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* back with them from thelr excursions into bygone ages, there 1s room “f

PREFACE.

A

This series of articles or Old Tyneside will bo assoeiatod in she mind of the writer
with a host of pleasant memories: I3 will recall trips hy land and water along the
Tynre “ from Hedwin Streams to Spasrow Hawk ” with his good friend and colleague
the artist, to whose knowledge of the romantic and picturesque bits of his mative
Tyneside the writer (and he is glad to take this opportunity of gratéfully aecknow-
ledging it) is indebted for much more than the charming sketehes which socompeny
these artieles, It will recall many hours of stern self-denial—for seif-demial, trium-
phantly achieved, is also a pleasant memory—spent in the attic chamber of a High-
land farmbonse, with a cube-sugar box full of learned authorities by his side (duly
taxed execss by the inexorable Caledoniagn Railway). and a sunny Highland loch wink-
ine temrptation at him through the window. It will recall the luborious delight of -
ravelling the clue of the story of the Tyno froin the many skeins through which it ran,
and knitting up the ravelled sleave again inte a web of his own.  But there will
soarcely be associated with It the memory of a keener ploasure than that which was his
on learning —atter having sent forth his ariicles woeek by week into the unanswering
void—of the welcome, kind beyond all his expectations, which they had received at the
hands of those for whoin they were written. This welcome expressed itself in many
ways—in letters; In personal thanks; and, ahove all_in a crowd of flatteringly insistent
requests, addressed to editor, publisher, artist. and auther, that the articles might
appoar in more permanent form.

The writer is well awara how much of this appreciation of his work ie due to the
imnate charm of his subject. and to the loyal devetion of the Tvnesider to his storicd
river: and he is only toe conscious of the manifold shovbeomings in his treatment of
that subject. He c¢an make no claim to the credit of the original historian; he has
neither the time nor the technical training which the work of original research
demands. Tn so far as his fauts are concerned, he has frankly and uneritically entered
into the labours of others.

But sisle by side with the labours of the professed historian and antiquary, who in
this North-country have recovered for ns such a rich tressure of the memories of the
past, and whoese ona concern is rightly with the accuracy of the reporig. they bring

arduous toil of him who secks to recreate this past in vivid eclours before the eyes of a
wider audience; who is conesrned rather to recapture the spivit than the letter of
vanizhed things: who wanders, he too, in history. but on that twilight border where it
melis into romarce. And the writer is entitled to a share in the appreciation called
forth hv these ariicles, in whieh he has had so many collaboraters, euly i so far as he
may have succesded in investing with now eolours an oft told {ale, in lending a new
interest for ihe presenl generation of Tynesiders to the perennially interesting story of
thelr ancestors whe dwelt algng Tyne.

1w is hunself a Tynesidai: only by adopiion. Perhaps that has been no disqualifi-
eation for his task. Te him, plunged with nndolled senses into this world of glorious
romanee, it has appealed with such freshness of colonr as the world itself weoars to the
eves of the child who first opens them curiously upon b, Yet in his love for the old
river und his admiration of its enthralling story he is second Lo uone of the irue-bora
sons of Tyvne. And if the dues of adoption which he has paid in these essays have been’
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PREFACE.

accepted by his adoptive brethren as a not unworthy tribute to their common Father
Tyne, if it is their wish to have them gathered up between the covers of s booklet it
is not for him to say them nay on the ground that they have been overgenerous in
their estimate.

The writer had himself intended—in that misty future wherein we all propose to
perfect what we leave imperfect in the present—to shape these fugitive leaves into
more lasting form. But time, alas! is measured out to us hut scantily and that
future is only oo often a to-morrow which never comes. And so he has allowed him-
self to be easily persuaded not to wait for an ideal perfection, but boldly to throw
himself upon that generosity which takes the will for the deed. and to content himself
with putting his cargo a little more shipshape for its new voyage, addinc to it only a

few bales which, not by eversight, but for a particular reason, were not put aboald on
the firgh trip.

These added episodes, to quit the language of metaphor, are concerned with the
old Tyne Bridge and with the Priory of Tynemouth. They were omitted in the serial
issue because they had appeared in a similar series published in the “ Evening Mail”
so recently as last year. But they belong to. the stery of Tyne, and are accordingly
here put into their rightful place.

 Mr. Bertram, as part owner of the ship, hasalso increased his eargo, his additions
being represented by the design on the cover and the pictorial view of the Tyne. The
former presents a feature of special interest in the eoats-of-arms of the Newecastle
trade-guilds which are set vound it. In the latter like the writer in the letterpress,
the artist has aimed rather at epitomising the spirit of the Tyne than at reproducing
literally its familiar features. And for this character-sketch of the river he has placed
himself in the latter part of the seventeenth century.

The writer did not deem it in place, in the flying leaves of a daily journel. to make
formal acknowledgment of his great indebtedness to the work of others, though he
was never without a grateful consciousness of it. But it would scarcely be becoming
to omit it here. Were he, however, to print a complete list of all the books that
found a place in the cube-sugar box aforementioned, the witty reader might be tempted
to exclaim: “ Much cry and little wool!” It is indeed surprising how many ears of
corn you must reap to bake one poor little cake! The following list therefore includes only
the books to which he has felt himself most indebted:—History of Newcastle and
Gateshead (Richard Welford): County History of Northumberland, Vol. VIII. (H. H.
E. Craster); Charlton’s History of Newcastle; Vestiges of Old Newcastle and Gates-
head (Knowles and Boyle); The Making of the Tyne (R. W. Johnson); the River Tyne
(Guthrie); History of Northumberland (C.J. Bates); Local Records (Sykes and
Fordyoe) ; Brand’s History of Newcastle-upon-Tyne; Tomlinson’s Guide to North-
umberland ; Boyle's Guide to Durham ; Life of Ceolfrid, Abbot of Wearmeuth and
Jarrow (Boutflower); the Fathers for English Readers—the - Venerable Bede
(Browne): Diocesan Histories—Durham Low).

The writer is not without hope that the publication of this list may not only quit
fim, in some measure, of his debt to the authors of these books, but may perhaps alse
achieve the further end of persuading some of his readers to contract a debt of grat1~
tude to them on their own account.

# ALBERT G. LATHAM
Armstrong Collegs,
In the University of Durkam.
November, 1913,
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OLD TYNESIDE

FROM HEDWIN STREAMS TO SPARROW HAWK.

—

o

CHAPTER L
fFrom Hedwin Streams to Newburn.

Introductory.—Between the old and the
new. Heddon-on-the-Wall. Ryton.
Newburn Ford. King David Bruce
and Saint Cuthbert. The burning of
Ryton. Tostig, Oswulf, and Copsig.
The murder of Copsig. The battle of
Newburn.

Pyne River, running rough or smooth;
Makes bread for me and miue,

Of all the rivers. north or south,
There’s none like Coaly. Tyne.

The artless verse well expresses the
indebtedness of the Tynesider to Father
Tyne, and his loyal and justifiable pride
in the ancient river. “ Tyne river, running
rough or smooth,” is the generous dispenser
of bread to all of us who dwell upon its
banks. Newecastle, and the busy communi-
ties of Tyneside, are the gift of the Tyne.
Had it been suffered—as at one time seemed
by no means unlikely—to be choked out of
existence with silt and ballast and refuse of
every kind, most of us would thave been
getting our bread elsewhere, or never have
needed bread at all.

And if the Tyne made Newcastle, New-
eamle—sz little against the grain, it must
be confessed, and not without help from
other of Tyne’s children—has, within the

memory of wen still living, made the Tyne:

hag transformed it from a petty stream into
ene vast coal-spout, pouring forth upon the
world at large its precious wealth of black
diamonds, and into a breeding mother of
mighty ships, launched from her sounding
yards to go forth upon their errands of peace
or war into all parts of the globe.

The old verse tells no less of a truth in
ity seoond oouplet. Blot out the Tyne and
all it stands for, and you change 4he history
of the world. The Tyne has two histories,
as unlike each other as well may be, and
yet who can say which is the more interest-

.ing? For its modern romance of industry

tollowed upon a long epic of wild and
romantic deeds, such as would scarcely
gzle before what iy told of Tiber or

amander or any river of old renown. Its
sesond history, indeed, 1s still in the
making. Tts greatest chapters—we trust
“~arg still to be written in the book of
#ime.  But whatever fortune the future
mav hold in its hands for us, we can take
somfort in the confident reflegtion that,

1 sdould its quay walls monlder again into
8- waters, its gigantic piers become the

unreclaimed prey of the hungry ocean,
and its waters no longer channelled and
curbed bv men, take, as in the past they
threatened to do, another course to the
sea, the Tyne has played such a part in
the history of the country and of the world
ag will make it live in the memory of man
as long as more highly-favoured, streams.

