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THE FOUR GEORGES.
SKETCHES OF MANNERS, MORALS, COURT AND TOWN LIFE.
BY W. M. THACKERAY.

IV.—~GEORGE THE FOURTH.
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N Twiss’s amusing Life of Eldon, we read
how, on the death of the Duke of York, the
old chancellor became possessed of a lock of the
defunct prince’s hair; and so careful was he re-
specting the anthenticity of the relic, that Bessy
Lldon his wife sate in the room with the young
man from Hamlet’s, who distributed the ringlet
into separate lockets, which each of the Eldon
family afterward wore. Youn know how, when
George IV. came to Edinburgh, a better man
than he went on board the royal yacht to wel-
come the king to his kingdom of Scotland, seized
a goblet from which his majesty had just drunk,
vowed it should remain forever as an heir-loom
in his family, clapped the precious glass in his
pocket, and sate down on it and broke it when
he got home. Suppose the good sheriff’s prize
unbroken now at Abbotsford, should we not
smile with something like pity as we beheld it?
Suppose one of those lockets of the no-Popery
prince’s hair offered for salc at Christie’s, quot
libras e duce swmmo invenies 2 how many pounds
would you find for the illustrious duke? Ma-
dame Tussaud has got King George’s coronation
robes; is there any man now alive who would
kiss the hem of that trumpery ?  He sleeps since
thirty years: do not any of you, who remember
Liim, wonder that you once respected and huzza'd
and admired him?
To make a portrait of him at first secmed a
matter of small diffieulty. There is his coat, his
star, his wig, his countenance simpering under

‘ 1y, loud, jolly, cursing, courageous.
! George, what was he?
- life, and recognize but a bow and a grin.

it: with a slate and a piece of chalk, I could at
this very desk perform a recognizable likeness
of him. And yet after reading of him in scores
of volumes, hunting him through old magazines
and newspapers, having him here at a ball, there
at a public dinner, there at races and so forth,
you find you have nothing—nothing but a coat
and wig and a mask smiling below it—nothing
but a great simulacrum. His sire and grand-
sires were men.  One knows what they were like :
what they would do in given circumstances: that

i on occasion they fought and demeaned themselves
;like tough good soldiers.
“whom they liked according to their natures;

They had friends

cnemics whom they hated fiercely; passions,
and actions, and individualities of their own.
The sailor king who came after George was a
man: the Duke of York was a man, big, bur-
But this
I look through all his
Itry
and take him to pieces, and find silk stockings,
padding, stays, a coat with frogs and a fur col-
lar, a star and biue ribbon, a pocket-handker-
chicf prodigiously scented, one of Truefitt’s best
nutty brown wigs reeking with oil, a set of teeth
and a huge black stock, underwaistcoats, more
underwaistcoats, and then nothing. I know of
no sentiment that he ever distinetly uttered.
Documents are published under his name, but
people wrote them—private letters, but people
spelled them. He put a great George P. or
George R. at the bottom of the page and fancied
he had written the paper: some bookseller’s
clerk, some poor author, some man did the work ;
saw to the spelling; clcaned up the slovenly
sentences, and gave the lax maudlin slipslop a
sort of consistency. He must have had an indi-
viduality : the dancing-master whom he emu-
lated, nay, surpassed—the wig-maker who cuarled
his toupee for him-—the tailor who cut his coats,
had that. But, ahout George, one can get at
nothing actual. That outside, I am certain, is
pad and tailor’s work; there may be something
behind, but what?  We can not get at the char-
acter; no doubt never shall. 'Will men of the
future have nothing better to do than to unswathe
and interpret that royal old mummy? IownI
once used to think it would be good sport to pur-
sue him, fasten on him, and pull him down.
But now I am ashamed to mount and lay good
dogs on, to summon a full field, and then to
hunt the poor game.

On the 12th August, 1762, the forty-seventh
anniversary of the accession of the House of
Brunswick to the English throne, all the bells
in London pealed in gratulation, and announced
that an heir to George III. was born. Five
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days afterward the king was pleased to pass let-
ters patent under the great seal, creating H.R. H,
the Prince of Great Britain, Electoral Prince of
Brunswick Liineburg, Duke of Cornwall and
Rothsay, Earl of Carrick, Baron of Renfrew,
Lord of the Isles, and Great Steward of Scot-
land, Prince of Wales and Earl of Chester.

All the people at his birth thronged to see
this lovely child; and behind a gilt china-screen
railing in St. James’s Palace, in a cradle sur-
mounted by the three princely ostrich feathers,
the royal infant was laid to delight the eyes of
the lieges. Among the carliest instances of
homage paid to him, I read that ‘a curious In-
dian bow and arrows were sent to the prince
from his father’s faithful subjects in New York.”
He was fond of playing with these toys: an old
statesman, orator, and wit of his grandfather’s
and great-grandfather’s time, never tired of his
business, still eager in his old age to be well at
court, used to play with the little prince, and
pretend to fall down dead when the prince shot
at him with his toy bow and arrows—and get up
and fall down dead over and over again—to the
increased delight of the child. So that he was
flattered from his cradle npward; and before his
little feet could walk statesmen and courtiers
were busy kissing them. .

There is a pretty picture of the royal infant—
a beautiful buxom child—asleep in his mother’s
lap; who turns round and holds a finger to her
lip, as if she would bid the courtiers around re-
spect the baby’s slumbers. From that day un-
til his decease, sixty-cight years after, I suppose
there were more pictures taken of that personage
than of any other human being who ever was
born and died—in cvery kind of uniform and ev-
cry possible court-dress—in long fair hair, with
powder, with and without a pig-tail—in every
conceivable cocked-hat—in dragoon uniform—
in Windsor uniform—in a field-marshal’s clothes
—in a Scoteh kilt and tartans, with dirk and clay-
more (a stupendous figure)—in a frogged frock-
coat with a fur collar and tight brecches and silk
stockings—in wigs of every color, fair, brown,
and black—in his famous coronation robes final-
Iy, with which performance he was so much in
love that he distributed copies of the picture to
all the courts and British embassics in Euarope,
and to numberless clubs, town-halls, and private
friends. I remember as a young man how al-
most every dining-room had his portrait.

There is plenty of biographical tattle about
the prince’s boyhood. It is told with what as-
tonishing rapidity he learned all languages, an-
cient and modern; how he rode beautifully,
sang charmingly, and played elegantly on the
violoncello. That he was beautifnl was patent
to all eyes. He had a high spirit: and once,
when he had had a difference with his father,
burst into the royal closet and called out, ¢ Wilkes
and liberty for ever!” He was so clever that he

1

could not remain a governor after this humilia-
tion ; resigned his office, and, to sooth his feel-
ings, was actually promoted to be an earl! It
is the most wonderful reason for promoting a
man that ever I heard. Lord Bruce was made
an earl for a blunder in prosody; and Nelzon
was made a baron for the victory of the Nile.

Lovers of long sums have added up the mill-
ions and millions which, in the course of his brill-
iant existence, this single prince consumed. Be-
sides his income of £50,000, £70,000, £100,000,
£120,000 a year, we read of three applications to
Parliament: debts to the amount of £160,000,
of £650,000; besides mysterious foreign loans,
whercof he pocketed the proceeds. What did
be do for all this money ?  Why was he to have
it?  If he had been a manufacturing town, or a
populous rural district, or an army of five thou-
sand men, he would not have cost more. He,
one solitary stout man, who did not toil, nor
spin, nor fight—what had any mortal done that
he should be pampered so?

