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PREFACE.

It is a delicate and difficult task for a father
to undertake to usher into the world the post-
humous works of his son. There are so many
feelings and associations likely to influence his
judgment, when he attempts to form a correct
estimate of them, that however sincerely he
may aim at impartiality, it is hardly' possible
that he can attain it.

The Editor of the following Romance can-
not hope to be entirely free from those er-
rors of opinion which result from the undue
bias of affection; but he hopes that, having
been forewarned of the enemy, he may not
have been wholly unsuccessful in endeavouring
to escape his snares. How far his judgment
is correct in deeming these volumes an accept-
able offering to the public, it is for them to
decide; and he only regrets that the person,
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whom their decision would have most con-
cerned, will be the least affected by it. With
diffidence, however, rather than distrust, he
begs to commence his self-imposed labours
with a few introductory remarks, relative to
the authorship and editorship of this tale of
the first century.

The Author of “Stonchenge,” whose work
will be his best introduction to the public, at
an early age displayed, what in a parent’s
partial eyes appeared to be, a precocious predi-
lection and aptitude for the noble study of
antiquity.  This, probably, arose from the
circumstance of his having been, from his
cradle, familiar with the physiognomies of
those black-lettered folios which are so for-
midable to the satin-wove sciolists of these
degenerate days; but soloved and honoured by
the genuine antiquaryv.—Yes! ye mighty ones
of olden time, Nennius and Giraldus, William
of Malmesbury and Geoffrey of Monmouth!
how often has he seen you expand your un-
wieldy dimensions for my edification; and how
often have your oaken integuments served to
explain to his infant intellect the origin of that
mystical phrase,  bound in boards!” 'Truly,
those were the giants in literature who were
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wont to call their folios “letle bokes,” and
their quarto chronicles “pocket volumes!”
But to return from my digression—my son’s
familiarity with classical and British antiquities
induced me to educate him for the legal pro-
fession ; as I had long before learned from my
friend, the late Mr. Pleydell, ¢that a lawyer
without history or literature, is a mechanic—a
mere working mason ; if he possesses some
knowledge of these, he may venture to call
himself an architect.”* Having passed through
the usual period of probation, my poor Misraim
undertook the arduous enterprise of endeavour-
ing to establish a practice : and his friends not
hearing from himself any complaints of the
want of success ; and being informed by others
that he seemed generally occupied ; concluded
that he was not dissatisfied with his progress.
Thus time wore away, until he reached his
twenty-seventh year; when the event took
place which removed him from the scene of his
labours, and from those anxieties and struggles,
incident to the commencement of a profes-
sional life.

Shortly previous, however, to this occur-

® Guy Mannering, vol. 11., p. 100.
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rence, as we were one day conversing on the
difficulties and discouragements which en-
counter a young man at his entrance into life,
my son pointed to a box in his apartment,
which he stated contained the wages of his
industry, or at least the greater portion of
them, during the three years of his brief
practice ; requesting me to accept them as
a kind of first-fruits’ offering of filial affection.
On opening the box, to my surprise I dis-
covered—not the emoluments of a tardily
remunerating profession, consolidated into some
tiny trinket—but the MS. copy of the work
now presented to the public!

I know not to what extent I may have been
influenced by the circumstances under which 1
received it, but the more I perused it the
more anxious I became that others should
participate in the pleasure which it afforded
me : nor will I attempt to conceal that a little
parental pride, mingled with this wish to
please. I therefore resolved to employ the
few hours of leisure, which I could steal from
more serious labours, in preparing the manu-
script for publication.

. It has been my object to make this work
instructive to the classical student, as well as
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entertaining to the general reader: I have,
therefore, added numerous references to cor-
roborate what might seem doubtful, and eluci-
date what might seem obscure. Nor have I
allowed partiality completely to triumph over
candour in my criticisms; but where my son
has appeared to me to follow the current of
tradition rather than the stream of history, I
have marked the divarication, in order that the
reader might choose his own course.

As the narrative, after traversing the sombre
shades of early civilization, emerges into the
full light of classical sunshine, and connects
itself in its progress with some of the greatest
characters, and some of the most important
events which the world has ever witnessed ;
1 have cited standard authorities to authenticate
and illustrate its various descriptions and
allusions. Indeed, I have done that for
¢ Stonehenge,” which my learned brother,
Monkbarns, proposed doing for the  Cale-
doniad:” but in this I deem myself more
fortunate than him—that my comment has not
been delayed by the non-completion of the
text.” Hoping that this hint will not be lost
upon my Lord Geraldine, I proceed further to
observe, that my friend Monkbarns’s very
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excellent proposal of introducing his important
Essay on Castrametation into an appendix,
has also suggested to me theidea that an Essay
on Druidism would give great value to the
present work. I had commenced a series of
notes explanatory of the rites and history of
Druidism ; but upon more mature reflection,
I determined to collect all the information
which I had to communicate on that subject ;
embracing a considerable quantity which had
been amassed by my son, into one essay;
which I have now appended to the narrative ;
and in which, I flatter myself, the curious
reader will find the apparent incongruities’ of
the rites and tenets of this mystical religion
satisfactorily explained and accounted for,
and the whole digested into one consistent
system.



INTRODUCTION.

GENTLE READER !

Ir thou art given to the study of thy coun-
try’s antiquities, and hast felt thy heart glow
within thee as thou hast read of

Spenser’s fairy themes
And those that Milton loved in early years.

thou wilt not despise this attempt to clothe in
modern language, a very ancient tale.

If the study of antiquity hath taken deep
hold on thy mind, thou wilt have acquired
that habit of cautious discrimination for which
antiquaries are so proverbial! In such case
thou wilt not care to perplex thyself by judging
of the authenticity of any work by its internal
evidence, but will rather list to what it’s au-
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thor shall say concerning it. It is-in vain,
therefore, to ask thee to peruse the following
tale, until I have satisfied thee of its genuine
antiquity; which task I will now address my-
self unto, not doubting but that I shall per-
form the same in such manner, that he who
shall have any misgivings concerning it must
be a sceptic outright: a man who would even
question the authenticity of the veritable Geof-
frey of Monmouth, or the veracity of the truth-
seeking Sammes !

It is an unco-weary thing to tow against the
stream of time for eighteen centuries in quest
of a pedigree ; but it were happy for the au-
thor, could he make as good a title to some of
the unclaimed dividendsin the bank of England,
as the prototype of this little book can make to
a place in the Archives of the first century.

The materials of the following tale are ga-
thered from a MS. written in the Armoric
tongue, apparently about 1700 years ago. Now,
as in proving the descent of an ancient family,
it is not necessary to begin with Adam and

<Eve; and it hath been even held by some
moderns, that it is not essential to prove your
kith and kin with Noah ;—(contrary, however,
to the established practice of antiquity in that
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respect, which hath always dragged forth her
heroes from among the unclean beasts of the
Ask ;)—so now 1 shall pass over the earlier
history of this work, and come at once to.that
#ra in which all good families do spring to
light, videlicet—the dark ages. Here, happily,
I can refer to one of far greater wit than my-
self, who hath well described how marvellously
this valuable MS. was discovered, after it had
lain hid for many centuries. Turn, gentle
reader, to thy Grafton, and open his chroni-
cles at the fourth part, and there thou wilt
find it thus written :

“About XXX yeres hence it happened in
Wiltshire at Ivye Church about 2 myles from
Salisburie, as men digged to make a foundation,
they found an holow stone covered with another
stone, wherein they founde a Booke, having
in it little aboue XX leaves (as they sayde)
of very thick Velume, wherein was something
written. But when it was shewed to ye Priestes
and Chanons which were there, they coulde
not reade it. Wherefore, after they had tossed
it from one to another (by the meanes where-
of it was torne) they did neglect and cast it
aside. Long after, a piece thereof happened to



xiv INTRODUCTION.

come to my hands: which notwithstanding it
was all to rent and defaced, I shewed to Mays-
ter Rycharde Pace, then chiefe secretary to
King Henry the viij; whereof he exceedingly
rejoyced. But because it was partly rent, and
partlye defaced and blurred with wet that had
fallen out, he could not finde any one sen-
tence perfite. Notwithstanding, after long
beholding he shewed me, it seemed that the
sayde booke couteyned some ancient monu-
ments of this Isle.”

It were long to tell thee, gentle reader, the
various hands through which this treasure
passed until it happily reached mine ; snffice to
say, it now rests with one who is willing to
share with thee the benefit thereof. And if
Mayster Richard Pace did ¢ exceedingly re-
joyce’ though he could not finde any one sen-
tence perfite;’ what transports should be thine,
who has it presented to thee translated, en-
larged, enriched and improved, in a manner
passing thy conception !

I had, indeed, purposed to have presented
thee with a mere transcript, or fac-simile there-
of ; but, recollecting how the original had been
tossed about from one to another, by the
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“ Priestes and Chanons,” 1 thought per-
chance it might fare no better with the copy;
wherefore, with infinite labour, I have trans-
lated it: nor only so, for then thou couldst
no more have understood it, than the monks
could read it; but I have, to the best of my
poor ability, sapplied numerous deficiencies in
the original, which extended not only to words
and sentences, but even to chapters and books!
Nor let my travail herein be despised; for if a
learned prelate of our church hath been com-
mended for restoring the text of Eschylus, and
for the happy admixture of invention and erudi-
tion which he hath displayed; and if Brotier hath
gained immortal fame for adding two or three
chapters to Tacitus, the substance of which
he hath gleaned from contemporary historians;
I would fain know why I should be denied
my little meed of praise, who have wrought up
twenty pages into thrice as many chapters,
with no other MS., no other contemporaneous
authors to assist me? Nor have I stopped
even here; but seeing many things slurred
over which I thought deserving of more notice,
and many things obscurely alluded to which I
thought unintelligible without the fullest com-
ment, I have ventured to recast the whole ; so
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that it may be truly said of the original MS.,
as it might of the main argument of Warbur-
ton’s Divine Legation of Moses—that it is
completely absorbed in the illustrations : and I
would only add, that if the MS. have not
suffered more than the learned bishop’s argu-
ment, by being a little lost sight of,—I am
content.

And now, gentle reader, how can I propi-
tiate thee, or what shall I say in extenuation of
the numerous defects of this performance ;
whereof I could make a long catalogue, were it
not better to leave it to thine own ingenuity to
discover them? I will even address thee in
the language of the honest Humphrey Lhuyd,
wherewith I will take my leave.—

“And touching this rude and disord’red
little work : truly I woulde not have suff’red it
to have come to light, had I not well hoped
that all learned men, would accept this my en-
devour in good parte. **#* And if they shall
thinke any thing herein spoken over sharply,
or not well advisedly, I submit myself to
ye judgment of those that be better learned;
and if I be admonished of my faults, I promise
to amend them when occasion shall be
given.
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¢ Only for recompense, gentle reader, let me
have thy good woorde, and lawfull favour;
and 1 ask no more. Farewell hartly, and
enjoy it.” *

® The Breviary of Britayne, by Humfrey Lhuyd, Eng-
lished by Thomas Twyne, Gent., 1573, bl. let.—N.B. The
last paragraph is from the Translator’s preface.—Ebp.
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BOOK THE FIRST.

Screams round th' Arch Druid’s brow the seamew—white
As Menai's foam ; and toward the mystic ring
Where Augurs stand, the future questioning,
Slowly the cormorant aims her heavy flight,
Portending ruin to each baleful rite,
That, in the lapse of ages, hath crept o’er
Diluvian truths, and patriarchal lore.
WORDSWORTH.
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THE ROMANS IN BRITAIN.

CHAPTER 1.

A wondrous pyle of rugged mountaynes standcs,

Placed on eche other in a dreare arraie,

It ne could be the worke of human handes,

It ne was reared up bie menne of claie.

Here did the Brutons sadoration paye

To the false god whom they did Tauran name,

Dightynge* hys altarre with greete figres in Maie,

Roastynge theyr vyctualle round about the flame

*Twas here that Hengyst did the Brytons slee,

As they were mette in council for to bee.
CHATTERTON'S BATTLE OF HASTINGS.

TuE period at which the following tale com-
mences, wants some twenty years of eighteen
centuries ago. The south of Britain was, at
this time, in a state of impatient subjection to
the Romans ; a formidable rebellion headed by
the brave Boadicea, by which the island had

* Dressing.
B 2
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been almost wrested from her conquerors,
having been recently crushed by the intrepidity
of the Roman general Suetonius Paulinus.

The native spirit of liberty was, however, ra-
ther checked than extinguished by this dire
blow, and began to revive under the en-
couragement which it received from the dis-
sensions existing between the general and the
Pprocurator of the province. These dissensions
at last prevailed to such a degree, that Nero
dispatched his freedman, Polycletus, to take
cognizance of the matter; expecting that the
pomp and ostentatious equipage of this court
favourite would not only overawe the Roman
disputants, but also strike terror into the in-
domitable islanders. In this expectation, the
emperor was disappointed, for the measure
produced a precisely contrary effect. The free-
born Britons cared not to conceal their con-
tempt for the manumitted slave; and the terror
which the victorious arms of Suetonius had
inspired, was much diminished, when they
beheld him submit to the haughty dictation of
Polycletus.* Nor were the manners of Sue-
tonius calculated to conciliate, or sooth the

wounded feelings of the half-conquered in-

@ Taciti Annales, lib. x1v. s. 39.
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habitants; for his severity equalled his courage,
and he unjustly wreaked upon them his revenge
for the indignities to which his proud spirit was
subjected by his own countrymen.*

Such were the mutual feelings of the victors
and the vanquished, when it happened that a
party of Roman soldiers, consisting principally
of a small detachment from the 9th legion
were sent to explore the country between Clau-
sentum, a Roman station in the vicinity of
Southampton, and the new, but flourishing
colony of Bath.t

In their progress through the neighbourhood
of old Sarum, then called Sorbiodunum, the
Romans were attacked by a party of Britons ;
and after a desperate resistance, in which they
lost their leader, the veteran Valens, being
overwhelmed by the superior numbers of their

e Tac. Vit. Agric. s. 16.

$ Richard of Cirencester (lib. 11. c. 1. 8. 15.) states that
Bath and Gl ter were occupied by the Romans, A.D,
47. The Romans were probably attracted to the former
place by its famous hot springs, which they called the
waters of the sun, and after which they named the city
Aque Solis. Ineed hardly add that Bath had existed long
previously as a British city; for few traditions are more
generally known than that relating to the discovery of the
medicinal virtues of its waters, and its consequent founda-
tion by Bladud.
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assailants, were obliged to consult their safety
by flight.

In this brave little band was a young soldier
of the name of Pudens, who had accompanied
the Roman general in the capacity of what we
should now style an aid-de-camp. Pudens had
been a fellow student with Agricola, whom the
pen of Tacitus has immortalized ; and, like
him, having completed his studies at the Greek
university at Marseilles, was now improving
his military knowledge in Britain. Already an
adept in the science of fortification, he had as-
sisted the centurion Valens to survey the coun-
try, preparatory to laying down the military
road which in after days connected Bath with
the Fosse road extending from Dorsetshire to
Lincolnshire.