The tale of the Tyne has been often told,
and to somo of my readers I am well aware
that T shall have little that is new to bring.
Yet even to these the stirring-up ofgd
old reminiscences mav not be unwelcgiae.
It i3 odd indeed to think that amongst
them may be some old stagers who remem-
ber having tucked up their trousers about
their knees as urchins, and waded across
from Newecastle to Gateshead, where now
the largest ocean leviathans have a com-
fortable depth of water beneath their
keels! But for our young folk, and the
strangers within our gates, who have been
accustomed to take the Tyne as they found
it, for them I have surely many surprises
in store. Let them but accompany me in
the spirit on my voyage down the Tyne,
and I can safely promise that they will
look upon our river with other eyes, when
next they embark in the flesh beneéath the
shadow of the High Level Bridge for a
irip to the sea.

Let the reader, then, imagine himself
afloat with me on the waters of the Tyne
—mingled, it may be, with the waters of
the sea, for so far does the tide make
itgelf felt—at the boundary stone by Hed-
win  Streams, above Ryton. We are
between the old and the new—above us
the beautiful, untouched Tyne of nature,
rippling down in twin streams from the
Cheviots and the Pennines, offering a
hundred varying seenes for the artist’s
canvas, & hundred romantic stories for the
poet’s pen; below us the Tyne of man,
almost wholly refashioned to his purposes,
daden with the ships of all nations,
spanned by daring bridges, lined with
dock and wharf and staith, with workshop
and warehouse and shipyard. We turn
our backs resolutely on the sweet child-
hood of our river, on its scenes of rucat
beauty, glimpses of which still stretch
away on either hand in the green uplands,
and =et our faces to view its lusty, if
grimy, manhood, wherein nevertheless we
shall still find lingering, as dreams of the
fairyland of his childhood still haunt the
memory of the toil-worm and dust-stained
man, many a reminiscence of old romance.

t
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At the very outset of our journey we are
ot without such reminders of the past.
#0n our left, perched high up on the hill,
stande the village of Heddon-on-the-Wall,
recalling a masterful race whose great
engineering feat of e millennium and
several odd centuries ago is still ecrumbling
away there, eo hard a nut has the tooth of
time found it o crack. It is a fit preface

$to the sohievements of a no loss masterful

raeq w—hich) await our contemplation on our
“ifrom Hedwin Streams to

Sperrow-hawk,”

On our right we pass almost at once the
picturesque little villago of Ryton, with
its pointed spire overtopping the willows
which fringe the river bank, whilst the

3 square tower of Newburn Chureh is a con-

spienous feeture in ‘the landseape on the
ie1t.  Botween Newburn and BRyton was a
ford, probably known to and fortified by
the Romans. and there was none other
down stream before Newcastle. Tho old
roianee of battle and bloodshed natural

¢luaters thick about a river ford, and we
may e our bgrqua beneath Ryton
Willows and plunge at once into the past.

King David Bruce of Scotland, so the
story says, invading the ncighbour king-
dom, crossed the Tyme by the ford at New-
burn, and was warned in a dreamn at Ryton
by £t, Cuthbert himself of the evil that
would befall him should he enter with an
- armed force the patrimony of the Cliurch.
The reader may believe the story or not,
us he choosea, but he cannot deny that the

1. Neweastls,

saint was as good as his word at Neville’s
Cross,

And Rvion has another tragi-comie
reminiscence of Scottish invasion.  But
whether the story was tragic or comic de-
pended upon which bank of the river you
‘happened to be em, To those on the north
bank it waa undoubtedly comic, but to
those on the south bank it was as certainly
tragic, On the north bank was Wallace,
marching with an army along the river to
On the sonth bank were the
men of Ryton, and between them flowed
the Tyne in spate. The opportunity was
favourable for the -indulgence of those

nutural feelings of contempt with which
wo are inspired tuwards a drcaded enemy
who eanpot get at us, And the men of
Ryton nnbusrthencd their hearts of many
a biting gibe and taunt. But the enraged
Qoots forded the unfordable river, and
burnt the village of Ryton 1o the ground.

Thix was in 1297,

NMewburn Church is of Nomman, if not
sven of Saxon, architecture, and portions
of the original chureh still survive. These
eld stones. oould they speak, would have
thrilling stories of butchery and of battle
Two of the stcnes there enacted

to tell. ; i
shall have us as eye-witnesses, It is the
year after the Conquest. Tostig, the

traitor brother of Harcld, hero of our
seboolboy  hearts. had beem Farl of

OLD TYNESIDE, 7

Northumherfand under the Canfessor.
Driven forth of his earldom by a rising of
Northumbrian thanes, he had joined arms
with the Norwegian Harald Hardrada,
and, though crushed at Stamford Bridge,
had irrstrievably weakened those forcea
which at Ilastings were to make a wvain
stand against a more formidablo invader.
The traitor Tostiz had upem his banish-
ment been succeeded in his power by
Oswulf of Bamburgh, and Oswulf, alone
amongst the great nobles of the north, will
not bow to the Norman yoke., So Oswulf
is deposed, and a mnew earl, Copsig, 2
former lieutenant of Tostig, is appointed
in hig stead.

T4 is the 12th of Mareh, 1067, and there
is high revelry at Newburn. For the new
ear]l hag entered his earldom by the
familiar ford, and the wine flows freely io
welcome him, But outside the banquet
room  black  vengeance 1s  stealthily
enambushed. The outlaw Oswulf, lurking
amongst  the neighbouring woeds and
hills, has gathered abouwt him a bari¥ of
liko desperate men, and bided his time.
And now it is come. The revels are at
their height, when the clash of steel is
heard woutstde, The revellers spring to
artus, bhe tables are owverturned, blood
mingles with the wine spit upon the floor.
Tn the ennfosion (Capsig escapes, and flees
for sanctnary to Newburn Chureh. Vain
hope! The Church mav not be polluted
with bloow but—oh! the casuistry of man
—it may be burned with fire. The red
flames leap wup into the midnight sky,
Copeig leaps forth like a hunted animal
{roem his taic, and Oswulf lying in wait at
the door, strikes off his head with hia
sward as he rushes past. Yet for Oswulf,
too, the avenger of sacrilege lies in wait
But a few months later he too is slain in
inglorious wise by a robber to whom he ix
giving chase.

We overleap six centuries, and find our
selves im the vear of our Ford 1640. 1t
is the 26th of Awgnst. Charles I of
Encland has dissolved the S8hort Parlia-
ment, and the Seattish Covenanting Army,
a force of somc 30,000 mon, has crossed
the Tweed, and reached Heddon Law with-
out resistance, Its aim is bto ecross ihe
Tvne by the ford at Newburn, and to take
Newcastle on its weak side, from the south.
Lord Conway, who holds Newcastle for the
king, is beiween the devil and the deep
sea, For the citizens are disaffected, and
tho garrison itsell scething with mutiny.
Ha can only afford a small forco of 2,000
foot and 1.000 horse fo defend the ford.
Twa roonees, or breastworks of earth, are
hastily thrown up on Stella Hangh, and
ench manned with 400 musketeers and
four guns. Mennwhile, the Secoteh occupy
Newburn, plant guns on the church tower,

and line Rouses, lanes, and hedges with
musketeers. Let us take our stand beside
the Seotch gunners on the tower. From
our peint of vantage we command the dis-
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 TYNESIDE. 9

pubed ford, and see parties of horsemén on
either side of the river riding down to
water their cattle.

A Scottish officer, with a blagk plume
podding in his cap, rides down tdithe river
from one of the thatched cotbages, and
pauses to comsider the sconces. There is
a sudden flash, a vicious spit from the far
hank. and he tumbles from his saddle into
the dust. The Scotch reply with ayolley
of musketry, the guns beside us chﬁe‘o in.
The duel continues until, hetween three
and four of the afternoon, the ebbing tide
leaves the ford practicable. The Secottish
artillery has rendered the sconces unten-

able. With wild cries of triumph the Scots

swarm across the river, foot and horse, but
give way in confusion before the English
horse who thunder down upon. them.
But mnow the Scottish ba&ry gives
tongue, the English waver, they break,
and again the Scots stream over the river
and up Ryton and Stella banks. The
Royal Standard is taken, a futile attempt
is made at a rally under cover of a wood,
and the English army breaks in uttér rout.
Frenzied fugitives carry the panic into
Newcastle: “Fly for your lives! Naked
devils have destroyed us!”  Conway
abandons the town, Sir William Douglas
demands its surrender from the Mayor on
yne  Bridge, and Leslie enters it in
triumph on Sunday, proceeding in solemn
state to the charch of St. Nicholas, where
the heathen music of “ organs, sackbuts,
and cornets” is put to silence. Blush for
shame, my fellow-townsmen!
should ye blush? For Newcastle was a
house divided against itself. Only four
years later the stain shall be wiped out,
and there shall be inscribed for ever upon
your escutcheon the proud device,
“ Fortiter defendit triumphans.” ’

CHAPTER il

From Newburn to Gateshead and
Newcastle.

marriage of ~George Stephenson.
Stella and Blaydon. Lemington and
Sdotswood. A lesson in etymology.
Benwell:  Elswick and. the King's
Meadows.  William the Conqueror
at Gateshead. The murder of Bishop
Walcher. .