In 1784, when he was twenty-one years of age,
Carlton Palace was given to him, and furnished
by the nation with as much luxury as could be
devised. His pockets were filled with money:
he said it was not enough; he flung it out of
window : he spent £10,000 a year for the coats
on his back. The nation gave him more money,
and more, and more. The sum is past count-
ing. He was a prince, most lovely to look on,
and christened Prince Florizel on his first ap-
pearance in the world. That he was the hand-
somest prince in the whole world was agreed by
men, and alas! by many women.

I suppose he must have been very graceful.
There are so many testimonies to the charm of
his manncr that we must allow him great cle-
gance and powers of fascination. He, and the
King of France’s brother, the Count d’Artois, a
charming young prince who danced deliciously
on the tight-rope—a poor old tottering exiled
king, who asked hospitality of King George's
successor, and lived a while in the palace of Mary
Stuart~—divided in their youth the title of first
gentleman of Europe. We in England of course
gave the prize to our gentleman. Until George’s
death the propriety of that award was scarce
questioned or the doubters voted rebels and trai-
tors. Only the other day I was reading in the
reprint of the delightful Noctes of Christopher
North. The health of THE KING is drunk in
large capitals by the loyal Scotsman, You wonld
fancy him a hero, a sage, a statesman, a pattern
for kings and men. It was Walter Scott who
had that accident with the broken glass I spoke
of anon, He was the king’s Scottish champion,
rallied all Scotland to him, made loyalty the
fashion, and laid about him fiercely with his
claymore upon all the prince’s enemies. The
Brunswicks had no such defenders as those two
Jacobite commoners, old Sam Johnson the Lich-

confounded his very governors in learning; and | field chapman’s son, and Walter Scott, the Edin-
ane of them, Lord Bruce, having made a false | burgh lawyer’s.

quantity in quoting Greek, the admirable young
prince instantly corrected him.

Nature and circumstance had done their ut-

Lord Bruce ' most to prepare the prince for being spoiled:
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the dreadful dullness of papa’s court, its stupid
amusements, its dreary occupations, the madden-
ing humdrum, the stifling sobriety of its routine,
would have made a scape-grace of a much less
lively prince. All the big princes bolted from
that castle of ennui where old King George sat,
posting up his books and droning over his Han-
del; and old Queen Charlotte over her snuff and
her tambour-frame. Most of the sturdy, gallant
sons settled down after sowing their wild oats,
and became sober subjects of their father and
brother—not ill-liked by the nation, which par-
dons youthful irregularities readily enough, for
the sake of pluck, and unaffectedness, and good-
humor.

The boy is father of the man. Our prince
signalized his entrance into the world by a feat
worthy of his future life. He invented a new
shoe-buckle. It was an inch long and five inches
broad. ¢ It covered almost the whole instep,
reaching down to the ground on either side of
the foot.” A sweet invention! lovely and use-
ful as the prince on whose foot it sparkled. At
his first appearance at a court-ball, we read that
*“ his coat was pink silk, with white cuffs; his
waistcoat white silk, embroidered with various-
colored foil, and adorned with a profusion of
French paste. And his hat was ornamented
with two rows of steel beads, five thousand in
number, with a button and loop of the same
metal, and cocked in a new military style.”
What a Florizel! Do these details seem triv-
ial?  They are the grave incidents of his life.
His biographers say that when he commenced
housekeeping in that splendid new palace of his,
the Prince of Wales had some windy projects of
encouraging literature, scicnce, and the arts; of
having assemblies of literary characters; and
societies for the encouragement of geography,
astronomy, and botany. Astronomy, geogra-
phy, and botany! Tiddle-sticks! French bal-
let-dancers, French cooks, horse-jockeys, buf-
foons, procurers, tailors, boxers, fencing-masters,
china, jewel, and gimcrack merchants—these
were his real companions. At first he made a
pretense of having Burke and Pitt and Sheridan
for his friends. But how could such men be se-
rious befere such an empty scape-grace as this
Iad? Fox might talk dice with him, and Sher-
idan wine; but what else had these men of
genius in common with their tawdry young host
of Carlton House? That fribble the leader of
such men as Fox and Burke! That man’s opin-
ions about the constitution, the India Bill, jus-
tice to the Catholics—about any question graver
than the button for a waistcoat or the sauce for a
partridge—worth any thing! The friendship
between the prince and the Whig chiefs was im-
possible. They were hypocrites in pretending to
respect him, and if he broke the hollow compact
between them who shall blame him?  His nat-
ural companions were dandies and parasites.
He could talk to a tailor or a cook; but, as the
equal of great statesmen, to set up a creature,
lazy, weak, indolent, besotted, of monstrous van-
ity, and levity incurable—it is absurd. They

thought to use him, and did for a while: but
they must have known how timid he was; how
entively heartless and treacherous, and have ex-
pected his desertion. His next sct of friends
were mere table companions, of whom he grew
tired too ; then we hear of him with a very few
select toadies, mere boys from school or the
Guards, whose sprightliness tickled the fancy of
the worn-out voluptuary. What matters what
friends he had? He dropped all his friends; he
never could have real friends.  An heir to the
throne has flatterers, adventurers who hang
about him, ambitious men who use him; but
friendship is denied him,
And women, I suppose, are as false and self-
ish in their dealings with such a character as
men. Shall we take the Leporello part, flour-
ish a catalogue of the conquests of this royal
Don Juan, and tell the names of the favorites to
whom, one after the other, George Prince flung
his pocket-handkerchief? What purpose would
it answer to say how Lerdita was pursued, won,
deserted, and by whom succeeded 7 What good
in knowing that he did actually marry Mrs.
FitzHerbert according to the rites of the Roman
Catholic Church ; that her marriage settlements
have been seen in London; that the names of
the witnesses to her marriage are known. This
sort of vice that we are now come to presents no
new or fleeting trait of manners. Debauchees,
dissolute, heartless, fickle, cowardly, have been
ever since the world began. This one had more
temptations than most, and so much may be said
in extcnuation for him.
It was an unlucky thing for this doomed
one, and tending to lead him yet farther on the
road to the deuce, that, besides being lovely, so
that women were fascinated by him ; and heir-
apparent, so that all the world flattered him;
he should have a beautiful voice, which led him
directly in the way of drink; and thus all the
pleasant devils were coaxing on poor Florizel ;
desire, and idlencss, and vanity, and drunken-
ness, all clashing their merry cymbals and bid-
ding him come on.
‘We first hear of his warbling sentimental dit-
ties under the walls of Kew Palace by the moon-
light banks of Thames, with Lord Viscount Lep-
orello keeping watch lest the music should be
disturbed.
Singing after dinner and supper was the uni-
versal fashion of the day. You may fancy all
England sounding with choruses, some ribald,
some harmless, but all occasioning the consump-
tion of a prodigious deal of fermented liquor.
““The jolly muse her wings to try no frolic flights need
take.
But rom;d the bowl would dip and fly, like swallows

round a lake,”

sang Morris in one of his gallant Anacreontics,

to which the prince many a time joined in chorus,

and of which the burden is,

¢ And that I think's a reason fair to drink and fil}
again.”

