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' ; The British—the Tories are on us, 
And now is the moment to prove, 

To the women whose virtues have won us, 
That our virtues are worthy their love! 

They have swept the vast valleys below us, 
With fire, to the hills from the sea ; 

And here would they seek to o'erthrow us 
In a realm which our eagle makes free! 

Hurrah! 
VI. 

No -war council suffer'd to trifle 
With the hours devote to the deed; 

Swift follow'd the grasp of the rifle, 
Swift follow'd the bound to the steed ; 

And soon, to the eyes of our yeomen, 
All panting with rage at the sight, 

Gleamed the long wavy tents of the foemen, 
As he lay in his camp on the height. 

Hurrah ! 
VII. 

Grim dash'd they away as they hounded, 
The hunters to hem in the prey, 

And with Deckard's long rifles surrounded, 
Then the British rose fast to the fray; 

And never, with arms of more vigor, 
Did their bayonets press through the strife, 

Where, with every swift pull of the trigger, 
The sharp-shooters dash'd out a life! 

Hurrah! 
VIII. 

Twas the meeting of eagles and lions, 
'Twas the rushing of tempests and waves, 

Insolent triumph 'gainst patriot defiance, 
Born freemen 'gainst sycophant slaves; 

Scotch Ferguson sounding his whistle, 
As from danger to danger he flies, 

Feels the moral that lies in Scotch thistle, 
With its " touch me who dare!" and he dies! 

Hurrah! 
IX 

An hour, and the battle is over, 
The eagles are rending the prey; 

The serpents seek flight into cover, 
But the terror still stands in the way: 

More dreadful the doom that on treason 
Avenges the wrongs of the State; 

And the oak-tree for many a season 
Bears its fruit for the vultures of Fate! 

Hurrah! 

T H E F O U R G E O R G E S . 
SKETCHES OF MANNERS, MORALS, COURT AND TOWN LIFE. 

BY W. M. THACKERAY. 

III.—GEORGE THE THIRD. 

QUEEN CHARLOTTE. 

W E have to glance over sixty years in as 
many minutes. To read the mere cata

logue of characters who figured during that long 

period would occupy our allotted time, and we 
should have all text and no sermon. England 
has to undergo the revolt of the American colo
nies ; to submit to defeat and separation; to 
shake under the volcano of the French Revolu
tion ; to grapple and fight for the life with her 
gigantic enemy Napoleon ; to gasp and rallv 
after that tremendous struggle. The old so
ciety, with its courtly splendors, has to pass 
away; generations of statesmen to rise and dis
appear ; Pitt to follow Chatham to the tomb ; 
the memory of Rodney and Wolfe to be super
seded by Nelson's and Wellington's glorv; the 
old poets who unite us to Queen Anne's time to 
sink into their graves; Johnson to die, and Scott 
and Byron to arise; Garrick to delight the world 
with his dazzling dramatic genius, and Kean to 
leap on the stage and take possession of the as
tonished theatre. Steam has to be invented; 
kings to be beheaded, banished, deposed, re
stored ; Napoleon to be but an episode, and 
George III. is to be alive through all these 
varied changes, to accompany his people through 
all these revolutions of thought, government, so
ciety ; to survive out of the old world into ours. 

When I first saw England she was in mourn
ing for the young Princess Charlotte, the hope 
of the empire. I came from India as a child, 
and our ship touched at an island on the way 
home, where my black servant took me a long 
walk over rocks and hills until we reached a 
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garden where we saw a man walking. " That 
is he," said the black man: " that is Bona
parte. He eats three sheep every day, and all 
the little children he can lay hands on!" There 
were people in the British dominions besides that 
poor Calcutta serving-man with an equal horror 
of the Corsican ogre. 

AVith the same childish attendant I remember 
peeping through the colonnade at Carlton House, 
and seeing the abode of the great Prince Re
gent. I can see yet the Guards pacing before 
the gates of the place. The place ? What 
place? The palace exists no more than the 
palace of Nebuchadnezzar. It is but a name 
now. Where be the sentries who used to sa
lute as the Royal chariots drove in and out ? 
The chariots, with the kings inside, have driven 
to the realms of Pluto ; the tall Guards have 
marched into darkness, and the echoes of their 
drums are rolling in Hades. Where the palace 
once stood a hundred little children are paddling 
up and down the steps to St. James's Park. A 
score of grave gentlemen are taking their tea at 
the Athenaeum Club ; as many grisly warriors 
are garrisoning the United Service Club oppo
site. Pall Mall is the great social Exchange of 
London now—the mart of news, of politics, of 
scandal, of rumor — the English forum, so to 
speak, where men discuss the last dispatch from 
the Crimea, the last speech of Lord Derby, the 
next move of Lord John. And, now and then, 
to a few antiquarians, whose thoughts are with 
the past rather than with the present, it is a 
memorial of old times and old people, and Pall 
Mall is our Palmyra. Look ! About this spot 
Tom of Ten Thousand was killed by Konigs-
mark's gang. In that great red house Gains
borough lived, and Culloden Cumberland, George 
III. 's uncle. Yonder is Sarah Marlborough's 
palace, just as it stood when that termagant oc
cupied it. At 2~> Walter Scott used to live; at 
the house now No. 70, and occupied by the So
ciety for the Propagation of the Gospel in For
eign Parts, resided Mrs. Eleanor Gwynn, come
dian. How often has Queen Caroline's chair 
issued from under yonder arch ! All the men 
of the Georges have passed up and down the 
street. It has seen Walpole's chariot and Chat
ham's sedan; and Fox, Gibbon, Sheridan, on 
their way to Brookes's ; and stately William 
Pitt stalking on the arm of Dundas ; and Han
ger and Tom Sheridan reeling out of Raggett's ; 
and Byron limping into Wattier's; and Swift 
striding out of Bury Street; and Mr. Addison 
and Dick Steele, both perhaps a little the better 
for liquor; and the Prince of Wales and the 
Duke of York clattering over the pavement; 
and Johnson counting the posts along the 
streets, after dawdling before Dodsley's win
dow; and Horry Walpole hobbling into his 
carriage, with a gimcrack just bought out at 
Christie's ; and George Selwyn sauntering into 
White's. 

Ln the published letters to George Selwyn we 
get a mass of correspondence by no means so 
brilliant and witty as Walpole's, or so bitter and 

bright as Hervey's, but as interesting, and even 
more descriptive of the time, because the letters 
are the work of many hands. You hear more 
voices speaking, as it were, and more natural 
than Horace's dandified treble, and Sporus's ma
lignant whisper. As one reads the Selwyn let
ters—as one looks at Reynolds's noble pictures 
illustrative of those magnificent times and volup
tuous people—one almost hears the voice of the 
dead past; the laughter and the chorus, the 
toast called over the brimming cups; the shout 
at the race-course or the gaming-table ; the mem' 
joke frankly spoken to the laughing fine lady. 
How fine those ladies were, those ladies who 
heard and spoke such coarse jokes! how grand 
those gentlemen! 