Pudens fought gallantly by the side of the
centurion, notwithstanding the hopelessness of
the contest; and so entirely absorbed had he
been by the excitement of the combat, that he
was for some moments unaware that his com-
panions had deserted him, and that he was
almost surrounded by the enemy.  With some
difficulty, and not without a severe wound in
his shoulder from a brazen-headed javelin, he
extricated himself from his assailants, and



THE ROMANS IN BRITAIN. 7
spurring his horse, soon distanced his pur-
suers.

Having escaped from immediate danger, he
slackened his speed, and directed his course to-
wards an open space to avoid the woods and
thickets in which the Britons were accustomed
to lie in ambush for their foes. Having dis-
mounted, and tethered his horse to a hawthorn,
he seated himself on the grass, and began to
ruminate on his dreary situation — wearied,
wounded, and alone, a bewildered wanderer, in
anenemy’s country. The sun was setting, and
a dense, autumnal mist, resembling a sea of
vapour, covered the almost boundless plain
which surrounded him, and threatened soon to
envelope him, in what appeared to the young -
Roman accustomed to the glowing atmosphere
of Italy, a mantle of icy darkness. In a fit of
dejection, he wrapped his military cloak around
him, and reclining on the cold heath, endea-
voured, but in vain, to compose himself to
slumber.

Happily he had not long remained in this
cheerless state, before he remembered that he
had slung round his horse’s shoulders a skin
filled with rich Falernian wine, which his officer
had provided for their joint accommodation.
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Never was gift of Bacchus more opportune.
Having poured out a somewhat scant libation
to the jolly god, he quaffed a copious draught,
and seemed almost instantaneously inspired by
its effects. He who but a moment before had
hardly dared to breathe aloud lest he should be
discovered by his enemies, now, with a light
heart, and cheerful voice, hoping to be recog-
nized by his friends, carolled forth from his
favourite Horace :—

Quis post vina gravem militiam aut pauperiem crepat !

Who dares with glass well fill’d with wine,
At want, or toils of war, repine !

Having listened in vain to catch the sound
of any voice in reply, he was about to betake
himself once more to his turfy couch, when he
saw at a distance a flickering light, which his
sanguine imagination represented to be a signal,
kindled by some of his companions, as a ral-
lying point for their dispersed brethren. He
immediately arose, remounted, and rode to-
wards this cheering mark. The night, owing
to the mist, had become quite dark, and with
the exception of a few stars overhead, which
shot in meteors across the heavens, the fitful
light of this beacon was his only guide. No-
thing is more deceptive than a distant fire;
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and though this seemed at intervals to illu-
mine the whole hemisphere, it was not until
after many a weary circuit, and many a far
digression, that he came within its vicinity.
Here a sight presented itself, to which the
admirably descriptive pen of his countryman,
Virgil, could hardly do justicé ; and which cer-
tainly resembled a vision of the unseen world,
rather than aught human. In the midst of a
huge circle, formed by a stupendous colonnade
of massive, unhewn pillars, Pudens belreld a
terrific fire, whose flames lighted up the whole
scene with a lurid but uncertain glare. Around
this fire stood a number of tall, motionless,
forms, of a superhuman height, and behind
them appeared several shadowy, cavern-like
arches. In the midst was a human figure, clad
in a vestment of dazzling whiteness, pointing
towards heaven an uplifted wand. He seemed
some mighty magician, whose potent spell had
drawn forth from their rock-built caves the
giant forms which stood around, and before
whom mortals crouching at their feet seemed
but as pigmies. Behind, and visible through
these rude archways, appeared a number of in-
dividuals, in long, light robes, bearing some-
thing glittering in their hands. Other circles
B3
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of living beings and motionless forms surround-
ed these, and the whole seemed enclosed by
the gigantic boundary which we have described.
At a distance from this enchanted ring, and
apparently separated by some invisible barrier,
was a large concourse of people, apparently
congregated as spectators. Amid this dark
group flaming torches waved about in all direc-
tions, as though the meteors overhead were
reflected in some dark lake below.

When Pudens had recovered from the almost
overpowering amazement excited by this awful
spectacle, he secured his horse in a neighbour-
ing thicket, and advanced cautiously on foot
till he reached a mound in the vicinity, from
whence, by lying on his breast with his head
just peering over, he was able to view, unper-
ceived, the whole scene.

He now discovered it to be a Druidical as-
sembly, who were holding their equinoctial
meeting at Stonehenge. In the person of the ma-
gician, he heheld the Arch Druid ; in the mighty
and mysterious forms standing around, he dis-
cerned tall masses of stone; and in the huge
arches he saw the rude, rocky portals which fill
travellers with astonishment even at the present
day. The whole scene, indeed, deserves a
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more minute description ; for although the un-
certain light and varying shadows imparted to
it a vague sublimity, yet the spectacle was in
itself so solemn and imposing, that it needed
nothing of the unreal or indefinite to add to
its grandeur.

In the mid space included within the colos-
sal colonnade was a large oval recess, formed
by tall upright stones, having in its centre a
vast unhewn altar, and a blazing fire. Before
this altar stood the Arch Druid, in his magni-
ficent pontifical robes ; his right hand grasping
a golden sceptre. His long silver side locks
blended with his beard; and the baldness of his
forehead was hidden by an oaken garland sur-
mounted by a tiara of gold. A curiously
wrought breast-plate of the same precious metal
was half concealed by a long mantle of snowy
whiteness, which was fastened by being drawn
through a gold ring on his right shoulder,
and almost hid a pair of singularly carved pen-
tagonal wooden sandals.* He was attended by
several other Druids, also arrayed in white
robes, but without breast-plates, whose ton-

® This description of the Druidical costume seems to. ac-
cord with a plate in Montfaucon’s Antiquities, and does not
materially differ from that of Borlase, who has even adverted
to the pentagonal sandals.—Hist. of Cornwall.
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sured heads were unadorned, but whose flowing
long beards, nevertheless, gave them a very
striking appearance.

At the other end of the altar stood the chief
of the Ovates, or sacrificial order of the Druids,*
in a robe of light green. With one hand he
held the horns of a milk white heifer, which his
attendants, similarly clad, had just led to the
altar, and with the other brandished aloft a sa-
crificial knife. A circle of Druids, and another
of Ovates, separated from each other by a
strong barrier, inclosed this group.

The Arch Druid seemed, by the movement
of his hand, to be addressing this dazzling as-
sembly, and at every pause a stream of music,
mellowed by the night wind, and chorussed by
the shout of the multitude, thrilled through the
ears of Pudens. This music, he perceived, came
from a part of the sacred enclosure, hehind the
massive arches whichsheltered the Ovates. Here
stood the bards in sweeping robes of sky-blue,

* The Welsh Bards thus characterize the Druidical orders
in reference to their costume. They describe the Bards as
the * wearers of the long blue robes ;" the Ovates as
“ having a place in the assembly with their robes of bright
green ;" and the Druids as the *‘ splendid race—wearers of
gold chains—the eminently white.¥—Davies’s Alythol. of the
Druids.
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with glittering harps in their hands, from which
they ever and anon drew the most ravishing
strains. Another rocky barrier was again inter-
posed, and behind it were ranged the disciples
of the Druids, in variegated dresses of red, blue,
and green.

The ground thus occupied appeared dedi-
cated to sacerdotal purposes, as far as the tabu-
lar boundary ; between which, and the mound
and trench encircling the whole, there was a
wide interval.

In this interval, besides a Logan, and other
Druidical erections, which we shall have occa-
sion to notice hereafter, there was a hillock or
mount, on the summit of which sat the British
chief, surrounded by torch-bearers; and below
him several of the principal nobility.

While Pudens was feasting his sight on this
sublime spectacle, which he had great difficulty
in persuading himself was not the imagery of a
dream, a huge wicker car, filled with combusti-
bles and the carcases of slain animals, was
dragged towards the Arch Druid to receive his
benediction. The bards then sung a short
bymn, and the whole assembly shouted in cho-
rus. A solemn silence succeeded, broken only
by the indistinct voice of the Arch Druid, in-
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voking the gods, and the creak of the wheels of
the wicker car, as it was precipitated into the
flames. At this accession of fuel the fire broke
forth with ten-fold fury; when, unfortunately,
our hero’s steed, terrified at the sudden blaze,
uttered a kind of shrieking neigh, which appa-
rently thrilled with constermation the whole
assembly. “Afoe! afoe!” was shouted by
the different persons in the crowd ; and a hun-
dred scouts were immediately dispatched in the
direction of the sound.

Pudens saw the peril of his situation ; and
deeming it impossible to remain undiscovered,
resolved, desperate as the attempt might ap-
pear, to cut his way through the crowd and
seize his horse. A moment’s delay must be
fatal. Throwing aside bis cloak, therefore, he
rushed amid the multitude, and rendered al-
most irresistible by a sense of his danger,
seemed, at first, to annihilate all opposition.
As he strode along, and his tall helmet and
bright armour reflected the fitful beams of the
writhing flames, the multitude fancied at first
that it was their god Taranis, and retreated be-
fore him. Their chief, however, who knew
too well the Roman armour, ridiculed their su-
perstitious fears, and rallied them with the
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shout of “ A Roman! a Roman !” Regardless
of the throng pursuing him, Pudens still
pushed forward, his might increasing as his
situation became more critical, and the prize
was now almost within his reach, when he
saw his horse—his beloved horse—his only
hope of succour, laid hold of by some of his
foes. A spirit of desperation seized him: he
leaped forward with a prodigious bound, and
snatched at the rein ; but his foot slipped, and
he fell on the ground. The enemy now closed
with him ; and one, more daring than the rest,
who happened to be the warrior son of the
chief, planted his knees on his breast, to pre-
vent his rising. He made one more effort, and
flung his antagonists from him as an eagle
will dash from its plamage the first drops of
the thunder-shower : but it was in vain ; others
crowded round and overpowered him.

With difficulty he was rescued from the sum-
mary vengeance of the multitude ; more particu-
larly as, in his heedless fury, he had wounded
the sacred person of one of the Ovates; but a
present respite was granted him at the in-
tercession of this priest, who had in view a
more agreeable mode of executing his ven-
geance, namely—by sacrificing him upon the
burning pile !
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CHAPTER II.

A baleful rite,
That in the lapse of ages hath crept o'er
Diluvian truths and patriarchal lore,
WORDSWORTH.

Tue custom of sacrificing human victims
was always a disputed point among the Druids.
Many of them thought, with the heroes of
Homer and Virgil, that their foes taken in
battle were an offering peculiarly acceptable to
the manes of the fallen; others believed that
the human body alone presented a certain au-
gury; while a third class contended for the old
religion, and urged that many of the present
superstitions, particularly that of human obla-
tions, were innovations, the observance of
which had brought upon them the anger of the
Gods, as manifested in the Roman invasion.

These various opinions had produced a
schism among the Druids, and obliged them to
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establish their various sects in different coun-
tries. Those who augured from human victims
had established themselves in Mona;* those
who sacrificed their captives of war, in Gaul ;t+
and those who endeavoured to maintain the
purity of the ancient religion, in Britain.
These peculiar tenets were not, indeed, ex-
clusively maintained in the places which we
have mentioned ; but such were the general
characteristics of these different establish-
ments.

The present Arch Druid was of the class
which adhered to the patriarchal religion, and
might be considered, except where he was
obliged to conform to more popular usages, no
unworthy representative of the very ancient
order of British Druids. He was not only
very far superior in knowledge to the generality
of the people, which was common to his
order ; but he was likewise considerably in ad-
vance of his brethren ; for having spent much

* Anglesea. i

+ Tis true, that Gaul,
True, too, that Britain, by the Gauls mistaught,
Have done such deeds of horror; deeds that shock’d
Humanity, and call’d from angry heaven
These curses on our country.—Mason’s Caractacus.

See, however, his note on this part,—ED.
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of the early part of his life in the neighbour-
hood of the Greek colony, at Marseilles, he had
acquired some knowledge of Grecian literature ;
and his mind bad, in more mature years, been
greatly improved by travel, and converse with
philosophers.

Such was the functionary before whom Pu-
dens was brought, charged with being a spy on
the proceedings of the religious assembly, and
with having interrupted their solemnities, and
used violence towards the sacred person of one
of their priests.

There was no difference of opinion as to the
prisoner’s guilt ; but considerable discussion
arose as to his punishment, in consequence
of the wounded Ovate’s having demanded his
immediate immolation.

The Arch Druid, opposed in principle to the
sacrifice of human victims, and moved with
compassion at the youth and manly bearing of
Pudens, resolved, if possible, to avert from him
this horrible fate. Notwithstanding that his
authority was nominally absolute, he had, how-
ever,in the present instance, to contend with
such difficulties and prejudices, as soon con-
vinced him that his efforts to preserve the pri-
soner’s life would be useless.
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The meeting was composed of delegates from
all the principal establishments of the Druids.
Among these were many from Anglesea, and
from Gaul, of whom the greater number were
opposed to the Arch Druid. Of his own more
immediate followers, too, the majority would
rejoice at this opportunity of vengeance for the
recent massacre of their brethren at Anglesea,
by Paulinus Suetonius; and the multitude
would, it is easy to imagine, hail with delight
the slaughter of a Roman, as some slight com-
pensation for the myriads of their countrymen
who had perished in the insurrection of Boa-
dicea. The favour of the multitude was not to
be despised at a time when the existence of the
" priesthood was menaced,and an order for their
extermination had gone forth from the Em-
peror ;* but still more important was it, at such
a crisis, for the hierarchy to preserve unanimity
amongst themselves.

The Arch Druid, acting as president, took
but little part in the debate ; yet he did not
wholly conceal his own views and wishes,
though, unfortunately, they were not the views

® A decree for the extinction of the Druids was issued
by Tiberius, and carried into partial execution under Clau-
dius.
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and wishes of the majority. An aged bard,
too, spoke eloquently on the side of mercy,
which he called the mistletoe of the soul: but
the wounded Ovate, who had himself witnessed
the immolation of some of his own relatives at
Anglesea, spoke more vehemently, and, at the
same time, more artfully, on that of vengeance.

