in their testimony. A monk
named Bernard found along the valley of Jeosophat, A.D. 680,
a regular convent of Benedictines with twelve dwellings, and
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ample revenues arising from fields, vineyards, and orchards,
which, at the time of the Crusades had risen to considerable
importance. But even within the city, merchants from Amalphi
had built a residence scarcely a stone’s throw from the holy
sepulchre, which must have been considerable, for Vitriacus
tells us it occupied an entire quarter of the area within the walls,
to which was shortly after added, from the tolerance or cupidity
of the Pasha, a church or chapel, called from its invocation, and
to distinguish it as exclusively dedicated to the ritual of the
West, St. Maria de Latina. In this hospital the abbot had
numerous monks, who, besides the usual duties of the choir,
received poor pilgrims for support, and those wounded by roving
bands of Curds on their road, for cure and medical saccour, and
when the number of pilgrims increased beyond the adequacy
of the first zenodochium, a second was built as a filial, also
furnished with its chapel, dedicated and distinguished by its
invocation to St. Jokn Elemon (the charitable), Patriarch of
Alexandria, whose fame was then widely spread .in the East.
A pilgrim of the name of Gerard had arrived, some say from
Provence, but others with greater probability from Amalphi, and
dedicated his life to the service of charity, so that at the date of
the occupation of the holy city by the Christians, they found
him (a striking instance of Mahommedan tolerance) governor
or prepositus of the original wenodochium, and possibly this
same Gerard (but in that age it was a favourite name, as the
reader will find if he count the number adduced in the Indez
Generalis to Baronius’ Annals), who, under the title of abbot,
bore a crucifix before the Christian van at the battle of Joppa,
in 1101 ; a sacred burthen, which, however, totally precludes the
idea of a warrior.

It will not be necessary here to repeat the accounts of this
hospital and its foundation (from 1830 edit. of Dugdale’s
Monasticon, vol. iv. partii., p. 788), except that as they seem to
have been unknown to all continental writers, and to our author,
they give therefore additional corroboration to the existence of
hospitals or reception-houses for poor or wounded pilgrims
from the West at Jerusalem, and at the date of its capture.
The first is from an old MS. in the possession of Gilbert North,
in 1652; and the second from the Cotton Collect. (Otho,
B. 8, fol. 189), which, notwithstanding their discursiveness and
barbarous Latin, are amusing; as where Judas Machabzxus
in the first is claimed as the founder of this military priesthood
and the hospital as his residence. Sometimes the relation verges
near impiety, as when it fixes on the same location for the
scenc where Christ first appears to his disciples after his ascen-
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sion, and reproved the unbelief of Thomas. Gerard is even
introduced by name, though sometimes joined with Conrad, as
having expenienced the common Catholic miracle of these loaves,
which he daily threw from the walls amongst the famishing
Christian besiegers, being turned into stones when it was
necessary to deceive the Caliph by a fraudulent miracle. The
second Cottonian account is less tainted with puerility, and in
a better style, confirming in most respects the accounts of the
venerable contemporaries before mentioned.

The fact, therefore, of the existence of a hospital from which
the Order, under ‘the subsequent invocation of St. John the
Baptist, took its rise (as indeed its earliest and usual name of
Hospitallers implies) seems certain. The Order afterwards
received, in addition to its charitable duties, a belligerent vocation,
and the question is, when did this change take place? The
general reply is, on the accession of the first GRaND MasTER,
Raymond du Puy, in 1018. Gibbon says (Edit. Milman,
vol. xi., p. 88, note), ““William of Tyre (lxviii., 84, 85) relates
the ignoble origin and early insolence of the Hospitallers, who
soon deserted the humble patron St. John the Eleemosynary for
the more august character of St. John the Baptist (see the inef-
fectual struggle of Pagi Critica, A.D. 1099, No. 14, p. 18). They
assumed the profession of arms about the year 1120,”

Mills (Hist. Crusades, vol. i., p. 351), says, “The exact year
when the Order took a military gl)xmcter isnot settled. Vertot
argues that it must have occurred before 1130, for the services
of the Hospitallers are mentioned in a bull of that date. True,
but the distinction of Knights and serving Brothers was not
known till the year 1153, in the short pontificate of Anas-
tasius IV.” -

Such is a very summary and consolidated account of the
principal arguments and authorities for the humble and tolerated
origin of the subsequently famous priestly militia of St. John,

in by the best foreign and native, by the most industri-
ous and acute historians, and founded upon contemporary testi-
mony of personal witnesses.

Yet all this our author denies. According to his account and
in his first two chapters, which however are unfortunately
entirely without the cited authorities in which his subsequent
ones abound, (p. 129) “from deserters met at Ramla, not one
Latin male or female had remained in Jerusalem ;” (p. 180)
“ Fact is, no Latin inhabitant had been tolerated in Jerusalem
for the last half century ; and p. 172 we have the following rather
strong language, after asserting that neither the Templars nor any
other Military Order then existed, “nor in those first twelve
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years were there any other Knights mentioned than the Hospi-
tallers of St. John, that is; St. John the Baptist; for as to the
almsgiver (Elemon) it is all @ humbug, nor the least worthy dis-
cussion.” .

So far our author negatively; his affirmations are that his
Order was, ab initio, a military and fighting one; that the
Gerard mentioned by Albertus Aquensis was the identical
Gerard mentioned as prepositus of the hospital, and subse-
quently called abbot; that the title prepositus (p. 185), was
equal to the kingly dignity: “It was then confessedly a royal title,
and equivalent to a recognition of sovereignty, as in after ages
it is insignificant, but at that time it was as said.”