I fancy that peculiar product of the past, the 
fine gentleman, has almost vanished off the face 
of the earth, and is disappearing like the beaver 
or the Red Indian. We can't have fine gentle
men any more, because we can't have the society 
in which they lived. The people will not obey: 
the parasites will not be as obsequious as former
ly: children do not go down on their knees to 
beg their parents' blessing: chaplains do not say 
grace and retire before the pudding: servants do 
not say your honor and your worship at every 
moment: tradesmen do not stand hat in hand 
as the gentleman passes: authors do not wait for 
hours in gentlemen's ante-rooms with a fulsome 
dedication, for which they hope to get five guin
eas from his lordship. In the days when there 
were fine gentlemen, Mr. Secretary Pitt's under
secretaries did not dare to sit down before him : 
but Mr. Pitt, in his turn, went down on his 
gouty knees to George I I . ; and when George 
III. spoke a few kind words to him, Lord Chat
ham burst into tears of reverential joy and grat
itude ; so awful was the idea of the monarch, 
and so great the distinctions of rank. Fancy 
Lord John Russell or Lord Palmerston on their 
knees while the Sovereign was reading a dispatch, 
or beginning to cry because Prince Albert said 
something civil! 

At the accession of George III . the patricians 
were yet at the height of their good fortune. 
Society recognized their superiority, which they 
themselves pretty calmly took for granted. They 
inherited not only titles and estates, and seats in 
the House of Peers, but seats in the House of 
Commons. There were a multitude of Govern
ment places, and not merely these, but bribes of 
actual £500 notes, which members of the House 
took not much shame in assuming. Fox went 
into Parliament at 20: Pitt was just of age: his 
father not much older. It was the good time 
for patricians. Small blame to them if they took 
and enjoyed, and over-enjoyed, the prizes of pol
itics, the pleasures of social life. 

In these letters to Selwyn we are made ac
quainted with a whole society of these defunct 
fine gentlemen : and can watch with a curious 
interest a life, which the novel-writers of that 
time, I think, have scarce touched upon. To 
Smollett, to Fielding even, a lord was a lord: a 
gorgeous being with a blue ribbon, a coronetccl 
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chair, and an immense star on his bosom, to 
whom commoners paid reverence. Richardson, 
a man of humbler birth than either of the above 
two, owned that he was ignorant regarding the 
manners of the aristocracy, and besought Mrs. 
Donnellan, a lady who had lived in the great 
world, to examine a volume of Sir Charles 
Grandison, and point out any errors which she 
might see in this particular. Mrs. Donnellan 
found so many faults that Richardson changed 
color, shut up the book, and muttered that it 
were best to throw it in the fire. Here, in Sel-
wy-n, we have the real original men and women 
of fashion of the early time of George III. We 
can follow them to the new club at Almack's: 
we can travel over Europe with them: we can 
accompany them not only to the public places, 
but to their country-houses and private society. 
Here is a whole company of them; wits and 
prodigals ; some persevering in their bad ways; 
some repentant, but relapsing; beautiful ladies, 
parasites, humble chaplains, led captains. Those 
fair creatures whom we love in Reynolds's por
traits, and who still look out on us from his can
vases with their sweet calm faces and gracious 
smiles — those fine gentlemen who did us the 
iionor to govern us; who inherited their bor
oughs, took their ease in their patent places, and 
slipped Lord North's bribes so elegantly under 
their ruffles—we make acquaintance with a hun
dred of these fine folks, hear their talk and laugh
ter, read of their loves, quarrels, intrigues, debts, 
duels, divorces; can fancy them alive if we read 
the book long enough. We can attend at Duke 
Hamilton's wedding, and behold him marry his 
bride with the curtain-ring: we can peep into 
her poor sister's death-bed: we can see Charles 
Fox cursing over the cards, or March bawling 
out the odds at Newmarket.: we can imagine 
Burgoyne tripping off from St. James's Street to 
conquer the Americans, and slinking back into 
the club somewhat crest-fallen after his beating: 
we can see: the young king dressing himself for 
the drawing-room and asking ten thousand ques
tions regarding all the gentlemen: we can have 
high life or low, the struggle at the Opera to be
hold the Violetta or the Zamperini—the Maca
ronies and fine ladies in their chairs trooping 
to the masquerade or Madame Cornelys's — the 
crowd at Drury Lane to look at the body of Miss 
Ray, whom Parson Hackman has just pistoled— 
or we can peep into Newgate, where poor Mr. 
Rice, the forger, is waiting his fate and his sup
per. ' ' You need not be particular about the 
sauce for his fowl," says one turnkey to another: 
' ' for you know he is to be hanged in the morn
ing." "Yes," replies the second janitor, "but 
the chaplain sups with him, and he is a terrible 
fellow for melted butter!" 

Selwyn has a chaplain and parasite, one Dr. 
Warner, than whom Plautus, or Ben Jonson, or 
Hogarth never painted a better character. In 
letter after letter he adds fresh strokes to the 
portrait of himself, and completes a portrait not 
a little curious to look at now that the man has 
passed away ; all the foul pleasures and gambols 

in which he reveled, played out; all the rouged 
f.ices into which he leered, worms and skulls; 
all the fine gentlemen whose shoe-buckles he 
kissed, laid in their coffins. This worthy cler
gyman takes care to tell us that he does not be
lieve in his religion, though, thank Heaven, he 
is not so great a rogue as a lawyer. He goes on 
Mr. Selwyn's errands, any errands, and is proud, 
he says, to be that gentleman's proveditor. He 
waits upon the Duke of Queensberry—old Q.— 
and exchanges pretty stories with that aristocrat. 
He comes home " after a hard day's christening," 
as he says, and writes to his patron before sitting 
down to whist and partridges for supper. He 
revels in the thoughts of ox-cheek and Burgundy 
—he is a boisterous, uproarious parasite, licks 
his master's shoes with explosions of laughter 
and cunning smack and gusto, and likes the 
taste of that blacking as much as the best claret 
in old Q.'s cellar. He has Rabelais and Horace 
at his greasy fingers' ends. He is inexpressibly 
mean, curiously jolly; kindly and good-natured 
in secret—a tender-hearted knave, not a venom
ous lickspittle. Jesse says, that at his chapel in 
Long Acre, ' ' he attained a considerable popu
larity by the pleasing, manly, and eloquent style 
of his delivery." Was infidelity endemic, and 
corruption in the air ? Around a young king, 
himself of the most exemplary life and undoubt
ed piety, lived a court society as dissolute as our 
country ever knew. George II. 's bad morals 
bore their fruit in George III.'s early years; as 
I believe that a knowledge of that good man's 
example, bis moderation, his frugal simplicity, 
and God-fearing life, tended infinitely to im
prove the morals of the country and purify the 
whole nation. 

After Warner, the most interesting of Sel-
wyn's correspondents is the Earl of Carlisle, 
grandfather of the amiable nobleman at present 
Viceroy in Ireland. The grandfather, too, was 
Irish Viceroy, having previously been treasurer 
of the king's household; and, in 1778, the prin
cipal commissioner for treating, consulting, and 
agreeing upon the means of quieting the divis
ions subsisting in his majesty's colonies, planta
tions, and possessions in North America. You 
may read his lordship's manifestoes in the Royal 
New York Gazette. He returned to England, 
having by no means quieted the colonies; and 
speedily afterward the Royal New York Gazette 
somehow ceased to be published. 

This good, clever, kind, highly-bred Lord 
Carlisle was one of the English fine gentlemen 
who was well-nigh ruined by the awful debauch
ery and extravagance which prevailed in the 
great English society of those days. Its disso
luteness was awful: it had swarmed over Europe 
after the Peace; it had danced, and raced, and 
gambled in all the courts. It had made its bow 
at Versailles; it had run its horses on the plain 
of Sablons, near Paris, and created the Anglo
mania there: it had exported vast quantities of 
pictures and marbles from Rome and Florence: 
it had ruined itself by building great galleries 
and palaces for the reception of the statues and 
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pictures: it had brought over singing-women 
and dancing-women from all the operas of Eu
rope, on whom my lords lavished their thousands, 
while they left their honest wives and honest chil
dren languishing in the lonely, deserted, splen
dors of the castle and park at home. 