This delightful boon companion of the prince's
found *“ a reason fair” to forego filling and drink~
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ing, saw the error of his ways, gave up the bowl
and chorus, and died retired and religious. The
prince’s table, no doubt, was a very tempting one.
The wits came and did their utmost to amuse
him. It is wonderful how the spirits rise, the
wit brightens, the wine has an aroma, when a
great man is at the head of the table. Scott, the
loyal cavalier, the king’s true liegeman, the very
best raconteur of his time, poured out with an
endless generosity his store of old-world learn-
ing, kindness, and humor. Grattan contributed
to it his wondrous eloquence, fancy, feeling.
Tom Moore perched upon it for a while, and
piped his most exquisite little love-tunes on it,
flying away in a twitter of indignation after-
ward, and attacking the prince with bill and
claw. In such society no wonder the sitting
was long, and the butler tired of drawing corks,
Remember what the usages of the time were,
and that William Pitt, coming to the House of
Commons after having drunk a bottle of port-
wine at his own house, would go into Bellamy’s
with Dundas, and help finish a couple more.
You peruse volumes after volumes about our
prince, and find some half-dozen stock storics—
indeed not many more—common to all the his-
tories. He was good-natured ; an indolent, vo-
luptuous prince, not unkindly. One story, the
most favorable to him of all perhaps, is that as
Prince Regent, he was eager to hecar all that
could be said in behalf of prisoners condemned
to death, and anxious, if possible, to remit the
capital sentence. He was kind to his servants.
There is a story common to ali the biographies,
of Molly the housemaid, who, when his house-
hold was to be broken up, owing to some re-
forms which he tried absurdly to practice, was
discovered crying, as she dusted the chairs, be-
cause she was to leave a master who had a kind
word for all his servants. Another tale is that
of a groom of the prince’s being discovered in
corn and oat peculations, and dismissed by the
personage at the head of the stables ; the prince
had word of John’s disgrace, remonstrated with
him very kindly, generously reinstated him, and
bade him promise to sin no more—a promise
which John kept.  Another story is very fondly
told of the prince as a young man hearing of an
officer’s family in distress, and how he straight-
way borrowed six or eight hundred pounds, put
his long, fair hair under his hat, and so dis-
guised carried the money to the starving family.
He sent money, too, to Sheridan on his death-
bed, and would have sent more had not death
ended the career of that man of genius. Ie-
sides these, there are a few pretty speeches, kind
and graceful, to persons with whom he was
brought in contact. But he turned npon twen-
ty friends. He was fond and familiar with
them one day, and he passed them on the next
without recognition. He used them, liked them,
loved them perhaps in his way, and then separ-
ated from them. On Monday he kissed and
fondled poor Perdita, and on Tuesday he met
her and did not know her. On Wednesday he
was very affectionate with that wretched Brum-

mell, and on Thursday forgot him ; cheated him
even ont of a snuff-box which he owed the poor
dandy ; saw him, years afterward, in his down-
fall and poverty, when the bankrupt Beau sent
him another snuff-box, with some of the snuff
he used to love, as a piteous token of remem-
brance and submission, and the king took the
snuff, and ordered his horses and drove on, and
had not the grace to notice his old companion.
favorite, rival, enemy, superior. In Wraxall
there is some gossip about him. When the
charming, beautiful, generous Duchess of Dev-
onshire died—the lovely lady whom he used to
call his dearest duchess once, and pretend to ad-
mire as all English society admired her—he
said, ¢ Then we have lost the best bred woman
in England.” ¢ Then we have lost the kindest
heart in England,” said noble Charles Fox.
On another occasion, when three noblemen were
to receive the Garter, says Wraxall, ¢ a great
personage observed that never did three men re-
ceive the order in so characteristic a manner.
The Duke of A. advanced to the sovercign with
a phlegmatic, cold, awkward air, like a clown;
Lord B. came forward fawning and smiling like
a courtier ; Lord C. presented himself easy, un-
embarrassed, like a gentleman.” These are the
stories one has to recall about the prince and
king—kindness to a housemaid, generosity to a
groom, criticism on a bow. There are no better
stories about him: they are mean and trivial,
and they characterize him. The great war of
empires and giants goes on. Day by day vic-
tories are won and lost by the brave. Torn,
smoky flags and battered eagles are wrenched
from the heroic enemy and laid at his feet ; and
he sits there on his throne and smiles, and gives
the guerdon of valor to the conqueror. He!
Elliston the actor, when the Coronation was per-
formed, in which he took the principal part,
used to fancy himself the king, burst into tears,
and hiccup a blessing on the people. I believe
it is certain about George IV, that he had heard
so much of the war, knighted so many people,
and worn such a prodigious quantity of mar-
shal’s uniforms, cocked hats, cock’s feathers,
scarlet and bullion in general, that he actually
fancied he had been present in some campaigns,
and, under the name of -General Brock, led a
tremendous charge of the German legion at Wa-
terloo.

He is dead but thirty years, and one asks
how a great society could have tolerated him ?s
Would we bear him now? In this quarter of a
century what a silent revolution has been work-

ing! How it has separated us from old times
and manners! Xow it has changed men them-
selves! I can see old gentlemen now among

us, of perfect good breeding, of quiet lives, with
venerable gray heads, fondling their grandchil-
dren; and look at them, and wonder at what
they were once. That gentleman of the grand
old school, when he was in the 10th IHussars,
and dined at the prince’s table, would fall un-
der it night after night. Night after night
that gentleman sate at Brookes’s or Raggett's
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over the dice. If, in the petulance of play or
drink, that gentleman spoke a sharp word to his
neighbor, he and the other would infallibly go
out and try to shoot each other the next morn-
ing. That gentleman would drive his friend
Richmond, the black boxer, down to Moulsey,
and hold his coat, and shout, and swear, and
hurrah with delight, while the black man was
beating Dutch Sam the Jew. That gentleman
would take a manly pleasure in pulling his own
coat off, and thrashing a bargeman in a street
row., That gentleman has been in a watch-
house. That gentleman, so exquisitely polite
with ladies in a drawing-room, so loftily court-
cous, if he talked now as he used among men in
his youth, wonld swear so as to make your hair
stand on end. I met lately a very old German
gentleman, who had served in our army at the
beginning of the century. Since then he has
lived on his own estate, but rarely meeting with
an Englishman, whose language—the language
of fifty years ago that is—he posscsses perfectly.
When this highly bred old man began to speak
English to me, almost every other word he ut-
tered was an oath: as they used it (they swore
dreadfully in Flanders) with the Duke of York
before Valenciennes, or at Carlton House over
the supper and cards. Read Byron’s letters.
So accustomed is the young man to oaths that
he employs them even in writing to his friends,
and swears by the post. TRead his account of
the doings of young men at Cambridge ; of the
ribald professors, one of whom “ could pour out
Greek like a drunken Helot,” and whose ex-
cesses surpassed even those of the young men.
Read Matthews’s description of the boyish lord-
ling’s honsckeeping at Newstead ; the skull-cap
passed round, the monk’s dresses from the mas-
querade warchouse, in which the young scape-
graces nsed to sit until daylight, chanting ap-
propriate songs round their wine. ¢ We come
to breakfast at two or three o’clock,” Matthews
says. “There are gloves and foils for those
who like to amuse themselves, or we fire pistols
at a mark in the hall, or we worry the wolf.”
A jolly life truly! The noble young owner of
the mansion writes about such affairs himself in
letters to his friend Mr. John Jackson, pugilist,
ir London.

All the prinec’s time tells a similar strange
story of manners and pleasure. In Wraxall we
find the prime minister himself, the redoubted
William Pitt, engaged in high jinks with per-
sonages of no less importance than Lord Thur-
low, the lord chancellor, and Mr. Dundas, the
treasurer of the navy. Wraxall relates how
these three statesmen, returning after dinner
from Addiscombe, found a turnpike open, and
galloped through it without paying the toll. The
turnpike man, fancying they were highwaymen,
fired a blunderbuss after them, but missed them ;
and the poet sang—

“How as Pitt wandered darkling o'er the plain,
His reason drown'd in Jenkinson's Champagne,
A rustic’s hand, but righteous fate withstood,
IIad shed a premier’s for a robber's blood."

Here we have the treasurer of the navy, the lord
high chancellor, and the prime minister, all en-
gaged in a most undoubted lark. In Eldon’s
Memoirs, about the very same time, I read that
the bar loved wine, as well as the woolsack.
Not John Scott himself; he was a good boy al-
ways ; and though he loved port-wine, loved his
business and his duty and his fees a great deal
better.