Upon such showing, when Raymond du Puy took the title of
GRAND MasTER, he must have descended from the highest social
position to one much inferior. The name of Gerard of Avesnes
i8 tortured (p. 174) through “ Anonia, Hainault, or Avesne, or
Amaicu, or Dell’'monte,” to make him a Fleming, and conse-
quently, as the author chooses to class them, one of his favourite
Normans. Gerard’s other title, (noticed p. 185) of “Servant of
Christ’s Poor” means, “ Protector of Crusaders, and of Christian
Pilgrims.” The name of Fra (brother) given to Gerard’s associ-
ates is thus disposed of: “ Fra has often changed its meaning.
There was a time when it meant knight, and that time was
Gerard’s, so0 he applied it to his companions.” The idea that
there had been another Gerard, a native of Amalphi, and there-
fore most likely to have been placed by his townfolk in the
presidency of the hospital they had built, is treated with the
utmost contempt. Our author’s strongest proof, however, 18
endeavoured to be deduced from a charter by Godfrey of
Bouillon, of which the original is lost, but of which three old
copies are brought in the appendix (Nos. xix., xx., xxi.), by
which the donor confers on the hospital a certain grant,
which, if it could be brought in conformity with the dotation
mentioned by Alb. Aquensis, as given to Gerard de Avesne for
the danger he had undergone at Assur, would be very favourable
to his argument, that this Gerrard and the prepositus, or abbot
of the hospital, were one and the same person. Unfortunately
for him all three copies are either silent on the important parti-
cular of the name of the donation or they vary in its title. Of
the first, No. xix., from Bosio, the author only gives the
beginning ; if more exist we may presume it would not servé
the writer’s purpose, or he would have produced it. The second
copy, from the Imperial Library at Vienna, is without any men-
tion of the place; and the third, No. xxi., from the Vatican,
expresses it in old French, “ Une maison fondée sur monalem
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abryele mon boure en la froide montagne.” It is rather, there-
fore, disingenuous in our author when (vol. i, p. 1563) he gives
us a translation of this deed (the next page acknowledging in a
note that its date can only be gathered from a context) in the
following terms: “ I give to the said House of the Hospital and
all the Brethren within it, an habitation built on the monale,
called Wood Mount, in the cold mountain (in Sicily) and of the
Castle of S. Abraham (near Bethlehem), and I make this my
donation in the year 1100.” We cannot find anything corro-
borative in the appendix of authorities to which we are referred,
and therefore if the confession of the author in the paragraph
immediately following : * There are many mistakes in the deed
as come down to us, and as it could not have been written by
Godfrey,”—be admitted, it may also fully be so for this transla-
tion. OQur author has, it must be confessed, a somewhat novel
standard of the value of evidénce, as may be seen a few lines
farther : “ Circumstantiality is a dangerous thing, and he that
hazards it may lose his credit as an historian ; leaving himself
open to the accusation of dealing rather in fancies than realities,
because he could not be present.”” And yet just before, from
p- 148 to p. 153, we have an imaginary conversation hazarded,
perhaps copied from Paoli, with Tancred, and the martyred
Gerard lying hamstrung (whom Albert Aquensis brought back on
horseback, and unhurt), and with G y, “all Normans, all
three :”” in it a supposititious deed and the entire statutes of
the Order are given in extenso; here we find the exact day on
which Gerard was sent as hostage to the Infidels, which our
aathor discovers to be (authority not cited)—12th August, 1099,
“ was truly the commencement of the military order; so let it
be a holy memorial to all ages of the founder of all, to which I
(Godfrey) hiere consent.”

These opinions, perhaps fortunately for the Chevalier Taaffe,
are not original. They were first promulgated by A. Bosio
(Istoria della Militia de S. Giovanni Gerosolimitano, fol. Rom.
1594—1621, and a second edition, 1684), who is particularly
strenuous for the Order of which he was secretary, and who tells
us, cap. xvi. p. 849, «“ Nel torto manifesto che I'immortale beato
Gerard ha ricevuto dagli storici,”’ &c. ; in which he was followed
by the two Paolis. In 1781, the nephew published a ponderous
fs:larto, exclusively dedicated to the same theme, as evinced by
the heading of his fifth chapter (p. 116): “La religione d’e
cavalieri ospetalrj comincid e fu sempre militare.”” This is the
guide principally followed by our author, in all the plenitude
of Italian superlatives and hyperbole, and whom (vol. i., p. 269),
lamenting that the death of both had brought thus prematurely
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their labours to an end, we find him taking leave of as  my best
guides, the mild, intelligent, and most conscientious.” These
two works, and Pagi in his notes to Baronius (1099), whoee
« ineffectual struggle” to displace the Elemon we have already
introduced from Gibbon, all priests, Italians, and Hospitallers,
are those alone on whom our author could rely, and from
which he could copy. As the latter, they possibly have .been
tempted by the contemptuous silence of the Archbishop of Tyre,
in regard to their Order, to discredit his facts, and belie his
character, and, as a consequence, to disbelieve every historian who
corroborated or followed him ; as the two former, when this Order
had lost all but Italian support, the endeavour to prove that it
had been sovereign and military from its commencement, can
only be looked upon as the refuge of wounded pride, and a
revenge for diminished resources.

