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plush any more. 1 am an altered, a wiser, and, I trust, a
better man.

I'm about a novvle (having made great progriss in spelling),
in the style of my friend Bullwig ; and preparing for publigation,
in the Doctor's Cyclopedear, ** The Lives of Eminent Brittish
and Foring Wosherwomen. "

SKIMMINGS FROM “THE DAIRY OF
GEORGE IV.”

CHARLES YELLOWPLUSH, EsQ., To OLIVER YORKE, EsqQ.*

EAR WHY,—Takin advantage of the Crismiss holydays,
Sir John and me (who is a member of parlyment) had
gone down to our place in Yorkshire for six wicks, to shoot grows
and woodcox, and enjoy old English hospitalaty. This ugly
Canady bisniss unluckaly put an end to our sports in the country,
and brot us up to Buckly Square as fast as four post-erses could
gallip. When there, I found your parcel, containing the two
vollumes of a new book ; witch, as I have been away from the
literary world, and emplied solely in athlatic exorcises, have been
laying neglected in my pantry, among my knife-cloaths, and
dekanters, and blacking-bottles, and bedroom candles, and
things.

‘This will, I'm sure, account for my delay in notussing the
work. I see sefral of the papers and magazeens have been
befoarhand with me, and have given their apinions concerning
it : specially the Quotly Rewvew, which has most mussilessly cut
to peases the author of this Dairy of the Times of George IV.+

That it's a woman who wrote it is evydent from the style of
the writing, as well as from certain prcofs in the book itself.
Most suttnly a femail wrote this Dazzy ; but who this Dairy-maid
may be, I, in coarse, can't conjecter: and indeed, common
galliantry forbids me to ask. I can only judge of the book
itself ; which, it appears to me, is clearly trenching upon my

* These Memoirs were originally published in Fraser's Magasine, and
it may be stated for the benefit of the unlearned in such matters that
¥ Oliver Yorke” is the assumed name of the editor of that periodical.

t Diary illustrative of the Times of George the Fourth, interspersed
with Original Letters from the late Queen Caroline, and from various
other distinguished Persons.

““T6t ou tard, tout se sgait.”"—MAINTENON.
Inzvols. London, 1838. Henry Colburn.
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ground and favrite sabjicks, viz. fashnabble life, as igsibited in
the houses of the nobility, gentry, and rile fammly.

But I bare no mallis—infamation is infamation, and it doesn’t
matter where the infamy comes from ; and whether the Das:
be from that distinguished pen to witch it is ornarily attributég
—whether, I say, it comes from a lady of honour to the late
Quean, or a scullion to that diffunct majisty, no matter: all we
ask is nollidge ; never mind how we have it. Nollidge. as our
cook says, is like trikel-possit—it's always good, though ;'ou was
to drink it out of an old shoo. y 7

Well, then, although this Dary is likely searusly to injur m
pussoz}a] intrests, by fourstalling a deal of what I had to say nz
my private memoars—though many many guineas is taken from
my pockit, by cuttin short the tail of my narratif—though much
that I had to say in souperior languidge, greased with all the
ellygance of my orytory, the benefick of my classcle reading, the
chawms of my agreble wit, is thus abrupl } brot befor the w,orlcl
by an inferior genus, neither knowing nor writing English ; yet
1 say, that nevertheless I must say, what I am puffickly pre;:éired
to say, to gainsay which no man can say a word—yet I say, that
I say I consider this publication welkom. Far from viewi,nnr it
with enfy, I greet it with applaws ; because it increases that maost
exlent specious of nollidge, I mean ““ FASHNABBLE NOLLIDGE:"
compayred to witch all other nollidge is nonsince—a bag .cof
goold to a pare of snuffers.

Could Lord Broom, on the Canady question, say moar? or
say w_hat he had tu say better? We are marters, both of. us,
to prinsple; and everybody who knows eather knows that wé
would sacrafice anythink rather than that,. Fashion is the
gc?ddiss I adoar. This delightful work is an offring on her
stine ; and assich all her wushippers are bound to hail :,t Here
is 1ot a question of trumpry lords and honrabbles, generals and
barronites, but the crown itself, and the king and queen’s
ac.tions ; witch may be considered as the crown jewels, Here's
princes, and grand-dukes and airsparent, and Heaven knows
what ; all with blood-royal in their veins, and their names
mentioned in the very fust page of the peeridge. In this book
you become so intmate with the Prince of Wales, that you may
fol_lov._r him, if you please, to his marridge-bed ; or, if you prefer the
Princiss Charlotte, you may have with her an hour's tator-fator. *