But Newburn has other associations
than those of war and bloodshed. Let

- Us take our stand in the spirit in its storied

church on the 28th November, 1802. A
lowly couple, a pit-engineman and his
bride, are plighting their vows before the
altar. What can there be to arrest our
attention in a simple village wedding?
See, the bridegroom is signing the marriage
rogister in a clumsy scrawl, and from the
end of his awkwardly-held pen there drops
2 great black blot over the newly-written
Rame. Do not laugh at him, pray. He
3ould not get education for the asking,

Yet why

28 vou could. He has lived for years in a
poor one-roomed ocottage in the village,
working from an early age in the pit, and
it is only a year or two since he painfully
learned to write and coypher in a night
school during the winter.

Now he takes his bride before him on his
pad, and thev amble off to their new
home, at Willington Quay, if rightly we
catch his remark to a friend, You see,
there is no railway from Newburn to
Willington Quay, and it is too far to walk,
so we must not grudge them the little
extravagance. By and by there will be a
railway from Newburn to Willington
Quay. There will be railways all over
England. There will be railways all over
Europe, and all over the world. For the
humble pit-engineman is George Stephen-
son. :

Eighteen years later he will again stand
at the altar in Newburn Church with a
stalwart son by his side, who will sign the
marriagie register at his father's seoond
wedding in a much more flowing hand than
his. father himself did at his first. The son,
too, is worth more than a passing glanee.
For that is Robert Stephenson, in whose

‘life’s work the building of Newcastle High

Level Bridge is only an incident.

Thus we have already realised, in the
stories that eluster round the ford at New-
burn and in the two weddings in Newburn
Church, something of the two sbories, of
ancient and modern romance; that the
Tyne has to tell us. And as we cast off
from Ryton bank and drift slowly down
stream the scenery on either shore reflects
both stories. erdant and wooded up-

Jlands tell us what the Tyne was; its pain-

fully regular banks, iroubound between
neatly piled slopes of blocks of slag, where
as yet scarcely a blade of grass has found
roothold, show only too plainly the inter-
ference of the thand of man. Vainly now
should we geek the historic ford at New-
burn, and moored in mid-stream an un-
wieldy dredger reminds wus that the
meddling creature who has rebuilt—and
disfigured—the river banks, is also busy
scooping out the river bed.

Man. alas! has not wvet learnt Nature’s
art of “mixing the useful with the sweet.”
Some day he may yet find even that feat
not beyond him, and in the meantime we
can only hope that kindly Nature will take
in hand the raw edges of his work, will
sift with untiring hand her fruitful dust
into the chinks of his barren slag, will
scatter into them her countless seeds, and
clothe them with the green beauty of which
she holds the secret.

Stella and Blaydon demand a passing
tribute to the memory of the two distin-
guished Northumbrians who dwelt in the
one. and whose industry and commercial
genins developed the other. The names of
the two Joseph Cowens are deeply graved
en the tablet of the great men- of modern
Tyneside. but it would be superfluous, even

*
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‘4 Lemin~ton Staiths ran the &
% on which the creator of railways ever set

the encampment of the

- was rowed.

TYNESIDE.

were it possible, to enumerate here all*the
achievements of the great moderns who
tave built monuments to themselves#in the
mighty industrial works which will meet
us in inereasing numbers in
down the Tyne. But it is fitting
that the name of Sir Joseph Cowen, which
we have encountered on the threshold of
our travels, is that of one who, as an
aotive and enlightened advocate
Tyne Comservancy Bill, and as chi
for twenty years of the Tyne Com
when it was at last formed, is entitled to
be eonsidered as one of the foremost
amongst the makers of modern Tyne.

Lemington and Scotswood need not
detain us long. Yet it is worth while to
recall thiat from Wylam Colliery, where
Stephenson’s father was fireman, to
railway

eyen, a litera]l “railway,” or way of beech-
wood railings—whence the familiar name
now used in many tongues, usually with
no thought as to its origin. And it is a-
eurious and suggestive reflection that the
width between the wheels of the carts

< drawn by horses along these first rails has

determined the gauge of raitways in all

i countries, and apparentlv for all time.

Thus is man. in a thousand unremembered
and unrecognisable trifles, tied. down
irrevocably by his own past.

The wooden rails were afterwards plated
with iron to make them more durable, and
g0, again with little thought as to the
original significance of the word, we still
oall those who lay our railway lines “plate-
layers.” '

Seotswood perpetuates the memory of
Scottish army
invasion in the reign of

dufing the
Its suspension bridge dates

‘Charles 1.

KA
§ from 1831.

Passing beneath the Suspension Bridge
we see on our right the junction of the
beantiful Derwent with the Tvme. Our
keel is furrowing the classic waters
whereon the onoe famous Tyne Regatta
Its glories are departed, yet
its heroes were the idols of the crowd, and
thousands followed to the grave that
“ gemndal friend, worthy citizen, and match-

¢ less oar,” Harry Clasper.

On our left, on a height above the river,

: Benwell reminds us that the Roman Wall

still accompanies us, mostly, it is true, as
sa, phantom of the past, but here and there
cropping out into mouldering reality. Ben-
well was the Roman Condercum, the third
station from the east on the line of the
wall.  This is thought to have been the
site of the oldest coal pit in the country:
a Roman altar dedicated to Jupiter Doli-
chenus, the tubelary deity of miners,
which was unearthed here, would seem to
testify that coal was wrought here at least
ax far back as the days of the Romans.
The original Bonwell Tower was

I

summer residence of the priors of Tyne-
mouth. Benwell Hall is associated with
the infamous mame of Andrew Robinson
Bowes, ‘“Stoney Bowes,” whose disreput-
able story is well worth telling as a study
of human depravity, but cannot be told
now, and Benwell Dene House has
pleasanter associations with the name of
the lamented Dr. Hodgkin, our great
Neorth-country historian.

_ Elswick brings us back with a shock
from Roman and medieval and eighteenth
century England to the pulsing heart of
the mnineteenth and twentieth centuries.
Hard, indeed. ip it to realise that here,
where mow the super-Drieadnought takes
the water at its birth, there still stood in
mid-stream, well within the memory of
living men, the pleasant islands of the
“King’s Meadows.” On the larger of
these, extending from * Paradise” to the
mouth of the Team, there were held
popular carnivals.

At the mouth of the Team the Viking
Halfden, of whom more hereafter, is said
to have moored his fleet in the winter of
875. In 1644, during the siege of New-
castle, sontries were posted by the Scotch
on the King’s Meadows. and the burial
register of Whickham Church ocontains 2
record of the burial of a poor fellow who
was shot by them “as he was coming up
the water in a boote.”

The King’s Meadows have been scooped
up by dredgers, carried down the Tyne in
koppers, and now lie dispersed about the
bed of the North Sea. Of the marvellous
hive of human industry which the genius
of Lord Armstrong has created. where, in
1847 ‘there were still the oven green fields,
what need is there to speak 10 a Northum-
brian public?  Throueh this narrative
there speaks the voice of the past—the
present can speak for itself.

And now we drift in between
shores of Gateshead and Newcastle. Here,
for the time being, we must moor our
boat, and, quitting the material and the
actual, drift hither -and thither for a while
on the breast of the river of time. The
present chapter may conclude with one or
two reminiscences of Gateshead. They
relate to the troubled time following im-
mediately on the battle of Hastings, into
which we have already had a glimpse at
Newburn, when the North-country made
its gallant but ill-fated attempt to shake
off the—as yet—lightlysitting Norman
yoke.