One curious point is only slightly and incidentally noticed in
the four volumes hefore us, namely, that the Qrder is now divided
into two unequal portions; by far the largest is Protestant,
giving no allegiance, owing no duties, and paying no responses
to the head or treuu.? of the Catholic faction. His Majesty
.of Prussia disposed of all the dignities and commanderies in
his dominions, according to his absolute will, and though
the revolutionary viglence of 1848 threatened to extingmish
even this dimmed light of the votaries of the Baptist, it is
understood that Frederic William IV. is himself too much
imbued erith the fondness of fatherland for ribbons and titles,
not to take the first opportunity of re-establishing it on the
previous footing. It is, however, amusing to remark the shifts
and subterfuges by which the Protestant historians of that
kingdom seek to uphold all the old usances and customs of
the Order, whilst all its oaths and vows are necessarily and
systematically broken. Dithmer, Professor at Frankfort on the
Oder, in his History of Orders in general, and of St. John in
particular (1724, 4t0), may be pardoned his dulness elsewhere,
and the abominable German of his period, for the proof his
special pleading offers of the ease by which even noble minds
may be warped, when interest and emoluments offer the tempta-~
tion. The oath is sworn to be true to the Order of St. John,
and its meaning is taken to be restricted to the Prussian
tongue. The vow of chastity is argued only to reach the
castitas conjugalis ; and those of poverty, obedience, and con-
tinual warfare against Infidels, are passed with little or no
notice, as if unworthy of refutation. From his verbiage and
antiquated diction it is not always easy to comprehend his
arguments, but what seems to be intended to gloes over the
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last omission may be taken as a specimen : he argues, that as
truces were agreed upon, even by the Crusaders, with the
Infidels, that a perpetual warfare is not necessary, and thence
he skips to the rather illogical conelusion, that, therefore,
fighting is altogether needless. The History of Templars,
Hospitallers, and Teutonicks, in reference to each other, and
their submission or rejection of Papal authority, has yet to find
its historian in our language, which, if written by a diligent and
accurate Protestant annalist, would be an excellent work, and
if such a writer could be found, would deserve the support and
xconragement of all the confraternities which have sprung from
em.

As we cannot, unfortunately, find much to praise in the
facts and details given by our author, it would be consolatory
to praise the form and apparel in which they are presented to
us; but even on this minor qualification in a writer, can we, as
conscientious critics, fail not to note our censure. True it is, the
author frequently and candidly disclaims the graces and elegan-
cies of the pen. Vol. iv., p. 282, he says, *“ Elegancies of lan-
guage in this work there are none; if ever they came into my
head I was quickly obliged to throw them out of it:” and ibid.
p- 181, “ and if I obtain little attention, impute it not 8o much to
any wilful backwardness in me, but rather to nature, which
has not gifted me—I do not say with eloquence, for of that,
indeed, I have none, as you well know, but of the common
faculty of relating plain facts clearly.” Yet, notwithstanding
this modesty, there are certain limits of writing and diction;
at the present day, which no author is allowed to pass with
impunity. Expressions that would disgrace a schoolboy’s first
theme, phrases culled from the streets, and vernacular vulgar-
isms, catmot now be tolerated in works that aspire to the dignity
of history, and that such may be found in our author’s tomes,
besides some specimens in the quotations already given, the
following selections, pretty mmuch at random from the first
volume, will sufficiently bear out our censure :— »

*The unfortunate priest forced to participate in the sure destruction
and disgrace of such a squad.”—p. 91.

The first squad, to whom I will not do Cromwell’s wildest the injus-
tice to compare them.”—p. 96. , :

“Kings were shelved for a while.”—p. 93.

* The heir-apparent of England jumped to pledge Normandy.”—p. 94.

“ Which did not prevent his army to ¢kin.”—p. 118.

“ One basis to both the assize order and the conduct of several of the
Crusade, who returning to Europe as the Duke of Brittany, the Count of

Flanders (more particularly perhaps in France, but also in England,
whence Henry the First's Chﬁwr, and in Germany Lothaire's), these
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lords coming home from the first Crusade, affranchised, chartered, or
otherwise wftened the institutions of feudalism.”--p. 169.

We give the whole sentence, without pretending to compre.
hend it or many others in the work.

* Geerard knew how to take the ball at the Aop."—p. 244.

We would charitably take, p. 91, reign for rein, and vol. ii.
p- 217, breaches for breeches, as typographical blunders, had
we not experienced the general fidelity of London compositors ;
but oke! jam satis, should it be desirable, we could increase
this anthology tenfold.

In taking our leave of the author, we recommend him, when
in future he rushes into print, in the first place to secure better
guides for his facts and deductions, and in the second, to
request some friend or practised writer to examine and correct
his manuscript, that his work may be presented to the public
in moderately decent and respectable apparel. W.B

THE FIRST CRUISE OF THE “ VIXEN.”

AnD s0 I bought a yacht.

I never mounted a horse without a sensation of dread, an
internal acknowledgment that I had much rather not; I never
pulled a trigger without closing both eyes; and I never went to
Gravesend by water without a qualm. Yet I have just taken a
hunting-box at Melton. I have nine horses there, the exploits
of which make me shudder when I reflect upon them; and I
have rented a moor in Scotland which is capable of carrying five
guns. Perhaps you will ask me, why I dig anything so repug-
nant to my feelings? Have you, at any period of your life,
come into the possession of six thousand a year? I take it for
granted, that the majority of readers have not had this misfor-
tune, so I feel called upon to explain.