Besides the great London society of those 
days, there was another unacknowledged world, 
extravagant beyond measure, tearing about in 
the pursuit of pleasure; dancing, gambling, 
drinking, singing; meeting the real society in 
the public places (at Ranelaghs, Vauxhalls, and 
Itidottos, about which our old novelists talk so 
constantly), and outvying the real leaders of 
fashion in luxury, and splendor, and beauty. 
Eor instance, when the famous Miss Gunning 
visited Paris as Lady Coventry, where she ex
pected that her beauty would meet with the ap
plause which had followed her and her sister 
through England, it appears she was put to flight 
by an English lady still more lovely in the eyes 
of the Parisians. A certain Mrs. Pitt took a 
box at the opera opposite the countess ; and was 
so much handsomer than her ladyship, that the 
parterre cried out that this was the real English 
angel, whereupon Lady Coventry quitted Paris in 
a huff. The poor thing died presently of con
sumption, accelerated, it was said, by the red and 
white paint with which she plastered those luck
less charms of hers. (We must represent to our
selves all fashionable female Europe, at that time, 
as plastered with white, and raddled with red.) 
She left two daughters behind her, whom George 
Sclwyn loved (he was curiously fond of little 
children), and who are described very drolly and 
pathetically in these letters, in their little nurs
ery, where passionate little Lady Fanny, if she 
had not good cards, flung hers into Lady Mary's 
face; and where they sate conspiring how they 
should receive a new mother-in-law whom their 
papa presently brought home. They got on 
very well with their mother-in-law, who was very 
kind to them ; and they grew up, and they were 
married, and they were both divorced afterward 
—poor little souls ! Poor painted mother, poor 
society, ghastly in its pleasures, its loves, its rev
elries ! 

As for my lord commissioner, we can afford 
to speak about him; because, though he was a 
wild and weak commissioner at one time, though 
lie hurt his estate, though he gambled and lost 
ten thousand pounds at a sitting—"five times 
more," says the unlucky gentleman, " than I 
ever lost before;" though he swore he never 
would touch a card again; and yet, strange to 
say, went back to the table and lost still more : 
yet he repented of his errors, sobered down, and 
became a worthy peer and a good country gen
tleman, and returned to the good wife and the 
good children whom he had always loved with 
the best part of his heart. He had married at 
one-and-tweuty. He found himself, in the midst 
of a dissolute society, at the head of a great for
tune. Forced into luxury, and obliged to be a 
great lord and a great idler, he yielded to some 
temptations, and paid for them a bitter penalty 

of manly remorse; from some others he fled 
wisely, and ended by conquering them noblv. 
But he always had the good wife and children in 
his mind, and they saved him. " I am very glad 
you did not come to me the morning I left Lon
don," he writes to G. Selvvyn, as he is embark
ing for America. " I can only say, I never 
knew till that moment of parting what grief 
was." There is no parting now, where they are. 
The faithful wife, the kind, generous gentleman, 
have left a noble race behind them : an inheritor 
of his name and titles, who is beloved as widely 
as he is known ; a man most kind, accomplished, 
gentle, friendly, and pure ; and female descend
ants occupying high stations and embellishing 
great names; some renowned for beaut}-, and all 
for spotless lives, and pious, matronly virtues. 

Another of Selwyn's correspondents is the 
Earl of March, afterward Duke of Queensberry, 
whose life lasted into this century ; and who cer
tainly as earl or duke, young man or graybeard, 
was not an ornament to any possible society. 
The legends about old Q. are awful. In Selwyn, 
in Wraxall, and contemporary chronicles, the 
observer of human nature may follow him, drink
ing, gambling, intriguing to the end of his ca
reer; when the wrinkled, palsied, toothless old 
Don Juan died, as wicked and unrepentant as 
he had been at the hottest season of youth and 
passion. There is a house in Piccadilly, where 
they used to show a certain low window at which 
old Q. sat to his very last days, ogling through 
his senile glasses the women as they passed by. 

There must have been a great deal of good 
about this lazy, sleepy George Selwyn, which, 
no doubt, is set to his present credit. "Your 
friendship," writes Carlisle to him, '.' is so differ
ent from any thing I have ever met with or seen 
in the world, that when I recollect the extraor
dinary proofs of your kindness, it seems to me 
like a dream." " I have lost my oldest friend 
and acquaintance, G. Selwyn," writes Walpole 
to Miss Berry: " I really loved him, not only 
for his infinite wit, but for a thousand good quali
ties." I am glad, for my part, that such a lover 
of cakes and ale should have had a thousand 
good qualities—that he should have been friend
ly, generous, warm-hearted, trust-worthy. " I 
rise at six," writes Carlisle to him, from Spa (a 
great resort of fashionable people in our ances
tors' days), "play at cricket till dinner, and 
dance in the evening till I can scarcely crawl 
to bed at eleven. There is a life for you! You 
get up at nine; play with Raton your dog till 
twelve, in your dressing-gown ; then creep down 
to White's; are five hours at table; sleep till 
supper-time; and then make two wretches carry 
you in a sedan-chair, with three pints of claret 
in you, three miles for a shilling." Occasion
ally, instead of sleeping at White's, George went 
down and snoozed in the House of Commons by 
the side of Lord North. He represented Glouces
ter for many years, and had a borough of his 
own, Ludgershall, for which, when he was too 
lazy to contest Gloucester, he sat himself. " I 
have given directions for the election of Ludgers-
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hall to bo of Lord Melbourne and myself," he 
writes to the Premier, whose friend he was, and 
who was himself as sleepy, as witty, and as good-
natured as George. 

If, in looking at the lives of princes, courtiers, 
men of rank and fashion, we must perforce de
pict them as idle, profligate, and criminal, we 
must make allowances for the rich men's failings, 
and recollect that we, too, were very likely indo
lent and voluptuous, had we no motive for work, 
a mortal 's natural taste for pleasure, and the 
daily temptation of a large income. Wha t could 
a great peer, with a great castle and park, and a 
great fortune, do but be splendid and idle ? In 
these letters of Lord Carlisle's from which I have 
been quoting, there is many a just complaint 
made by the kind-hearted young nobleman of the 
state which lie is obliged to keep; the magnifi
cence in which he must live ; the idleness to 
which his position as a peer of England bound 
him. Better for him had he been a lawyer at 
his desk, or a clerk in his office; a thousand 
times better chance for happiness, education, 
employment, security from temptation. A few 
years since the profession of anus was the only 
one which our nobles could follow. The church, 
the bar, medicine, literature, the arts, commerce, 
were below them. I t is to the middle class we 
must look fur the safety of Eng land : the work
ing educated men, away from Lord North's 
bribery in the senate ; the good clergy not cor
rupted into parasites by hopes of preferment; 
the tradesmen rising into manly opulence; the 
painters pursuing their gentle calling ; the men 
of letters in their quiet studies; these are the 
men whom we love and like to read of in the 
last age. How small the grandees and the men 
of pleasure look beside them! how contemptible j 
the story of the George I I I . court squabbles are 
beside the recorded talk of dear old Johnson! 
W h a t is the grandest entertainment at Windsor, 
compared to a night at the club over its mod
est cups, with Percy, and Langton, and Gold
smith, and poor Bozzy at the table ? I declare 
I think, of all the polite men of that age, Joshua 
Reynolds was the finest gentleman. And they 
were good, as well as witty and wise, those dear 
old friends of the past. Their minds were not 
debauched by excess, or effeminate with luxury. 
They toiled their noble day's labor: they rested, 
and took their kindly pleasure: they cheered 
their holiday meetings with generous wit and 
hearty interchange of thought : they were no 
prudes, but no blush need follow their conversa
tion : they were merry, but no riot came out of 
their cups. A h ! I would have liked a night at 
the Turk ' s Head, even though bad news had ar
rived from the colonies, and Doctor Johnson was 
growling against the rebels; to have sat with 
him and Goldy; and to have heard Burke, the 
finest talker in the world; and to have had Gar-
rick flashing in with a story from his theatre! — 
I like, I say, to think of that society; and not 
merely how pleasant and how wise, but how good 
they were. I think it was on going home one 
night from the club that Edmund Burke—his 