He has a Northern Circuit story of those days,
about a party at the house of a certain Lawyer
Fawecett, who gave a dinner every year to the
counscl.

“On one occasion,” related Lord Eldon, ¢“I
heard Lee say, ¢I can not leave Fawcett’s wine.
Mind, Davenport, you will go home immediate-
ly after dinner, to read the bricf in that cause
that we have to conduct to-morrow.’

¢ ¢Not I,” said Davenport. ‘Leave my din-
ner and my wine to read a brief! No, no, Lee;
that won'’t do.’

¢¢¢Then,’ said Lee, ¢ what is to be done? who
else is employed ?’

¢“Davesport. ‘Oh! young Scott.’

¢“Lee. ‘Oh! he must go. Mr. Scott, yon
must go home immediately, and make yourself
acquainted with that cause, before our consulta-
tion this evening.’

¢t This was very hard upon me; but I did go,
and there was an attorney from Cumberland,
and one from Northumberland, and I do not
know how many other persons. Pretty late, in
came Jack Lee, as drunk as he could be.

¢ <Y can not consult to-night; I must go to
bed,” he exclaimed, and away he went. "Then
came Sir Thomas Davenport.

¢¢¢We can not have a consultation to-night,
Mr. Wordsworth’ (Wordsworth, I think, was the
name; it was a Cumberland name), shouted
Davenport. ¢Don’t you see how drunk Mr,
Scott is? it is impossible to consult.” Poor me!
who had scarce had any dinner, and lost all my
wine—I was so drunk that I could not consult !
Well, a verdict was given against us, and it was
all owing to Lawyer Fawcett’s dinner. We
moved for a new trial; and I must say, for the
honor of the bar, that those two gentlemen, Jack
Lee and Sir Thomas Davenport, paid all the ex-
penses hetween them of the first trial, It is the
only instance I ever knew, but they did. We
moved for a new trial (on the ground, I suppose,
of the counsel not being in their senses), and it
was granted. When it came on, the following
year, the judge rose and said :

¢t ¢ Gentlemen, did any of you dine with Law-
yer Fawcett yesterday? for, if you did, I will
not hear this cause till next year.’

“ There was great laughter. We gained the
cause that time.”

On another occasion, at Lancaster, where poor
Bozzy must needs be going the Northern Circuit,
“we found him,” says Mr. Scott, ¢‘lying upon
the pavement inebriated. We subscribed a guin-
ea at supper for him, and a half crown for his
clerk”—(no doubt there was a large bar, and
that Scott’s joke did not cost him much), *“and
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sent him, when he waked next morning, a brief,
with instructions to move for what we denomin-
ated the writ of quare adhawsit pavimento ? with
observations duly calculated to induce him to
think that it required great learning to explain
the necessity of granting it, to the judge before
whom he was to move.” Boswell sent all round
the town to attorneys for books, that might en-
able him to distinguish himself—but in vain,
He moved, however, for the writ, making the
best use he could of the observations in the brief.
The judge was perfectly astonished, and the au-
dience amazed. The judge said, ** I never heard
of such a writ—what can it be that adheres pavi-
mento? Are any of you gentlemen at the bar
able to explain this ?”

The bar langhed. At last one of them said:

“My lord, Mr. Boswell last night adhesit
pavimento. There was no moving him for some
time. At last he was carried to bed, and he has
been dreaming about himself and the pavement.”

The canny old gentleman relishes these jokes.
When the Bishop of Lincoln was moving from
the deanery of St.TPaul’s, he says he asked a
learned friend of his, by name Will Hay, how he
should move some especially fine claret, about
which he was anxious.

“ Pray, my lord bishop,
much of the wine have you ?”

The bishop said six dozen.

¢If that is all,” Hay answered, ¢‘ you have
but to ask me six times to dinner, and X will
carry it all away myself.”

There were giants in those days ; but this joke
about wine is not so fearful as one perpetrated
by Orator Thelwall, in the heat of the French
Revolution, ten years later, over a frothing pot
of porter. He blew the head off, and said,
“¢"This is the way I would serve all kings.”

Now we come to yet higher personages, and
find their doings recorded in the blushing pages
of timid little Miss Burney'’s AMemoirs. She rep-
resents a prince of the blood in quite a royal con-
dition. The loudness, the bigness, boisterous-
ness, creaking boots, and rattling oaths, of the
young princes, appeared to have frightened the
prim household of Windsor, and set all the tea-
cups twittering on the tray. On the night of a
ball and birthday, when one of the pretty, kind
princesses was to come out, it was agreed that
her brother, Prince William Henry, should dance
the opening minuet with her, and he came to
visit the household at their dinner.

¢¢ At dinner, Mrs. Schwellenberg presided, at-
tired magnificently; Miss Goldsworthy, Mrs.
Stanforth, Messrs. Du Luc and Stanhope, dined
with us; and while we were still eating fruit
the Duke of Clarence entered.

¢ He was just risen from the king’s table, and
waiting for his equipage to go home and prepare
for the ball. To give you an idea of the energy
of his royal highness’s language, I ought to set
apart an objection to writing, or rather intimat-
ing, certain forcible words, and beg leave to show
vou in genuine colors a royal sailor.

¢ We all rose, of course, upon his entrance,

»

says Hay, ¢‘how

and the two gentlemen placed themselves Dbe-
hind their chairs, while the footmen left the
room. DBut he ordered us all to sit down, and
called the men back to hand about some wine.
He was in exceeding high spirits, and in the ut-
most good humor. He placed himself at the
head of the table, next Mrs. Schwellenberg, and
looked remarkably well, gay, and full of sport
and mischief; yet clever withal, as well as com-
ical.

¢¢ ¢ Well, this is the first day I have ever dined
with the king at 8t. James's on his birthday.
Pray, have you all drunk his Majesty’s health ?’

¢t ¢ No, your royal highness ; your royal high-
ness might make dem do dat,” said Mrs. Schiwel-
lenberg.

€0, by , I will!  Here, you (to the
footman), bring Champagne; I'll drink the king’s
health again, if I die for it. Yes, I have done it
pretty well already ; so has the king, I promise
you! I believe his Majesty was never taken
such good care of before; we have kept his
spirits up, I promise you; we have enabled him
to go through his fatignes ; and I should have
done more still, but for the ball and Mary—X
have promised to dance with Mary. I must kecp
sober for Mary.””

Indefatigable Miss Burney continues for a
dozen pages reporting H.R.H.’s conversation,
and indicating, with a humor not unworthy of
the clever little author of Kvekna, the increas-
ing state of excitement of the young sailor prince
who drank more and more Champagne, stopped
old Mrs. Schwellenberg’s remonstrances by giv-
ing the old lady a kiss, and telling her to hold
her potato-trap, and who did not *kecp sober
for Mary.” Mary had to find another partner
that night, for the royal William Henry could
not keep his legs.

Will you have a picture of the amusements of
another royal prince? It is the Duke of York,
the blundering general, the beloved commander-
in-chief of the army, the brother with whom
George IV. had had many a mi.night carouse,
and who continued his habits of pleasure almost
till death seized his stout body.

In Pickler Muskaw's Letters, that German
prince deseribes a bout with H.R.H., who in his
best time was such a powerful toper that ¢ six
bottles of claret after dinner scarce made a per-
ceptible change in his countenance.”