. My dear reader, you have doubtless heard that property has
its duties as well as its rights. I never understood the real
meaning of this dogma, until from a clerkship in my uncle’s
bank in Colchester I became, by his sudden death, the proprietor
of two hundred thousand pounds in Consols. Simple and inex-
perienced, I thought I had nothing to do but to spend my six
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thousand a year freely; but I had not enjoyed my revenue for
six weeks, when accident introduced me to Mr. Tom Venture.
When this gentleman discovered that I had just arrived in Lon-
don, with a large fortune, and without any acquaintances in
town, he instantly invested his sympathies 1n my forlorn con-
dition, and pl at my command his cab, his stables, and his
purse. I had not embellished my existence with his friendship
for more than two days, when I was astounded at the extent of
his knowledge of the art of living, as he called it. He seemed
to know everything and everybody. I felt an insignificance I
cannot explain, when his conversation discovered to me how
very unfit I was to undertake the expenditure of six thousand a

ear ; I had no notion of what was expected from me, and I
Lume painfully alive to the absurdity of my position. I found
that I must immediately change my hotel, as it was a bad
address. I was very comfortable with the good and kind people,
who had done all in their power to make me feel at home ;
their bills were very reasonall))(l)e, and I experienced a sensation
of regret in parting with them; but what was I to do? their
house was a bad address, and a man with six thousand a year
cannot afford to have a bad address. Day by day I learned
from Venture new requirements, of which I had not the slightest
idea. It was by these means that I became possessed of a moor
in Scotland, and a kennel at Melton.

When I found myself gazetted as a sporting man, I began to
feel the desperation of my position. I resolved in my mind a
thousand ways and means to avoid the humiliating result which
the exercise of my enforced functions would entail upon me. I
even contemplated, at one moment, a sudden disappearance—
in fact, running away.

One morning, while I was engaged in planning an escape
from my destiny, Venture, who had mounted my stable, rented
my moor, and who had become my almoner-general, entered
my room at Fenton’s, and announced to me that the Vizen was
for sale.

“ The Vizen,” 1 exclaimed ; ““ don’t you think I have animals
enough without purchasing a mare whose name sufficiently
indicates her temper ? »

“Nonsense,” said Tom ; “ have you not heard of the Vizen; the
celebrated Vizen who beat the American schooner last summer ?
She’s the fastest cutter in the yacht squadron. I have just heard
that her owner, Lord Fitzmizen, will take a bribe to part with
her; here’s a chance for you to get into the Royal Yacht Club
which must not be lost.”

“ Do you really think so?”



110 The First Cruise of the  Vizen.”

“ Think 80 ?* said Tom; “a fellow with six thousand a year,
and not in the Yacht Club; I never heard of such a thing. In
fact, I have bid for her on your account.”

A thought flashed across me, what an escape from the hunt-
ing season !

“ Two thousand pounds is the figure; Fitzmizen won’t take a
shilling less, nor would he accept that except from my recom-
mendation of you. She is found in every stick and stitch, crew
and all, complete. Fitz. leaves even his wines and cigars on
board, for I bargained that we were to have her as she floats.
She carries six guns.”

“ Guns,” said I, ““what for ?”

“ Oh, for form—you know, it looks well. It is the usual
thing.” ‘

I consented. The bargain was struck. That afternoon I
wrote a cheque for two thousand pounds. And so I bought a

acht.
y The manifest preference I immediately exhibited for nautical
ursuits, induced Venture to turn his administrative abilities to
rward my desire to spend the autumn and winter in a yacht-
ing excursion. We consulted about our party; of whom was it
to consist? When I say consulted, I beg the reader’s pardon,
I mean I asked Tom whom I was to invite.

While we were discussing this topic, the waiter entered my
room and handed Venture a card.

“ Darcy,” cried Tom, leaping up, * the very man ; show him
in, waiter.” Coe

“ Ah, Tom, ye robber!” exclaimed a rich Milesian voice,
which seemed to come from the ceiling of the room. I looked
up, and beheld the voluminous visage of Patrick Darcy, stooping
under the lintel of the door. As he stood, with the little waiter
before his huge form, they looked like one of the small steeples
of St. Paul’s trying to intercept a view of the dome.

The waiter turned round, indignant at this unceremonious
intrusion, but before a word of objection could escape his lips,
Darcy’s gigantic hand was on his head. He was bent down,
while another Titanic manus was applied to his nether man,
and in the attitude of a battering ram, he shot between the
extended legs of the Irish colossus, who, having thus ejected
him, closed the door. This feat we greeted with a roar of
laughter, in which Darcy joined in his peculiar way; his eyes
brimming over with fun ; every dimple in his red, but handsome
face, full of humour; his mouth extended with a laugh, but not
a sound escaping from it.

“ How are ye, children ?” said he, “ you are at breakfast I
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see; I punished a sirloin at eight this morning, but if you would
give me a cup of tea, and ordher a lump or two of Wenham
Lake ice—that’s the tipple | ” .

“ Pat,” said Tom, while I rang the bell, *“ what do you say to
a cruise for six months in the Mediterranean ! Newcome here
lm{:t bought the Viven, and we are making up a party ; will
you be one ?”

“Is it me?—ah, now, Tom, what would I go to sea for?
Didn’t 1 upset a wherry full of ladies last week at Teddington ?
Fortunately it was not out of my depth ; and there the darlings
were sticking about me like cock{es, a8 I walked ashore with my
cargo.” And Pat opened his mouth with a silent laugh.

“ You shall go as the ballast,” said Tom, “ and you can help
to trim the vessel.”

“ Oh, be the piper, I'll go! ”’ said Darcy, * and it would be a
charity to press Fin Lawless. I have just left him at Knights-
bridge ; he has got leave of absence for six months, and he is
going to spend them in Italy.”