noble soul full of great thoughts, be sure, for 
they never left h i m ; his heart full of gentleness 
—was accosted by a poor wandering woman, to 
whom he spoke words of kindness; and, moved 
by the tears of this Magdalen, perhaps haviug 
caused them by the good words he spoke to her, 
he took her home to the house of his wife and 
children, and never left her until he had found 
the means of restoring her to honesty and labor. 
Oh, you fine gentlemen! you Marches, and Sel-
wyns, and Chesterfields, how small yon look by 
the side of these great men! Good-natured Car
lisle plays at cricket all day, and dances in the 
evening " t i l l he can scarcely crawl," gayly con
trasting his superior virtue with George iSelwyn's, 
"ca r r i ed to bed by two wretches at midnight 
with three pints of claret in h im." Do you re
member the verses—the sacred verses—which 
Johnson wrote on the death of his humble friend, 
Levet t? 

"Well tried through many a varying year. 
See Levett to the grave descend; 

Officious, innocent, sincere, 
Of every friendless name the friend. 

" I n misery's darkest cavern known, 
His useful care was ever nigh, 

AVhere hopeless anguish poured the groan, 
And lonely want retired to die. 

"No summons mocked by chill delay, 
No petty gain disdained by pride, 

Tlte modest wants of every day 
The toil of every day supplied. 

"His virtues walked their narrow round, 
Nor made a pause, nor left a void: 

And sure the Eternal Master found 
His single talent well employed." 

Whose name looks the brightest now, that of 
Queensberry the wealthy duke, or Selwyn the 
wit, or Levett the poor physician ? 

I hold old Johnson (and shall we not pardon 
James Boswell some errors for embalming him 
for us ?) to be the great supporter of the British 
monarchy and church during the last age—better 
than whole benches of bishops, better than Pitts, 
Norths, and the great Burke himself. Johnson 
had the ear of the nation : his immense authori
ty reconciled it to loyalty, and shamed it out of 
irreligion. When George I I I . talked with him, 
and the people heard the great author's gootl 
opinion of the sovereign, whole generations ral
lied to the king. Johnson was revered as a sort 
of oracle; and the oracle declared for church and 
king. W h a t a humanity the old man had ! He 
was a kindly partaker of all honest pleasures : a 
fierce foe to all sin, but a gentle enemy to all 
sinners. " W h a t , boys, are you for a frolic?" 
he cries, when Topham Beauclerc comes and 
wakes him up at midnight : " I ' m with you." 
And away he goes, tumbles on his homely oh! 
clothes, and trundles through Covent Garden 
with the young fellows. W'hen he used to fre
quent Garrick's theatre, and had ' ' the liberty of 
the scenes," he says, " A l l the actresses knew 
me, and dropped me a courtesy as they passed 
to the stage." Tha t would make a pretty pic
ture : it is a pretty picture in my mind, of youth, 

PRODUCED BY UNZ.ORG
ELECTRONIC REPRODUCTION PROHIBITED



076 H A R P E R ' S N E W M O N T H L Y M A G A Z I N E . 

folly, gayety, tenderly surveyed by wisdom's mer
ciful, pure eyes. 

George I I I . and his queen lived in a very un
pretending but elegant-looking house, on the site 
of the hideous pile under which his grand-daugh
ter at present reposes. The king's mother inhab
ited Carlton House, which contemporary prints 
represent with a perfect paradise of a garden, 
with tr im lawns, green arcades, and vistas of 
classic statues. She admired these in company 
with my Lord Bute, who had a fine classic taste, 
and sometimes counsel took, and sometimes tea, 
in the pleasant green arbors along with that po
lite nobleman. Bute was hated with a rage of 
which there have been few examples in English 
history. He was the butt for every body's abuse; 
for Wilkes's devilish mischief; for Churchill 's 
slashing sat i re; for the hooting of the mob that 
roasted the boot, his emblem, in a thousand bon
fires ; that hated him because he was a favorite 
and a Scotchman, calling him " M o r t i m e r , " 
' ' Lothar io ," I know not what names, and accus-
i ng his royal mistress of all sorts of crimes—the 
grave, lean, demure, elderly woman, who, I dare 
say, was quite as good as her neighbors. Chat
ham lent the aid of his great malice to influence 
the popular sentiment against her. He assailed, 
in the House of Lords, " t h e secret influence, 
more mighty than the throne itself, which be
trayed and clogged every administrat ion." The 
most furious pamphlets echoed the cry. " I m 
peach the king's mother," was scribbled over ev
ery wall at the Court end of the town, Walpolc 
tells us. W h a t had she done ? W h a t had Fred-
crick, Pr ince of Wales, George's father, done, 
that he was so loathed by George I I . , and never 
mentioned by George I I I . ? Let us not seek for 
stones to batter that forgotten grave, but acqui
esce in the contemporary epitaph over him : 

t ; Here lies Free], 
"Who was alive, and is dead. 
Had it been hi* father, 
I had much rather. 
Had it been his brother, 
Still better than another. 
Had it been his sister, 
No one would have missed her. 
Had it been the whole generation, 
Still better for the nation. 
But since 'tis only Fred, 
"Who was alive, and is dead, 
There's no more to be said." 

The widow, with eight children round her, 
prudently reconciled herself with the king, and 
won the old man's confidence and good-will. A 
shrewd, hard, domineering, narrow-minded wo
man, she educated her children according to her 
lights, and spoke of the eldest as a dull, good 
boy. She kept him very close: she held the 
tightest rein over h i m : she had curious preju
dices and bigotries. His uncle, the burly Cum
berland, taking down a sabre once, and drawing 
it to amuse the child—the boy started back and 
turned pale. The prince felt a generous shock: 
" W h a t must they have told him about m e ? " 
he asked. 

His mother's bigotry and hatred he inherited 
with the courageous obstinacy of his own race ; 

but he was a firm believer where his fathers had 
been free-thinkers, and a true and fond support
er of the Church, of which he was the titular de
fender. Like other dull men, the king was all 
his life suspicious of superior people. He did 
not like F o x ; he did not like Reynolds ; he did 
not like Nelson, Chatham, B u r k e ; he was testy 
at the idea of all innovations, and suspicious of 
all innovators. H e loved mediocrities; Benja
min West was his favorite painter ; Beattie was 

! his poet. The king lamented, not without pa-
• thos, in his after-life, that his education had been 
neglected. l i e was a dull lad, brought up by 

: narrow-minded people. The cleverest tutors in 
the world could have done little, probably, to ex
pand that small intellect, though they might 
have, improved his tastes, and taught his percep
tions some generosity. 