On Gateshead Fell, the story says. the
stark Congueror himself encountered and
overthrew in 1068 the forces of Edgar
Etheling, the rightful their to the crown of
England, and of his ally Malcolm of Seot-
lapd. Newcastle (not yet Newcastle
indeed) was laid waste in the terrible
harrying with which the Conqueror in his
wrath visited ghe rebellious country, trams-
forming Northumbria from the Tweed to
the Humber into a wolf-infested desert.

the rising
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Typical North-country rows of

Before the recomstruction of the river-banks. In the distanse the Normag church

a1

& which are t
monks O

& monastery .
¢ Walcher, but a day agone Bishop of Durham very eentre of the shield a bridge of seven

: and Earl of Northumberland; what now, o ihes (the mystio number) on a field azure.
£ no man knows. What more fitting emblem of the charac-

stone-built, red-tiled cottages.

- swords

& the council chamber.
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Lot us place ourselves at the 14th of May, CHAPTER 111

the year of Our Lord, 1080. Draped in  The Romance of the old Tyne Bridges.
ck, with a crucifix at its prow, and rowed The romance that olings abowt a bridge.

Zbla y
Tby monks in robe and cowl, a b§t5g§eag§d$ ‘When Newcastle had no bridge. The
lowly down the Tyne from Gats Roman bridge, and the sights it saw.

ful chant floats over the Saxon, Dane, and Norman. William

2 Jarrow. A mourn ) : |
| .tors—funeral psalms and prayers for the the Lion led captive over Tyne Bridge.
wa;d Stretched in the bottom of the boat, The Lion at bay. The second Tyne
fdoad. nk kneeling at its head and at its Bridge. How it was built and what it
R with 2 mo b looked like. Reminiscenoces, tragie

a sorely mangled ocorpse;gover ;
floe hrown rich episcopal robes.’ “The and comic,
f Jarrow are conveying %0 (‘iﬂle:(i It T wore a horald, drawing up armorial
the body of the murder bearings for mankind, I should blazon in the

teristic to which 'he owes all his strength—

The Northumbrians had re?gented the his striving after union with his kind—+thaa

4 appointment of the foreign p te-earl to L daring link he forges over river or
i succeed their own Baxon

heof, bo-  hasm—first of wood, then of stone, then of

conspiracy  against  the gteel—to bind himself with ever-stronger

2 headed for S !
% Conqueror; they were embittered by the bonds to those of his brethren from whom
| unavenged murder of Liulf, kins
1§ marriage of Waltheof, and himself - Si’f’gﬁ
?::) %Jﬁ?igﬁain%&eeigf ‘;115 %stoco?lvx?iﬁs?rwsher& there the sinner 18 pilloried in life angd
- : h the jealousy - w0 : :
i‘%rshszZ’;g:;:&"Xi% ;%ﬁut%le blgoéc;astols'y or it may be pitying, may be blind to his
% of the murder of Copsig at Newburn is T ] . £ VA KE
¥ Tepeated in almost all fts details. his toll of the king, in good coin of the

man by mnature has sundered him? And what human
interests cluster about the town bridge!
There all classes jostle elbows together;

gibbeted after death, that no eye, scornful,
shame; there in his nock the beggar takes
realm, and in the little chapel the dead takes

in pious prayers his toll of the living. There

; _ lch , 1d
The good and gentle Walcher, who wou honoured guests are weloomed, and there

; seem to have had no part in the murder of deadly foes are repelled.

2 Liulf, his own valued friend, eave that he )

© 1ad been unable to govern his turbulent And all these motley sights the eye from

| ints @ oconfercmoo at Gates- Which the scales have fallen may behold

i fslz;‘:la!;zs’mjlgs O:,']}ie peace.  Thither gather ufpon Tyne BEI%%Q' b'I;here the V%T;IOIG hls‘tﬁl‘Y

Iy ] TR ’ of our race defiles before us. ere, whesn
the angry men of Tyne, with little thought ¢he site of Newcastle was still clothed with

of peace in their hearts, for they bear the primeval forest and cleft asunder by
concealed ‘beneath their gowns. the beds of streams, Fanoy may see the
The threatening orowd surges fiercely about primitive dug-out or the coracle of stretched
They will have no skins shoot out furtively from the covert of
council, “Short rede, good rede,”’ cries the trees and paddle to the further shors.
one. “Slea ye the bishoppe.” (Short Then camne the Romans, those mighty
counsel is best. Kill the bishop.) The bridge-builders, and carried their road over
guards are put to the sword, and the bishop the river on balks of timber, poised om
seeks refuge in the church, with a feyv massy piers, and called after the bridge
attendants, amongst them Leobwin his their great northern stronghold, Pons Elij,
chaplain, and Gilbert his chief agent, both as who should say Eliusbridge. The bridge
alike hated of the people. The c}}ul‘ch 1s  stood for centuries, and deep down in the
promptly set aflame, and those within make river bed are doubtless still vestiges of its
hasty oconfession of their ging, receive piers, as was testified sixteen centuries later
absolution from the bishop, and come forth by the discovery, in the ruins of a later
to die. bridge, of coins that had passed to and fro

Last o Lbisho prayer on between Roman hands.

ast comes the earl-bishop. a prayer y .

.o ’ . . The Roman bridge saw, about the end of
i;ls lltl‘ps‘ his fa(;e veiled towa-rd_s the h}?jWhIig the fourth century, the failing hand of its
multibude. A spear-thrust pierces him 0 pyj)ders withdrawn from their conquest, and
the heart, and his body is cruelly mangled its namesake Roman town, Pons Eli, i
with swords, and left till the pious monks dire straits from the northern barbarians. T
of Jarrow take it into their boat. But witnessed the arrival of the Saxon keels and
venceance breeds vengeance. The fierce the rise of a powerful Saxon kingdom, with

lo, Bishop of Bayeux, will be sent as its capital a little lower down the river aé
minister of the king’s wrath, and the newly- Pandon, “ Ad Murum.” It saw the ruined
devastated country will again be laid waste Pons Elii rise from its ashes as Monk-
amid  frightful scenes of plunder and chester, a renowned seat of Christian piety
sarnage, and learning. Beneath it sailed the torrible
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The illustration shows the brick and timber hoases perched on the piers of the old Gothio bridge, and the twe fortified

gate-towers ont the northern half,
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ne of the viking Halfden #o_their with sullen  louring faces, end lighthearted

; ag:;ge at the mouth of the Teams, Monk- ’prentices, scenting sport, and caring little

hooéget sapk in ruins, and the Danes ruled for the cause if only hard knocks are going.

o 21. Northumberland. And of these there are more than enough

- ded to the mailed tramp of the when the convoy arrives, for Tyne Bridge is

It resoun: N the restored Monk- Strewn with the bodies of those slain in the

@ -Biwin riilfs beneath their 1iray. But the bloodshed is in vain, for the

I pitiless vengea»noe’ But the Normans could Lﬁ‘on’ blears him valiantly, and esoapes from
ad " destroy, and where had the toils. )

build as wel a° o In 1248 Newcastle was destroyed by fire,

the Roman camp of Pons Elii there i : :
b::?nedea. Norman fortress, built ood and Tyne Bridge perished in the flames.

rt Curthose, replaced by William No time wag lost in replacing it by a new

3 ]Iégfu??iih a castle of storxl)e; and gvhere had bridge of stone. The interruption of the
stood a Roman temple there arose a Norman main highway between England and Soot-
hurch, the first St. Nicholas.. Time has land was ‘a national catastrophe, and
blotted out again the wooden fortress of throughout the sees of York, of Carlisle, of
& Ourthose and the stone castle of Rufus, but Rochester, even of Waterford and qf Caith-
- 4he later keep of Henry IT. still towers above ness, the pious contributed of their penoce
the river, and down to the present day, to the rebuilding of Tyne Bridge,
when its black old castle is one @ the oldest encouraged thereto by the indulgences and
things it contains, the citv has been the pardons and prayers offered by the Church.
¢« New Castle.” A bridge was at that time such an object
Throughout these changes it was, it would of public benefaction as is now a hospitel
seem, still the same bridge, in the sense at or a college, and land, money, and building

@ Jeast in which the reader of these lines is material were freely contributed for its com-
still the same man as when he was first struction and maintenance. Many and
! swaddled. Take your stand upon ¥t with curious were the devices adopted to gain the
% me in 1173. A man of kingly mien is being means for its support. Voluntary alms and
led captive across it, strongly guarded. enforced tolls were collected in the chapel of
“There goes the scourge of Northumber- St. Thomas the Martyr upon the bridge, and
land!” cries one of the burghers. “Now & portion of the fines inflicted for the in-

¢ gramercy to the bold Sir Ranulf de Grau- fringement of the guild-laws was devoted to
another of the gleefn] the same purpose. The famous Roger

ville?” exclaims - b
crowd. “ H:l hath pared me the Lion’s Thornton, Newcastle’s “Dick Whituing-
olaws to the quick.” “Tell me, gossip,” bton,”’” remembered it in his will.