“ What 1” said I, “ has not Fin managed to forget Donna
Catarina ? »

“ No,” replied Tom, “ he is as mad as ever about her. His
heart became entangled in the legs of the Spanish danseuse ;
she jilted him for a Hungarian count, and Fin has had an attack
of the Pip’,’ .

““ Yes,” said Pat, “ he is dying of an enérechat rentré ; he has
got a violent Bolero, and goes into evaporation at the sight of a
high comb, or the sound of a pair of castanets.” .

“We’ll cure him,” replied Tom ; *“ a course of sea sickness is
sovereign for complaints of the heart.” -

“ Then our party will be complete,” said I. “ There’s you,
Phineas, Pat Darcy, and m iid

“ Here's to our six mo swim,” cried Pat, as he drained &
slop-basinful of iced tea.

Lawless consented readily, and on the 8th of August we sat
in the balcony of the hotel at Cowes sipping our evening coffee,
and criticising the build of the Vizen, whose graceful, wandlike
mast and low hull dipped and curtsied to the glistening waves
that lifted her on their crests. Our baggage had been-saft:lﬁ
stowed away; I had seen my yacht-master, who reported
ready for sea, and Tom had given orders for sailing at sundown.
The waters of the little creek were shining'like molten gold as
we sauntered down to the pier-head, and watched the boat shoot
from the cutter’s side; in a few strokes it shot to the pier,
and the oars were tossed up in true man-of-war style. How I
admired the ease with which Tom established himself in the
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stern-sheets ; I endeavoured to imitate him, but my emulation
was rewarded by a pitch head foremost into the pit of the
stomach of the stroke oar. My mishap was recovered by a laugh,
and we soon stood upon the snow-white deck of the Viven. 1
was astonished at the scrupulous neatness of everything. My
crew, consisting of twelve of the finest men I ever beheld,
looked like so many editions of William in “ Black-eyed Susan.”
I felt a sense of personal security when I scanned their noble
limbs and hardy features. I cast my eyes aloft, and there too
all was 80 neat and so methodical, that I stood lost in admira-
tion. Oh, thought I, it is quite impossible that anybody can
suffer from sea-sickness on such an elegant turnout as
this!

“ Anything wrong aloft, sir 7’ inquired an anxious voice beside
me; it was my yacht-master, Mr. Boom, who had mistaken my
gaze of delight for one of criticism.

“ No, no, Mr. Boom; it is quite right,” said I, as I made my
escape to the cabin, where I found Tom inspecting, while Darcy
was seated on the floor. If I was astonished by the neatness
on deck, I was less prepared for the luxury of the cabins. The
vessel being a yacht of the largest size, newly built on the
American model, was as roomy in the poop as she was sh
and contracted in the bows. The ceiling of the little saloon
was painted on Watteau panelling: the beauty and purity of
the colouring redeemed the meretricious nature of the subjects.
The beadings were in dead gold, and the walls were mirrors set
in arabesque columns, and curtained with crimson satin drapery.
A gilt table was at one end of the room, around three sides of
which was fashioned a kind of couch in crimson satin. Above
the table swung a gilt lamp, the carpet was a rich green Am-
busson, manufactured to fit the cabin, with the word “ Vixen”
worked into each of the corners, and the cypher of the Royal
Yacht Club forming an ornament in the centre. The sleeping
eabins were furnished with similar taste; indeed, I could not
conceive by what ingenuity so much expense could have been
crammed into 8o small a space. While I was all abroad with
admiration, Tom was quite at home. He rummaged, examined,
and finally made himself acquainted with everything, so that
the little nigger whom I had purchased with the turnout, and
who acted as factotum, steward, cook, and cabin-boy, looked
from Tom to me, and from me to Tom, in evident doubt as to
which was his master.

“ Sundown is going to fire, sir,”” shouted Mr. Boom down the
hatchway. We hurried on deck. Tom scanned the prepara-
tions with his eye, and turning to Natty Boom, who stood
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beside me, expressed his satisfaction, and signified that he would
command the mancuvre. Boom looked to me, I nodded, for I
hoped to catch Tom tripping. “ Confound the fellow,” said I
to myself, “ he can’t know everything’”” But I was mistaken—
he dad.

A few words from Tom sent the crew flying in various direc-
tions, some to the capstan, others to the shrouds. The men
exchanged looks, in which I fancied I discovered surprise, not
unmixed with derision. After a moment’s pause, another word
of command, and the capstan was heaved until the prow of the
cutter was nearly perpendicular to her anchor. Tom turned to
obeerve the bastion from whence the evening gun was to be
fired, and almost at the same moment a puff of smoke, and the
simultaneous lowering of the station-flag, announced sundown.
A rapid command from Tom was executed with such precision,
that ere my exclamation of surprise was ejaculated, a cloud of
snow-white canvas spread over every spar of the little vessel;
her rigging seemed to open like a fan, and bending gracefully to
leeward, she tripped her anchor, which was instantly rased
to the deck. Tom turned on his heel, and took his stand beside
the helmsman, while the crew assembled near the capstan, and
directing looks of palpable admiration towards Venture, who had
executed the manceuvre in a manner to excite their hearty
surprise and approbation.