¢ Have not the Romans, themselves,” said
the Ovate, ¢ set us the example of sacrificing
human victims? Inflated by temporary suc-
cess, they are pleased to call us barbarians ; but
did they not imbrue our altars, at Anglesea,
with the blood of our priests? and did not they
offer as a sacrifice to their furies, what we
should have offered to our Gods? Consider,
too,” he pursued, *‘that what was revenge in
them, is mercy inus. They know not but that
the victims, whom they cast alive into the
flames, perish like the beasts whom they, in
their ignorance and cruelty, resemble; but we
know that their spirits shall animate other
forms ; and if virtuous and valorous in this life,
far more glorious ones. If, therefore, the free-
dom which the Gods can bestow, be better than
the fetters which man can impose, it is hu-
manity towards the captive to release him from
the ills of mortality. Nor is it only humanity
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to Aim ; it is justice to the ghosts of the slain
at Anglesea, and to their survivors ; for we know
that the life of man can only be redeemed by
life. Nay, further still, it is piety to the im-
mortal Gods, to whom nothing is so dear as
human life, and nothing, consequently, so grate-
ful as oblation. Let me, therefore, entreat
you,” he concluded, ¢ not to heed the suppli-
cations of a Roman, an enemy, and a spy; but
to do that which is most humane to the pri-
soner, most just, and most politic to ourselves,
and most acceptable to the Gods.”

This speech, plausible in itself, was rendered
still more effective by the display of the blood-
stained vest ; and being on the popular side,
was received with shouts of approbation.

The fatal sentence now only required ratifica-
tion by the Arch Druid ; which ratification he
was about to give, although with extreme re-
luctance, when, as Providence had happily or-
dered it, he wasinterrupted by the inauspicious
lowing of the sacred heifer.

The Arch Druid did not fail to take advan-
tage of this circumstance, to represent that the
Gods were opposed to this cruel sacrifice, and
that it ought not, therefore, to proceed. The
discussion was, in consequence, again renewed ;
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and, after a stormy debate, it was at last re-
solved that the prisoner’s fate should await the
ordeal of the Logan, or Rocking Stone.

While the Druids were thus engaged, Pu-
dens, who had been removed to a distant part
of the enclosure, had time to collect his scat-
tered thoughts ; but, oh ! what pen shall des-
cribe the intensity of the emotions which
successively agitated his bosom during this in-
terval of suspense! It was some moments
before he could open his eyes on the scene
around him! and when he did everything
seemed to float before his vision with horrible
indistinctness. The fell desire of revenge,
which had at first stimulated him almost to
madness, had now subsided, and less violent
but more harrowing feelings tortured him,
awakened by the close contemplation of death
—violent—unrequited—death ! All the visions
of youth—all the projects of ambition—all the
endearments of friendship—to perish in a mo-
ment! No person to sympathize in his suf-
ferings—that thought was cruel ; no friend to
witness his death—that was heart-rending; no
friend to hear of his death—that was over-
powering. Had there been one whom he knew
to behold, still more to record, the fortitude
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with which he should have grappled with his
final foe, he would have died contentedly, nay,
even happily. Yet, strange to say, so tena-
ciously does hope cling to the heart of youth,
that he did not yet utterly despair of life ; nay,
still more strange, there was something of ad-
venture, something of heroism, in his present
situation, which, at momentary intervals, made
it somewhat more than merely tolerable ;—of
such strange complexity are we wrought !

In one of these flitting paroxysms, he had
the courage to survey the altar, and even the fire
which was to immolate him ; but, oh, heavens!
how shall language describe the shudder which
seized him, when he beheld on that wicker pile,
as yet unconsumed, the body of a Roman sol-
dier! In the soldier’s fate he read his own.
A cold sweat crept over him ; his heart sicken-
ed, his knees smote, and he would have sunk
on the earth, had it not been that, at this mo-
ment, he was summoned away to the Arch
Druid’s presence ; and a spirit of desperation—
that fixed despair which supports a fiend under
a thunderbolt, and renders him immortal—not
only sustained him, but imparted an energy
which seemed to render him superior to the
shocks of fate.



24 STONEHENGE ; OR,

CHAPTER I1I1.

Thither, youth,
Turn your astonish’d eyes ; hehold yon huge
And unhewn sphere of liviug adamant,
Which pois’d by magic, rests its central weight
On youder pointed rock ; firm as it seems,
Such is its strange and virtuous property,
It moves obsequious to the geatlest touch
Of him, whose breast is pure; but to a traitor,
Though e’en a giant’s prowess nerved his arm,
It stands as fixt as Snowden.

MASON’S CARACTACUS.

Tre Logan, or rocking-stone was generally
an enormous mass of granite, poised with such
nicety upon the tapering extremity of another
stone, that it might be put into motion by the
hand, or sometimes made to oscillate, as Car-
rington describes it, “even by the puffing
breeze.” Cromwell’s soldiers found one of
these relics of olden superstition in Derbyshire,
the superincumbent stone of which weighed
from eighty to one hundred tons; and having,
in their ignorant zeal, broken it into pieces, they
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discovered that the Logan was made moveable
by a pivot morticed into one stone, which cor-
responded with a socket in the other. It was
used by the Druids as a test of the innocence
of persons accused ; and, like the Saxon ordeals
which succeeded it, was very subservient to
the views of those who superintended its use.
If a sense of crime made the culprit timid, he
did not apply sufficient force to move it, and
was, therefore, not unjustly condemned; but if
he were obnoxious to the priesthood, the force
of a giant would not have availed him ; for by
the insertion of any obstacle between the pivot
and the edge of the socket, the mass might be
easily rendered immovable.

Here oft the accus'd upon his own appeal
To righteous Gods when man had ceas'd to feel,
Or at a doubting judge’s stern command,
Before the SToNE oF POowER was forced to stand,
To take his sentence from the balanced block,
As at his touch it rock’d or seem’d to rock.
: WORDSWORTH.

Such was the precarious ordeal upon which
the fate of our hero was suspended'

Pudens being brought before the primitive
judgment seat, the Arch Druid waved his
sceptre, and a deep silence immediately per-

VOL. I c

\



26 STONEHENGE ; OR,

vaded the whole assembly, broken only by
the crackling of the flames, and the fall of
the materials as they were detached by the
fire. As Pudens expected that he was now to
receive his sentence of death, his only thought
was how to demean himself as hecame a Roman ;
and having, therefore, ‘screwed his courage
to the sticking-place,” he stood before the Arch
Druid with head erect, left foot advanced, and
right hand clenched ; his knit brow, compressed
lips, and fixed and glowing eyes, displaying
the condensation of desperation and defiance.

The Arch Druid asked him in Greek, “ Who,
and what art thou:”

“ A Roman,” answered Pudens.

The Arch Druid, with a mild voice, con-.
tinued, “ What would’st thou here, profaning
our holy mysteries ?”

“ Holy mysteries, ye Gods !” scornfully
repeated Pudens ; pointing to his comrade’s
corpse, which at that moment fell unconsumed
from the flaming pile.

The Druid shuddered as his eyes beheld
this object ; and feeling still more commisera-
tion for the youth and magnanimity of the
prisoner, he thought it more prudent to curtail
a dialogue which could only have the effect of
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exasperating his companions. He, therefore,
proceeded thus: “ Young Roman, as a foe, a
disturber of our mysteries, and an assaulter of
our priests, our laws condemn thee to the fate
which thou would’st have assigned us ; but as
a youth and a stranger, our religion compas-
sionates thee. Thou hast, therefore, a chance
of life; and if the Gods resent not thy defiance
more than we do, may’st yet escape.”

He then explained the nature of the ordeal,
and added in a mild, affectionate voice, hardly
above a whisper, in order that Pudens alone
might hear,  Strike, and strike boldly.”

Pudens was now led in procession to the
Logan stone, which reared its enormous bulk
at a distant part of the enclosure within the
mound, but exterior to the stone bar.rier.
First in order marched the Arch Druid, bearing
the sacred oaken wand tipped with silver,
attended by two youths with flaming torches;
and immediately behind him the Druids in
their long white robes. Then came Pudens,
escorted between two of the (Qvates, one car-
rying an oak-leaf garland, the token of victory ;
and the other—horrible to relate—the sacrifi-
cial knife! Several of the youths, some armed
with brazen-headed javelins, and others car-

c 2



28 STONEHENGE ; OR,

rying torches, surrounded them as a guard.
These were followed by the rest of the Ovates
in their bright green vestures; and the proces-
sion was closed by the bards in their long blue
robes, walking two by two, and bearing their
glittering harps in their hands.

While Pudens was in the presence of the
Arch Druid, the proper officers had gone to
prepare the dread ordeal, and, nominally, at
least, to take care that no impediment to the
free motion of the ponderous mass existed ; in
the performance of which duty none was more
officious than the wounded priest. These ar-
rangements being completed, the different mem-
bers of the procession ranged themselves in
circles around the Logan, which, magnified by
the lights and shades of a hundred torches,
appeared like an avalanche poised on a moun-
tain of snow.

The Arch Druid then commenced the cere-
mony by the following invocation :—

By the sacred course of the sun's fiery car;

By the mooa's chariot track as she wanders afar ;

By the magical potency of each star; -

Accept this wand !
Presenting the mystic staff to Pudens he re-
sumed -~
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By the flaming Zodiac's twelvefold girth;

By the planets coeval with nature’s birth ;

Who in musical mazes encircle the earth ;

Heaven nerve thy hand !*

The bards now sung in chorus to their harps a
brief but very melodious strain, the burden of
which was—

Yon rock at thy touch, if unsullied thy soul,

To and fro’ on its adamant pillow shall roll;

As old ocean, disturbed in his cavernous bed,

By the breath of the wind, shakes his billow-wreath'd
head.

While this impressive ceremony was pro-
ceeding, the Logan rocked violently, and even
terrifically ; being secretly put in motion by some
of the attendant priests ; which afforded Pudens
some encouragement, as it convinced him that
it was not immoveable. It had now, however,
recovered its equilibrium ; the music was hushed,
and the signal given by the wounded Ovate.

Pudens summoned up all his resolution, and
poising the silver tipped staff for a moment in
his hand, with a mixture of confidence and de-
fiance, hurled it with all his might at the stone.

® This adjuration is almost literally translated from an
ancient Druidical oath, preserved by Selden in his Prolog.
de diis Syriis, and by him extracted from Vettius Valens
Antiochenaus, 1. 7,
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The wand was shivered into splinters, and the
Logan rang with the violence of the concussion :
but it remained fixed as a rock !

A momentary pause ensued, during which
every breath was suspended with anxiety, and
which was at last broken by a groan of the
Arch Druid’s, who knew too well that fraud
had been practised, but dared not expose it.

What were the feelings of Pudens during
this moment? Did he rave with desperation ?
No.—Did he tremble with terror? No.—He
felt neither desperation nor terror. He spake
not—he moved not—he felt not. His too
sanguine disposition had construed the kind
advice of the Arch Druid into a promise of
success ; and disappointment, coming with the
suddenness and violence of a thunderbolt, had
stunned him. There he stood, with his right
arm advanced, as though the lance had hardly
left it, and his right foot raised behind him ;
bereft of all thought and notion: like the
statue of Apollo when the fatal quoit had
brought his favourite Hyacinthus to the ground.
The heaven-rending shout of the multitude
seemed to recall his life, but not his senses;
and he was carried off unresisting, and almost
unconscious.
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The sacred torches, which had been borne in
procession, were now laid on the altar, and the
fire rekindled. The priests resumed their
places, and the bards their harps. In the
meantime they proceeded to divest Pudens of
his helmet and breast-plate, and to bare the
upper part of his body ; and while some of the
Flamens were thus employed, others prepared
the leathern thongs to bind his limbs, and the
chief of the Ovates placed a chaplet of mistletoe
on his brows.

On tearing aside his tunic, some object met
the view of the officiating priest, which seemed
to excite his astonishment; and the Augur-
baving had his attention directed to it, no
sooner beheld it than he let fall his divining
rod, and tore his hair. The Arch Druid was
now sent for; and he having gazed an instant,
uttered a wild sound, something between a
shriek and a groan, and fell powerless to the
ground!

The cause of this extraordinary emotion was,
that on Pudens’s breast appeared the figure of
a crown, surmounted with an oak leaf, and
having a cipher below ; all rudely traced in mi-
nute punctures of the skin, which had been
afterwards stained with woad.(A)
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The mark of a crown was frequently im-
pressed by the Kings of Britain upon their sons ;
and if they were of the druidical order, the oak-
leaf was superadded; forming together one of
the most honourable insignia of royal birth.
In the present instance, it not only conveyed
this mysterious information to the Augur ; but
it convinced the Arch Druid, at a glance, that
the victim about to be immolated was none
other than his own son !

The Arch Druid had formerly been King of
the Heedui, or people of Somersetshire ; but his
territories had been ravished from him by the
Belgee, who, in their invasion, had carried off
his infant son. The chief of the Belgians,
having afterwards been summoned away hastily
to Gaul, where the far larger portion of his
dominions lay, had taken Pudens with him;
and his countrymen having meanwhile risen in
insurrection against the Romans, and been
obliged to deliver up hostages of the chief of the
nation, he had dispatched him to Rome in the
place of his own son. As all this had happened
nearly twenty years ago, this long interval had
elapsed since the unhappy father had received
any intelligence of his lost child.

But we must recall our attention from the
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past adventures of the father and son to their
present situation. The father had just strength
enough to whisper, almost inaudibly, but in an
agony of emotion, ¢ Save him |—save him !’ a
behest which, however, involved a task not so
easy of accomplishment as it might at first ap-
pear; for the fire was burning fearfully, the
people were waiting impatiently, and the sacri-
fice could not be deferred without assigning
some reason, while, as yet, no reason could be
devised. A council of the Druids was, there-
fore, immediately called to advise upon the
emergency ; and all was mystery and confusion,
discord and irresolution.

Happily, the Augur thought of an expedient
which seemed to meet all the difficulties of their
present embarrassment. The body of the Ro-
man which Pudens had seen, and which had
thrilled him with such horror, having, as above
stated, fallen from the car unconsumed; it was
proposed to substitute this in the place of their
intended victim. As the people were at a dis-
tance, and as the fitful glare of the flames was
frequently intercepted by different persons pass-
ing to and fro in the exercise of their functions,
there was sufficient obscurity to favour the
fraud, and to render it undiscoverable.

c3
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It might here be proper to observe, that this
corpse was the body of the Roman Centurion,
Valens, who had been slain in the morning ren-
contre, and which had been dragged hither at
the command of some of the Ovates, to sub-
serve the purposes of augury.

Pudens had, by this time, become sensible of
the reality of his horrible situation, and had
just begun to look wildly around him, in hope-
less anguish ; when he felt the leathern thongs
which confined him loosened, and a white gar-
ment thrown around him. A voice at the same
time whispered,  If thou art silent thou art
safe; followme :”’ and he was led by the hand,
hastily, and almost unconsciously, to a little
distance, where he was told to remain concealed.