1 remember,” says Piickler, ¢ that one even-
ing—indeed, it was past midnight—he took some
of his gnests, among whom were the Austrian
embassador, Count Mcervelt, Count Beroldingen,
and myself, into his beautiful armory. We tried
to swing several Turkish sabres, but none of us
had a very firm grasp ; whence it happened that
the duke and Meervelt both scratched themselves
with a sort of straight Indian sword so as to draw
blood. Meervelt then wished to try if the sword
cut as well as a Damascus, and attempted to cut
through one of the wax candles that stood on the
table. The experiment answered so ill, that
both the candles, candlesticks and all, fell to the
ground and were extinguished. While we were
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groping in the dark and trying to find the door,
the duke’s aid-de-camp stammered out in great
agitation, ¢ By G—, Sir, I remember the sword
is poisoned!’

““You may conceive the agreeable feelings of
the wounded at this intelligence! Happily, on
further examination, it appeared that claret, and
not poison, was at the bottom of the colonel’s
exclamation.”

And now I have one more story of the bac-
chanalian sort, in which Clarence and York, and

the very highest personage of the realm, the great !

Prince Regent, all play parts. The feast took
place at the Pavilion at Brighton, and was de-
scribed to me by a gentleman who was present at
the scene. In Gilray’s caricatuves, and among

Tox’s jolly associates, there figures a great noble- |

man, the Duke of Norfolk, called Jockey of Nor-
folk in his time, and celebrated for his table ex-
ploits.  He had quarreled with the prince, like
the rest of the Whigs; but a sort of reconcilia-
tion had taken place; and now, being a very old
man, the prince invited him to dine and slecp at
the Pavilion, and the old duke drove over from
his Castle of Arundel with his famous equipage
of gray horses, still remembered in Sussex.

The Prince of Wales had concocted with his
royal brothers o notable scheme for making the
old man drunk. Every person at table was en-
joiued to drink wine with the duke—a challenge
which the old toper did not refuse.  Ile soon be-
gan to sce that there was a conspiracy against
him; he drank glass for glass; he overthrew
many of the brave. At last the First Gentle-
man of Europe proposed bumpers of brandy.
One of the royal brothers filled a great glass for
the duke. He stood up and tossed off the drink.
““Now,” says he, ¢ I will have my carriage, and
go home.” The prince urged upon him his pre-
vions promise to sleep under the roof where he
had been so generously entertained. ¢¢No,”
he said, he had had enough of such hospitali-
ty. A trap had been set for him; he would
leave the place at once and never enter its doors
more.

The carriage was called, and came; but in
the half-hour’s interval the liquor had proved too
potent for the old man; his host’s generous pur-
pose was answered, and the duke'’s old gray head
lay stupefied on the table. Nevertheless, when
his post-chaise was announced, he staggered to
it as well as he could, and stumbling in, bade
the postillions drive to Arundel. They drove
him for half an hour round and round the Pa-
vilion lawn; the poor old man fancied he was
going home. When he awoke that morning he
was in bed at the prince’s hideous house at
DBrighton. You may sce the place now for six-
pence: they have fiddlers there every day; and
sometimes buffoons and mountebanks hire the
Riding House and do their tricks and tumbling
there.  The trees are still there, and the gravel
walks round which the poor old sinner was trot-
ted. I can fancy the flushed faces of the royal
princes as they support themselves at the portico
pillars, and look on at old Nerfolk’s disgrace;
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but I can’t fancy how the man who perpetrated
it continued to be called a gentleman.

From drinking the pleased Muse now turns
to gambling, of which in his youth our prince
was a great practitioner. He was a famous
pigeon for the playmen; they lived upon him.
Lgalité Orleans, it was believed, punished him
severely. A noble lord, whom we shall call the
Marquis of Steyne, is said to have mulcted him
in immense sums. He frequented the clubs
where play was then almost universal; and as
it was known his debts of honor were sacred,
while he was gambling Jews waited outside to
purchase his notes of hand. His transactions
on the turf were unlucky as well as discredita-
ble: though I believe he, and his jockey, and
his horse Iiscape, were all innocent in that affair
which created so much scandal.

Arthur’s, Almack’s, Bootle’s, and White’s
were the chief clubs of the young men of fashion.
There was play at all, and decayed noblemen
and broken-down senators fleeced the unwary
there. In Selwyn’s Letters we find Carlisle,
Devonshire, Coventry, Queensberry, all under-
going the probation. Charles Fox, a dreadful
gambler, was cheated in very late times—Ilost
£200,000 at play. Gibbon tells of his playing
for twenty-two hours at a sitting and losing £500
an hour. That indomitable punter said that the
greatest pleasure in life, after winning, was los-
ing. What hours, what nights, what health
did he waste over the devil's books! I was go-
ing to say what peace of mind; but he took his
losses very philosophically.  After an awful
night’s play, and the enjoyment of the greatest
pleasure but one in life, he was found on a sofa
tranquilly reading an Eclogue of Virgil.

Play survived long after the wild prince and
Fox had given up the dice-box. The dandies
continued it. Byron, Brummell—how many
names could I mention of men of the world who
have suffered by it! In 1837 occurred a famous
trial which pretty nigh put an end to gambling
in England. A peer of the realm was found
cheating at whist, and repeatedly seen to prac-
tice the trick called sauter la coupe.  His friends
at the clubs saw him cheat, and went on playing
with him. One greenhorn, who had discovered
his foul play, asked an old hand what he should
do. ““Do,” said the Mammon of Unrighteous-
ness, ‘ Back lim, you fool.” The best efforts
were made to screen him. People wrote him
anonymous letters and warned him; but he
would cheat, and they were obliged to find him
out. Since that day, when my lord’s shame
was made public, the gaming-table has lost all
its splendor.  Shabby Jews and black-legs prowl
about racc-courses and tavern parlors, and now
and then inveigle silly yokels with greasy packs
of cards in railroad cars; but Play is a deposed
goddess, her worshipers bankrupt and her table
in rags.

So is another famous British institution gone
to decay-—~—the Ring: the noble practice of Brit-
ish boxing, which in my youth was still almost
flourishing.



830

HARPER'S NEW MONTHLY MAGAZINE.

The prince, in his carly days, was a great
patron of this national sport, as his grand-uncle
Culloden Cumberland had been before him ; but
being present at a fight at Brighton, wherc one
of the combatants was killed, the prince pen-
sioned the boxer’s widow, and declared he never
would attend another battle. ¢ But, neverthe-
less”—1 read in the noble language of Pierce
Egan (whose smaller work on Pugilism I have
the honor to possess)—*‘he thought it & manly
and decided English feature which ought not to
be destroyed.  His majesty had a drawing of the
sporting characters in the Fives’ Court placed in
his boudoir, to remind him of his former attach-
ment and support of true courage; and when
any fight of note occurred after he was king, ac-
counts of it were read to him by his desire.”
That gives one a fine image of a king taking his
recreation—at ease in a royal dressing-gown—
too majestic to read himself, ordering the prime
minister to read him accounts of battles: how
Cribb punched Molynenx’s eye, or Jack Randall
thrashed the Game Chicken. ‘

Where my prince did actually distinguish
himself was in driving. He drove once in four
hours and a half from Brighton to Carlton House
—fifty-six miles. All the young men of that
day were fond of that sport. But the fashion
of rapid driving deserted England, and, I be-
licve, trotted over to America. Where are the
amusements of our youth? I hear of no gam-
bling now but among obscure rnffians-—of no
boxing but among the lowest rabble.  One soli-
tary four-in-hand still drove round the parks in
London last year; but that charioteer must soon
disappear. e was very old; he was attired
after the fashion of the year 1825. Ie must
duive to the banks of Styx ere long, where the
ferry-boat waits to carry him over to the defunct
revelers who boxed and gambled and drank and
drove with King George. .