asks his neighbour, “ how came the Lion to This Tyne Bridge of 1250 would present a
let himself be taken?”’ ¢ The hunting party curious and picturesque appearance. It had
stole out from Newcastle by night, and took twelve arches and three towers, one at
him sleeping in his lair at Alnwick.” “And either end. and one in the middle, the space
prithes whither shall he now?’  “ Marry, between being crowded with wooden shops.
he shall to a safe cage at Rouen, far from Then there was the chapel of St. Thomas the
his native haunt, and if he should break his Martyr. already mentioned, and later, in
heart there, as they say your whoreson lion the centre tower perhaps, a chapel of Our
will do in a cage, there will be never a wet Lady. It is recorded that in 1429 a recluse
eye between Tyne and Tweed, I warrant lived in a hermitage thereon, and amongst
-4 vou, neighbour.” the ruins of thig tower there was found in
But William the Lion did no# languish” 1771 a stone coffin containing a skeleton.
long in his cage. Stand with me on the In the centre of the bridge there was a blue
hridge again in the following year. The stone, marking the boundary between the
burghers again ecrowd upon it, in angry Newecastle and Durham halves of it.
mood. “But how comes it thaet the Lion  This bridge weathered the storms of five
¥ % be enlarged again?’ “He hath centuries. Our illustration shows the
heen ransomed, neighbour.” ¢ Ransomed?’ appearance it presented efore its
‘“ Aye marry, ransomed. Speak I not plain destruction in 1771. Of it there have sur-
Bnglish? Bought back for Scottish gold.” vived many reminiscences, some tragie, some
"“¥ would they had their ribs tickled with eomic, some of high historic importance,
Seottish steel, whose fingers itch so after some mere items of “ general information”
Seottish gold. T tell thee, neighbour, it is of past times. I shall cull amongst them
Englis‘h blood they have sold for their scurvy with indifferent hand, for old news, like
Seottish gold.” “ And English soldiers shall other antiquities, however trifling in itself,
2ve him safe convoy from York into Scot- derives a value from the mere fact that it is

tand ! “Y tell thee. neighbour, if the free- old. We are loth to let perish the memory

men of Newoastle have the heart of a louse of anything that once has been.

snder their doublets, a thousand devils Tragic is the memory that in 1305 there

%h aiil nx‘)’t, give him safe convoy across Tyne .o exposed on the gateway of Tyne Bridge,
ridge! acoording to the barbarous custom of the

With such ugly murmurs the crowd awaits times, the severed right arm of the heroic
the rettirn of the Lion—middle-aged William Wallace, after his betrayal and
b"l‘ghers, used at a moment’s notice to execution. And richly comic is the story of
exehange the ell-yard for eword and pike, Harry Wallis. Harry Wallis waa ome of
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whose “lewd and digsorderly persons” of
whom DBourne speaks, who “ were kept in
the tower on the bridge till they wero
examined by the mayor, except the crimo bo
of a very gross nature, when thoy are re~
moved 10 Nowgate.” Harry's crime was not
of a very gross nature, He was a master
shipwright of Neweastle, and having in
jovial company leoked too deep inte the
tankard, and being as will appear in the
seqiel, a man of some Imagination, he
wagged his tongie somewhat too abusively
against Mr. Alderman Barnes.

In the lock-up on the bridge he found him-
self in what for such a malt-worm should
have been congenial company, for in the
same chamber there lay a quantity of malt.
But Harry, in repentant mood, saw in this
the anthor of his woes, and, seizing a c¢hovel
which lay ready to his hand, he shovelled 1t
ont of window into the Tynme, singing the
while {(who shall now say that we are not a
poetical stock on Tyneside. at least when
John Barleycorn inspires us?):-—

“ (0, base mauH,

Thou did’st the fault,

And into Tyne thou shalt.’
And thus Harry Wallis’s extemporc verse, by
the whim of chance, outlives many a loftier
rhyme,

CHAPTER IV,

A Queen of Peace Crosses the Old Tyne
Bridge.

A gorpeous pageant, High holiday at New-
castle.  Princass Margarel crosees
Tyne Bridpe. Hor dreams as sho lay
in the Austin Iiary. The queon for-
saken and the king forsworn. Flodden
Tield. James V. of Sootland. The
headsman’s block., What the old
nurse thought of it all. James L. of
England on Tyne Bridge. Hurryings
to and fro over Tyne Bridge. The,
nighimares pass, the dream of peace
abides. Ghosts that vainly crave to
live again, _ ‘

Of all the sights of mirth or of woe wil-
nessed by tho old Tyne Bridge, noue was
fraught with more golden promise for the
citizens of Newcastle, none wuas dostined to
be of greater moment for this island as a
whole, than the gorgeous pageant of which
it was the stage in the high summer of the
yoar 1503, TPor at length the happy
marriage is arranged that is to heal Lthe long
and cruel feud of kindred races, of Knglish-
man and Scot, and to bring lasting peace o
this outpost of England that for o long has
barne the brunt of the strife. It s July
24th of that yoar. The citizens of New-
eastle and Gateshead have hung out bright
cloths in all the streets; overy window,
every height, the pindacles of the churches,
the ships on the river, are crowded with
gaily dressed folk, and a orowd is stream-
ing down to the Quayside and congregating
thiokly in the neighbourhaod of the bridge.

OLD TYNESIDE.

For the Princess Margaret, daughter ofi
Henry VIL., is making & triumphal progresa
to Scctland, whore awaits her a Royapi
bridegroom, James IV. of Scotland. T
over & month she has becn on her way fra
London, aceompanied by a splendid retinu
My lord of Northumberland has gone as 5
ag York to welcome her fair Grace and
tho ga« throno who more gay than he? ¥
is apparelled in erimson velvet, with preciou:
stones glinting through the slashings; %,
boots are of black velvet broidered with goldg&
zold embossed are his arms, his saddie-bow?
and harness refulgent with gold. He i,
mounted on a right fair steed, and does neiiyy,
disdain to display his horsemanship in manyiiyy,
a graceful curvett, th

The royal train had entered Durham iy 1‘\"
the richest array, and there the Harl of‘f'a}‘l
Nmt*‘hutnﬁ%rland made further display of the ™"
treasures of hiy wardrobe. For “he wers .“i
a gown of goodly tinsel furred with ermines. 2*
Tie was mounted on a fair courser; hiz W
harness was of goldsmith’s worle; alf over e
tho same was sewn small Dells, rnaking .8
melodions neise when the moved: and he 1
did uot spare gambades (caravoles).’”” AndiD
this morning the Princess and her traim®°
have denarted from Durham, in fair inann
and good order to come to the good tow
of Newecastle. The Prior of Tyneracuth h

T
Ralph 40 horsemefn in¥

livery.

Harbottle, with

L
There it @ stir and a flutter amonget ‘t{mfi;aw
crowd, The Princess is coming! Thefic
Princesy is coming! Over the bridge frow in
Newcastle moves the procession to meef the

Roval guest.  Priests and friars lead the j

way. boaring crosses which are offcred to @
the Princess to kiss. Then follow the mayor, it!
ghoriffs, and weldermen on foot, and afterEE
having welcomed the Princess, Mr. Mayor 50
maounts on horsehack and bears the mace if
Leforo her inte the city. And sgy the
thirteen-year-old bride passes heneath the
gato, whercom are many children arrayed in
white surplices, “syn~—ngz mellodiously
hympnes, and playing. on meirnmonts of
many sortes.” But there is no sound
artillery or ordnance. T is peace. not was,
that tho child-bride brings to the distracted
eld Border town.

Well may the good folk of Newcastle
gather in their thonsands to welecome her.
and shout and throw their ecaps into the aiy
and hang their streets.with gay cloths, and
ring their bells until the steeples rock again'
For the girl-bride does indeed, conld they see
into the future as we visitants from that fas
distant time cam deo, bring peacy and haal- 8%
ing to the long fend. Through her Scotland %
and Frgland shall be one; the old walls of @t
Newcastle shall crumble into dust; thd »ld, %1
romantio, cruel days shall pass away, having b
enriched - Northumberland withy food for 2
poetrv and romance for penemtions to come. ¥
as they had impoverished it in all materal '?%k
woslth for menserations past,




And so the Queen, as the herald already
oalls her, is brought to her lodgings in the
Austin Friary (whereof you may still see a
oment as you stand on the platform of

iingé,y frog bhe Manors Railway Station), and, wearied
lid retinucdwith her protracted journey, flushed with
gone as he tributes of a people wrought up to a
ace. and gsion of intenser loyalty by the frail girl-

ood of this bearer of the olive branch of
eace, she lays her tired head on the pillow
nd sleeps.