From this hiding-place he had an indistinct
view of what was passing around him ; and he
used afterwards to describe his feelings as being
of the most extraordinary nature. The adven-
tures of the evening had been of such an ap-
palling character, and had succeeded each other
with such an overwhelming rapidity—they had
been so fraught with horrors, and, at the same
time, so unlike anything real, that he had ever
experienced or heard of —that he felt bewildered.
He was, indeed, so unable to connect his present
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emotions with any former mental associgtions,
that his mind-pressed on the very verge of in-
sanity. At first he thought he was oppressed
by some ¢ Phantasma, or some hideous dream;’
and he afterwards began almost to doubt his
own identity, and even to imagine that he hLad
suffered the fate which had threatened him, and
that his body was the corpse which he now saw
consuming, while his spirit, robed in white, was
within the confines of Tartarus, awaiting the
judgment of Rhadamanthus! The fire, the
music, the shadowy costume, the place, the
time, all—all contributed to add to the delu-
sion.

Such were the mysterious feelings which ac-
companied his returning consciousness. Such
were the spectral illusions which flitted across
the chambers of imagery, ere yet Reason, with
her wand, like the spear of Ithuriel, had made
reality reveal herself without disguise !

By the time the mystic ceremony was con-
cluded, the Arch Druid was recovered, and had
given orders that Pudens should be conducted
to his abode; who was accordingly taken to
the residence of his new, but unknown relative.

The Arch Draid did not reveal his relation-
ship that evening, for he compassionated the
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exhausted state of Pudens; and, indeed, his
own strength was unequal to the task ; for be-
sides the fatigue consequent on his sacerdotal
exertions, his heart was bursting with those
parental emotions, which could only find relief
in solitude and tears. He, therefore, shared
with Pudens the remains of a sacrificial wheaten
cake, and a cordial distilled from the sacred
mistletoe, with honey and an infusion of white
poppies. Having discussed this light meal
almost in silence, three or four fleecy skins
were piled on each other, at a little distance
from the fire, as a couch for Pudens; and, in a
few moments, his marvellous but brief adven-
tures, his past trials and present dangers, were
all alike forgotten.
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CHAPTER 1V.

Nec reticebo senem,

Qui, Beleni, cedituus,

Nil opis inde tulit;

Sed tamen, ut placitum,

Stirpe satus Druidum. Ausonius, pror. 10.

Nor in oblivious silence shall remain

The holy warden of Apollo’s fane ;

He his religion’s glory had survived,

And from his office little wealth derived.

Bat from the noble race of Druids sprung,

It were not meet his name should be unsung.

WaeN Pudens awoke on the morrow, he
began to survey the apartment in which he had
slept ; and which he now found was a subter-
raneous one, apparently formed by the excava-
tion of some hill or rock. The only avenue
for the admission of light was a long tube in
the centre of the apartment, resembling, and
indeed among other uses, subserving the pur-
pose of a chimney ; but which was not imme-
diately over the fire-place. On looking above,
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he observed that the stars were visible;
but the sky appeared unusually light around,
and he fancied that he could discern the dis-
tant songs of birds. To add to his perplexity,
the huge oaken log piled on the fire when he
came in, and which then seemed fuel for the
next twenty-four hours, was now in ashes;
and the long torches of fir splinters saturated
with grease, which served as lights, had for
the most part mouldered away, and their places
been supplied by others.

After torturing his imagination in vain to
account for these appearances, he fortunately
recollected that he had heard of the Zgyptians
being able to see the stars at mid-day, notwith-
standing an almost vertical sun, by looking
upwards from the bottom of a deep well; he,
therefore, attributed to the long tube* the same
property of making the stars visible by day-
light ; which was indeed the case, for day-light
had illumined the world for some hours; his

¢ The use of these tubes for astronomical purposes has led
some writers to suppose that optical instruments were not
unknown to the Druids; who adduce in support of their
opinion the following passage from Diodorus Siculus ;=
¢ In this island, the moon appears so near the earth, that
certain eminences of a terrestrial form are plainly seen
on it.”
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slumbers having encroached very much upon
the morning.

Pudens, having allayed his curiosity on this
point, naturally felt a desire to explore the
mysteries of his singular place of sojourn.
Looking out at the vaulted entrance of his
apartment, into a dark, but apparently spacious
cavern beyond, he could see nothing but some
high and bulky, but misshapen columns, which
caught and reflected back the feeble ray emitted
by his lamp; and no sound reached his ears but
that of a perpetual dropping of water, as though
from a considerable height, into some pool or
reservoir below. As his curiosity, however, had
more scope than opportunity of indulgence in
the exterior of his apartment, he very wisely
tarned his attention to the interior; sensible
that a traveller exposes himself to the charge of
great ignorance, who does not make himself
acquainted with the peculiarities of his own
country, before he seeks others.

Upon taking a survey of the room in which
he had slept, he discovered that it was the
Arch Druid’s secret laboratory, and observed
the following articles lying about in different
directions :—On a massive, but smooth piece
of limestone, projecting from a recess in the
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wall, was the golden sickle used to cut the
sacred mistletoe ; the Arch Druid’s tiara,
sceptre, and breast-plate; and a rod tipped
with silver, similar to that which he had
shivered in pieces in attempting to put the
Logan in motion. Near these, was a gilded
chair of state, over the back of which werethrown
the pontificial robes and brazen girdle ; and in
which were lying a magnificent torque or collar,
and an armilla, both of gold wire with pearls
inwreathed. All these articles appeared to
be either the ornaments of the Arch Druid’s
person, or the insignia of his office. On an
oaken table, curiously carved, inlaid with a
species of ivory formed from the tusks and
bones of marine animals, were strewed in con-
fusion, as though recently laid aside, a number
of instruments and scrolls used in study or divi-
nation. Among these, Pudens particularly no-
ticed the magical crystal,(B) the necromantic
scissars and shears, several little bundles of
divining rods or twigs of different trees, an as-
trological scroll, in which were depicted the
constellations of the Zodiac, and, what sur-
prized him more than all the rest, two or three
Greek manuscripts, among which he recog-
nized copies of the poems of Orpheus and
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Homer. The Arch Druid had, apparently,
been writing; for there were two or three sticks,
squared so as to present flat surfaces, and im-
pressed with Runic inscriptions, lying together;
and near them the stylus, with which the cha-
racters had been traced, and the Perythynen,
or elucidator, which was a kind of frame in
which it was necessary to arrange them, in
order to decipher their meaning. Near the
fire were two or three brazen cauldrons, and
different kinds of vessels, some made of clay,
and some of a vitreous kind of substance re-
sembling opaque glass, in' which were oint-
ments and liquids of various kinds.

While Pudens was attentively exploring
these arcana ; the latter of which seemed to
afford him some hope of relief for the pain in
his wounded arm, the Arch Druid entered, and
behind him two or three attendants bearing pro-
visions. The Arch Druid was now raore simply
clad than on the preceding evening, having on
a plain white robe with a crescent embroidered
on it; but Pudens could not help admiring his
venerable figure and countenance. He was
very tall, and his snowy hair and long silvery
beard gave a peculiar placidity to his features,
naturally of a meditative cast. It was as
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though the storms of life had.ceased to agitate
it; merely leaving slight furrows here and
there as a memorial of the past conflict.

Their lunch, for so this meal must be called,
breakfasts at that time being unknown, con-
sisted of a species of fromenty, made of wheat
and eggs, boiled in milk, and sweetened with
honey ; which, when they had discussed, the
Arch Druid gazed earnestly upon Pudens, and
thus addressed him :

“ My son, they tell me thou hast a wound ;
mayhap it pains thee and requires dressing;
I am not unskilled in chirurgery, and may pos-
sibly administer some relief to thee.  Wilt
thou bare thy shoulder ?”

The old man’s manner was so mild and so
affectionate, that a more distrustful disposition
than that of Pudens would have felt confidence
and almost love. In him, indeed, a fueling
very much resembling the latter prevailed, for
he felt an instinctive kind of attachment, which
appeared to him quite unaccountable. He
accordingly bared his shoulder, and in so
doing, exposed his breast. The trembling sage
anxiously explored this mysterious mark, and
a certain quivering about the lips, and an occa-
sional large scalding tear hasting to hide itself
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in his venerable beard, betokened his emotion.
He longed to fly into the arms of his long lost
child; but as yet his child knew not that it
was his aged parent who stood before him.
He wished, moreover, previously to make a
few inquiries of Pudens as to his former life,
as some shadowy doubt seemed still to becloud
his conviction ; for he was past that period
when hope believes all things, and it is the
character of old age to be incredulous of
good.
Under the pretext of seeking for some leni-
tive, he tremblingly left the apartment to
compose his agitated mind; and so violent
were his emotions, that even after his over-
burdened heart was somewhat relieved by a
torrent of unrestrained tears, thrice did he
assay to return and resume his task but thrice
his strength failed him. At last, after having
with difficulty prepared an ointment of mis-
tletoe, he was obliged to give it to one of his
- disciples to administer, while he lingered a
little while in solitude to recover his self-pos-
session.
When the wound was dressed he returned,
and taking his seat opposite Pudens, thus ad-
dressed him: '
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1 observed a singular mark upon thy breast,
young Roman; dost thou khow its significa-
tion, or how thou didst acquire it ¥’

Pudens appeared at first a little disconcerted ;
for that mark had often caused him annoyance,
having, in his boyhood, excited the ridicule of
his youthful companions; and even in more
mature years, the troublesome curiosity of some
of his friends, who endeavoured in vain to in-
terpret the mystical symbol. Indeed, the fre-
quent blushes which this had caused him in his
youth, had acquired him the Roman name
Pudens, his original name having been Bago-
cassis.*

“1 know not, Father,” replied Pudens,
‘“either how I acquired it, or what it means.
It has caused various speculations, but no one
has been able to solve the difficulty; perhaps
your erudition in the occult sciences may enable
you to explain it.”

“ Dost thou recollect,” rejoined the Arch
Druid, “ when thou didst first receive it ?”

“] do not,” answered Pudens,  but it was
before I came to Rome.”

“ Then thou wast not born at Rome?'—

® «Tu Bagocassis, stirpe druidarum satus.” —Auson. prof. 4.
Eo.
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asked the Arch Druid, with ill-concealed emo-
tion.

“ Nay,” replied Pudens, * they tell me that
I was born in Gaul; but this I doubt, for I
recollect Rome from almost my infancy ; and 1
remember being sent from Rome to Gaul,
under the pretext of being restored to my pa-
rents; but these pretended parents of mine sold
me to the messenger, and he reconveyed me to
Rome.”

Pudens paused, and the Arch Druid, with
increased emotion, pursued,

“Thy narrative, young stranger, interests
me. Thou hadst known adventure, then, before
yesternight. Proceed with thy history, I pray
thee.” :

Pudens continued : “ When I arrived at
Rome, I was employed in the theatre and circus.
On one occasion, I was shifting some of the
scenery in which a young lion was to be ex-
hibited, when the animal broke loose, and rushed
towards that part of the benches on which our
General Aulus Plautius sat; whereupon—I le-
velled at him the piked pole which I had in my
hand, and with which 1 used to fasten the
awning, and wounded him. He immediately
left Aulus Plautius and turned round upon me;
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but, thanks to the Gods, I escaped, and he was
secured. Our general, thinking that I had res-
cued him, bought me, and in the course of
time—having no children of his own, adopted
me, and bestowed upon me his own name
Aulus. So that you see I was made a Roman
if I was not born one. To finish my brief his-
tory—Aulus Plautius sent me to Marseilles to
be educated, and afterwards placed me under
the Roman General, Suetonius, whom I accom-
panied hither.”

“ Then thou didst not know thy parents ?”
anxiously inquired the Arch Druid.

“No,” replied Pudens.

The old man could control himself no longer;
but weeping aloud, and throwing himself into
his son’s arms, with faltering voice he indis-
tinctly articulated :

* My son—my son' behold thy father!”

It would not be an easy task to describe the
mixed emotions which this exclamation excited
in Pudens. Surprize, tinctured with incredu-
lity at the marvellousness of the event itself’;
veneration and awe for the person and dignity
of the Arch Druid, mixed with a feeling some-
what resembling horror at his mysterious of-
fice; a disappointment at being undeceived in
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thinking himself an all-powerful Roman, and
finding himself a despised Briton, blended, how-
ever, with a slight degree of satisfaction in
finding himself under such high protection in a
hostile country; all these contrarious feelings,
and others too subtle for analysis, were at last
overpowered by the affecting tenderness of the
aged parent, and the instinctive filiality of the
new claimed child. Long and ardent was their
embrace ; deep and holy were the old man’s
raptures ; and all absorbing was the interest
with which they proceeded from link to link in
the chain of evidence by which they proved
their affinity !

The former history of Pudens has already
been narrated ; perhaps it may not be irrele-
vant-to our design to give a slight sketch of that
of the Arch Druid in this place.

The Arch Druid was a younger son of a
former King of the Heedui. His British. name
was Rhuddlwm Gawr, by which he is immor-
talized in the Welsh Triads as being one of the
three great masters of mysterious science in the
Island of Britain! His elder brother succeeding
to the throne, he had been intended for the
Druidical order, and consequently had spent
his earlier years in their school.
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Having, in the course of his studies, at-
tended the annual assembly of the Druids in
the territories of the Carnutes, in Gaul, he was
induced to accompany one of the priests to the
neighbourhood of Marseilles, where were the
relics of the famous Druidical grove so sub-
limely described by Lucan, (C) and the greater
part of which had been destroyed in the wars
between Pompey and Ceesar:—and while resi-
dent here it happened that mutual curiosity led
to a familiarity between some of the more ven-
turesome of the students of the College at Mar-
seilles, and some of the more communicative
inhabitants of this small, but still revered grove;
which circumstance produced an interchange of
pursuits, and directed his attention to Grecian
literature. With such a wide field for study as
was thus open to him, it is not surprising that
he should have been tempted to prolong his
stay for two or three years; at the expiration
of which period he returned home, and his
brother having died in the mean time, he suc-
ceeded to the government of the Heedui ; which
dignity he continued to enjoy when Pudens
was born.

It has been before related that the Arch Druid
lost his kingdom, and his son, in an invasion of
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the Belgm: after this calamity, he directed
his course to Gaul, in hopes of recovering his
son; but his expedition proved bootless. Early
reminiscences, however, induced him to settle
for awhile in the neighbourhood of Marseilles,
where he learnt from various Greek writers
some of the mysteries of the Egyptian religion;
and his imagination being struck with the
similarity which prevailed between the religious
ceremonies of the priests of Isis and those of
the Druids, his curiosity next led him to Egypt,
where he contracted a friendship with the son
of an Egyptian priest, through whose aid he
was able to obtain information which otherwise
must have remained inaccessible.

It is rather a singular circumstance, and its
singularity will, perhaps, excuse a brief digres-
sion, that this identical priest had the honour
of describing and explaining the antiquities of
Egypt to Germanicus ; and that his interpreta-
tion of the hieroglyphic inscription at Thehes
to his illustrious visitor is preserved by Tacitus,
and now forms part of that writer’s immortal
history.*

In Egypt, the Arch Druid was admitted to
the sacred mysteries of Thoth, and learnt some
* Tac. Aon. lib.11. ¢. 60,

VOL. L D
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curious particulars as to the primitive know-
ledge of mankind, and the origin of their various
systems of philosophy and religion, which threw
great light on the early history of Druidism;
and from this grand reservoir of human science,
he also drew large supplies of all kinds of
physical knowledge, particularly astronomy,
mechanics, and medicine.