But lie admired as well as he could. There 
is little doubt that a letter, written by the little 
Princess Charlotte of Mecklenburg Strelitz—a 
letter containing the most feeble commonplaces 
about the horrors of war, and the most trivial 
remarks on the blessings of peace, struck the 
young monarch greatly, and decided him upon 
selecting the young princess as the sharer of his 
throne. I pass over the stories of his juvenile 
loves—of Hannah Lightfoot, the Quaker, to whom 
they say he was actually married (though I don't 
know who has ever seen the register)—of lovely 
black-haired Sarah Lennox, about whose beauty 
Walpole has written in raptures, and who used 
to lie in wait for the young prince, and make 
hay at him on the lawn of Holland House. H e 

! sighed and he longed, but he rode away from 
| her. Her picture still hangs in Holland House, 
; a magnificent master-piece of Reynolds, a can-
j vas worthy of Tit ian. She looks from the castle 
window, holding a bird in her hand, at black-
eyed young Charles Fox, her nephew. The roy
al bird flew away from lovely Sarah. She had 
to figure as bridemaid at her little Mecklenburg 
rival's wedding, and died in our own time a quiet 
old lady, who had become the mother of the he
roic Napiers. 

They say the little princess who had written 
the fine letter about the horrors of war—a beau
tiful letter, without a single blot, for which she 
was to be rewarded, like the heroine of the old 
spelling-book story—was at play one day with 
some of her young companions in the gardens of 
Strelitz, and that the young ladies' conversation 
was, strange to say, about husbands. " W h o 
will take such a poor little princess as m e ? " 
Charlotte said, to her friend, Ida von Bulow, 
and at that very moment the postman's horn 
sounded, and Ida said, " Princess ! there is the 
sweet-heart." As she said, so it actually turned 
out. T h e postman brought letters from the 
splendid young King of England, who said, 
" Pr incess! because you have written such a 
beautiful letter, which does credit to your head 
and heart, come and be Queen of Great Bri ta in , 
France, and Ireland, and the true wife of your 

! most obedient servant, George!" So she jumped 
for j o y ; and went up stairs, and packed all her 
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little trunks; and sot off straightway for her king
dom in a beautiful yacht, with a harpsichord on 
hoard for her to play upon, and around her a 
beautiful fleet, all covered with flags and stream
ers, and the distinguished Madame Auerbach 
complimented her with an ode, a translation of 
which may be read in the Gentleman's Magazine 
to the present day: 

"Her gallant navy through the main, 
Now cleaves its liquid way, 

Tiiere to their queen a chosen train 
Of nymphs due reverence pay. 

'• Eui'op i, when conveyed by Jove 
To Crete's distinguished shore, 

Greater attention scarce could prove, 
Or be respected more." 

They met, and they were married, and for 
years they led the happiest, simplest lives sure 
ever led by married couple. It is said the king 
winced when he first saw his homely little bride; 
but, however that may be, he was a true and 
faithful husband to her, as she was a faithful and 
loving wife. They had the simplest pleasures— 
the very mildest and simplest—little country 
dances, to which a dozen couple were invited, 
and where the honest king would stand up and 
dance for three hours at a time to one tune; 
after which delicious excitement they would go 
to bed without any supper (the Court people 
grumbling sadly at that absence of supper), and 
get up quite early the next morning, and per
haps the next night have another dance ; or the 
queen would play on the spinnet—she played 
pretty well, Haydn said—or the king would read 
to her a paper out of the Sj>eclator, or perhaps 
one of Ogden's sermons. O Arcadia! what 
a life it must have been! There used to be 
Sunday drawing-rooms at Court; but the young 
king stopped these, as he stopped all that god
less gambling whereof we have made men
tion. Not that George was averse to any inno
cent pleasures, or pleasures which he thought 
innocent. He was a patron of the arts, after his 
fashion ; kind and gracious to the artists whom 
he favored, and respectful to their calling. He 
wanted once to establish an Order of Minerva 
for literary and scientific characters; the knights 
were to take rank after the knights of the Bath, 
and to sport a straw-colored ribbon and a star 
of sixteen points. But there was such a row 
among the literati as to the persons who should 
ha appointed that the plan was given up, and 
Minerva and her star never came down among us. 

He objected to painting St. Paul's, as Popish 
practice ; accordingly, the most clumsy heathen 
sculptures decorate that edifice at present. It is 
fortunate that the paintings, too, were spared, 
for painting and drawing were woefully unsound 
at the close of the last century ; and it is far bet
ter for our eyes to contemplate, whitewash (\vhen 
we turn them away from the clergyman) than to 
look at Opie's pitchy canvases, or Euseli's livid 
monsters. And yet there is one day in the year 
—a day when old George loved with all his heart 
to attend it—when I think St. Paul's presents 
the noblest sight in the whole world : when five 

thousand charity children, with cheeks like nose
gays, and sweet, fresh voices, sing the hymn 
which makes every heart thrill with praise and 
happiness. I have seen a hundred grand sights 
in the world—coronations, Parisian splendors, 
Crystal Palace openings, Pope's chapels with 
their processions of long-tailed cardinals and 
quavering choirs of fat soprani—but think in all 
Christendom there is no such sight as Charity 
Children's Day. Non Auqli, sed anyeli. As one 

; looks lit that beautiful multitude of innocents : 
| as the first note strikes: indeed one may almost 
1 fancy that cherubs are singing. 
I Of church music the king was always very 
fond, showing skill in it both as a critic and a per
former. Many stories, mirthful and affecting, 
are told of his behavior at the concerts which he 
ordered. When he was blind and ill he chose 
the music for the Ancient Concerts once, and the 
music and words which he selected were from 
Samson Ai/onistes, and all had reference to his 
blindness, his captivity, and his affliction. He 
would beat time with his music-roll as they sang 
the anthem in the Chapel Royal. If the page 
below was talkative or inattentive, down would 
come the music-roll on young scape-grace's pow
dered head. The theatre was always his de
light. His bishops and clergy used to attend it. 
thinking it no shame to appear where that good 
man was seen. He is said not to have cared for 
Shakspeare or tragedy much; farces and panto
mimes were his joy; and especially when clown 
swallowed a carrot or a string of sausages, he 
would laugh so outrageously that the lovely 
Princess by his side would have to say, "My 
gracious monarch, do compose yourself." But 
he continued to laugh, and at the very smallest 
farces, as long as his poor wits were left him. 

There is something to me exceedingly touch
ing in that simple early life of the king's. As 
long as his mot Iter lived—a dozen years after his 
marriage with the little spinnct-player—he was 
a great, shy, awkward boy, under the tutelage 
of that hard parent. She must have been a 
clever, domineering, cruel woman. She kept 
her household lonely and in gloom, mistrusting 
almost all people who came about her children. 
Seeing the young Duke of Gloucester silent and 
unhappy once, she sharply asked him the cause 
of his silence. " I am thinking," said the poor 
child. "Thinking, Sir! and of what?" " I 
am thinking if ever I have a son I will not make 
him so unhappy as you make me." The other 
sons were all wild, except George. Dutifully 
every evening George and Charlotte paid their 
visit to the king's mother at Carlton House. 
She had a throat complaint, of which she died ; 
but to the last persisted in driving about the 
streets to show she was alive. The night before 
her death the resolute woman talked with her 
son and daughter-in-law as usual, went to bed, 
and was found dead there in the morning. 
' ' George, be a king!" were the words which she 
was forever croaking in the ears of her son: and 
a king the simple, stubborn, affectionate, bigoted 
man tried to be. 
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He did his best; he worked according to his 
lights; what virtue he knew, lie tried to prac
tice ; what knowledge he could master, he strove 
to acquire. He was forever drawing maps, for 
example, and learned geography with no small 
care and industry. He knew all about the fam
ily histories and genealogies of his gentry, and 
pretty histories he must have known. He knew 
the whole Army List; and all the facings, and 
the exact number of the buttons, and all the tags 
and laces, and the cut of all the cocked hats, 
pigtails, and gaiters in his army. He knew the 
personnel of the Universities ; what doctors were 
inclined to Socinianism, and who were sound 
Churchmen ; he knew the etiquettes of his own 
and his grandfather's courts to a nicety, and the 
smallest particulars regarding the routine of 
ministers, secretaries, embassies, audiences; the 
humblest page in the ante-room, or the meanest 
helper in the stables or kitchen. These parts of 
the royal business he was capable of learning, 
and he learned. But, as one thinks of an office, 
almost divine, performed by any mortal man— 
of any single being pretending to control the 
thoughts, to direct the faith, to order the im
plicit obedience of brother millions, to compel 
them into war at his offense or quarrel; to com
mand, " In this way you shall trade, in this way 
you shall think; these neighbors shall be your 
allies whom you shall help, these others your en
emies whom j'oii shall slay at my orders ; in this 
way you shall worship God"—who can wonder 
that, when such a man as George took such an 
office on himself, punishment and humiliation 
should fall upon people and chief? 