The bravery of the Brunswicks, that all the
family must have it, that George possessed it,
arc points which all English writers have agreed
to admit; and yet I can not sce how George IV,
should have been endowed with this quality.
Swaddled in feather-beds all his life, lazy, obese,
perpetually eating and drinking, his education
was quite unlike that of his tough old progeni-
tors. His grandsires had confronted hardship
and war, and ridden up and fired their pistols
undaunted into the face of death. His father
had conquered luxury, and overcome indolence.
Here was one who never resisted any temptation ;
never had a desire but he coddled and pampered
it; if ever he had any nerve, frittered it away
among cooks, and tailors, and barbers, and fur-
niture-mongers, and opera dancers, What mus-
cle would not grow flaccid in such a life—u life
that was never strung up to any action—an end-
less Capua without any campaign—all fiddling,
and flowers, and feasting, and flattery, and folly?
When George IIL was pressed by the Catholic
question and the India Bill, he said he would
retire to Hanover rather than yield upon either
point; and he would have done what he said.

But, before yiclding, he was determined to fight
his ministers and parliament; and he did, and
he beat them. The time came when George
IV, was pressed too upon the Catholic c¢laims:
the cautious Peel had slipped over to that side:
the grim old Wellington had joined it; and Pecl
tells us, in his Memoirs, what was the conduct
of the king. He at first refused to submit;
whercupon Peel and the duke offered their resig-
nations, which their gracious master accepted.
He did these two gentlemen the hLonor, Pecl
says, to kiss them both when they went away.
(¥ancy old Arthur’s grim countenance and eagle
beak as the monarch kisses it!) When they
were gone he sent after them, surrendered, and
wrote to them a letter begging them to remain
in office, and allowing them to have their way.
Then his majesty had a meeting with Eldon,
which is related at curious length in the latter’s
Memoirs, He told Eldon what was not true
about his interview with the new Catholic con-
verts; utterly misled the old ex-chancellor; cried,
whimpered, fell on his neck, and kissed him too.
We know old Eldon’s own tears were pumped
very freely.  Did these two fountains gush to-
gether? I can’t fancy a behavior more unman-
ly, imbecile, pitiable. This a defender of the
faith! This a chief in the crisis of a great na-
tion! This an inheritor of the courage of the
Georges!

Many of my hearers no doubt have journeyed
to the pretty old town of Brunswick, in company
with that most worthy, prudent, and polite gen-
tleman, the Earl of Malmesbury, and fetched
away Princess Caroline for her longing husband,
the Prince of Wales. Old Queen Charlotte
would have had her eldest son marry a niece of
her own, that famous Louisa of Strelitz, after-
ward Queen of Prussia, and who shares with
Marie Antoinette in the last age the sad pre-em-
inence of beauty and misfortune, Dut George
IIX. had a niece at Brunswick: she was a richer
princess than her Serene Highness of Strelitz:
in fine, the Princess Caroline was selected to
marry the heir to the English throne. 'We fol-
low my Lord Malmesbury in quest of her; we
are introduced to her illustrious father and royal
mother; we witness the balls and fétes of the
old court; we are presented to the princess her-
sclf, with her fair hair, her blue eves, and her
impertinent shoulders—a lively, bouncing, romp-
ing princess, who takes the advice of her courtly
English mentor most generously and kindly.
We can be present at her very toilet, if we like,
regarding which, and for very good reasons, the
British courtier implores her to be particular.
What a strange court! What a qucer privacy
of morals and manners do we look into! Shall
we regard it as preachers and moralists, and cry,
Woe, against the open vice and selfishness and
corruption ; or look at it as we do at the king in
the pantomime, with his pantomime wife, and
pantomime courtiers, whose big heads he knocks
together, whom he pokes with his pantomime
sceptre, whom he orders to prison under the
guard of his pantomime bheef-caters, as he sits
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down to dine on his pantomime pudding? It
is grave, it is sad, it is theme most curious for
moral and political speculation ; it is monstrous,
grotesque, laughable, with its prodigious little-
nesses, etiquettes, ceremonials, sham moralities ;
it is as serious as a sermon, and as absurd and
outrageous as Punch’s puppet-show.

Malmesbury tells us of the private life of the
duke, Princess Caroline’s father, who was to die,
like his warlike son, in arms against the French;
presents us to his courtiers, his favorite; his
duchess, George ITL’s sister, a grim old princess,
who took the British envoy aside and told him
wicked old stories of wicked old dead people and
times; who came to England afterward when
her nephew was regent, and lived in a shabby
furnished lodging, old, and dingy, and deserted,
and grotesque, but somehow royal.  And we go
with him to the duke to demand the princess’s
hand in form, and we hear the Brunswick guns
fire their adicux of salute, as H.IRR.IL. the Prin-
cess of Wales departs in the frost and snow; and
we visit the domains of the Prince Bishop of Os-
naburg—the Duke of York of our carly time;
and we dodge about from the French revolution-
ists, whose ragged legious are pouring over Hol-
land and Germany, and gayly trampling down
the old world to the tune of ¢a ira; and we take
shipping at Slade, and we land at Greenwich,
where the princess’s ladies and the prince’s ladies
are in waiting to receive her royal highness.

‘What a history follows! Arrived in London,
the bridegroom hastened eagerly to receive his
bride. When she was first presented to him,
Lord Malmesbury says she very properly at-
tempted to kneel.  He raised her gracefully
enough, embraced her, and turning round to
me, said,

¢ Harris, I am not well; pray get me a glass
of brandy.”

I said, ¢“Sir, had you not better have a glass
of water ?”

Upon which, much out of humor, he said,
with an oath, *“Noj; I will go to the queen.”

‘What could be expected from a wedding which
had such a beginning—from such a bridegroom
and such a bride? I am not going to carry you
through the scandal of that story, or follow the
poor princess through all her vagaries; her balls
and her dances, her travels to Jerusalem and
Naples, her jigs and her junketings and her
tears.  As I read her trial in history, I vote she
is not guilty. I don’t say it is an impartial ver-
diet; but as one reads her story the heart bleeds
for the kindly, generous, outraged creature. If
wrong there be, let it lie at his door who wicked-
Iy thrust her from it. Spite of her follies, the
great, hearty people of England loved, and pro-
tected, and pitied her. ¢ God bless you! we
will bring your husband back to you,” said a me-
chanic one day, as she told Lady Charlotte Bury
with tears streaming down her cheeks. They
could not bring that husband back; they could
not cleanse that selfish heart. Was hers the

only one he had wounded? Steeped in selfish- l
ness, impotent for faithful attachment and man- !

ly enduring love—had it not survived remorse,
was it not accustomed to desertion ?

Malmesbury gives us the beginning of the
marriage story ;—how the prince reeled into
chapel to be married; how he hiccoughed out his
vows of fidelity—you know how he kept them ;
how he pursued the woman whom he had mar-
ried ; to what a state he brought her; with what
blows he struck her; with what malignity he
pursued her; what his treatment of his daugh-
ter was; and what his own life. Fe the first
gentleman of Europe! There is no stronger
satire on the proud English society of that day
than that they admired George.