* Our estimable correspondent means, we presume, 72¢2.3-#fe.—0. Y.
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Now, though most of the remarkable extrax from this book
have been given already (the cream of the Dairy, as I wittily
say), I shall trouble you, nevertheless, with a few ; partly because
they can’t be repeated too often, and because the toan of obsyva-
tion with which they have been 'genrally received by the press,
is not igsackly such as I think they merit. How, indeed, can
these common magaseen and newspaper pipple know anythink
of fashnabble life, let alone ryal?

Conseaving, then, that the publication of the Dazxy has done
reel good on this scoar, and may probly do a deal moor, I shall
look through it, for the porpus of selecting the most ellygant
passidges, and which I think may be peculiarly adapted to the
reader’s benefick.

For you see, my dear Mr. Yorke, in the fust place, that this is
no common catchpny book, like that of most authors and
authoresses who write for the base looker of gain. Heaven bless
you! the Dairy-maid is above anything musnary. She is a
woman of rank, and no mistake: and is as much above doin a
common or vulgar action as I am superaor to taking beer after
dinner with my cheese. She proves that most satisfackarily, as
we see in the following passidge :—

“ Her Royal Highness came to me, and having spoken a few phrases

on different subjects, produced all the papers she wishes to have pub-
lished : her whole correspondence with the Prince relative fo Lady
J—"s dismissal ; his subsequent neglect of the Princess; and, finally,
the acquittal of her supposed guilt, signed by the Duke of Portland, &c.,
at the time of the secret inquiry : when, if proof could have been brought
against her, it certainly would have been done ; and which acquittal, to
the disgrace of all parties concerned, as well as to the justice of the nation
in general, was not made public at the time. A common criminal is
publicly condemned or acquitted, Her Royal Highness commanded me
to have these letters published forthwith, saying, ‘ You may sell them
for a great sum.” At first (for she had spoken to me before concerning
this business), I thought of availing myself of the opportunity; but; upon
second thoughts, I turned from this idea with detestation: for, if 1 do
wrong by obeying her wishes and endeavouring to serve her, I will doso
at least from good and disinterested motives, not from any sordid views.
The Princess commands me, and I will obey her, whatever may be the
jssue ; but not for fare or fee. I own I tremble, not so much for myself,
as for the idea that she is not taking the best and most dignified way of
having these papers published. Why make a secret of it at all? If
wrong, it should not be done; if right, it should be done openly and in
the face of her enemies. In Her Royal Highness's case, as in that of
wronged princes in general, why do they shrink from straightforward
dealings, and rather have recourse to crooked policy? I wish, in this
particular instance, I could make Her Royal Highness fecl thus : but she
is naturally indignant at being falsely accused, and will not condescend
to an avowed explanation.”
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Can anythink be more just and honrabble ‘than this? The
Dairy-lady is quite fair and abovebored. A clear stage, says she,
and no faviour! “I won't do behind my back what I am
ashamed of before my face: not I!” No more she does; for
you see that, though she was offered this manyscrip by the
Princess for nothink, though she knew that she could actially get
for it a large sum of money, she was above it, like an honest,
noble, grateful, fashnabble woman, as she was. She aboars
secrecy, and never will bave recors to disguise or crookid polacy,
‘This ought to be an ansure to them Kadicle sneerers, who pretend
that they are the equals of fashnabble pepple; whereas it's a
well-known fact, that the vulgar roagues have no notion of
honour.

And after this positif declaration, which reflex honor on her
Ladyship (long life to her ! T've often waited behind her chair !)
—after this positif declaration, that, even for the porpus of
defending her missis, she was so hi-minded as to refuse anythink
like a peculiarly consideration, it is actially asserted in the public
prints by a booxeller, that he has given her a #kowsand pound
for the Dazry. A thousand pound ! nonsince !—it's 2 phigment !
a base lible! This woman take a thousand pound, in a matter
where her dear mistriss, friend, and benyfactriss was concerned !
Never! A thousand baggonits would be more prefrabble to a
woman of her xqizzit feelins and fashion.