Yet there is something grand about his cour
age. The battle of the king with his aristocracy 
remains yet to be told by the historian who shall 
view the reign of George more justly than the 
trumpery panegyrists who wrote immediately 
after his decease. It was he, with the people to 
back him, who made the war with America; it 
was he and the people who refused justice to the 
Roman Catholics; and on both questions he 
beat the patricians. He bribed: he bullied : he 
darkly dissembled on occasion: he exercised a 
slippery perseverance, and a vindictive resolution, 
which one almost admires as one thinks his char
acter over. His courage was never to be beat. 
It trampled North under foot: it beat the stiff 
neck of the younger l 'itt: even his illness never 
conquered that indomitable spirit. As soon as 
his brain was clear it resumed the scheme, only 
laid aside when his reason left him : as soon as 
his hands were out of the strait-waistcoat they 
took up the pen and the plan which had engaged 
him up to the moment of his malady. I believe 
it is by persons believing themselves in the right 
that nine-tenths of the tyranny of this world has 
been perpetrated. Arguing on that convenient 
premiss, the Dey of Algiers would cut off twenty 
heads of a morning; Father Dominic would burn 
a score of Jews in the presence of the Most Cath
olic King, and the Archbishops of Toledo and 
Salamanca sing Amen. Protestants were roast
ed, Jesuits hung and quartered at Smithfield, 
and witches burned at Salem, and all by worthy 
people, who believed they had the best authority 
for their actions. And so, with respect to old 
George, even Americans, whom lie hated and 

LOEl> NCUU'a. Mli FOX. 
LAfler Gi l ra j . ] 
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who conquered him, may give him credit for 
having quite honest reasons for oppressing thcin. 
Appended to Lord Brougham's biographical 
sketch of Lord North are some autograph notes 
of the king, which let us most curiously into the 
state of his mind. "The times certainly re
quire," says he, " the concurrence of all who 
wish to prevent anarchy. I have no wish but 
the prosperity of my own dominions, therefore I 
must look upon all who would not heartily assist 
me as bad men, as well as bad subjects." That 
is the way he reasoned. " I wish nothing but 
good, therefore every man who does not agree 
with me is a traitor and a scoundrel." Remem
ber that he believed himself anointed by a Divine 
commission ; remember that he was a man of 
slow parts and imperfect education; that the 
same awful will of Heaven which placed a crown 
upon his head, which made him tender to his 
family, pure in his life, courageous and honest, 
made him dull of comprehension, obstinate of 
will, and at many times deprived him of reason, 
lie was the father of his people: his rebellious 
children must be flogged into obedience. He 
was the defender of the Protestant faith ; he 
would rather lay that stout head upon the block 
than that Catholics should have a share in the 
government of England. And you do not sup
pose that there are not honest bigots enough in 
all countries to back kings in this kind of states
manship? Without doubt the American war 
was popular in England. In 1775 the address 
in favor of coercing the colonies was carried by 
304 to 105 in the Commons, by 104 to 29 in 
the House of Lords. Popular?—so was the 
Revocation of the Edict of Nantes popular in 
Prance: so was the massacre of St. Bartholo
mew : so was the Inquisition exceedingly popu
lar in Spain. 

Wars and revolutions are, however, the poli
tician's province. The great events of this long 

reign, the statesmen and orators who illustrated 
it, I do not pretend to make the subjects of an 
hour's light talk. Let us return to our humbler 
duty of court gossip. Yonder sits our little 
queen, surrounded by many stout sons and fair 
daughters whom she bore to her faithful George. 
The history of the daughters, as little Miss Bur-
ney has painted them to us, is delightful. They 
were handsome—she calls them beautiful; they 
were most kind, loving, and lady-like; they 
were gracious to every person, high and low, 
who served them. They had many little ac
complishments of their own. This one drew: 
that one played the piano: they all worked most 
prodigiously, and fitted up whole suits of rooms 
—pretty, smiling Penelopes—with their busy lit
tle needles. As we picture to ourselves the so
ciety of eighty years ago, we must imagine hun
dreds of thousands of groups of women in great 
high caps, tight bodies, and full skirts, needling 
away, while one of the number, or perhaps a fa
vored gentleman in a pigtail, reads out a novel 
to the company. Peep into the cottage at 01-
ney, for example, and see there Mrs. Unwin 
and Lady Hesketh, those high-bred ladies, those 
sweet, pious women, and William Cowper, that 
delicate wit, that trembling pietist, that refined 
gentleman, absolutely reading out Jonathan Wild 
to the ladies! What a change in our manners, 
in our amusements, since then ! 

King George's household was a model of an 
English gentleman's household. It was early ; 
it was kindly ; it was charitable; it was frugal; 
it was orderly; it must have been stupid to a 
degree which I shudder now to contemplate. No 
wonder all the princes ran away from the lap of 
that dreary domestic virtue. It always rose, 
rode, dined at stated intervals. Day after day 
was the same. At the same hour at night the 
king kissed his daughters' jolly cheeks; the prin
cesses kissed their mother's hand ; and Madame 

[.ifter Gilts;'.] 
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Thielke brought the royal night-cap. At the 
same hour the equerries and women in waiting 
had their little dinner, and cackled over their 
tea. The king had his backgammon or his even
ing concert; the equerries yawned themselves to 
death in the ante-room ; or the king and his fam
ily walked on Windsor slopes, the king holding 
his darling little Princess Amelia by the hand; 
and the people crowded round quite good-na
turedly ; and the Eton boys thrust their chubby 
cheeks under the crowd's elbows; and the con
cert over, the king never failed to take his enor
mous cocked hat off, and salute his band, and 
say, " Thank you, gentlemen." 