On his return to Britain, he happened to arrive
at the states 'of the Veneti, a tribe of the Gauls,
inhabiting the coasts of Britanny, on the eve of
one of their singular Druidical festivals. It had
been a custom with this people, from the most
remote ages of antiquity, to hold an annual
convocation on the sea shore, in which they
used to add a single stone to their national
temple, as a record of the lapse of time. This
was done amid a general illumination, and at-
tended with certain mysterious ceremonies.*

A little before the occasion to which we refer,
their temple had suffered much from & violent
storm, which had driven the waves inland with
such fury, that some of the stones, notwith-
standing their gigantic bulk, had been removed
from their proper positions. To replace these

« See the Rev. W. L. Bowles’ Essay onthe stones at Carnac
in Normandy, appended to his Hermes Britannicus.
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stones required not only great mechanical skill,
but great astronomical knowledge; as it was
necessary that the principal diameter of the
circle should lie in the direction of the poles,
and that their general configuration and num-
ber should conform to certain circles and cycles,
of which we have a very imperfect knowledge
at the present day.

This accident was deemed the more disas-
trous, as the Druids had lately held their
general assemblies here, instead, as formerly,
in the more central territory of the Car-
nutes: and in the present instance, they
had, besides their ordinary business, the im-
portant task of choosing an Arch Druid ; and
it had been designed to give as much éclat to
the ceremony as possible. To add to their
embarrassment, such was the decay of astrono-
mical science among them, that no one present,
except their visitor, was able to instruct them
how to dispose the stones: his speech, however,
on this occasion displayed such ample stores of
practical wisdom, as not only gave him an
infinite superiority over his colleagues, but
actually acquired for him the high dignity of
Arch Druid!

D 2
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CHAPTER V.

How
In this our pinching cave, shall we discourse
The freezing hours away ?

In the cave wherein they bow, their thoughts do hit
The roofs of palaces.
CYMBELINK.

Tre Arch Druid could not help noticing
that when Pudens first made his appearance
on the morrow after the discovery of his strange
relationship, he looked thoughtful and discom-
posed. Accustomed to scrutinize the motives
of human action, and skilled to read in the
countenance the indications of what is passing
within, he was not at a loss to construe his
guest’s present feelings, and thus commenced
the conversation :

“ My son, many of our sages have boasted
that they have read in the heavens what is
transpiring on the earth, and verily they have
not erred. Doth the moon heave our ocean,
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and raise the sap in plants, and wilder the
love-lorn maiden’s brain ; and shall not the
stars influence our nether world ? Yea, my
son, they do; and he is wise who may read
their lore ; but it is a mystery few attain unto.
Great is my fame among my people for this;
but I care not to tell thee that though I have
oft watched the bear, and though I have oft
foretold great changes on earth, and even but
two months ago read one in the heavens,
which is not yet all fulfilled ; nevertheless, my
fame hath arisen rather by the interpretation of
that index of the soul, the human countenance,
than by aught I gathered from the face of the
heavens. Shall I tell thee, my son, what hath
caused the cloud which now gathers over thy
brow ?”

“ ] was not aware, father,” replied Pudens,
¢ that my brow was clouded; but perhaps the
wound in my shoulder, though but slight, and
much assuaged by your medicaments, may
have somewhat disturbed my rest last night,
and my face may not altogether have concealed
it from your observing eye.”

“ Nay, my son,” said the old man, with a
smile, « thy countenance doth not betoken
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pain, but grief; not so much unrest as anx-
iety.”

“ Well, father,” said Pudens, “it were vain,
it would appear, to conceal from you what my
countenance discovers; but you have excited
my curiosity to know the interpretation theréof.
I too can gaze upon the scroll of the heavens,
but I cannot interpret the glittering characters
inscribed thereon; now, therefore, aread me
my thoughts.”
. “Well,” said the Arch Druid, “thou wast

thinking that all thy hopes have been dashed
to pieces at a blow; that thou art no longer a
Roman, but a Briton; no longer a conqueror,
but one of the oppressed—"

¢ Father, forgive me,” said Pudens, inter-
rupting. “ Thou hast truly read my thoughts,
for 1 was thinking even s0.”

¢ 1 blame thee not,” said the Arch Druid:
] too have been thinking of thy condition,
and little sleep, I ween, have my cogitations
allowed me. What are thy future prospects,
my son ?"”’

“ Why, father,” replied Pudens, “I know
but little of the future. 1seem but as a bubble
tossed about on the ocean of life; if I am
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raised aloft one minute, I am dashed the lower
the next; but whither tending, I know not.”

“ My son,” answered the old mam, “thy
simile is not bad, and we will pursue it. When
thou hast been raised aloft, hast thou not
caught the sunshine of hope ; and has not fancy
spread a thousand glittering colours over thy
fate "

Pudens smiled assent, and the Arch Druid
continued,

“ And have not some of those colours been
less fleeting, and of oftener recurrence than
others? In other words, hast thou not en-
deavoured to shape thy course in some parti-
cular direction; or hast thou left thyself to be
drifted about by fate, listlessly enjoying the
restless heavings of the billows, but with no
cynosure to guide thee—a mere bubble as thou
sayest 2

% Nay, father,” answered Pudens, ‘ not
altogether so : I have ever kept one object in
view; but Fate seems to have amused herself
in thwarting my efforts to reach it.”

« That objecs, my son, doubtless is glory,”
said the Arch Druid, interrupting him, “for
that is the dream of youth; but how didst
thou propose to attain it ?’
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“ At one time, father,” answered Pudens,
‘I thought to attain it in the paths of philoso-
phy ; but, like Atalanta, whom our fables re-
present to have lost her race because she was
allured from her course by golden apples
thrown in her way, I found the fruits of philo-
sophy so savoury, that I cared but little to
‘hurry to the goal of new systems or further
discovery. I was, however, aroused from my
slumber by reflecting what others had done,
whose names are written in sunbeams, bright
and imperishable: I thought of Alexander,
and I thought of Ceesar ; and then, recurring to
my own insignificance, I despised myself.
Determined to follow their glorious footsteps,
Trolled up my philosopher’s scroll, although
I could not wholly lay it aside, and girded on
my good sword, determined to engrave my
name too in Fame's brazen tablet. Aulus
Plautius knew the ardour of my soul, and
encouraged me by his conversation, no less
than by his glorious example. I saw in his
bright fortunes the realization of my own
dazzling visions, and almost wearied even him
with drawing forth the oft repeated recapi-
tulation of his own British conquests, for my
encouragement. ¢ Britain,” thought I, ¢is the
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theatre appointed me by the Fates: it was
here that Cesar plucked the freshest leaf of
his laurels. O Britain ! Britain ! how didst
thou haunt my thoughts! I trembled at every
victory, lest there should be nothing left for me
to conquer! And now, father,” said he, his
countenance changing as he spoke, “behold
every thing reversed ! Rome, whose glory fills
the world, whose name seemed to expand my
soul, whose citizenship made all other nations
seem my slaves—Rome is my enemy ; her
youths would gibe me, and her maidens de-
spise me, if they knew I were a Britain. My
sword that was to hew out a path to fame—ah !
whither now shall 1 turn it, but to my own
bosom? The proud Romans are my friends—
the barbarous Britons are my brethren—”

The Arch Druid, a little annoyed at the
epithet ¢ barbarous,’ added,

“ And the fierce Druids are thy ancestors.”

Pudens was hurt at this observation, and
apologised :—

“ Nay, my father, pardon me, that in the
bitterness of my soul I used language which I
have been taught to repeat. My present situ-
ation reminds me of a scene of my childhood,
which will explain my feelings, and perhaps

D3
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excuse my language. I remember when I
entered a Roman theatre for the first time, my
puerile curiosity urged me to creep behind the
scenes, that I might obtain a.nearer view of
the beautiful objects there depicted, and which,
of course, I thought real. After considerable
toil, and no small danger, I accomplished my
purpose; but what was my disappointment to
find that instead of the brilliant picture, seen
by the purple light, tinged by the skyey
awning ; I had left the gay theatre for a dusky
apartment, where I saw nothing but the blank
and soiled canvass! Yes, my father, such is
my case now; I am shut out from all that is
splendid in life, and henceforth have nothing
to gaze on but the soiled canvas !”

The Arch Druid was moved by this repre-
sentation, and could not help moralizing upon
it for a moment.

“Ah! my son,” said he, “thou hast well
painted the success of ambition; when after a
weary, half worn out life, we are able to realize
the brilliant visions of youth, we find that all
the lightsome colours have disappeared, and
we gaze but on soiled canvas; but, however,
despair becometh not a young gallant like
thyself. I can draw aside the curtain, and
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thou mayest yet regain thy place in the world’s
gay theatre. Escape, my son, forget that the
blood of a British Druid flows in thy veins,
and rejoin thy old comrades. They will wel-
come thee, and Rome may even yet ring with
thy plaudits.”

¢ Father,” said Pudens, with tears starting
from his eyes, “ you are not serious

“Indeed I am,” replied the Arch Druid.
“ Conceal thy adventures from thy friends, or
so much of them as thou canst spare from
the adornment of a tale; pursue thy course
as erst thou hast done; and,” added he,
seeing that his language distressed Pudens,
“thou mayest have an opportunity of serving
thy father, by mitigating the severity of thy
people—”’

¢ Father,” interrupted Pudens, * call not
the Romans my people, for I swear,” said he,
striking the table passionately with his hand,
“that henceforth my people shall be thy
people, thy foes shall be my foes.”

“But whom dost thou deem my foes ?”’
said the old man, taking his son’s hand.

The Romans,” was the reply. ¢ Have they
not wantonly invaded your land, enslaved your
youths, proscribed your order—"

“ Nay, my son,” said the Arch Druid, ¢ the



60 STONEHENGE ; OR,

Romans are not my foes. They have indeed
invaded my land; yet the gods have but sent
them to civilize it: as for our youths, thou
thyself, trained by them in arms and philoso-
phy, shalt speak for them;-.and as for our
priesthood, they be but rightly punished for
having embued their hands in human sacri-
fice, and corrupted the holy mysteries, pre-
served by thrice great Thoth from the wreck of
the world, and transmitted from generation to
generation, like the unquenched flame of the
sacred fire.

“ Were it not for the hope of still keeping
alive the holy embers, and of purifying the
still flickering flame, which has been fed,
and almost smothered with unhallowed fuel, I
had long ago renounced my office, and retired
to eke out the remainder of my stay in this
circle of existence in .meditation. As it is,
since the gods have warned me hy scarce
averting me from the immolation of my son;
and have so far compassionated me, as to allow
that son’s embrace to cheer my gray hairs, I
will endeavour to bring the ark of my religion
to a resting-place, before the storms which are
even now gathering, and whose hollow murmur
I yet discern, break forth upon it, and sweep it
from the face of the earth. This done, I will quit
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the theatre for youthful performers like thyself.
But anent this matter, we will converse more
anon ; in the meantime, let us rather consider
thy affairs. Thou wilt not despise thy newly
found parent, or contemn thy country, then ?”

 Nay, father, I repeat to thee,” said Pudens,
¢ that since the gods have given me a parent,
I will let them see that, though they have
changed all things around me, they have not
changed my nature ; although I would that
they had annihilated me before they had called
upon me to choose between fighting for my
birth-place, and fighting for the land of my
childhood; between swearing enmity to my
father, or to my foster-father. Oh, my father
—oh! Aulus Plautius! I would that ye could
tear my heart from my bosom, and divide it
between you !”

“Nay,” said his father, rising, and throw-
ing his arma around his son’s neck, ‘we can
share thy heart without its being plucked from
thy bosom. I trust that the gods may yet
long spare a life which may be so useful to thy
parent.”

“ How, father, can my life be useful to any
person ?” said he, bitterly.

“ Why by heeding my counsels,” replied the
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old man. “Thou art not required to swear
enmity to the Romans, or to thy native
country : thou hast been sent by the gods to
cement friendship between them. Thou art
not called upon to fight, but to mediate.”

“ Happy thought !” interrupted the son.
“Yes, I can mediate. I will go to Suetonius
immediately.”

“ Patience, my son,” said the Arch Druid.
“ Why dost thou interrupt me ? What
wouldst thou do with Suetonius? Would he
not ask thee respecting thy comrade’s fate?
And would aught fAou couldst tell him change
his inexorable purpose of revenge, thinkest
thou? I know thy general, and that he is
as severe as he is brave. Right glad, I ween,
would he be of another opportunity of revenging
Boadicea’s short-lived triumph. But, mark
me, my son, Suetonius will not be at the head
of the troops long: the messenger is now on
his journey to summon him away. Nay, be
not astonished at this intelligence,” added he;
seeing that the eyes, not to say mouth, of
Pudens began to dilate with wonder at this
piece of information. “ More than three months
ago, I saw the return of Suetonius portended
in the heavens.”
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Pudens could not help manifesting a little
incredulity at this, which was not diminished
by the Arch Druid’s assurance that this secret
had been imparted to him by the dog-star.
He began, indeed, to think that old age or
enthusiasm had somewhat affected the old
man’s intellect, but forbore making any
remark.

“T perceive thy incredulity, young man,”
said the Arch Druid ; “ but I can assure thee,
that all my reputation as a seer is pledged to
the fulfilment of my prediction.”

“The event may, or may not take place,”
said Pudens; “and indeed I incline much to
the negative myself, for Polycletus gave a very
favourable report of our general to the Roman
emperor: but, however, be that as it may,
how the dog-star, though animated by the dog
Anubis, who sits at the feet of his mistress Isis
in her new temple at Rome—how the dog-star,
I say, can acquire or impart such knowledge of
faturity, is, I acknowledge, altogether beyond
my conception ; and I suppose, father, that the
Chaldean art is not communicable to a stranger.
And yet, methinks,” added he, after a pause,
¢ I would almost die to ‘learn such a secret.”

To this the Arch Druid replied,
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“Qur art is, indeed, incommunicable to a
stranger, and its mysteries not to be lightly
broached to any person; but as thou art my
son, I care not to reveal to thee the data by
which I arrived at this conclusion, as it will
furnish thee with a key to the secrets of our
art. Thou must know, then, that though thy
general’s obsequiousness to thy Emperor’s
freedman —how dost thou call him »”

¢ Polycletus ? interposed Pudens.