But to proseed. It's been objected to me, when I wrote some
of my expearunces in fashnabble life, that my languidge was
occasionally vulgar, and not such as is generally used in those
exquizzit famlies which I frequent, Now, I'll lay a wager that
there is in this book, wrote as all the world knows by a rele
lady, and speakin of kings and queens as if they were as common
as sand-boys—there is in this book more wulgarity than ever
I displayed, more nastiness than ever I would dare 70 #kink oz,
and more bad grammar than ever I wrote since I was a boy at
school. As for authografy, evry genlmn has his own: never
mind spellin, I say, so long as the sence is right.

Let me here quot a letter from a corryspondent of this charm-
ing lady of honour ; and a very nice corryspondent he is, too,
without any mistake :—

# Lady O—, poor Lady O——! knows the rules of prudence, I fear

me, as imperfectly as she doth those of the Greek and Latin Grammars :
or she hath let her brother, who is a sad swine, become master of her
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secrets, and then contrived to quarrel with him. You would see the
outline of the mélange in the newspapers ; but not the report that Mr.
S——is about to publish a pamphlet, as an addition to the Harleian
Tracts, setting forth the amatory adventures of his sister. We shall
break our necks in haste to buy it, of course c?ing f Shameful” all the
while: and it is said that Lady O— is to be cut, which I cannot
entirely believe. Let her tell two or three old women about town that
they are young and handsome, and give some well-timed parties, and
she may still keep the society which she hath been used to. The times
are not so hard as they once were, when a woman could not construe
Magna Charta with anything like impunity. People were full as gallant
many years ago. But the days are gone by wherein my lord-protector
of the commonwealth of England was wont to go a love-making to Mrs.
Fleetwood, with the Bible under his arm.

% And so Miss Jacky Gordon is really clothed with a husband at last,
and Miss Laura Manners left without a mate! She and Lord Stair
should marry and have children, in mere revenge. As to Miss Gordon,
she’s a Venus well-suited for such a Vulcan,—whom nothing but money
and a title could have rendered tolerable, even to a kitchen wench. 1t
is said that the matrimonial correspondence between this couple is to
be published, full of sad scandalous relations, of which you may be sure
scarcely a word is true. In former times, the Duchess of St. A—s
made use of these elegant epistles in order to intimidate Lady Johnstone
but that 7zsz would not avail ; so in spite, theyare to be printed. 'What
a cargo of amiable creatures! Yet will some people scarcely believe
in the existence of Pandemonium.

 Tuesday morning.—You are perfectly right respecting the hot rooms
here, which we all cry out against, and all find very comfortable—much
more so than the cold sands and bleak neighbourhood of the sea; which
looks vastly well in one of Van der Velde’s pictures hung upon crimson
damask, but hideous and shocking in reality,. H——and his ‘elle”®
(talking of parties) were last night at Cholmondeley House, but seem
not toripen in their love. He is certainly good-humoured, and I believe,
good-hearted, so deserves a good wife; but his cara seems a genuine
London miss, made up of many affectations, Will she form a comfort-
able help-mate? For me, I like not her origin, and deem many strange
things to run in blood, besides n ess and the Hanoverian evil.

“Thursday.—1 verily do believe that I shall never get to the end of
this small sheet of paper, so many unheard-of interruptions have I had 5
and now 1 have been to Vauxhail, and caught the toothache, T was of
Lady E. B—m and H——'s party : very dull—the Lady giving us all
a supper after our promenade—

£ Much ado was there, God wot,
She would love, but he would not.’

He ate a great deal of ice, although he did not seem torequire it; and
she © faisoit les yeux doux’ enough not only to have melted a[l the ice
which he swallowed, but his own hard heart into the bargain. The
thing will not do. In the meantime, Miss Long hath become quite cruel
to Wellesley Pole, and divides her favour equally between Lords Killeen
and Kilworth, two as simple Irishmen as ever gave birth to abull. I
wish to Hymen that she were fairly married, for all this pother gives one
a disgusting picture of human nature.”