The silence was for a moment unbroken, except by the rush
of waters cleft by the cutwater of the vessel as si:e clipped
through the waves. A sensation of pride, of springy delight,
took poesession of me as I congratulated myself on being the
possessor of such a craft. My lucubrations were suddenly in.
vaded by a lachrymose voice repeating the lines on Childe
Harold—his farewell to the shores of England. It was Lawless.
The long-legged guardsman, pale and love-sick, was established
on the breech of a gun. Since the desertion of Catarina he had
trained the ends of his moustaches downwards, to give a dreary
effect to his countenance, and he had managed to establish a
kind of limp and forlorn air upon his whole figure, which made
him sppear as if he had been lately drenched in misery, and
was dripping with sentiment. Fin, as he was called, being the
short for Phineas, had the peculiarity of being unable to pro.
nounce the letter », which he always turned into a w.

We listened to the end of the verse of his recitation, to
which Tom gravely added this burthen: Ri too-ral-loo-ral-loo-
ral, ri tal looral lay! .

Fin resolutely continued the second verse, hoping that the
vigour of his diction would obtain a gentle hearing; but Pat

voL. 1. I
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and I had received the wink, and at the conclusion we all gavé
him the ri-too-ral in chorus, which effectually extingui his
romance. Pat and I were enjoying a hearty laugh at Fin’s
expense, when a sudden order from Tom threw up the craft on
a short tack : not expecting the manceuvre, as the vessel reeled
over, the mainsail boom caught Pat and me, and sent us head
over heels into the lee scuppers. ‘

“Vewy good, Tom,” shouted Fin ; * those wascals understand

as little as they do yachting.” .

“ Look out,” cried Venture; “we are just rounding the
Needles, and we shall meet a sea or two.”

1 looked at Pat, and Pat looked at me; determined not to be
taken by surprise this time, we both lay down on the deck, to
keep clear of the spars.

“ Are you all snug ?”’ asked Tom.

« All nght,” cried Pat; “divil burn ye, ye marauder, I'll be
bail ye won’t catch us this time.”

At this moment the cutter swung round the rocks with her
head to the open sea; rising upon the first wave, she sank into
the trough, but not having obtained her pitch, she ran her bows
clean under the following wave, and shipped a tremendous ses.
I was for a minute completely under water, and when I rose it
was to discover Tom seated on the boom to which he had sprung
to avoid the drenching, which left Fin, Pat, and me like three
drowned rats, panting and sputtering.

“Tom, I’ll remember ye, mind that,” shouted Pat. “Ob,
holy Paul, here’s another ;”” and another sea swept us from stem
to stern.

. “Mr. Boom, sir,” I gasped, when I recovered my bresth,
“ Mr. Boom, I say, what’s the meaning of this? t is the
boat about, sir ?”’ .

“ Ay, ay, sir,” replied Boom. ¢ The Wiren is a wixen, sif)
and that’s it. She’s a wet un, sir, and alwus was. She carnes
80 much canvas aloft, ye see, sir, she can’t help christening
herself.”

I was about to reply, when a sudden qualm admonished me
of the approach of that foe who is no respecter of persons. I
crept to the hatchway ; it was closed; I kicked at it, and Masi-
nissa, the nigger factotum, opened it so suddenly, that 1 pifl:l“’d
into the cabin with more precipitation than I desired.

“ Oo, massa,” cried the boy, whom I bad capsized, “ tank you,
#a, um berra much oblige”” Down came Pat, like a roll of
thunder; the boy jumped aside to avoid the human avalanche:
¢ Iss, massa,” he continued, “berra much oblige, for if dat big
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gemulman had capsize a poor nigga, he nebba dror nubber
cork.”

1 did not speak, but drew off my clothes; my boots were
soaked and wet, so, as they resisted every effort, I cut them off
my feet with a penknife, and rolled into my berth. Pat imitated
me, and Fin shortly afterwards followed suit. In half an hour I
baﬁ;o repent that I had purchased a yacht.

silence reigned in our little cabin. I dared not speak,
1 felt that the exertion would afford my dread enemy a chance.
The cutter laboured, rose, fell, rocked, pitched, and spun round;
a light perspiration gathered around my eyelids,—the sure pre-
cursor of the demon of nausea.
tln: Oh, murdher,” cried a faint voice, “ oh, if I ever get out of

3 !))

¢ That wascal, Tom,” sighed Fin, in a powerless and resigned
tone, “he is doing it on purpose. 1 have been out before, but I
nev—"

The rest of the sentence was buried in a spasmodic ejacula-
tion, more easily conceived than gracefully described. Pat and
I uttered a low imprecation on Fin, resisted manfully, but
in vain. In five minutes that elegant cabin was a scene of
much mortal agony. Oh! that dreadful heave, which carries
one perpendicularly up, and then suddenly the berth seems to
sink under the sufferer, who cannot feel his own weight. And
then that indescribable smell which pervades every vessel, a
combination of new wood, varnish, bilge-water, and paint,
forming a compound emetic inhalation, which every reader will

ize by the name of the concentrated essence of cabin.

‘ Peter, dear,” sighed a small voice, in which I could scarcely
recognize the tones of Darcy, * Peter, I've an idaya. I've a
murdherin’ notion. It’s my belief that Tom has assured our
lives before we started, and the villain has taken us out on the

tion of one of us turning up trumps. There is not
sixpen’orth of life in yours truly.”

“ Oh, Catawina, Catawina |’ drawled Fin, “ I’m vewy glad she
never saw me in this degwading condition.”

“ Well, lads,” cried Tom, swinging down the ladder, *“ we are
scudding along with a lively breeze; we have every stitch set,
and the boat leaps from wave to wave like a bird. It is near
ten o’clock, what do you say to supper P

“ Oh !” groaned we in a faded chorus.