No, thank God, we can tell of better gentle-
men ; and while our eyes turn away, shocked,
from this monstrous image of pride, vanity, weak-
ness, they may see in that England over which
the last George pretended to reign some who
merit indced the title of gentlemen, some who
make our hearts beat when we hear their names,
and whose memory we fondly salute when that
of yonder imperial manikin is tumbled into obliv-
ion. I will take men of my own profession of
letters, I will take Walter Scott, who loved the
king, and who was his sword and buckler, and
championed him like that brave Highlander in
his own story, who fights round his craven chief.
What a good gentleman! What a friendly soul,
what a generous hand, what an amiable life was
that of the noble Sir Walter! T will take an-
other man of letters, whose life I admire cven
more—an Lnglish worthy, doing his duty for
fifty noble years of labor, day by day storing up
learning, day by day working for scant wages,
most charitable out of his small means, bravely
faithful to the calling which he had chosen, re-
fusing to turn from his path for popular praise
or princes’ favor—I mean Robert Southey. We
have left his old political landmarks miles and
miles behind; we protest against his dogmatism;
nay, we begin to forget it and his politics: but
I hope his life will not be forgotten, for it is sub-
lime in its simplicity, its encrgy, its honor, its
affection. In the combat between Time and
Thalaba, T suspect the former destroyer has
conquered. Kehama's curse frightens very fow
readers now; but Southey’s private letters are
worth piles of epics, and are sure to last among
us as long as kind hearts like to sympathize
with goodness and purity, and love and upright
life. ¢“If your feelings arc like mine,” he writes
to his wife, *‘I will not go to Lisbon without
you, or I will stay at home, and not part from
you. For though not unhappy when away, still
without you I am not happy. TFor your sake,
as well as my own and little Edith’s, I will not
consent to any separation ; the growth of a year’s
love between her and me, if it please God she
should live, is a thing too delightful in itself,
and too valuable in its consequences, to be giv-
en up for any light inconvenience on your part
ormine. ...... On these things we will talk
at leisure; only, dear, dear Edith, we must not
part!”

This was a poor literary gentleman. The
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First Gentleman in BEurope had o wife and
danghter too. Did he love them so? Was he
faithful to them? Did he sacrifice easc for
them, or show them the sacred examples of re-
ligion and honor? Heaven gave the Great En-
glish Prodigal no such good fortune. Peel pro-
posed to make a baronet of Southey; and to this
advancement the king agreed. The poet nobly
rejected the offered promotion.

“T have,” he wrote, ‘‘a pension of £200 a
year, conferred upon me by the good offices of
my old friend C. Wynn, and I have the Iaurcate-
ship.  The salary of the latter was immediately
appropriated, as far as it went, to a life-insurance
for £3000, which, with an earlier insurance, is
the sole provision I have made for my family.
Al beyond must be derived from my own in-
dustry.  Writing for a livelihood, a livelihood
is all that I have gained ; for, having also some-
thing better in view, and never, therefore, hav-
ing courted popularity, nor written for the mere
sake of gain, it has not been possible for me to
lay by any thing. ILast year, for the first time
in my life, T was provided with a yecar’s expendi-
ture beforchand. This exposition may show how
unbecoming and unwise it would be to aceept the
vank which, so greatly to my honor, you have
solicited for me.”

How mnoble his poverty is compared to the
wealth of his master! His acceptance even of
2 pension was made the object of his opponents’
satire : but think of the merit and modesty of
this State pensioner; and that other enormous
‘rawer of public money, who reccives £100,000
a year, and comes to Parliament with a request
for £650,000 more !

Another true knight of those days was Cuthbert
Collingwood ; and I think, since Heaven made
gentlemen, there is no record of a better one
than that. Of brighter deeds, I grant you, we
may read performed by others; but where of a
nobler, kinder, more beautiful life of duty, of a
gentler, truer heart?  Beyond dazzle of suceess
and blaze of genins, I fancy shining a hundred
and a hundred times higher the sublime puri-
ty of Collingwood’s gentle glory. His heroism
stirs British hearts when we reeall it.  His love,
and goodness, and piety make one thrill with
happy emotion. As one reads of him and his
great comrade going into the victory with which
their names are immortally connected, how the
old English word comes up, and that old English
feeling of what I should like to call Christian
honor! What gentlemen they were, what great
hearts they had! ¢ We can, my dear Coll,”
writes Nelson to him, ¢ have no little jeal-
onsics 3 we have only one great object in view——
that of mceting the enemy, and getting a glo-
rious peace for our country.” At Tiafalgar,
when the Royal Sovereign was pressing alone
into the midst of the combined fleets, Lord Nel-
son said to Captain Blackwood, ‘‘See how that
noble fellow, Collingwood, takes his ship into
action! How I envy him!” The very same

tlirob and impulse of heroie generosity was beat- }
ing in Collingwood’s honest bosom. As he led .

into the fight, he said, ‘“What would Nelson
give to be here!”

After the action of the 1st of June, he writes:
¢ We cruised for a few days, like disappointed
people looking for what they could not find, w»-
til the morning of little Saral’s birthday, between
cight and nine o'clock, when the French fleet,
of twenty-five sail of the line, was discovered to
windward.  We chased them, and they bore
down within about five miles of us. The night
was spent in watching and preparation for the
succeeding day; and many a blessing did I send
forth to my Sarah, lest I should never bless her
more. At dawn we made our approach on the
enemy, then drew up, dressed our ranks, and it
was about eight when the admiral made the sig-
nal for each ship to engage her opponent, and
bring her to close action; and then down we
went under a crowd of sail, and in 2 manner
that would have animated the coldest heart, and
struck terror into the most intrepid enemy. The
ship we were to engage was two ahead of the
French admiral, so we had to go through his
fire and that of two ships next to him, and re-
ceived all their broadsides, two or three times,
before we fired a gun. It was then near ten
o'clock. I observed to the admiral, that about
that time our wives were going to church, but
that I thought the peal we should ring about the
Frenchman’s ears would outdo their parish bells.”

There are no words to tell what the heart feels
in reading the simple phrases of such a hero.
Here is vietory and courage, but love sublimer
and superior. Here is a Christian soldier spend-
ing the night before battle in watching and
preparing for the succeeding day, thinking of
his dearest home, and sending many blessings
forth to his Sarah, ¢“lest he should never bless
her more.” Who would not say Amen to his
supplication ? It was a benediction to his coun-
try—the prayer of that intrepid, loving heart.

We have spoken of a good soldier and good
men of letters as specimens of English gentlermen
of the age just past: may we not also—many of
my elder hearers, I am sure, have read, and
fondly remember his delightful story—speak of
a good divine, and mention Reginald Heber as
one of the best of English gentlemen? The
charming poet, the happy possessor of all sorts
of gifts and accomplishments, birth, wit, fame,
high character, competence—he was the beloved
parish priest in his own home of Hoderel, ‘¢ coun-
seling his people in their troubles, advising them
in their difficulties, comforting them in distvess,
kneeling often at their sick beds at the hazard
of his own life; exhorting, encouraging where
there was need ; where there was strife the peace-
maker; where there was want the free giver.”

‘When the Indian bishopric was offered to him
he refused at first; but after communing with
himself (and committing his case to the quarter
whither such pious men are wont to carry their
doubts), he withdrew his refusal, and prepared
himsclf for his mission, and to leave his beloved
parish, ¢ Little children, love one another, and
forgive one another,” were the last sacred words
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he said to his weeping people. He parted with
them, knowing, perhaps, he should see them no
more. Like those other good men of whom we
liave just spoken, love and duty were his life’s
aim. Happy he, happy they who were so glori-
ously faithful to both! He writes to his wife
those charming lines on his journey :
“#If thou, my love, wert by my side,
My babiez at my knee,
How gladly would our pinnace glide
O’er Gunga’s mimic sea!

“1 miss thee at the dawning gray,
‘When, on our deck reclined,
In careless ease my limbs I lay
And woo the cooler wind.

‘1 miss thee when by Gunga's stream
My twilight steps I guide;
But most beneath the lanp's pale beam
1 miss thee by my side.

“T spread my books, my pencil try,
The lingering noon to cheer;
But miss thy kind, approving eye,
Thy meelk, attentive ear.

“ But when of morn and eve the star
Belolds me on my knee,
1 feel, though thou art distant far,
Thy prayers ascend for me.

‘' Then on, then on, where duty leads
My cowse be onward still—
O%er broad Hindostan's sultry meads,
O'er bleak Almorah’s hill.

s« That course nor Delhi's kingly gates,
Nor wild Malwah detain,
Tor sweet the bliss us both awaits
By yonder western main.