- Were the prophetic spirits of the night
usy about the ocouch of the sleeper, weav-
4 ing in shifting phantasmagoria the web of
. the future before her inner vision? May
h i‘}lle Sgo%t Ventmie to fp;l}rl'sue: her even into
e shadowy realms of the visionary world ?
. “From the blackness of oblivion the sl
D ’ ] bl e slesper
hé"}}iljiﬁ :gypa.sses into the grey twilight of a dream.
play of th Bhe sees a solitary castle, and in the castle a
“ T wor; dimly-lighted chamber and in the chamber,
b ormines alone and »ideserted, the figure of a weeping
arsor: hil VOmER: The castle is Linlithgow, the lorn
. all overl hure is Margaret Queen of Scots. And in
m%. & 4% companion picture she sees a gaily-
1. afa &kﬁhg%;éﬂ pzltllace, and adha,u in the palace, and
) ém all a gay and brilliant throng, and
it)er tfa?g:‘»&*g'ayest and most brilliant of the throng a
ir maﬁnm;ég:all-ant of kingly mien, stooping with
od bown jrmorous dalliance over a fair lady—fair, but
mgoooudth h%;g.mthhs-on]l_et#cllng %i;‘over-boldness in her looks
hor .~ with o700 lightly gers @ harp and sings
kewise s,*;’%frwoim,ls songs of love. The palace is Holy-
OO in'ir%d’ the gay throng the Court of Scot!and,
' ithe gallant her own reereant lord, the King
S \l!:c? is ean now Hon her way to marry. The
got "the lady is Dame Heron—or another, for the
l;lgg' fTﬂeyﬁfé{éel_thg is unfaithful even in his
‘ 2. Irom :1nndelities,
 moeet the: .
Léead the i"ebfi&f‘am tfhel dreamer sinks into the black
offered to . lon of sleep, whenee she awakens with
he mayor, Ehe cold hand of fear at her quaking heart.
and after ?’I‘e _hears a tumult of battle. hoarse cries
[Lr’. Mayor 9 triumph, shrieks of panic and a flurry of
the mac nt-_‘vx}md then, borne past her on a rude
i S0 the ; ;i_,ﬁj‘pmwsed of pikes, she sees a gory
reath ti}ﬁ‘l mangled form-—the corpse of her faith-
rrayed in §'¢5% lord—whilst the wails of a nation pro-
»llodlé)usl)}z i‘gén thai’; ,}:heD“ flowers o’ the forest are a
ments of § ¥ede awa’. id not all tell her that this
sound of; 'i’f‘,‘ Friaze of hers was to be hotve n the twin
not war, ;;fzgdgms a pledge of eternal amity and
listracted [ 730 ?  What, 'then, is the meaning of this
phant : 5
] i;;o tom of battle—of this dreary voice sigh-
ug over desolate moors the fatal name. as
vet to her unheard, of Flodden Field?

0 the air . There is one shaft of sunlight in the
:%{h:; a‘m? ZOm’lgre landscape of her dreamsg. For one
iocariel ¢efltmg. moment it scems to her as if she
hh;: ?pe i)e‘bs the warm and rounded limbs of a
nd hﬁ;‘; ; }‘i e nestle into her bosom, and still the
Yootland waving terror of her labouring heart. And

ne §%0me day, she knows, as we strangely do

an he?

bi
and

lewcastle
»me her,

?ﬁéliﬁf {fp.ow things in dreams, this babe shall be

oo 17108, shall be hailed James V. of Scotland.
ving

sod for §, The weight is lifted off her heart. She

. h‘(‘\ ] - .
;)gorge, b }‘Z?th'es more lightly. The babe has surely
aterial 12bt hor surcease of evil dreams.  For

OLD TYNESIDE,
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this can be no dream of evil despite the
sombre black which drapes the scene, this
picture of a beautiful, queenly woman
kneeling at prayer. But. O horror, that is
no praying-stool, it is a headsmar’s block.
The fair white swan neck is laid across it,
the ghastly weapon flashes through the
alr .

The sleeper awakens with a moan that
brings to her bedside the old nurse wha ia
going north with her nurseling. She finds
her sitting up in her bed. her face buried
in her hands, sobbing as if her heart would
preak. Then is there mo word of princess
or of queen. To the withered crcne whe
nursed her the princess is a babe again. Is
is all “mv dove” and “my pretty,” and “desar
heart,” and “Jewel,” intermingled with
muttered objurgations on  their royal
progresses, with a wanion to them!’ and
¢ their Sootch marriages. beshrew them!”
and ¢ their reasons of State, forsooth and
what has a babe like her got to do with
State!’ And so the girl-bride is hushed off
to sleep again, and delivered over, bound
hand and foot to the prophetic spirits of
the night.

And at first, these are kind to her. They .
chow her a solitary horseman, thundering
at dead of night across the old Tyne Bridge
she has crossed this day. that he may be
the first to bring to her great-grandson, the
son of her granddaughter who was beheaded
at the block, the news that the proud realm
of England, the would-be tyrant of Scot-
land, is now the heritage of the Scottish
crown, that he is first King of the United «
Kinrdom. They show her her descendant,
crossing Tyne Bridge from north to south,
as she had crossed 1t from south to north,
amidst no less hearty demonstrations
pepular joy.  Thev show her Mr. Mayor,
louting full low as he tenders the sword and
the kevs of the good town of Newcastle,
witl: humble dutv and submission, whilst

the bownsfolk shout, as they only can shout
who see fell Discord gathering up her blood-

+

tained skirts to quit them for ever; and
T

Kin7~ with good-humoured condescen-

detlares that “bv mv sawl they are

anuch to spoil a2 gnid Keng.”

They show her another king of her raee,
Charles, first of that name, crossing Tyne
Bridge on his way to be crowned in Scot-
land: and again crossing Tyne Bridge at
the head of an army, proceeding to the
chastisement of his unruly Scottish sub-
jects. They show her the same Charles, a
fugitive, caught in the act of attempted
flicht on the banks of the Lort Burn, and
ignominiously led back to duress in New-
castle. They show her another scaffold.

But it is T who am dreaming, and not the
fair girl-bride, the Princess Margaret.
Sleep sweetly. fair Princess, in our old town
of Newcastle, and if thou needs must drears,
let it be that the olive branch of peace borne
in thy hand, though it be long in buddimg.
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does bud at length and blossom abundantly,
and bless with its fruit this brave old town
of Newcastle and this goodly land of
England. Those other visions of horror
were but passing nightmares. This dream
is true, and it shall abide!

And now, as around Odysseus in the
umderworld thronged the “airy shoals of
visionary ghosts,” eager to taste the steam-
ing blood of his sacrifice, and win again for
themselves a few brief moments of substan-
tinl Yife. s0 around me as I stand on old
Tyne Bridge there crowd a host of phan-
$oms, if haply I will summon them back for
a span to the sweet life of day:

Fair pensive youths and soft enamour’d
maids,
And withered elders, pale and wrinkled
shades :
Ghastly with wounds, the
warriors slain
Stalk with majestic port, a martial train.
These, and a thousand more, swarm o’er
the ground.
Entreat me not, ye pale and piteous phan-
toms! What am I, that I should reverse
the common doom of all created things?
The very bridge on which I stand is totter-
ing to its fall, soon to perish in flood, as its
predecessor in flames, and I must hasten
forward to that dread consummation,

forms of

CHAPTER V.
Ficod and Fire.

The Great Flood. An unheeded warning.
First victims. Entrapped in the midst
of the torrent. The rescue. Incidents
of the flood. Modern Tyne bridges.
The Great Fire. Another unheeded
warning. The catastrophe.

«Two ooclock, and the Tyne rising
rapidly!” So may have cried the watch-
man on Tyne Bridge on the Saturday night.
16th November, 1771, If he did, the warn-
ing fell on deaf ears. Had not the old
bridge stood since time immemoylal? Aye,
and longer, for even our unconsctonable law
does not expect the memory of man to go
back five centuries. Was it not scant :elght

ears ago that the water had risen full three
eet higher than had even been known
hefore—the sloop Billy, do you mind, was
horne like a cork on to the Quay, and left
there high and dry with a crowd of smaller
craft by the ebbing tide?  Bubt 1t stood
staunch, did the old bridge! Never fear, it
will last our time. And the dwellers
on Tyne Bridge turned them over snugly on
the other side, and let the river roar on
through its arches beneath them.