A disgusting pictur of human nature, indeed—and isn't he
who moralises about it, and she to whom he writes, 2 couple of
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fgstli :I?;Id: 21 t:‘l]f same piece? Which, Mr, Yorke, is the wust,
ey :hscand[eAmongers? See what it is to be a
s 1;1- hn. Fust, he scrapes togither all the bad
A St all the people of his acquentance—he goestoa
S :md(_ . or snc'ars at cverg:'body there—he is asked to a
comenit e mlgs away, alongrwnh meat and wine to his heart's
present, {hm- :r -;t[;)mmk filled with nasty stoaries of all the people
s - He has sua_:h :L.squcamish appytite, that all the
d seems to disagree with him, And what has he got to s
to l}rs dellicate female frend ? ‘Why that— = &
- Et. hl_r-I r. S. is going to publish indescent stoaries about Lady
S 'Il‘sh 51$t§\r,_ which everybody’s goin to by.
o d at Miss Gordon is going to be cloathed with an
nd and that all their matrimonial corryspondins i
published too. 5 b
. That Lord is goi i
thia;] e hisli.i fﬁﬁgzi_m be married ; but there’s some-
- A1s y
Irgh LLILrsd SI._‘ong has cut Mr. Wellesley, and is gone after two
inst\?&e;gcz;,;w)r?snpz;nc:‘y, now, that Athe author of such a letter,
. “'Ohlt pipple of tip-top qualaty, was describin
it cfméd (;1 _d you beleave that the lady he was a-ritin
o > O’ mo: x'btfla.d,v of honour, and mother of a famly?
- manneri‘s lizzu;_rrzs.' as Hom-.er says : thisis a higeous pictur
o , such as I weap to think of, as evry morl man must
fd};}:\l;aEOZZ (i)i ;:»r;e p.rll.tt)-‘ pictur c.>f mearly fashnabble life : what
S o arvm ies even hulghcr situated than the most
s Simﬂatre }\]&e have the Princess regient, her daughter the
B-’Iadjis_ty's 58 h,t er graudma}‘nma the old Quean, and Her
S ‘gh ersvth_c two princesses. If this is not high life,
ah vhere it is to b_e found ; and it's pleasing to see
at affec shn and harmny rains in such an exolted spear.

“
S‘ Ly — 1
#nday 24th.—Vesterday the Princess went to meet the Princess

Charloti Zensing|
e [:hz'tru:;frgmbmn‘ Lady told me that, when the latter
iR e hup to her mother, and said, ¢ For God’s sake, be civil
St fc;f;ng th Duchess of Leeds, who followed her. Lady ——
o Orrﬂ or the latter : but when the Princess of Wales talked
ﬁeling’v abomc;_ln ecame so free and easy, that one could not have any
Gt el‘fcl*ﬂfa'ng's. Princess Charlotte, I was told, was looking
s c,ir?rydpa e, but her head more becomingly dressed—that is to
2 ssed than wsual. Her figure is of that full round shape
W in its prime; but she disfizures herself by wearing her
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bodice so short, thet she literally has no waist. Her feet are very
ﬁretty; and so are her hands and arms, and her ears, and the shape of

er head. Her countenance is expressive, when she allows her passions
to play upon it ; and I never saw any face, with so little shade, express
so many powerful and varied emotions. Lady — told me that the
Princess Charlotte talked to her about her situation, and said, in a very
quiet, but determined way, she wwonld not bear if, and that as soon as
Parliament met, she intended to come to Warwick House, and remain
there ; that she was also determined not to consider the Duchess of Leeds
as her governess, but only as her first lady. She made many observa-
tions on other persons and subjects; and appears to be very quick, very
penetrating, but imperious and wilful. There is a tone of romance, too,
in her character, which will only serve to mislead her.

% She told her mother that there had been a great battle at Windsor
between the Queen and the Prince, the former refusing to give up Miss
Knight from her own person to attend on Princess Charlotte as sub-
governess. But the Prince-Regent had gone to Windsor himself, and
insisted on her doing so; and the old Beguin’ was forced to submit, but
has been ill ever since : and Sir Henry Halford declared it was a com-
plete breaking-up of her constitution—to the great delight of the two
princesses, who were talking about this affair. Miss Knight was the
very person they wished to have; they think they can do as they like
with her. It has been ordered that the Princess Charlotte should not see
her mother alone for a single moment ; but the latter went into her room,
stuffed a pair of large shoes full of papers, and having given them to her
danghter, she went home. Lady—— told me everything was written
down and sent to Mr. Brougham zex? day.”

See what discord will creap even into the best regulated
famlies. Here are six of 'em—viz., the Quean and her two
daughters, her son, and his wife and daughter ; and the manner
in which they hate one another is a compleat puzzle.

( his mother.
The Prince hates. . . . .- hiswife.

{ his daughter.
Princess Charlotte hates her father.
Princess of Wales hates her husband.