* Thy towers, Bombay, gleam bright, they say,
Across the dark blue sea:
But ne'er were hearts go blithe and gay

As there shall meet in thee!*
Is it not Collingwood and Sarah, and Southey
and Edith? His affection is part of his life.
What were life without it? Without love, I
can fancy no gentleman.

How touching is a remark Heber makes in
his Travels through India, that on inquiring of
the natives at a town which of the governors of
India stood highest in the opinion of the people,
he found that though Lord Wellesley and War-
ren Hastings were honored as the two greatest
nmen who ever ruled this part of the world, the
people spoke with chief affection of Judge
Cleaveland, who had died, aged twenty-nine, in
1784. The people have built a monument over
him, and still hold a religious feast in his mem-
ory. So does his own country still tend with a
heart’s regard the memory of the gentle Heber.

And Cleaveland died in 1784, and is still
loved by the heathen, is he? Why, that year
1784 was remarkable in the life of our friend
the First Gentleman of Europe. Do yon not
know that he was twenty-one in that year, and
opened Carlton House with a grand ball to the
nobility and gentry, and doubtless wore that
lovely pink coat which we have described. I
was eager to read about the ball, and looked to
the old magazines for information. 'The enter-
tainment took place on the 10th February. In

the Furopean Magazine of March, 1784, I came
straightway upon it :

¢ The alterations at Carlton House being fin-
ished, we lay before our readers a deseription of
the state apartments as they appeared on the
10th instant, when H.R.H. gave a grand ball to
the principal nobility and gentry. . . . . The
entrance to the state room fills the mind with
an inexpressible idea of greatness and splendor.

¢t The state chair is of a gold frame, covered
with crimson damask; on each corner of the
feet is a lion’s head, expressive of fortitude and
strength ; the feet of the chair have serpents
twining round them, to denote wisdom. Facing
the throne appears the helmet of Minerva; and
over the windows glory is represented by a Saint
George with a superb gloria.

¢ But the saloon may be styled the chef~d’eu-
vre, and in every ornament discovers great in-
vention. It is hung with a figured lemon satin.
The window curtains, sofas, and chairs are of
the same color. The ceiling is ornamented with
emblematical paintings, representing the Graces
and Muses, together with Jupiter, Mercury,
Apollo, and Paris. Two crmolu chandeliers are
placed lere. It is impossible by expression to
do justice to the extraordinary workmanship, as
well as design, of the ornaments, They each
consist of a palm, branching out in five direc-
tions for the reception of lights. A beautiful
figure of a rural nymph is represented entwining
the stems of the tree with wreaths of flowers, In
the centre of the room is a rich chandelier, To
see this apartment dans son plus beau jour, it
should be viewed in the glass over the chimney-
piece. The range of apartments from the sa-
loon to the ball-room, when the doors are open,
formed one of the grandest spectacles that ever
was beheld.”

In the Gentleman’s Magazine, for the very
same month and year—March, 1784—is an ac-
count of another festival, in which another great
gentleman of Lnglish extraction is represented
as taking a principal share:

¢ According to order, H.E, the Commander-
in-Chief was admitted to a public audience of
Congress; and, being seated, the president, after
a pause, informed him that the United States as-
sembled were ready to receive his communica~
tions. ‘Whereupon he arose, and spoke as follows:

¢¢ ¢ Mr. President,—The great events on which
my resignation depended having at length taken
place, I present myself before Congress to sur-
render into their hands the trust committed te
me, and to claim the indulgence of retiring from
the service of my country.

¢¢¢ Happy in the confirmation of our independ-
ence and sovercignty, I resign the appointment
I accepted with diffidence; which, however, was
superseded by a confidence in the rectitude of our
cause, the support of the supreme power of the
nation, and the patronage of Heaven. I close
this last act of my official life, by commending
the interests of our dearest country to the pro-
tection of Almighty God, and those who have
the superintendence of them to His holy keep-
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ing. Having finished the work assigned me, I
retire from the great theatre of action; and, bid-
ding an affectionate farewell to this august body
under whose orders I have so long acted, I here
offer my commission and take my leave of the
employments of my public life.” To which the
president replied :

¢¢ ¢Sir, having defended the standard of lib-
erty in the New World, having taught a lesson
useful to those who inflict, and those who fecl
oppression, you retire with the blessings of your
fellow-citizens ; though the glory of your virtues
will not terminate with your military command,
but will descend to remotest ages.””

‘Which was the most splendid spectacle ever
witnessed—the opening feast of Prince George
in London, or the resignation of Washington ?
‘Which is the noble character for after-ages to ad-
mire—yon fribble dancing in lace and spangles,
or yonder hero who sheathes his sword after a life
of spotless honor, a purity unreproached, a cour-
age indomitable, and a consummate victory?
‘Which of these is the truc gentleman? What
is it to be a gentleman? Is it to have lofty
aims, to lead a pure life, to keep your honor vir-
gin; to have the esteem of your fellow-citizens,
and the love of your fireside; to bear good for-
tune meckly ; to suffer evil with constancy ; and
through evil or good to maintain truth always?
Show me the happy man whose life exhibits these
qualities, and him we will salute as gentleman,
whatever his rank may be; show me the prince
who possesses them, and he may be sure of our
Iove and loyalty. The heart of Britain still beats
kindly for George III.—not because he was wise
and just, but because he was pure in life, honest
in intent, and because according to his lights he
worshiped Heaven. I think we acknowledge in
the inheritrix of his sceptre a wiser rule and a
life as honorable and pure; and I am sure the
future painter of our manners will pay a willing
allegiance to that good life, and be loyal to the
memory of that unsullied virtue.

A FALLEN STAR.
L.

I sauNTERED home across the Park,
And slowly smoked my last eigar;
The summer night was still and dark,
With not a single star.

And conjured by I know not what
A memory floated through my brain,
The vision of a friend forgot
And thought of now with pain.

A brilliant boy that once I knew,
In former happicr days of old,
With sweet frank face, and eyes of blue,
And hair that shone like gold.

Fresh crowned with college victory,
The boast and idol of his class,
With heart as pure and warm and free
As sunshine on the grass.

A figure sinewy, lithe, and strong—
A laugh infectious in its glee—
A voice as beautiful as song,
‘When heard along the sea.

On me, the man of sombre thought,
The radiance of his friendship won,
As round an autumn tree is wrought
The enchantment of the sun.

He loved me with a tender trath,
He clung to me as clings the vine,
And, like a brimming fount of youth,
His nature freshened mine.

Together hand in hand we walked—
We threaded pleasant country ways—
Or, couched beneath the limes, we talked
On sultry summer days.

For me he drew aside the vail
Before his bashful heart that hung,
And told a sweet ingenuous tale
That trembled on his tongue.

He read me songs and amorous lays,
‘Where through cach slender line a fire
Of love flashed lambently, as plays
The lightning through the wire.

A nobler maid he never knew
Than she he yearned to call his wife,
A fresher nature never grew
Along the shores of life.
Thus rearing diamond arches up
Whercon his future life to build,
Ile quaffed all day the golden cup
That youthful fancy filled.

Like fruit upon a southern slope,
Ie ripened on all natural food,
The winds that thrill the skyey cope,
The sunlight’s golden blood.

And in his talk I oft discerned
A timid music vaguely heard;
The fragments of a song scavce learned,
The essays of a bird—

The first faint notes the poet’s breast,
Ere yet his pinions warrant flight,
Will on the margin of the nest
Utter with strange delight.

Thus rich with promise was the boy,
When, swept abroad by circumstance,
We parted—he to live, enjoy,
And I to war with Chance.

.

The air was rich with fames of wine
When next we met. 'Twas at a feast,
And he, the boy I thought divine,
Was the unhallowed Priest.