“ Ay, to Polycletus,” continued the Arch
Druid, “ pleased his slavish vanity ; and though
that bauble which he gave him well seconded
his efforts; yet his magter, Nero, is contempti-
bly jealous of Suetonius’s reputation, which so
infinitely transcends his own ; and is onmly
anxious to find some pretext for recalling him.
Thou must know, besides, that thy general,
not acquainted with the nature of our seas,
cared not to bring up his ships to the harhour;
but let them lie off our Kent coast, thinking
them safe enough, as it was summer weather.
Now, all these things I was perfectly aware
of before I commenced star-gazing.—But to
come to my prophecy.—It happened that I
was watching the dog-star one evening, when 1
saw at once, by its baleful red look, (for you



THE ROMANS IN BRITAIN. 65

must know that it looked like a large goutte of
blood dropped on lead ; so crimson, and yet so
dull did it appear) ; well, as I was saying, I
saw at once that we should have a fearful tem-
pest. I knew what the consequence of a tem-
pest would be to the Roman ships, namely, that
they would all be wrecked ; and I guessed what
would be the effect of this mischance to Sue-
tonius, when the Emperor should hear of it,
through your general’s old enemy, the Pro-
curator. I, therefore, naturally enough pre-
dicted his recal. Part of what I foresaw has
been realized, for the wrecks of thy ships have
indeed strewed our coast; and thou mayest
depend upon it, as I before stated, that messen=-
gers have ere now been dispatched from Rome
who will realize the remainder.”

Pudens was much struck with the sagacity
upon which this vaticination was based, and
said,

“ 1 wonder not, father, that your native
land is filled with your fame; but I envy less
your fame than your knowledge of futurity.”

“Envy neither,” replied the Arch Druid,
“ but least of all the latter, my son ; for rash and
foolish were that man, who would, even if he
could, draw aside the veil which hides futurity.
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Oh! if all the steeps and precipices of life;
the wearisome deserts, and the dangerous
mountains which we have to pass, were to burst
on our view at once, how few would attempt
the pilgrimage ; or having attempted, would not
gladly lay down their staff on the first oppor-
tunity! But, happily, our horizon is bounded.
It recedes, indeed, as we advance, as though to
urge us onward ; but it hides all from our sight
which it is not necessary for us to behold.”

While they were thus conversing, two or
three little twigs came fluttering down the
tube, or funnel, before alluded to. The Arch
Druid gathered them up, and putting them into
a frame to decipher them, told Pudens that he
had just had a summons to go and inspect the
sacred bull which was to be sacrificed in the
evening, and asked Pudens to accompany him ;
adding, with a smile:

¢ You see another use of this funnel, which
is, that it enables me to receive communica-
tions of what is stirring abroad, in a manner
which appears to the uninitiated almost super-
human. If| for instance, I am consulted res-
pecting the distant operations of an enemy, I
secretly dispatch my messenger to the top of
~ the hill which overroofs this cave, and which
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commands a very extensive prospect. Here is
a small enclosure, in the centre of which is the
termination of this tube. From this eminence
my messenger reconnoitres the enemy, and
makes me acquainted with the number and
disposition of their forces, by throwing down
this tube a symbolical leaf or twig,* such as
that which I now hold in my band, and the
interpretation of which 1 have given thee.
But, however, I must not neglect my summons,
and perhaps thou wouldst like to accompany
me.”

So saying, he reached down a scroll from the
shelf, and putting it in his bosom, led the way
through two or three winding passages, and as
many dark caverns, until they arrived at a
landing place, which communicated by five or
six steps with the entrance of the cave. This
was an aperture of about four feet and a half
square, with large stones on each side, and a
rude arch on the top; and was so well con-

* Reference seems to be made to this symbolical mode of
conveying information by the bard Taliesin, who says—
I am Taliesin,
Chief of the Bards of the West;
1 am acquainted with every sprig
Inthe cave of the Arch Diviner.
Celtic Researches, p. 248.



68 STONEHENGE ; OR,

cealed, that Pudens was utterly unable to find
it on his return, though within a few yards of
it.*

¢ Borlase, speaking of one of these caves, says, ¢ This cave,
or underground passage was 80 well concealed, that though I
had been in it in the year 1738, yet, when I came again to ex-
amine it in the year 1752, I was a long while before I could
find it.
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CHAPTER VL.

Sometimes within my shades, in many an ancient wood,

Whose often twined tops great Pheebus’ fires withstood,

The fearless British priest, under an aged oak,

Taking a milk-white bull, unstained with the yoke,

And with an axe of gold from that Jove’s sacred tree

The mistletoe cut down ; then with a bended knee

On th' unhewn altar laid, put to the hallowed fires,

And whilst in the sharp flame the trembling flesh expires,

As their strong fury moved (when all the rest adore)

Pronouncing their desires the sacrifice before,

Up to th’ eternal Heavens their bloodied hands did rear,

And whilst the murmuring woodse’en shuddered as with fear,

Preach’d to the beardless youth the soul’s immortal state,

To other bodies still how it should emigrate (D).
DRAYTON'S POLYOLBION, 9TH SONG.

As the Arch Druid and Pugens walked
through the mazes of the sacred grove, which
surrounded, and indeed covered the Arch
Druid’s cave, and the relics of which still retain
the name of Grovely Wood, the old man told
his son that the ceremony of gathering the mis-
tletoe would take place in the evening,and that
he would then have a fair opportunity of being
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in some measure initiated into the mysteries of
Druidism.

The conversation then turned on the road
proposed to be made by the Romans; which
the Arch Druid rightly conjectured would in-
vade his domains. After the old sage had
listened attentively, but sorrowfully, to all the
information which Pudens could communicate
respecting it, he said,

“ Ah! my son, I have spent the greater part
of my life in observing the connexions of
events, and their dependencies on one another.
The chain of existence is so inextricably inter-
woven, that the minutest link cannot be touched
without affecting the whole series.”

Whilst he was saying this, he took upa
stone which was lying in his path, and direct-
ing the attention of Pudens to it, continued—

¢ You see, my son, under this stone an ant's
nest. These ants live principally on the larve
of a little insect which inserts itself into the
bark of the oak, and destroys the acorn; the
acorn is the food of the dormouse and squirrel ;
and they are the prey of the hawk and the
eagle. Now, by removing the stone, I oblige
the ants to seek some other dwelling; the in-
sect destroys the acorn ; and the result is, that
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the dormouse, the squirrel, the hawk, and the
eagle must all seek their food elsewhere.

¢ Innumerable other changes are the conse-
quence of this;¥ for there is not a blade of
grass which has not its peculiar parasites, and
is not the bond of connexion between a thou-
sand different animals. I instance these to
shew you that the mighty eagle is not uninter-
ested in the fate of the little ant; and that no
change can take place without producing others.
As it is in the world of insects, so it is in the
world of men. If this road be made, we Druids,
who resemble yonder busy ants, shall toil here
no longer, and the Roman eagle will, at one
swoop, destroy the labour of centuries. Yes,
and our religion—the religion of unknown ages,
duration—will give place to the speculations of
yesterday. Verily, verily, the oak of the forest
will be laid low, and the mushroom spring up
in its place |”

The object of the Arch Druid’s walk was to
make the necessary arrangements with the
Ovate for the ensuing ceremony. . Among the
principal of these arrangements may be reck-
oned the inspection of the sacred bull by the

* Oun this subject see St. Pierre’s Etudes de la Nature.
Etude 1, tome 1, p. 20.
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chief Ovate ; whose duty it was to see that its
snowy hide was unsullied by a black hair, and
who, having carefully examined it, sealed it
with his signet.

When the time arrived for them to attend
the ceremony of gathering the mistletoe, the
Arch Druid placed in Pudens’s hand the famous
talisman, called the Adder’s stone,(E) without
which, he stated, it would endanger a stranger’s
life to intrude upon their mysteries. He also
cautioned him to observe the strictest silence,
as a breach of it would expose him to the risk
of having a large piece cut out of his robe !

Armed with this mysterious passport, and
clad as a Noviciate, Pudens accompanied the
Arch Druid, who went forth in his white robes,
carrying his golden sickle, and conducted by
torch-bearers through the mazes of the grove,
till they came to an open space in which was
a wide spreading oak, whose venerable trunk
was shaded with the sacred mistletoe. Under
this oak was an altar, around which were ranged
distinct circles of Druids, Ovates, and Bards;
interspersed amongst whom were a great num-
ber of Noviciates who came to receive instruc-
tion.

Two fires were burning at a few yards dis-
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tance from each other, between which it was
necessary for every person who approached the
altar to pass, by way of lustration. First in
procession marched the Arch Druid, bearing
before him his sacred sickle, who took his seat
on a large stone placed against the trunk of the
oak, which served also as an eminence on which
to stand and lop the sacred branches.

Then came the Warden of Belen’s fane, with
his attendants bearing some sacred fire, which
they laid on a pavement let into the earth.
Next followed the Ovates, leading the snowy
bull. After them came nine females, with
long white robes, and dishevelled hair flowing
in wild confusion down to their brazen girdles.
They walked in triple rank, the middle triplet
bearing the mystical caldron, one on each side,
and one bending over it behind, as though
watching it, lest its contents should be sullied
by the admixture of any less pure ingredients;
and as their charge was rather an onerous one
they relieved each other successively. This
caldron, the rim of which was adorned with
pearls, was a large brazen tripod, of peculiar
sanctity, and contained new milk, and the
purest dew. They placed their sacred burden

voL. I : B
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on the holy fire, and ranged themselves at a
distance, and at equal intervals around it.

Then followed those who bore the various
articles which were to form the ingredients of
this mystical preparation; and as this was con-
sidered a very important, and certainly was a
very curious part of the worship, I shall be some-
what minute in my description of it. Each
person, as he bore his oblation, previous to
throwing it into the caldron, swore by the
nascent moon that he had conformed with the
requisite ceremonies.  First came a Druid*
bearing some dried leaves of the vervain, which
he declared he had gathered when the dog-
star rose, and neither sun nor moon beamed
upon it, having first propitiated the earth with
honey and the honey-comb, and drawn a circle
round it, and dug it up with an iron instrument
held in bis left hand. He also said that he
had waved it aloft when separated from the
ground, and had dried it in the shade, the
leaves, and stalk, and root apart. Next came
a Druid with some samolus, or marsh-wort,
which he declared he had gathered with
his left hand, having first duly fasted; and that
while gathering it he had not looked behind

* Borlase, 94. Pliny, vol. 3, p. 40.
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him* Immediately succeeding him came ano-
ther, bearing in his band a bunch of selago, or
hedge-hyssop, which he professed to have
gathered with his right hand, and not to have
allowed any instrument of iron to touch ; which
right hand he also declared had been wrapped
in a cloak taken from some sacred person, fue-
tively, with his left hand. He likewise stated
that he had been, at the time of gathering it,
clothed in a white garment, his feet being washed
and uncovered, and that he had previously
offered a sacrifice of bread and metheglin; and
having gathered it, that he had placed it imme-
diately in a new napkin. An almost similar
form of adjuration was used by a person throw-
ing into the caldron a handful of white trefoil
or shamrock.t Nothing now remained to
complete the mystical contents of the cele-
brated ¢ caldron of the five plants,” but the
mistletoe.

¢ Pliny, vol. 2, 891.

t The learned author of the Mythology of the Druids, states
that « the trefoil, from the form of its leaves displaying the
mysterious three in one, the great secret inculcated by their
trisds,” and from “ eachleaf of this plant being naturally im-
pressed with a pale figure of a crescent, which was also a sa-
cred symbol among them,” was held peculiarly sacred among:
the Druids.—Dav. p. 448,

E 2
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While the ceremonies described were in the
course of performance, and as soon as the as-
sembly had ranged themselves in a circle, a boy
of about twelve years of age, whose garb be-
tokened his sacred office, carried an opaque
glass vessel to the Arch Druid filled with dew;
upon which, the latter rose from his seat, and
went thrice round the assembly, dipping
an oaken branch in the dew, and sprinkling
them,—

Idem ter socios purd circumtulit undd,
Spargens rore levi.

VIRGIL. EN. 6, v. 229.

The whole assembly now joined in prayer,
walking three times in procession round the
altar and oak from east to west, with their
right hand aloft, and extended towards these
sacred objects. That part of the heavens in
which the moon was expected to rise, now
began to change its dark blue into a light grey,
and the surrounding stars grew pale. Gra-
dually it became lighter and lighter, till the
moon seemed to burst forth with unwonted
splendour. At this moment the bards struck
up in chorus a strain which, whether it was
really melodious or whether its melody was
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softened by the stillness of the night-air, and
rendered more effective by the solemnities
with which it was accompanied—thrilled upon
the ear like a symphony of celestial music.
The burthen of the strain seemed to be the
following :—

HYMN TO THE QUEEN OF HEAVEN.

Hail, thou beauteous Queen of Night!
‘Who dost teach mankind their fate;

When extinguished seems thy light,
Brighter glories thee await;

Wazing, waning, to our eye

Thou mayst change, but canst not die.

So the soul released from life,
Animates some other form :

If it loved the shock of strife,
Oft, amid the thunder storm,
Lightning rends its sable shroud,

And reveals it in-the cloud.

Or, if peace were its delight,
But some trace of earth remains—
Hovering, then, in realms more bright,
Till it lose its latest strains,
’Mid the rainbow it appears,
Half in glory, half in tears.

Thus from sphere to sphere it wends,
Till it bears no taint of earth ;
Till remembrance only blends
Its existence and its birth ;
And the beams of heaven rest
Mirror'd on its spotless breast.
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So when some pure lake serene
Images beaven’s glorious sheen,
Scarce to us to know is given

Tints of earth from hues of heaven.

The moon having by this time completely risen
above the horizon, the Arch Druid tore down a
branch of the mistletoe with his golden sickle,
and weaving it into a chaplet, placed it round
the horns of the sacred victim. With one
hand on the victim’s head, and the other up-
raised towards heaven, he made a short in-
vocation ; and having poured a libation of wine
on the altar, and over the animal’s forehead,
delivered him to the chief ovate, who slew him
and cut off his head. The head was then
brought to the Arch Druid, who, after sprink-
ling the congregation with sacrificial blood,*
pronounced this imprecation over it,—

If aught of ill, ye holy Powers!
Ye have in store for us or ours,
Now on this spotless victim’s head,
Be the full vial of curses shed;

Nor let the lightnings of your wrath,
Though well-deserved, our bosoms scathe.

@ The sprinkling of blood is particularly mentioned by the
berds, as ‘“‘an accredited custom of the ° Celte.”—Cel,
Rex,, p. 556.
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This head was afterwards buried in the
earth. # The body of the bull was then flayed;
and the inedible parts of the inside having
been removed, and cakes of wheaten flour
and honey having been made to supply their
place, the extremities were lopped off, and the
remainder prepared for the feast, with which
the ceremony was closed, and which indeed
constituted the only meal partaken of by those
engaged in these rites during the day ; it being
a sacred ordinance among them to sacrifice
fasting.