The old Quean, by their squobbles, is on the pint of death;
and her two jewtiful daughters are delighted at the news. What
a happy, fashnabble, Christian famly ! O Mr. Yorke, Mr. Yorke,
if this is the way in the drawin-rooms, I'm quite content to live
below, in pease and charaty with all men ; writin, as I am now,
in my pantry, or els havin a quite game at cards in the servants-
all. With us there's no bitter wicked quarling of this sort.

We don't hate our children, or bully our mothers, or wish
'em ded when they're sick, as this Dairy-woman says kings and
queens do. When we're writing to our friends or sweethearts,
e don't fill our letters with nasty stoaries, takin away the
carricter of our fellow-servants, as this maid of honour'’s amusin’
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]i:le?::lsf;rfic}i] i&;es. e;m. in coarse, it's not foras to judge of our
Satme gh;i;:\ya\fople are a supeerur race, and we can’t
pﬁgsa gso;l. T(eicl:{lecij‘_lt's twenty years ago now—how a bewtiffle
e 1;:{,111 givin buth to a poar baby, and how the whole
i Lnglan(]i.we;‘), as though it was one man, over that
e andand c_.z‘:ld. in which were sentered the hopes of every
ik D, :no of \ﬂ-j‘-l.ch each was as proud as of his own wife or
o bu- 2 yku recklect how. pore fellows spent their last shillin
; 1Y & black crape for their hats, and clergymen cried in the
gu platl, ;a.nd the whole country through was no better than a great
: 521:1 : uneral? - Do you recklect, Mr. Yorke, who was the pgrson
Sharlgteo?l\lﬁt??k' on so about? ‘We colled her the Princis
ol I_ha Lsr‘,h and we valyoud a single drop of her blood
lookedl; i ; W ‘ale_ ‘heartless. body of her father. Well, we
o 1013 i Ecr ?5 a r(_md1 of saint or angle, and blest God (such
o gwe ; 11lg 1s'h pIpple as we ware in those days) who had
o Souct atvil)_ to rulf: over us. But Heaven bless you! it
st _‘g = perstition. She was no better than she should be, as
- —or at least the Dairy-maid says so. No better?—
Dul:glsgsug;:zrshor yours was 4 so bad, we'd as leaf be dead
story, an:‘l a lrl:c?tclyliggzihufs :"-Eﬂen o = PEIS S

113 :
Sunday, ¢
Wi P{r?r;cjea?%iv 9, 1814.—VYesterday, according to appointment, I
Bioto aqkssd arlotte, Found at Warwick House the hm-p—playér
5 ed to remain and listen to his performance, but was talkeci

to duri y i i
iistex1i:1rlggtg]§h: 2]015‘_ ?lmg._‘whlch completely prevented all possibility of
S Ieﬁqzuﬂ The ‘Duchesg of Leeds and her daughter were in
e thet]' soop._ Next arrived Miss Knight, who remained all
Sl £ B rincess Charlotte was very gracious—showedime
s &cﬂ S}a]s 3— would have called them—pictures, and cases
Sk ;)f\._} e ralléed I a very desultory way, and it wonld be
i h);w 5;1 1at. .,}:lE observed her mother was in very low spirits
e nl e Sdhp_bosed she could be otherwise ? This guestioning
i g lcfat eal of trouble, and serves two purposes—i.e. avoids
Apartmentgonease » or giving offence by silence. There was huné in the
e s
Ao -~ asked Miss Knight whom it represented. sai
u‘hen“i:) erl:?:z kug-[':i 1;1 5 it had been supposed a likeneis of the Pns;il:nsz
o Iaughc(i, 2 cmi :3§;v3§§ultte{(:1 my thoughts so comically I could
\’r’}‘!flijo_nt S sed at Courts anything but the contrary of
rincess Charlotte has a very great vari ion i
o ariety of expressi
cong;&zg{:;r;ce;; plagr of features, and a force ofymuscle}) rare?; ségnhg
con beautifLH:l‘ bs1.1cI sho_Ft_znd shadeless colouring. Her hands and arms
il ut 1 think her figure is already gone, and will soon be
¥ like her mother's ; inshort, it is the very picéure of her, and #o#
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in miniaiure. 1 could not help analysing my own sensations during the
time I was with her, and thought more of them than I did of her. Why
was I at all flattered, at all more amused, at all more supple to this young
princess, than to her who is only the same sort of person set in the shade
of circumstances and of years? It is that youth, and the approach of
power, and the latent views of self-interest, sway the heart and dazzle the
understanding. If this is so with a heart not, I trust, corrupt, and a
head not particularly formed for interested calculations, what effect must
not the same causes produce on the generality of mankind