“ Just as you like; here, young Sambo, get me a grilled fowl,
and some brandy-and-water to follow.”

“Oh!” repeated the chorus, in a tone of deep remonstran

12 Coe -
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and reproach ; but Tom was inexorable, and the only respite he
would accord us, was to finish his brandy-and-water on deck,
and spare us the fames of his cigar. By midnight sleep relieved
our agonies, and when I awoke in the morning, the easy gliding
of the craft announced our arrival in some still water. I rose,
and dressing myself with the assistance of Masinissa, crawled
upon deck. It was a bright morning, scarcely a ripple dimmed
the glassy surface of the sea, which extended to our left, while
on the right rose the green and brown shores of the island of
Guernsey.

In a few minutes we were all assembled on deck to watch our
approach to the harbour of St. Pierre, where we soon dropped
our anchor. We took a bath, prescribed by Tom, which con-
sisted in tying one end of a rope round the body under the
armpits, the other end being secured to the bulwarks, and
leaping overboard, the spare line being run out, you seize it
with your hands, and a slight pull instantly bnngs you to the
surface, where you remain as long as may be pleasant, then you
climb into the boat, which is lowered, to serve as a dressing-room ;
during this operatlon an awning was spread over the deck, a
table was laid, and all the luxuries of a sea breakfast dxsplayed.

‘¢ Peter,” said Tom, rubbing his hands, ¢ that young nigger is
a treasure; he is a black diamond; heoookshkeanangel.
Here, sir, own brother to Topsy, breakfast |

Masinissa fully justified Tom’s good opinion. Some Scotch
collops were exqusite, and a dish of tnrtle cutlets stopped
Darcy’s mouth, while Lawless forgot Catarina in paying his
addresses to a wpréme de volaille, Tom was in his glory; I
never knew him so great.

“This cotelette aur petits pois is eminently deserving of re-
commendation,” said he ; “ young Coalhole, you deserve to be
knighted for tlns, I shall confer upon you the order of Cala-
trava when they vote me emperor of California.”

“ This dish is made with pweserved peas,” observed Lawless ;
“ why did you not send the boat ashore, and get some gween

?}’
pm:‘slli‘in, you are a swab,” replied Tom, as he put a lump of
preserved milk into his coffee; “ what’s the fun of yachting if
you do not take to regular sea fare ?”

I must confess I thought that Fin was right, and that green
peas and fresh milk were both cheaper, more reasonable,
and better than vegetables which tasted of the tin, and milk
which tasted of nothing at all. However, I had recovered my
g;de with my appetite and health, and did not like to dissent
m Tom. After a hearty breakfast we began to discuss our
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foture movements, for we had started without any object or
destination, and Guernsey may be looked upon as the rendez-
vous of our resolutions. Darcy proposed a cruise round the
coast of Kerry, Lawless was pressing for a visit to Lisbon or
Cadiz, where Catarina was engaged, Tom was for the Greek
Archipelago, I was for returning to Cowes, but this suggestion
was instantly negatived ; we therefore wrote the names of each
spot on slips of paper, and Masinissa drew our fate from Tom’s
hat. It was Cadiz.
By two o’clock we were spanking along; the distant shores
of Brittany were dimly visible in the warm haze which
the horizon on our left; while the island of Jersey, far behind
us, was sinking into the ocean. The setting sun gilded the
pinnacles of & clump of rocks on our left, which, Mr. Boom
mformed us, was La Feuillée. By midnight we weathered Cape
Ushant, and as we turned in I heard with no little trepidation
that we were fairly in the terrible Bay of Biscay. Providence,
however, belied, for once, the ill-favoured reputation of this
inhospitable spot. For five days a gentle easterly wind blew
y, and Cape Ortegal rose out of the sea on our larboard
bow, after a passage which Mr. Boom and Tom agreed to con-
sider nothing short of miraculous. We slipped along the
western coast of Portugal, passing Vigo and Oporto, and we were
discussing the question of a passing visit to Lisbon over our
dinner as we scudded under the shores of the Estramadura,
when a sudden veering of the wind to the south-west settled the
dispute, for in an hour it blew half a gale. The sky to wind-
ward assumed the leaden hue which betokens mischief, and in
spite of Tom’s entreaties and jeers, I took the command out of
his hands on this occasion, and ordered the Vizen into the
nearest port. The alacrity with which my yacht-master, Mr.
Boom, obeyed, convinced me that I was right; the helm was
put down, and we sprang on with a fearful speed before the
freshening gale. On our larboard bow was a nest of islets,
called the Berlenga, while right a-head the huge breakers
were roaring up the rugged steeps of the Farilhoens rocks. I
looked around, and gathered from the silence and grave coun-
tenances of the crew that there was more danger in our position
than we landsmen apprehended. On we flew towards the
foaming rocks; I fancied that I could hear the roar of the
breakers as they sparkled in the lurid light of the setting sun.
Natty Boom stood beside the helm, glancing occasionally at the
stiff canvas, and anon deigning to cast a look towards the shore.
I did not like to speak, but I felt every drop of blood in my
veins stood still. Suddenly the yacht-master gave an order—as
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quickly it was executed ; the vessel spun round on her heel, and
clawed off the shore on a starboard tack.

¢ Admirable,” shouted Tom, ¢ there is no rig like a cutter
for creeping off a lee-shore.”

I did not exactly know what that meant; but I agreed that
the cutter was a wonderful thing. Another stretch took us to
the coast, which was anxiously examined by Mr. Boom.