While this was being prepared, the Arch
Druid gathered a few more boughs of mistletoe,
and threw a few of the leaves into the brazen
caldron. As soon as the contents of the cal-
dron began to simmer, the druidesses performed
a very extraordinary kind of dance around the
sacred vessel, sometimes in distinct trios, and
sometimes in & connected circle accompanying
their rapid evolutions with vaticinations and
incantations of the wildest and most mysterious
kind. When the decoction was complete,
part of the precious contents was poured upon
the altar by way of libation, and part of it

® Heads and horns of oxen have frequently been found
buried near the places of Druidical worship.—Davis® Myth.
of the Druids, p. 305.
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was distributed among the druids, who had
brought cruises with them to receive it. The
Arch Druid then proceeded to interrogate the
disciples as to their progress in druidical lore,
and they answered his questions in triads.
Thus, for instance, he asked them, ¢ What are
the principal objects of Druidism?” and they
answered :—

“ To make men brave in battle;

“ To teach them that souls are immortal ;

“ And that another life awaits them at
death.”’* )

Again, he asked them, *“ What are the prin-
cipal duties of mankind?”’ and they replied :—
“'To worship the gods ; .

“To do no evil;

“And to exercise fortitude.” +
= Other questions were, “ What are the foun-
dations of judgment ; and what are the founda-
tions of learning ?” to which they answered :—

“The foundations of true judgment are,—

“Bold design;

““Frequent practice ;

“And frequent mistakes.”

“ The foundations of learning are,—

% Seeing much ;

* Pomponius Mela., lib. 111, c. 2.

t Diogenes Laert. proem.
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“ Suffering much ;

“ And studying much.”*

But it would be tedious to cite more ex-
amples, particularly as the greater number of
them related to historical and mythological
traditions, in which names are altered, and
events but obscurely recorded.

When the Arch Druid had concluded this
examination of the younger graduates, he
addressed the audience generally on the doc-
trines of Druidism, particularly with reference
to the immortality of the soul.

His eloquence will be best estimated by the
effects which it produced, which was such a
contempt of death, and in some instances such
an impatience of mortality, as might well
shame the practical unbelief of professors of
the more sublime mysteries of Christianity.

The following exquisite lines may be con-
sidered to contain a summary of the Druidical
doctrines relative to the transmigration of
souls :—

As through a torch race, where from hand to hand
The flying youths transmit their shining brand—
From frame to frame the unextinguished soul,
Rapidly passes till it reach the goal.
L d * * »

® Cited in a Note to Richard of Cirencester.
3
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As a bright river that, from fall to fall
In many a maze descending, bright through ali,
Finds some fair region where, each labyrinth passed,
In one full lake of light it rests at last!
LALLA ROOKH.

The Arch Druid, after recapitulating the
principal arguments in support of his doctrine,
and adverting to its high antiquity, and the
illustrious persons who had professed and
transmitted it, thus concluded his address :—

*Such, brethren, such,” said he, “are the
outlines of a religion which has been preserved
to us from the wreck of the world; and which
a thousand moons have heard inculcated from
these holy groves: but;” said he, slowly
raising his hand, and assuming a solemnity of
tone and manner which awed the assembly
into the most profound silence, while he pointed
to the moon, whose pale crescent contrasted
strikingly with the livid glare of the sacrificial
fire, “but, my friends, alas! ere another moon
shall wax or wane, the sounds of our harps
shall be hushed, and our groves shall echo to
no sound but the moanings of the nightwind.
Yonder sickle declares that our summer is
ended, and that other hands shall reap out
harvest. Haste, then, to your banquet and
feast while you may.”
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CHAPTER VII.

Old Sarum was built on a dry barren hill,
A great many years ago :
*Twas a Roman town of strength and renows,
As its stately ruins show ;
Bat still longer ago in a plain below
A British city stood,
And harpers' cots, and druids® grots
Adorn’d the neighbouring wood.
OLD BALLAD.

On the morning after the celebration of the
gathering of the mistletoe, Pudens arose with a
most anxious desire to be further initiated into -
the mysteries of Druidism. His mind had been
so powerfully impressed by what he had seen
and heard, that the imagery of his dreams was
composed of a fantastic tissue of moonlight
scenery ; of which the mystic dance around the
caldron, the sacrificial fire, the choir of harpers,
the sacred oak, and the nascent moon, formed
the materials. As he had partaken of the feast
which concluded the ceremony with an appe-
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tite whetted by a previous fast, he had made
an unsparing meal ; and it is probably owing to
this circumstance that his dreams were of a
very appalling character. Everything was dis-
torted into an image of terror: the sacrificial
fire seemed to be designed for the Druids them-
selves ; the Ovate’s knife seemed directed
against his father’s bosom; the wild vaticina-
tion of the nine virgins were converted into the
shrieks of captive women ; and the harps when
struck seemed to emit lugubrious murmurs,
the burden of which was that their summer was
ended, and that other hands should reap their
harvest. I should not have related an “idle
dream,” were it not that a rehearsal of it by
Pudens confirmed the Arch Druid’s credence
in his own evil auguries, and made him believe
that his vaticinations had been divinely in-
spired.

Truth is a sacred thing, and ought not to be
trifled with; and those who habituate them-
selves to impose upon others, will eventually
impose upon themselves.  Fingunt simul cre-
duntque.” The Arch Druid’s lunar prediction
affords a singular illustration of the truth of
this remark. He had been accustomed to re-
present to others the results of his sagacity as
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the effects of inspiration; and he now believed
his own delusion. The fact was, that he had
heard what Pudens had told him respecting
the intersection of the Roman road, and, gazing
upon the moon, had seen that the weather
would be favourable to the undertaking, and
upon these data he had come to the very natu-
ral conclusion, that the days of the sojourn of
the Druids around their sanctuary of Stone-
henge were numbered. Yet, notwithstanding
all the steps in the mental process were so ob-
viously the deductions of his own astuteness ;
and notwithstanding he had so recently ex-
plained to Pudens the grounds of a similar pre-
diction relative fo the recal of Suetonius, he
now deceived himself with the belief that he
was gifted with supernatural prescience ! Treat-
ing his own prediction, therefore, as inspired,
and thinking it corroborated by the dream of
Pudens, which his own judgment, if unbiassed,
would have otherwise instantly accounted for,
he resolved to lose no further time, but to make
immediate preparations for his departure into
Wales.

He _proposed, however, before he took his
leave, to introduce his long lost son to the King,
to whose court he would have forthwith re-
paired, but that Pudens requested the post.
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ponement of the visit for one more day in order
to allow him an opportunity of being made a
little further acquainted with the mysteries of
Druidism.

As a legitimate descendant of the race of
Druids, Pudens was enabled to dispense with a
long and irksome initiation, to which he would
otherwise have been subjected; and was, at
once, introduced to those secrets which many
had spent their lives in exploring, and others
had gained an immortality for attempting to
reveal secrets which had been rescued from
the wreck of a deluged world, and had entailed
divine honours on all concerned in their pre-
servation or transmission (F). ’

Gladly would he have lingered in the Arch
Druid's cave until he had penetrated every re-
ceas of the chambers of hidden knowledge ; but
time only allowed him to stand on the thres-
hold and look within. The very obscurity,
however, which prevailed there, seemed to im-
part greater sublimity to the truths thus dimly
shadowed forth.

On the morrow, the Arch Druid and
Pudens proceeded to the royal residence,
which was not far from Old Sarum. On
their way thither they deviated a little from
their direct course, and ascended a hill com-
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manding an extensive view of the surrounding
country, which they paused to survey. A
grove at the foot of the hill was rendered still
more beautiful by the rich tints of autumn ;
and being begirt on every side by an unmea-
sured expanse of heath, which, like a summer
sea, continually varied its hue as the shadows
flitted over, it stood out like one of those ver-
dant islands in the western ocean, which poets
have feigned to be the abodes of the blessed.
The tiny undulations of a stream, glittering
here and there amid the sombre plain, now lost
to sight, now sparkling in the sun, added to the
illusion ; as it seemed to resemble the phosphoric
track left by some passing ship—the fleeting
memorial of its course through those sullen
seas. While Pudens was expatiating on this
scenery his eye caught a view of Stonehenge ;
very indistinct, indeed, but sufficient to enable
him to recognise it as the scene of his midnight
adventure. ‘

The Arch Druid perceiving the object of hia
curiosity, directed his attention to a British
town on the slope of a hill, about as far dis-
tant to the left as Stonehenge was to the right.
% Yonder,” said he, “ where thou canst see a
few glittering white specks, is one of our prin-
cipal towns, called Sorbiodunum; a place known,




88 STONEHENGE ; OR,

and celebrated, by the ancient Greeks. They
used to call it the City of the Sun, from the
round temple at which thou wast looking, which
they deemed sacred to Apollo; and this grove
they styled ¢ the Harper’s Grove,’ from the
bards who inhabited it.”

Pudens immediately remembered that he had
read a description of this scene in an old Greek
writing when he was at Marseilles; and although
he had wholly forgotten it until thus recalled,
every word of it seemed now impressed upon
his memory; and it delighted him to reflect that
though the haughty Romans might affect to
despise his native country, yet, that the mild-
ness of her climate, the fertility of her soil,
and, above all, the pomp of her religion, had
been the admiration, and the theme of the
more intellectual Greeks. As he compared
the grove—the round temple—and the long
stoled bards, with the description of them three
centuries and a half ago, and attested with his
own eyes the reality of that which he would
otherwise have considered a fiction ; he seemed
to have realized some of the earliest visions of
his youth, for none of the novelties of which
he had heard or read had so powerfully excited
his curiosity (G).

Here let us follow the example of Pudens
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and the Arch Druid, and pause to contemplate a
scene which attracted the notice, and exercised
the descriptive powers of a stranger, three
centuries and a half before the era of our tale.
Were any person to write a history of Old
Sarum and its neighbourhood, he would, in
effect, write an epitome of the ¢pictorial his-
tory of England.” We have lately seen, in
the disfranchisement of this ancient borough,
the triumph of democracy : a little before we
might have seen in its representation of our
colonial possessions in India, the ‘riumph of
commerce ; and in earlier ages, when it reared
its castled brow in defiance of its sovereign,
King Stephen, we should have seen the triumph
of feudalism. Reverting to a former period,
when the air was resonant with the matins and
vespers of cowled monks, we should have seen
the triumph of Monachism : a few years pre-
vious, when a Roman' city frowned from its
summit, and overlooked, and overawed a sub-
ject nation, we should have seen the ¢riumph of
canguest : and reverting to a still earlier era, we
should have seen in the ‘“grove,” and “ the
round temple,” and “the city in its vicinity
inhabited by harpers hymning the praises of
Apollo ;”—in these sacred antiquities we should
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have seen the triumph of Druidism ! Who does
not respond to the poetry of Bowles awakened
by this scene?

Here stood the City of the Sun : look round !
Dost thou not see a visionary band,

Druids and bards upon the summit stand,

Of this forsaken, but majestic mound ?

Dost thou not hear, at times, the acclaiming sound
Of barps, as when the bards, in long array,
Hail’d the ascending god of night and day ?

No, all is hush’d ; death’s stillness how profound !
In after years, here the cathedral rose,

Whose prelates now in yonder fane repose,

Among the mighty of times past away ;

For there her seat of rest religion choss,

There still to Heaven ascends the holy lay,

And never may her shrinein wreck and silence close.

Oh Time ! Time ! what magician ever evoked
such visions as thou? Didst thou shift the
scenes for the trembling prophet on the banks
of the Tigris, when the monarchies of the
world passed in succession before his entranced
gaze? or didst thou unroll for the rapt apostie,
on the lone shores of Patmos, the apocalyptic
patorama, whereon the long series of thy
triumphs were depicted, until Thou, thyself,
wert seen wrestling with Eternity? Iask thee
not, dread enchanter, to mirror forth the fufure
to my view; for, like Saul, I might shrink from



THE ROMANS IN BRITAIN. 91

the sight ; but, oh, reveal to me the irrevocable
pest !

The British town Sorbiodunum, which had
been pointed to by the Arch Druid, and which
was the capital of the kingdom, lay in a vale
at the foot of the hill now called Old Sarum.*
It was situated on the banks of a branch of the
Avon in the confines of a forest called Groveley
Wood ; which, in those days, extended to the
beautiful domain now known as Clarendon
Park, and which was, indeed, but a continua-
tion of it, and formed a verdant girdle, grate-
fully diversifying the dreary monotony of
Salisbury Plain.

Sorbiodunum possessed all those advantages
which seem to have determined the choice of
our ancestors in the selection of sites for their
towns. It was protected from the easterly
wind by the hill of Old Sarum, well watered
by the Avon, and the skirts of the forest af-
forded luxurious pasturage for the flocks of the
inhabitants, and supplied fuel, and acorns for
their swine.

One might have supposed that when the
Romans became masters of this place, they

*0ld Sarum’s Mound was anciently called ‘¢ Baer Sarglog,
or the Citadel of the Service Tree.”
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would have been contented with these local re-
commendations ; but no, they preferred a more
commanding situation, from which they could
watch and check their refractory - subjects, and,
therefore, transferred the fown, or rather the
name of the town, to a city which they built
on the summit of the bleak sterile hill of Old
Sarum *

I have been thus minute in particularizing
the different sites of the Roman and British
towns of the same name, as nothing is more
indicative of the genius of a people than the
choice of the sites of their towns; and nothing
has caused more difficulty to antiquaries than
inattention to this subject.

To return, however, to the British town :—
beside the shelter and defence which Sorbio-
dunum received from the wood on the south
and east, and the river on the west ; it was for-

*The choice of the Romans, like those of the Chalcedo-
nians, bas been the subject of many an epigram, amongst
which the following does not seem the worst :—

Est tibi defectus lymphs, sed copia cretm,
Scevit ibi ventus, sed Philomela silet.
Water there’s scarce, but chalk in plenty lies;
And those sweet notes that Philomel denies,
The harsher music of the wind supplies.
Gibson's Camden, p, 114.
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tified by a regular rampart and fosse, made
particularly strong on the north, where it was
‘most exposed. Its contiguity to the great
national temple at Stonehenge, from which itwas
distant about five miles, made it a favourite
residence of those who officiated there in a
religious capacity, and had acquired for it the
name of “ The City of Harpers.” It had,indeed,
formerly been deemed sacred, and appropriated
exclusively to the residence of the ministers of
religion and their dependants ; but when religion
itself felt the shock of internal dissensions, and
these holy precincts were intruded upon by con-
tending chiefs; itsmore peaceful inhabitantswere
glad to share their rich pasturage, streams, and
groves, with those who were better able than
themselves to defend them. Having, therefore,
for a considerable time past become a royal city,
its buildings assumed a more substantial cha-
racter than the simple tents and huts which
the early inhabitants of Briton were accustomed
to erect, for temporary accommodation during
their foraging or predatory excursions. The
habitations were large round cabins, built prin-
cipally of timber, on foundations of stone or
chalk, and roofed with a sloping covering of
skins or reeds. They seemed arranged with
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considerable regard to order, in direct lines, at
nearly equal distances one from another, but
increasing in size and rude adornments as they
approached the residence of the chief. Behind
them were hovels for their cattle, nearly square,
wattled and thatched with rushes: and unce-
mented chalk walls inclosed the whole premises.