 Tn, the course of the conversation, the Princess Charlotte contrived
to edge in 2 good deal of tum-de-dy, and would, if I had entered into
the thing, have gone on with it, while looking at a little picture of her-
self, which had about thirty or forty different dresses to put over it,
done on isinglass, and which allowed the general colouring of the
picture to be seen through its transparency. 1t was, I thought, 2 pretty
enough conceit, though rather like dressing up 2 doll. ‘Ah!’ sai
Miss Knight, ‘I am not content’ though, madame—for I yet should have
liked one more dress—that of the favourite Sultana.’

%t No, no!’ said the princess, ‘1 never was a favourite, and never
can be one’—looking at a picture which she said was her father's, but
which I do not believe was done for the regent any more than for me,
but represented a young man in a hussar’s dress—probably a former
favourite.

¢ The Princess Charlotte seemed much hurt at the little notice that
was taken of her birthday. After keeping me for two hours and a half
she dismissed me : and I am sure I could not say what she said, except
that it was an oliv of décousus and heterogeneous things, partaking of
the characteristics of her mother grafted on a younger scion. I dined
#5te.a-téte with my dear old aunt ; hers is always a sweet and soothing
society to me.”

There's a pleasing, lady-like, moral extract for you! An inno-
cent young thing of fifteen has picturs of we lovers in her room,
and expex a good number more. This dellygate young crea-
ture edges in a good deal of fumdedy (I can't find it in Johnson's
Dixonary), and would have gone on with the thing (ellygence of
languidge), if the dairy-lady would have let her.

Now, to tell you the truth, Mr. Yorke, I doan't beleave a
single syllible of this story. This lady of honner says, in the
fust place, that the Princess would have talked a good deal of
tumdedy - which means, I suppose, indeasnsy, if she, the lady
of honner, wonld kave let ker. This is a good one! Why, she
lets everyhody else talk tumdedy to their hearts’ content; she
lets her friends wrife tumdedy, and after keeping it for a
quarter of a sentry, she prinis it. Why then be so squeamish
about Aearing a little? And, then, there’s the stoary of the

two portricks. This woman has the honner to be received in
the frendlyest manner by a British princess; and what does the

grateful loyal creature do? =2 picturs of the Princess’s relations
E2
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are hanging in her room, and the Dairy-woman swears away
t}}e poor young Princess's carrickter, by swearing they are
picturs _Of her Jovers. For shame, oh, for shame! you slanderin
backbitin dairy-woman you! If you told all them things to
your *“dear old aunt,” on going to dine with her, you Dmusi:
have had very “ sweet and soothing society ” indeed,

¥ had marked out many more extrax, which I intended to
write about ; but I think I have said enough about this Dairy;

in fack, the butler, and the gals in the servants’-hall, are not
well pleased that I should go on reading this naughty book ; so

w?'ll l}avc no more of it, only one passidge about Pollytics
witch is sertnly quite new :— ,

““No one was so likely to be able to defeat Bonaj
Prince, from the intimate knowledge he pussessega;}e}'ﬂi Tlfafaxz-:c;:\::
Bernadotte was also instigated against Bonaparte by one who not onl: ;
owed him a personal hatred, but who possessedra mind equal to his ang{
who gave the Crown Prince both information and advice how to act
This was no less a person than Madame de Stagl. It was not, as some
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have asserted, #haf she was in love with Bernadotte; for, at the time
of their intimacy, Madame de Staél was in love with Kocca. But she
used her influence (which was not small) with the Crown Prince to
make him fight against Bonaparte, and to her wisdom may be attributed
much of the success which accompanied his attack upon him. Berna-
dotte has raised the flame of liberty, which seems fortunately to blaze
all around. May it liberate Europe ; and from the ashes of the laurel
may olive branches spring up, and overshadow the earth!”

There's a discuvery ! that the overthrow of Boneypart is owing
to Madame de Staél! What nonsince for Colonel Southey or
Doctor Napier to write histories of the war with that Capsi-
can hupstart and murderer, when here we have the whole affair
explaned by the lady of honour !