A quieter household, a more prosaic life than 
this of Kew or Windsor, can not be imagined, 
llain or shine, the king rode every day for hours; 
poked his red face into hundreds of cottages 
round about, and showed that shovel hat and 
Windsor uniform to farmers, to pig-boys, to old 
women making apple dumplings; to all sorts of 
people, gentle and simple, about whom countless 
stories are told. Nothing can be more undig
nified than these stories. When Haroun Alra-
schid visits a subject incog., the latter is sure to 
be very much the better for the calif's magnifi
cence. Old George showed no such royal splen
dor. He used to give a guinea sometimes: some
times feel in his pockets and find he had no mon
ey: often ask a man a hundred questions', about 
the number of his family, about his oats and 
beans, about the rent he paid for his house, and 
ride on. On one occasion he played the part of 
King Alfred, and turned a piece of meat with a 
string at a cottager's house. When the old wo
man came home, she found a paper with an in-
closure of money, and a note written by the royal 
pencil: "Five guineas to buy a jack." It was 
not splendid, but it was kind and worthy of 
Farmer George. One day, when the king and 
queen were walking together, they met a little 
boy—they were always fond of children, the 
good folks—and patted the little white head. 
"Whose little boy are you?" asks the Windsor 
uniform. " I am the king's beef-eater's little 
boy," replied the child. On which the king 
said, "Then kneel down, and kiss the queen's 
hand." But the innocent offspring of the beef
eater declined this treat. "No," said he, " I 
won't kneel, for if I do, I shall spoil my new 
breeches." The thrifty king ought to have 
hugged him and knighted him on the spot. 
George's admirers wrote pages and pages of 
such stories about him. One morning, before 
anybody else was up, the king walked about 
Gloucester town; pushed over Molly the house
maid, who was scrubbing the door-steps with her 
pail; ran up stairs and woke all the equerries in 
their bedrooms; and then trotted down to the 
bridge, where, by this time, a dozen of louts 
were assembled. ' ' What! is this Gloucester 
New Bridge?" asked our gracious monarch; and 
die people answered him, "Yes, your Majesty." 
"Why, then, my boys," said he, "let us have 
a huzzay!" After giving them which intellect
ual gratification, he went home to breakfast. 

Our fathers read these simple tales with fond 
pleasure; laughed at these very small jokes; 
liked the old man who poked his nose into ev
ery cottage; who lived on plain wholesome roast 
and boiled; who despised your French kick
shaws ; who was a true hearty old English gen
tleman. You may have seen Gilray's famous 
print of him—in the old wig, in the stout old 
hideous Windsor uniform—as the King of Brob-
dignag, peering at a little Gulliver, whom he 
holds up in one hand, while in the other he has 
an opera-glass, through which he surveys the 
pigmy? Our fathers chose to set up George as 
the type of a great king; and the little Gulliver 
was the great Napoleon. We prided ourselves 
on our prejudices; we blustered and bragged 
with absurd vainglory; we dealt to our enemy 
a monstrous injustice of contempt and scorn; 
we fought him with all weapons, mean as well 
as heroic. There was no lie we would not be
lieve ; no charge of crime which our furious 
prejudice would not credit. I thought at one 
time of making a collection of the lies which the 
French had written against us, and we had pub
lished against them during the war: it would be 
a strange memorial of popular falsehood. 

Their majesties were very sociable potentates : 
and the Court Chronicler tells of numerous vis
its which they paid to their subjects, gentle and 
simple : with whom they dined ; at whose great 
country-houses they stopped ; or at whose poor
er lodgings they affably partook of tea and bread-
and-butter. Some of the great folks spent enor
mous sums in entertaining their sovereigns. As 
marks of special favor the king and queen some
times stood as sponsors for the children of the 
nobility. We fmd Lady Salisbury was so hon
ored in the year 1780: and in the year 1802, 
Lady Chesterfield. The Court News relates 
how her ladyship received their majesties on a 
state bed ' ' dressed with white satin and a pro
fusion of lace : the counterpane of white satin 
embroidered with gold, and the bed of crimson 
satin lined with white." The child was first 
brought by the nurse to the Marchioness of 
Bath, who presided as chief nurse. Then the 
marchioness handed baby to the queen. Then 
the queen handed the little darling to the Bishop 
of Norwich, the officiating clergyman : and, the 
ceremony over, a cup of caudle was presented by 
the earl to his majesty on one knee, on a large 
gold waiter, placed on a crimson velvet cushion. 
Misfortunes would occur in these interesting 
genufiectory ceremonies of royal worship. Bubb 
Dodington, Lord Mclcombe, a very fat, puffy 
man, in a most gorgeous court-suit, had to 
kneel, Cumberland says, and was so fat and so 
tight that he could not get up again. " Kneel, 
Sir, kneel!" cried my lord in waiting to a coun
try mayor who had to read an address, but who 
went on with his compliment standing. " Kneel, 
Sir, kneel!" cries my lord, in dreadful alarm. 
" I can't!" says the mayor, turning round; 
" don't you see I have got a wooden leg ?" 

In the capital liurney Diary and Letters the 
home and court life of good old King George 
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and good old Queen Charlotte are presented at 
portentous length. The king rose every morn
ing at six : and had two hours to himself. He 
thought it effeminate to have a carpet in his 
bedroom. Shortly before eight the queen and 
the royal family were always ready for him, and 
they proceeded to the king's chapel in the cas
tle. There were no fires in the passages: the 
chapel was scarcely alight: princesses, govern
esses, equerries grumbled and caught cold : but 
cold or hot, it was their duty to go : and, wet or 
dry, light or dark, the stout old George was al
ways in his place to say Amen to the chaplain. 

The queen's character is represented in Bur
net/ at full length. She was a sensible, most 
decorous woman ; a very grand lady on state 
occasions, simple enough in ordinary life ; well-
read as times went, and giving shrewd opinions 
about books ; stingy, but not unjust; not gener
ally unkind to her dependents, but invincible in 
her notions of etiquette, and quite angry if her 
people suffered ill health in her service. She 
gave Miss Burney a shabby pittance, and led the 
poor young woman a life which well-nigh killed 
her. She never thought but that she was doing 
Burney the greatest favor in taking her from 
freedom, fame, and competence, and killing her 
off with languor in that dreary court. It was 
not dreary to her. Had she been servant in
stead of mistress, her spirit would never have 
broken down : she never would have put a pin 
out of place, or been a moment from her duty. 
She was not weak, and she could not pardon 
those who were. She was perfectly correct in 
life, and she hated poor sinners with a rancor 
such as virtue sometimes has. She must have 
had awful private trials of her own : not merely 
with her children, but with her husband, in 
those long days about which nobody will ever 
know any thing now; when he was not quite in
sane ; when his incessant tongue was babbling 
folly, rage, persecution; and she had to smile 
and be respectful and attentive under this intol
erable ennui. The queen bore all her duties 
stoutly, as she expected others to bear them. 
At a State christening the lady who held the in
fant was tired and looked unwell, and the Prin
cess of Wales asked permission for her to sit 
down. " Let her stand," said the queen, flick
ing the snuff off her sleeve. She would have 
stood, the resolute old woman, if she had had to 
hold the child till his beard was grown. ' ' I 
am seventy years of age," the queen said, facing 
a mob of ruffians who stopped her sedan: " I 
have been fifty years queen of England, and 1 
never was insulted before." Fearless, rigid, un
forgiving little queen ! I don't wonder that her 
sons revolted from her. 

Of all the figures in that large family group 
which surrounds George and his queen, the pret
tiest, I think, is the father's darling, the Prin
cess Amelia, pathetic for her beauty, her sweet
ness, her early death, and for the extreme pas
sionate tenderness with which her father loved 
her. This was his favorite among all the chil
dren : of his sons, he loved the Duke of York 

best. Burney tells a sad story of the poor old 
man at Weymouth, and how eager he was to 
have this darling son with him. The king's 
house was not big enough to hold the prince ; 
and his father had a portable house erected close 
to his own, and at huge pains, so that his dear 
Frederick should be near him. He clung on his 
arm all the time of his visit; talked to no one 
else; had talked of no one else for some time 
before. The prince, so long expected, staid 
but a single night. lie had business in London 
the next day, he said. The dullness of the old 
king's court stupefied York and the other big 
sons of George III . They scared equerries and 
ladies, frightened the modest little circle, with 
their coarse spirits and loud talk. Of little, 
comfort, indeed, were the king's sons to the 
king. 