The appearance of the Arch Druid as hepassed
through the town seemed to excite universal
attention. Some of the inhabitants were sitting
at the door of their cabins stringing their harps;
others were repairing the instruments of the
chase ; some of the noblest of the women were
seen washing their garments in the stream, and
others arranging the plumes, or adorning the
mantles of their husbands and brothers: but
all left their respective employments, and some
with music, some with shouting, the women
dancing, and the men leaping with wild gesticu-
lations, ran to welcome the Arch Druid who they
thought had brought a prisoner to their King;
and who was obliged to interpose his authority
to rescue Pudens from the menaces of a hun-
dred hostile javelins. The dogs of the city
joined in the chorus, and added to the deafen-
ing clamour, amid which the party proceeded
to the palace of the chief.
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CHAPTER VIII.

We came to the hall of the King, where it rose in the
midst of rocks, on whose dark sides were the marks of
streams of old. Broad oaks bend around with their moss.
The thick birch is waving near. Half hid in her shady
grove, Roscrana raises the song. Her white hands move on
the harp. I beheld her blue rolling eyes. She was like a
spirit of heaven half folded in the skirt of a cloud.

OSSIAN.

Tee royal mansion, better known by the
name of the White House, was built of wood
on a foundation of chalk, and differed but
little from the other houses in Sorbiodunum,
except in its superior size, and the whiteness
and smoothness of the materials with which it
was constructed, and from which it derived its
name; and excepting also that the doorway
was formed by a double, instead of a single
arch, and that it had apertures in the walls to
admit the light. It is worthy of remark that
the recent introductions of these novelties, had
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made those who had received all their light
from their doorways exclaim loudly against the
new-fangled fancies brought over by the
Romans, and prognosticate evil to the
country from these new lights /

The palace was only one story in height, and
seemed an assemblage of distinct buildings,
rather than a house comprising different apart-
ments. A strong fence of palisades surrounded
the royal domains, including likewise many
dwellings occupied by the officers and at-

tendants of the court, and formed a barrier of
" a horse-shoe shape, the two extremities of
which extended to the margin of the stream.
As a further defence, this stream, in other
places narrow and fordable, was here artificially
deepened and widened, and the banks made
Pprecipitous.

The mansion itself—so to speak—consisted
of a hall, a parlour, or more private apartment,
two or three bed-rooms, a buttery, a stable, a
dog-kennel, a granary, and an oven or bake-
house, besides hovels for cattle, storehouses,
and other offices; and it was surrounded by
the habitations of the twenty-four great officers
of the court.

On the arrival of the Arch Druid and Pudens
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at the gate, the porter was summoned to his
duty by two huge bull-dogs, which would have
disputed the way with a couple of lions, as
readily as with the less formidable animals
which carried the visitors. The porter, recog-
nizing the Arch Druid’s milk-white mule, re-
strained his dogs, and drawing the mighty bolt,
obsequiously threw open the gate; at the same
time winding a rude horn, to give intimation of
the arrival of so distinguished a guest. When
they reached the palace, the door of the King’s
private apartment being open, they caught sight
of the King amusing himself with the harp.
The Arch Druid would have waited the con-
clusion of the strain, but as the King's dogs
disturbed their master, he proceeded at once to
the royal parlour leaving Pudens in the hall.
As the Arch Druid remained closeted a con-
siderable time, during which he related Pudens’
strange history to the King, our hero had an
opportunity of minutely surveying the apart-
ment. The walls were hung with arms, musi-
cal instruments, and trophies of the war and
the chase, among which were to be seen the
horns of the stag and buffalo, a large circular
shield made of wicker coated with bronze, a
VOL. I. r
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huge brazen celt or species of battle-axe, and a
harp and chrotta or kind of violin. A more
elevated seat, in fashion not unlike our modern
chairs, and covered with a bear-skin, seemed
designed fonroyalty ; and benches cushioned
with the skins of wolves and foxes, seemed to
fulfil less honourable uses. The fire-place
consisted merely of a large slab of stone let
into the centre of the floor, upon which were
piled immense logs of wood, which made
Ossian’s expression ¢ flaming oaks’ no exag-
gerated metonymy for a fire.

Pudens had hardly completed his observa-
tions, when he was ushered into the royal
presence. The King was a middle-aged, mar-
" tial-looking chief, with long mustachios on his
upper lip, and hair turned back upon the crown
of the head, and falling down in long bushy
curls behind. On his entrance, his host drank
to him out of a shell studded with gems, and
then presented it to Pudens; such being the
customary mode of salutation.

The son of the King was in one corner of
the apartment, very busily employed in string-
ing and adorning a bow ; while at his feet sat
two favourite hounds, the white-breasted Bran,
who frequently brought down three deer in the
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course of one chase, and a surly, superannuated,
strongly-built Manchester hound, who growled
a recognition when addressed by the name of
Luath (H). The King eyed Pudens with a kind
of cautious curiosity as he stood before them
in his Roman garb; and his son’s countenance
certainly displayed as much defiance as hos-
pitality, as he seemed measuring his limbs with
his eye, as though to compare their relative
strength. But a few moments served to dispel
all their distrust of the stranger ; for when the
King, from whose mind the appearance of
" Pudens had for a moment obliterated what he
had just heard respecting his parentage, com-
menced the conversation with the address,

“ Young Roman—"

“ Sire,” interrupted Pudens, speaking in
Gallic, “I am not a Roman, but a Bri-
ton.”

The old man’s eyes sparkled with pleasure at
this declaration ; and his son, unused to sup-
press emotions of any kind, gave a violent
cheer, and springing from his seat, squeezed
the hand of Pudens till the blood almost burst
through the skin, as a testimony of the satis-
faction which he felt. Pudens, it must be ac-
knowledged, felt a little disconcerted at this

F 2
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embrace, and somewhat at a loss how to con-
strue it; more particularly as the gruff, somno-
lent Luath, seemed to regard it as of such an
equivocal character that he felt half disposed
to summon his fast-ebbing energy for an
attack, and gave a preliminary growl. Bran,
however, more sagaciously interpreting his
master’s movements, advanced, and seemed to
emulate the rudeness and fervency of the salu-
tation.

Pudens was not left long in a state of doubt
as to the precise nature of his reception; for
the young chief advancing, and exclaiming,
“You are a Briton, then, are you ”’—unfastened
a gold torque, or collar, from his neck, and
presented it to Pudens, at the same time
welcoming him to his father’s * hall of shells.”

Our hero still further raised the estimation
with which his new hosts began to regard
him, by endeavouring to place the torque round
his own neck, which was of course accepted
by them as a complimentary adoption of the
national badge.

When this brief interview was over, and
while the feast was preparing, Pudens and
Brennus, (for that was the name of the young
chief,) strolled about the royal domain, and
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directed their steps towards the stream, which,
as I have stated before, formed one of its
boundaries. A large meadow, cultivated some-
what in the manner of more modern parks,
and across which frequently bounded the wild
deer from its covert in the neighbouring wood,
sloped down to its willowy banks. As they
approached this stream, the young chief
said,

“ At the end of this walk, is a very favourite
resort of Roscrana, and it is not unlikely that
we shall find her there ; for she will sometimes
sit under yon oak till the sun doubles her
shadow.”

On being asked who Roscrana might be, he
answered, '

“Roscrana is my sister ; and she would
shoot an arrow as straight as Boadicea, if it
were not that she is so fond of listening to old
Morgan, the bard, telling his long stories.”

While they were thus conversing, they
emerged from a little grove-like walk formed
of birch trees, with here and there an oak in-
terposed, which had interrupted their view;
and within a8 few yards of them, they beheld
the objects of their conversation. The King’s
daughter was sitting in a rustic bower, and .
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near her was a very old silver-haired bard,
teaching her the harp. At the sound of their
footsteps, she raised her head, and in so doing,
disturbed a profusion of glossy ringlets which
seemed to nestle fondly on her neck and
shoulders. When her dark blue eye caught a
view of the stranger’s, a blush for a moment
mantled her cheek, while at the same time
there flitted rapidly across her brow something
like a frown of displeasure at the unexpected
intrusion.

The momentary excitement thus produced,
however, imparted animation and dignity to
her beautiful countenance. She was but a girl
in age, not being more than fifteen or sixteen
years old, but of a graceful and symmetric
figure ; and there was something in the artless-
ness of her manners, and picturesque wildness
of her costume, which added -much to the
charm of her appearance. She was dressed in
a loose kind of plaid tunic of various colours,
the graceful folds of which seemed to flow
from a curiously carved fibula, on her shoulder.
Around her snowy neck a massive gold chain
was seen sparkling amid the darker tresses of
her long hair. Her brother, advancing a few
steps before Pudens, told her that his compa-
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nion was a stranger come from Cemsar’s
country; at which piece of intelligence Roscrana
showed symptoms of surprise amounting al-
most to terror; for the name of their God
Taranis, the Thunderer, was not more terrible
to the Britons than that of Cesar. Nor did
the first timid glance at the fine manly figure
of Pudens wholly allay her apprehensions, for
she was not sure that the stranger was not
Ceesar himself.

His good-humoured countenance, and kindly
manner, however, soon dispelled her reserve;
and before their conversation was ended, she
even ventured to ask several questions relative
to the ladies of Rome; as, for instance, whe-
ther they were not very beautiful—and whe-
ther they did not play the harp very well?
Nor can we suspect her of any coquetry in
these interrogatories, if when she uttered them,
she did, with tasteful negligence, throw back
her hair from her shaded eyes, and carelessly
sweep her white hand over the strings of her
harp! I must do Pudens the justice to say,
that he answered these questions very properly
and satisfactorily. The Roman ladies, poor
things ! had no harps; and though they were
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pretty, they were not so prefty as his fair
catechist.

To the great relief of the young chief, who
waxed visibly impatient of this petty conver-
sation, their dialogue was cut short by the
sound of the horn, which summoned them to
their repast.




BOOK SECOND.

Ipse ego Dardanias Rutupina per squora puppes

Dicam, et Pandrasidos regnum vetus Inogenze

BrennGmque Arviragimque duces priscimque Belinum.
MILTON’S LATIN POEM, EPITAPBIUM DAMONIS, 162.

Britain! thy legends all have charms for me
Since first the Trojans plow’d our Kentish sea;
Bat passing o’er Belinus’s dark reign,

Nor lingering with Pandrasian Inogen ;

I'll haste, Arviragus, to speak thy fame,

Nor shall bold Brennus mourn a slighted name.
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CHAPTER L.

True, Thomas rose, with harp in hand,
When as the feast was done;
(In minstrel strife, in fairy land,
The elfin harp he won.)
Hush’d were the throng, both limb and tongue,

And harpers for envy pale;
And armed lords lean’d on their swords,
And hearken’d to the tale.
THOMAS THE RHYMER, P. 111, BORDER MINSTRELS.

As it is my intention to introduce the reader
to the court of the British King who flourished
in the middle of the first century, it may be as
well, perhaps, to make a brief remark on the
state of civilization in this island at that time.
One hundred years had now elapsed since
Cesar’s invasion, and during this period many
Roman stations had been established here, and
constant intercourse, friendly or hostile, had
subsisted between the Britons and their con-
querors. In the description which Tacitus
gives us of the destruction of Camelodunum
at the commencement of Boadicea’s revolt, he
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mentions temples, and theatres, and council
chambers, as existing there ; and hints that the
streets were more remarkable for the beauty of
the buildings, than for the defence which they
afforded the inhabitants. In the progress of his
narrative of this event, he also relates that se-

+ venty thousand pérsons were slain in the cities

of London and Verulamium, in consequence of
their attachment to the Romans ; from which
may be inferred the populousness of those places
and their connection with their foreign allies.
Indeed, this unrivalled historian has not left the
progress of civilization to mere inference; for
he has expressly told us, when narrating events
which happened a. year or two subsequent to
this period, that, at this time, the Britains had
acquired a taste for luxuries.®

As the territories in which our tale is laid
were, as yet, unconquered, however, Roman
refinements had exerted only an indirect in-
fluence over them ; and had not displaced those
primitive manners and customs which were
soon to pass away for ever. Here and there a
mind more elevated than the common order, had

¢ Didicere jam barbari quoque ignoscere vitiis blandientibus.
Vit. Agric. s. 16.
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caught the rays of civilization, and seemed to
rejoice in its own solitary brightness; but the
crowd was left in darkness below, for the illu-
mination was by no means general. Among
these more favoured individuals was the King, to
whose court we have conducted our hero ; who
was no other than Arviragus, the British Hector;
not unknown to the Roman Satirist Juvenal,
and not unsung by his native chroniclers :—
Was never King more highly magnifide,

Nor dredde of Romans, than was Arvirage.
SPENSER.

Arviragus was the son of Cymbeline, over
whose history Shakspeare has thrown such a
halo of glory. Who has not read, and who,
having read, can ever forget the fortunes of
Arviragus and his brother ; stolen from their
father by a banished courtier, and educated as
peasants, until their innate magnanimity, burst-
ing through the trammels of rusticity—asserted
its claim to those dignities of which they had
been unlawfully deprived ?

When was the inborn greatness of a noble
mind ever so magnificently developed as in that
drama ; or so beautifully apostrophized as in
the following lnes /—-

O thou Goddess,
Thou divine Nature, how thyself thou blazon’st
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In these two princely boys! They are gentle

As zeplyrs, blowing below the violet,

Not wagging his sweet head ; and yet as rough,
Their royal blood enchaf'd, as the rudest wind,
That by the top doth take the mountain pine,

And make him stoop to the vale! *Tis wonderful
That an invisible instinct should frame them

To royalty unlearned; honour untanght ;

Civility not seen from other; valour,

That wildly grows in them, but yields a crop

As if it had been sowed. CYMB. ACT 4, 8. 2.

Such was the dawn of that day, which was now
in its meridian ; and happily he who thus
watched and described that dawn, was still
alive to mark and to rejoice in the perfect day.
Belarius, the banished lord, who had stolen
the young princes, but who had made compen-
sation for the theft in the education which he
had bestowed on them, is, in sooth, the vene-
rable bard whom I have mentioned under the
name of old Morgan:

Mynelf, Belarius, that am Morgan call’d,
They take for natural father. CYMBELINE.

As old Morgan was no unimportant personage
in the court of Arviragus, I must now en-
deavour to make my readers better acquainted
with him, and I do not know that I can de-
scribe him so well in any other language as in
that of Spenser :
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He was an old, o/d man, half blind
And all decrepit in his feeble corse,
Yet lively vigour rested in his mind,
And recompenst him with a better scorse ;*
Weak body well is changed for mind’s redoubled forse.

This man of infinite remembrance was,
And things foregone through many ages held, -
Which he recorded still as they did pas,
Ne suffered them to perish through long eld,
As all things els the which the 