“ The Arnoys River,” said he, “ must be hereabouts ; that
headland on our starboard-quarter is Piniche, and yonder moun-
tain inland is Mount Junto. The tide is high by this time, and
there should be water enough to take us over the bar.”” Here
Boom applied the glass to his eye, and examined the coast
towards which we were careering obliquely. ¢ Port your
helm,” he cried suddenly, “ port it is,” replied the helmsman,
and sure enough port it was, for in twenty minutes, flying like
a mad creature before the storm which had now thrown off all
disguise, the Vizen dashed between two low headlands that form
the mouth of the river Arnoya, and leaping the bar, glided
smoothly up the smooth waters of the inlet.

“ Egad, Peter, you were right,” exclaimed Tom, as at that
moment a distant peal of thunder muttered along the western
horizon.

“ Now, gentlemen,” observed Mr. Boom,  this sou-wester
has set in for just three days. I know that wind as well as if
we had been brought up together; if you will take my advice
ﬂou will take a run ashore. There’s a town over there, sou-east

y south, called Ovidos; from there to Lisbon is about
miles overland. We can ride here till the weather bates, and
carry the Vizen into the Tagus to meet you.”

We agreed that Boom had hit on a good idea, so, bund-
ling a few necessaries into the boat, we were soon speeding up
the river, with directions to land at the spot where the high
road from Coimbra to Lisbon crossed the stream. From this
place half an hour’s walk brought us to Ovidos. It was nearl:
eleven o’clock at night as we entered the town, as it was called,
but which, in the darkness, we could never have identified as
such, had it not been for the smell. Having knocked at the
only house in which we discovered a light, we found to our
satisfaction that it was the grand poeads. Our delight was
somewhat diminished by the intelligence that there was not a
room to be had. What was to be done ?—we had not time to
discuss that, for a few gigantic drops of rain heralded the storm,
which in a moment burst over us. Fin, who managed to scrape
together a little Spanish, made the little roly-poly host compre-
hend our difficulty, when, after much palaver, we were offered
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a spare loft, which was usually occupied by the muleteers. In
half an hour we were seated in this unsavoury chamber, endea-
vouring to sup on a fowl which looked, as Tom justly obeerved,
to have a cross of the greyhound in its breed and had evxdently
been boiled in oil.

“ Ah, there’s one comfort,” cried Darcy, displaying his huge
limbs over the floor, and composing himself to rest, * there’s
one mighty satisfaction I have, there’s no cook can spoxl sleep.
I can get that pure in any country.”

“ And this is the native countwy of Catawina,” said Fin; « I
bweathe the same air with her. I shall dweam that her gweat
eyes are fixed upon me. Ah! what luxuwy!”

“ Hold your cater-wauling, Fin, and let me go to deep
roared Tom. Fin mauttered some plaintive remonstrance, to
which Tom replied by an imprecation. D cut into the con-
versation with a snore like a trombone, and we all sank into
slumber. 1 had not slept ten minutes, when 1 was awakened
by what seemed to be a leakage in the roof. I heard the
drops of water pattering on the floor, and some fell on the
boat-cloak which served me as a coverlet. The leak appeared
to gain on the roof rapidly, for it seemed at length to rain a
shower into the loft. Fortunately, I had brought with me an
umbrella, designed to keep off the sun, and silently opening it,
1 established myself securely under its cover. laid down,
therefore, snug enough, while I listened to the peppering drops
which resounded upon my silken roof. I had nearly enfolded
myself in the arms of Morpheus once more, when a shout from
Darcy brought us all up to our feet.

“ What’s the matter !’ we all cried, while Pat delivered him.
self of a volley of expletives. Thealarmwas not without cause ;
for by the hght the lantern which we had fortunately left
burning, we discovered.that the floor was alive with a myriad of
enormous bugs. The vermin, secreted in the roof, but attracted
by the viands and the light, had dropped in thousands from
above, and this was the shower which I had mistaken for rain,
and from which I had endeavoured to protect myself with my
umbrella. Let me not attempt to describe that dreadful night,
and with what gratitude we greeted the first rays of morning.
We escaped from Ovidos after an earl brea.kfast, and when we
had secured mules to convey us to Lisbon

An unexpected pleasure now awaited us, which amply repaid
us for our night of suffering. On the roaddto Llsbtﬁnﬁ'om
Ovidos, every foot of the way is historic ground to.the
traveller. First we had to payu Roli¢a, Vimiers, 'l‘omsV:gm
and Cintra. Here Fin was of great nse to us; he had the
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peninsular campaign by heart. The man who accompanied
our mules, bﬂf%ﬁe ldemnleteer, making altogether a vaga-
bond of the choicest description, proved to be an inestimable
source of amusement. He had served in Lishon as valet de
place to the English and French travellers who visited the
city, and had consequently picked up a little of each language,
which, mixed with Portuguese, formed a general compound,
means of which he was equally intelligible to a native of either
country. No sooner had Fin fought the battle of Rolica for us,
than in stepped little Miguel with the volley of oaths, with
which he started every sentence,—

“ Santa Madré de Mille Carajo ! ce senor makes una grande
erreur. The battle del Rolica was fought par Portugal contre
la France. Los Inglesi were nos ally.”

Such we found to be the general belief in Spain and Portu-
gal, and not confined to the lower classes alone. All those vic-
tories achieved in the peninsular war, are gravely ascribed by
every Spaniard to the prowess of his country, and chronicled
as such in modern Spanish hi . Roliga was the field of a
second battle, therefore, between Fin and Miguel, which they
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