But the pretty Amelia was his darling; and 
the little maiden, prattling and smiling in the 
fond arms of that old father, is a sweet image to 
look on. There is a family picture in Burney, 
which a man must be very hard-hearted not to 
like. She describes an after-dinner walk of the 
royal family at Windsor: " I t was really a 
mighty pretty procession," she says. " The lit
tle princess, just turned of three years old, in a 
robe-coat covered with fine muslin, a dressed 
close cap, white gloves, and fan, walked on alone 
and first, highly delighted with the parade, and 
turning from side to side to see every body as 
site passed ; for all the terraccrs stand up against 
the walls, to make a clear passage for the royal 
family, the moment they come in sight. Then 
followed the king and queen, no less delighted 
with the joy of their little darling. The Prin
cess Kryal leaning on Lady Elizabeth Walde-
grave, the Princess Augusta holding by the 
Duchess of Ancaster, the Princess Elizabeth led 
by Lady Charlotte Bertie, followed. Office here 
takes place of rank," says Burney, to explain 
how it was that Lady E. Waldegrave, as lady 
of the bedchamber, walked before a duchess; 
" General Bude, and the Duke of Montague, 
and Major Price as equerry, brought up the rear 
of the procession." One sees it: the band play
ing its old music ; the sun shining on the hap
py, loyal crowd, and lighting the ancient battle
ments, the rich elms, and purple landscape, and 
bright green-sward; the royal standard drooping 
from the great tower yonder, as old George pass
es, followed by his race, preceded by the charm
ing infant, who caresses the crowd with her in
nocent smiles. 

"On sight of Mrs. Delany, the king instantly 
stopped to speak to her; the queen, of course, 
and the little princess, and all the rest, stood 
still. They talked a good while with the sweet 
old lady, during which time the king once or 
twice addressed himself to me. I caught the 
queen's eye, and saw in it a little surprise, but 
by no means any displeasure, to see me of the 
party. The little princess went up to Mrs. De
lany, of whom she is very fond, and behaved like 
a little angel to her. She then, with a look of 
inquiry and recollection, came behind Mrs. De-
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lany to look at me. ' I am afraid,' said I, in a 
whisper, and stooping down, 'your Royal High
ness does not remember me ?' Her answer was 
an arch little smile, and a nearer approach, with 
her lips pouted out to kiss me." 

The princess wrote verses herself, and there 
are some pretty plaintive lines attributed to her, 
which are more touching than better poetry : 

u Unthinking, idle, wild, and young, 
I laughed, and danced, and talked, and sung: 
And, proud of health, of freedom vain, 
Dreamed not of sorrow, care, or pain: 
Concluding, in those hours of glee, 
That all the world was made for me. 

" But when the hour of trial came, 
When sickness shook this trembling frame, 
When folly's gay pursuits were o'er, 
And I could sing and dance no more, 
It then occurred, how sad 'twould be 
Were this world only made for me." 

The poor soul quitted it—and ere yet she was 
dead the agonized father was in such a state that 
the officers round about him were obliged to set 
watchers over him, and from November, 1810, 
George III. ceased to reign. All the world 
knows the story of his malady: all history pre
sents no sadder figure than that of the old man, 
blind and deprived of reason, wandering through 
the rooms of his palace, addressing imaginary 
parliaments, reviewing fancied troops, holding 
ghostly courts. I have seen his picture as it 
was taken at this time, hanging in the apartment 
of his daughter, the Landgravine of Hesse Hom-
bourg—amidst books and "Windsor furniture, and 
a hundred fond reminiscences of her English 
home. The poor old father is represented in a 
purple gown, his snowy beard falling over his 
breast—the star of his famous Order still idly 
shining on it. He was not only sightless: he 
became utterly deaf. All light, all reason, all 
sound of human voices, all the pleasures of this 
world of God, were taken from him. Some 
slight lucid moments he had ; in one of which, 
the queen, desiring to see him, entered the room, 
and found him singing a hymn, and accompany
ing himself at the harpsichord. When he had 
finished, he knelt down and prayed aloud for 
her, and then for his family, and then for the 
nation, concluding with a prayer for himself, 
that it might please God to avert his heavy ca
lamity from him, but if not, to give him resig
nation to submit. He then burst into tears, and 
his reason again fled. 

What preacher need moralize on this story ? 
what words save the simplest are requisite to tell 
it ? It is too terrible for tears. The thought 
of such a misery smites me down in submission 
before the Rider of kings and men, the Monarch 
Supreme over empires and republics, the inscru
table Dispenser of life, death, happiness, victory. 
"Oh brothers!" I said to those who heard me 
first in America—"Oh brothers! speaking the 
same dear mother tongue—oh comrades! ene
mies no more, let us take a mournful hand to
gether as we stand by this royal corpse, and call 
a truce to battle! Low he lies to whom the 
proudest used to kneel once, and who was cast 

lower than the poorest: dead, whom millions 
prayed for in vain. Driven off his throne ; buf
feted by rude hands; with his children in revolt; 
the darling of his old age killed before him un
timely; our Lear hangs over her breathless lips 
and cries, 'Cordelia, Cordelia, stay a little!' 
' Vex not his ghost—oh! let him pass—he hates him 
That would upon the rack of this tough world 
Stretch him out longer!' 

Hush! Strife and Quarrel, over the solemn 
grave! Sound, Trumpets, a mournful march ! 
Fall, Dark Curtain, upon his pageant, his pride, 
his grief, his awful tragedy!" 

UP HIGHER. 
OWN again!" I heard remarked, in a 

half pitying, half complaining way. 
" Martin ?" " 
" Yes ; he's tripped again." 
"So I heard this morning." 
" Tripped, and gone down with a heavy fall; 

so heavy that I doubt if he ever recover himself 
again." 

" I'm sorry for Martin," said the other. "Ho 
has always impressed me as a well-meaning 
man." 

"Yes, well-meaning enough; but something 
more than well-meaning is required for success 
in this world." 

" A spice of cunning and shrewdness, not to 
speak of roguery." 

"Shrewdness is required, and forethought, 
and a number of other qualities not possessed, I 
think, in a high degree by Martin. As to the 
cunning and roguery, they may succeed for a 
time, but they always outwit themselves in the 
end." 

" Poor fellow! Be the cause what it may, I 
pity him. He's tried hard enough to keep up. 
No man could have been more faithful to busi
ness, so far as the devotion of his time and his 
active attention were concerned. He deserved 
a better fate." 

" How will his affairs settle?" 
"Not particularly well, I hear." 
"Does he show a fair hand?" 
" Oh yes." The answer was without hesita

tion. 
" I might have known that from what I know 

of the man." 
" I don't believe Martin would hold any thing 

back. He has always impressed me as a man 
who would pay to the uttermost farthing. Poor 
fellow! I'm sorry the fortunes of war are against 
him, and that he has gone down in the heat of 
battle, unvictorious." 

"Yes, gone down, gone down, unvictorious," 
was responded, in a tone of pity. 

It was the first intimation I had of Martin's 
failure in business, and I was pained to hear of 
his misfortune. I knew him very well, and held 
him, as a friend, in high personal regard. The 
testimony which had been borne in favor„of his 
integrity was in agreement with my own esti
mate of his character. 
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