But the water, good folk is already six
foet hizher than in ’63, and is still rising.
Between three and four in the morming
Petor Weatherley, a shoemaker, is awakened
by the unusual roaring of the waters, and
uneasily pops his head out of window. He

sees a little cluster of wayfarers mak
their way over the bridge, a man, 1
women, and two children. Was he
assured by the sight of passengers on
bridge? Or did he know them for nei
bours, and smile at their fears? Brrr!l
cold it was! He would shut the window ¢
2o back to bed.

Even the faint-hearted souls who are |
saking the bridge have no inkling of
nearness of the impending catastrophe. ]
the fugitives have reached in safety °
Gateshead end, when the maidservant s
denly wails: “My bundle! Tve forgot
my bunrdle!” Her good-natured mas
turns back with her to fetch it. Mrs. Fid:
and the children wait at the end of -
bridge. Suddenly, without warning, -
arch crumbles in before their horrified ey
and husband and maid vanish from th
gaze for ever!

Weatherley hears the crash. TFrighter
now in good earnest, he alarms his fami
rushes out, and starts back shuddering,
has almost tumbled into the river, wh
foams past at his very feet. It is thé a:
next his house on the north that has fal
in! With sinking hearts the family hu
in the other direction. the pavement he
ing and cracking beneath their feet, whe
O horror! they find themselves standing
the brink of another gap. Two arches
the south side have collapsed, and they :
helplessly entrapped on am island in ¢
middle of the torrent. :

Half-naked, shivering with cold and tér:
in the darkness of the winter's nigf
father, mother, two children, and m:
huddle together in their refuge—a platfor
six feet square, which threatens eve
moment to sink beneath them and eng
them in the torrent. The water isi“st
rising.  Oh, the anguish of those wea:
crawling hours! At long last the grey
dawns, and discovers them, clinging 1
gether in piteous plight, to the 4
crowds on either shore. The water
twelve feet above high-water mark.
boat could stem that fierce torrent;
human help can avail them. They are ir:
vocablv doomed!

" No human help can avail them. 7T
morning, wears on. The crowd stands wi
quivering lips, with anguished hearts, “G
pity them. ppor goulst God pity them, po
souls!””  And God pities them, and sends
strong man to their rescue, a man wi
brain swift to plan, with heart bold to das
Though the arches are broken, the beams
timber laid across to support the shops st
maintain their precarious hold upon t
piers on the east side of the bridge. B
the shops, too. unfortunately still stan
and bar their way to safety.

George Woodward, a bricklayer of Gat
head, elbows his way through the crow
his bag of tools on his shoulder. He brea
his way through #he wall into the first she



his hand, steps on to
He breaks his way

e window a

, who are f

ikling of Can vou not hear the triumphant cheers,

_ the roar of the torrent, and down the
bgr(;Mng years, as, half dead with cold
nd the utter anguish of fear, they crawl
ack to safety through the way he has
lopened to them. Were there not other
eaths to dhrénicle, all the devastation
rought by the great flood would be paid
nd peid again by the priceless memory of
this one heroic deed.

. @ix lives were lost in all, some of the
hodies not being recovered until they were
found a vear later amid the ruins of the
picrs. One house took a trip bodily down
the river, and eame comfortably ashore at
derow: Slake its only tenants, a cat and a
log, being none the worse of their adven-
" Boats plied on the Sandhill in six
feet of water. The quay was swept clean of

dservant sud;

ured mas

ement h / ¢
feot Wﬁi merchandise, but three sloops and a brig
standing og Were left stranded upon it by way of com-
/0 arches of Pensation.
nd they The banks of the Tyne and the coast at
and in th{ its mouth were strewn with the wrecks of
ships. Oue mother’s heart must have
d and torrog suffered strange alternations of anguish and
ter's nightigladness, for a wooden cradle was picked up
and mailiin the sea off Shields, with a babe in it alive

and well! One bridge alone on the Tyne
was left standing, that at Corbridge, which
was built on Roman foundations. Here a
scompany of the foolhardy stood late at night,
and washed their hands at the parapet 1n
the waters as they rolled past. They risked
% their lives, but they have their reward, for
their freak lives in history.
S

The naw bridge, a stone bridge of nine
arches, was begun in 1773 and completed in
1781. The first bridge perished by fire. the
second by flood, and this, the third by the
hand of man. Tyne had made a titanic
effort to shake; off the yoke of man, but his

ey are ir

iem. Tha . .. ;

88 orip tightened yet more upon the rebellious
tands witl rivzr, . A new era !hadp(zlawned. Tyne
arts, bridges must henceforth carry upon them
them, pooff ¢he thundering wheels of ponderous engines
nd sends # —they must let leviathans of steel pass be-
man with neath them, or through them. The babe
ld to dared that was born of the humble wedding in
® beams off Newburn Church spanned the valley of Tyne
shops still from brink to brink, between 1846 and 1859,
upon thél With the colossal High Level Bridge. which
dge. Buf dwarfs the trains that crawl across it to the
All standjg Petty proportions of a child’s toy. The

young solicitor who dabbled in hydraulics.
and was led on to make guns and build ships,
found in the Tyne Bridge of 1775 an obstacle
6 the passage of the mighty men-of-war
he was building and equipping, and. return-
Ing to his first love, replaced it by the
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present Swing Bridge, whose mighty arm,
weighing 1,450 tons_ is swept through the
air by hvdraulic power as lighfly and as
surely as I move my arm to take up another
sheet of paper.

It is barely a century later when another
midnight alarm summons the dwellers in
riverside Newcastle to witness another and
a greater calamity.

“TFire! Fire! Fire!” The brazen tongues
of the alarm bells shriek in the affrighted
ear of mnight, the fire engines clatter
through the empty streets, and early as it
is—one o’clock in the morning—curious
sight-seers stream out of street and chare,
line the river banks, clamber up the rig-
ging of the ships. Newcastle Quayside in
particular is a splendid vantage-ground.
There you are in the stalls. Yon can see
the crimson conflagration repeated in the
mirror of the river. you are quite
safe, you know. So you tell one another,
with a suspicion of a shudder, as you gaze
across at the fantastic city of flames, where
the black sithouettes of the firemen flit
about at desperate grips with the rushing
fire.

The sight was well worth getting out of
your ‘beds for. The fire, starting in a
worsted factory, has now spread to a
chemical warehouse, and the barbed tongues
of flame shoot up into the blackmess, tinged
with greens and crimsons, with yellows and
blues and purples. Rivers of molten metal,
lead and manganese, and copperas and iron,
streams of blaging brimstone, naphtha, and
salt leap forth In curving rainbow-tinted
cataracts, tier above tier, from the various -
floors, whilkt the jewelled fire-flakes dance
and flutter through the air. It is a sight of
appalling splendour. But you are quite
safe—the whole width of Tyne is betwsen
you and that flaring hell.

Suddenly there is a short, sharp report,
like the crack of the starter’s pistol at a
race. It provokes no uneasiness, nothing
but a few #ippant remarks. Oh, the blind-
ness of mortals! Had they but known what
it portended, that signal would have palsied
the whole vast crowd with fear. For te
many among you, ye heedless crowd, it is a
death knell: te many more it betokens be-
reavement and life-long mourming, or
wounds, and mautilation, and disfigurement
til} death.

Without further warning the sky is rent
by an appalling roar, the firm-set earth
reels and totters, windows are shattered,
houses crash to the ground and miles away
in the country the sleepers wake trembling
in their beds, and marvel. Yet happy they
who are far away! The luckless sightseers
are smitten to the ground, exposed to the
pitiless fiery rain of the falling wreckage,
and to add to the horror and consternation,
the twin cities, save within the Jurid sphere
lit up by the flames, are plunged in dark-
ness,
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g For a brief moment the silonce of death.

% Then one universal wail of anguish. The
. &ghands that would help are naralysed by the
55_;. apresd of tho flames. Gateshead is ablage.
¥ Newoastlo is ablaze. The oxplosion has
% hurled ponderous, blazing timbers like mo
% many kindling torches from bank to bank
rj {if you eall at Trinity House they will show
& you one of them}, and all along the Quayside
% and behind on the hill around All Saints’
3 tho fire is raging unchecked. For the fire
% ongines are destroved, tho firemen all dis-
% abled or dead.

Fifty-three persons wers killed, how
many wounded who shall say, and eight
¢ hundred families were homeless and desti-
# tute. Such was the great fire of Nowcastle,
% to many of {he older of wur fellow-townsnien
i gtill an indelible persomal memory, and its
< date (tho Gth of Oatober, 1854) to some haply

¢ still a day of mourning,
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CHAPTER Y.

:' Tha Clase.