& Sunday, April 10, 1814.—The incidents which take place every hour
are miraculous. Bonaparte is deposed but alive ; subdued, but allowed
to choose his place of residence. The island of Elba is the spot he has
selected for his ignominious retreat. France is holding forth repentant
arms to, her banished sovereign. The Poissardes who dragged Louis
XVI. to the scaffold are presenting flowers to the Emperor of Russia, the
restorer of their legitimate king | What a stupendous field for philosophy
to expatiate in! What an endless material for thought ! What humilia-
tion to the pride of mere human greatness! How are the mighty fallen!
OF all that was great in Napoleon, what remains? Despoiled of his
usurped power, he sinks to insignificance. There was no moral great-
ness in the man. The meteor dazzled, scorched, is put out—utterly, and
for ever. But the power which rests in those who have delivered the
nations from bondage is a power that is delegated to them from Heaven ;
and the manner in which they have used it is a guarantee for its continu-
ance. The Duke of Wellington has gained laurels unstained by any
useless flow of blood. He has done more than conquer others—he has
conquered himself : and in the midst of the blaze and flush of victory,
surrounded by the homage of nations, he has not been betrayed into the
commission of any act of cruelty or wanton offence. He was as cool and
self-possessed under the blaze and dazzle of fame as a common man would
be under the shade of his garden-tree, or by the hearth of his home. But
the tyrant who kept Europe in awe is now 2 pitiable object for scorn to
point the finger of derision at : and humanity shudders as it remembers
the scourge with which this man's ambition was permitted to devastate
every home tie, and every heartfelt joy."

And now, after this sublime passidge, as full of awfle reflec-

tions and pious sentyments as those of Mrs. Cole in the play,
1 shall only quot one little extrak more :—

¢ All goes gloomily with the poor Princess. Lady Charlotte Campbell
told me she regrets not seeing all these curious personages ; but she says,
the more the Princessis forsaken, the more happy she is at having offered
to attend her at this time, This is very amiable in her, and cannot fail
to be gratifying to the Princess.”

So it is—wery amiable, wery kind and considerate in her,
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indeed. Poor Princess ! how lucky you was to find a frend who
loved you for your own sake, and when all the rest of the wuld
turned its back kep steady to you. As for believing that Lady
Sharlot had any hand in this book,* Heaven forbid ! she is all
gratitude, pure gratitude, depend upon it. Ske would not go
for to blacken her old frend and patron’s carrickter, after having
been so outrageously faithful to her; ske wouldn't do it, at no
price, depend upon it. How sorry she must be that others an’t
quite so squemish, and show up in this indesent way the follies
of her kind, genrus, foolish bennyfactris !

* The * authorised ” announcement, in the fokn Buli newspaper, sets

this question at rest. It is declared that her Ladyship is not i
of the Digry.—0. Y, 2 S5 thene

EPISTLES TO THE LITERATIL

CH-s V-11-WPL-SH, EsQ., To SIR EDWARD LYTTON
BULWER, BT.

Joux THOMAS SmiTH, EsQ., T0 C—s ¥Y—H, EsQ.

NOTUS.

HE suckmstansies of the following harticle are as follos :—

Me and my friend, the sellabrated Mr. Smith, reckonised

each other in the Haymarket Theatre, during the performints of

the new play. I was settn in the gallery, and sung out to him

(he was in the pit), to jine us after the play, over a glass of bear
and a cold hoyster, in my pantry, the family being out.

Smith came as appinted. 'We descorsed on the subjick of the
comady ; and, after sefral glases, we each of us agreed to write
a letter to the other, giving our notiums of the pease. Paper
was brought that,momint ; and Smith writing his harticle across
the Lknife-bord, I dasht off mine on the dresser.

Qur agreement was, that I (being remarkabble for my style
of riting) should cretasize the languidge, whilst he should take
up with the plot of the play ; and the candied reader will parding
me for having holtered the original address of my letter, and
directed it to Sir Edward himself ; and for having incopperated
Smith's remarks in the midst of my own :—

. MAvFAIR, Now. 30, 1839. Midnite.

HoNRABELE BARNET |—Retired from the littery world a year
or moar, I didn't think anythink would injuice me fo come
forrards again ; for I was content with my share of reputation,
and propoas'd to add nothink to those immortial wux which
have rendered this Magaseen so sallybrated.

Shall I tell you the reazn of my re-appearants ?—a desire for
the benefick of my fellow-creatures? Fiddlestick! A mighty
truth with which my busm laboured, and which I must bring
forth or dic? Nonsince—stuff: money's the secret, my dear
Barnet,—money—Fazgong, gelt, spicunia. Here's quarter-day