Mediseval Riverside Nowcastle.

square) and the White Friar Tower (round), -

and ol'd Mansion House

traneg

(

Bt otk

. Midnight somties by the Close
; Gate. The Karl of Murray ocanght
napping. {lass-making an the Tyne.
The water-gates. ‘The intellizent
ronder makes a shrowd speculation.
Which is. of coumse, wrong but leads
up to a discussion on pirates at New-
castla. Wiy #the water-gates were
watched by might. The “Dirty Duck”
and the “ Vulture.” The Sandgate,
Sooteh enter Newocastlo near the Sand-
gate. The Swirle and the Quseburn.
Shipyards, glasshouses, and ballast
hills. The thres saints of whom one
Wag no saint. Dent’'s Hole. Whalora
and salmon: fishers.

alls, with tlte Clwse Gate

cens down to the river
ng of the nave and

¢ of the W
g CIO88]

with gard

toth

And now lot us oasb a passing glance ab
medizeval riverside Newosstlo. It waa
+ divided by Tyne Bridge into two halves.
i Above the bridge was——and still is, though
¥ sorely changed—the Close. Hers, along the

f‘ river frontage, the wall which girt the

¢

¥

. odd AL

O

8 gpirelet a

R AN

g llledlac_w&l. town was discontinued.  Sinee
-~ £ the shipping could not then oome above the
1 bridge, no quay spaos was neaded, and the
:g houses oould be built down bo the water's
; odizo. They seem to have been looked upon
- 45 forming in themselves a sufficient defence.
. -ere lived the gentry of Newcastle—their
. Douses, with pardens Lo the river. and steps
; mu:%fasfﬂ&t-%la&nding, Iare Wel,lT shown in the
‘alon aw - - ‘
; Rahbit Banks). castle-upon-Tyne from the
i lhe (square) Close Gato and the {round)
i }:fﬂ_};ltﬁ Friar Tower are seen on the extrome
¥ inla Oé the picture. Here the town wall ran
5 bn frora the river. In 1342 the Close
R»?n‘: ]")"ﬂ-‘—‘-_‘fha scene of a gallant exploit.
are avid Bruee and the Barl of Murray
2 Dow ehcamped before Neowocastle with a
; &h@lful army. The Socotdh, after a fruit-
s&seult, ara sunk in heary slaep, and in

n

On the extreme left tho beg

Then the Closa, show
9%, Nicholas wtill hag 1

ixae

ST

F -
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their confidenee have set no watch., But the
gallant Jord John Newil of Hornby. the
captain of Newecastle, is by no means asleep.
Before the first glimmer of dawn the Close
Gute opens, and some two hundred shadowy
forms stea] forth, and glide with ghost-like
silence round the ontskiris of the Scottish
camp. 'Then with a groat shout they hurl
thenizelves at full gallop npon the sleeping
foe.

By good luck they fall upon the gquarters
of the Farl of Murray., whom they take
sleeping in his hed, and before Ghe be-
wildered Soote have well rubbed the sleep
out of their eyes they have set him on a
horse and led him prisoner into the city.

A miphty tumudt arises, the Scotch alarm-
fires flare up on every side, but the English
withdraw unscathed imio the city, leaving-
many of their foes dead upon the grennd.
Furicus at the capture of their ecoinmander-
in-chicf, the Scotdh sound their trunipots
and deliver a fierce assault =zll next day
rpon the walls, but they accomplish nothing,
For tlhis gallant feat the Forth was bostowed
upon the burgesses of Newcastle, to bo &
place of recreation for ever.

At the Close Gate. too, the onee thriving
industry of glassanaking first found a foot~
ing on the Tyne. It wag inirodneed by
Hugurenots from Lorraine, flesing from the
persecution of the Protestants shortly after
the massacre of St. Bartholomow. The
Henzsls, Tyzacks, and Tytorys are named
in this connection, ancient families of
Lorraine, who largely intermarried among
themsclves and kept the secrets of their
craft in their own hands. They were doubt-
less attracted bo the Tyne by the cheapness
of ooal, and sottled later at the mouth of
the Quseburn, whers the old “ (lasshouse
Bridge” still spans the stream.

Below the bridge, the town wall ran alon
the guayside. turning inland at the Sand-
gate. In 1616 there wns & walk both inside
it and outside. and indced also along the
top. The wall was pierced with a number
of “ water-gates’’ to give access to the river,
but these were locked every night, with
the exception of one or two, left open for
the convenience of the shippers, and these
were carefully watched,

“Why watch these warriors armed by
night?” the theughtful reader will be
tempted to ask. At this date it could
scarocddy be “’gainst Northern force or
guile,” lest the fause Scot shonld threaten
Newcastle’s lordly towers, Right, shrewd
reader. It is & joy to write for one so
snhtle. Thev watoh lest the niaids should
steal furtively down to the river. What,
you take me? You will prove yourselves
worthy to be my readers, and swap vorsos
with me? For thogo are surely rhymes yow
aTe MUrMUring :

* Gome gird, who here From castlo-bowor,

With Furtive step and check of flams,
'"Twixt myrtle hedges el in dower
By moonlight came.

TN




/ 20POMZN”
Y B.\wwﬂ%%h@ﬁxmw

A Mt &y

)

I e
VAR

!
\,\




«To meet her pirate-lover’s ship,
‘And from the wave-kissed marble stair
Beckon'd him on, with guivering lip
And floating hair.”
You are wide of the mark dear reader.
I fear my confidence was misplaced. Yet
it is a charming picture that your verses
conjure up and I thank vou for the quota-
sion. Neither is it perhaps, after all, so
wildly extravagant a picture. The “myrtle
hedges all in flower” and the ¢ wave-kissed
marble stair ” belong, indeed, to a more
southern clime, but pirates even at that
date would not have been an incongruous
olement in a picture of Newcastle.

For in the reign of James 1. the aldermen
of Newcastle were empowered to fit out a
ship against the pirates infesting the seas, in
1819 the Newocastle merchants were assessed
in a contribution of £300 for their suppres-
sion, and in 1634 there is a curious story
of a Spanish pabache, the St. Peter,
scudding wbo the Tyne with a Duteh man-
of-war at her heels.

the oase looks black against the Spaniard.
For when the Hollander undertook to prove
that she had plundered both Enocland and
Hamburghers, if the mavor would stay her
four-and-twenty hours, the Spanish captain
promised to make good his defence, but in
gi the night he went off with the ship’s boat
% and some dozen of his orew, and was not
heard of again. :

; ‘But_t‘he furtive visits of the maids to the

¢ riverside under cover of the darkness were
| for an entirely prosaic errand. They

sougnt, idle sluts that thev were, to tumble
into the sacred waters of Tyne the contents
. of their refuse-bins, thus saving themselves
the troubls of carrying them further afield.
And what between discharged ballast and
d?filfsilc 1ref£uge, sea sand and river silt, the
;Jﬂ;:eubiugﬁgyr saon be be choked up and
Clt had not yet ocourred to the wise fathers
¢+ of the city to collect and dispose of the
;@1 use themselves. The sight of squalid

xéﬂppel‘s on the river laden with the un-
; ;f;g:htly detritus of civilisation reminds us
5 mdt we are so much further on the way to
3fl>§0xnx, and one is grateful for the %ouch
i Oi.ﬁ’i?mde humour that has raised them
i objects of interest if only by reason of
t’};? names they bear. The “ Vulture” and
ﬁtj Dirty Duck "—could they be more
giezmdu?tiled? Who shall say, with that
o ?c’ umour lighting u» a grimy land-
i é Ea\‘rneat otqr material pursuits on Tyne-
Within us?en irely quelled the hraman soul
usTiﬁ S?};ﬁdg%e was, as the old song reminds
o 16 home of the sturdy race of keelmen,

¥ace apart, and well wi : i

j 1 ) and orthy of the niche
; my tSb(? ¥y which unhappily T cannot at
ﬁh;:n} give them. The Sandgate proper,
: 'iiﬁ;rf rtzhe city wall which gave its name
' Hlugin. i 8rter, 18 seen on the might in thwe
3 Ustration of the old Quayside.
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In February, 1644, Newocastle being then
under siege, the Marquis of Newcastle, who
was in command of the city, set on fire the
whole of the suburb without the walls at the
Sandgate, so that it might not offer cover
to the besieging Scots. He would seem to
have been right in deeming it a weak spot
in the defences of the city. For when the
Scotch again beset Newcastle on their return
from the victory of Marston Moor, the Barl
of (alendar occupied Sandgate, i.e., the
suburb, and made a bridge of keels over the
Tyne for the “ passing and repassing of his
forces,” and “for the Countrev people, that
brought daily provisions for the Armie.”

And it wase at this gate and at the White
Friar Tower, which, as we have seen. was
at the other extremity of riverside New-
castle, that the Scotch finally effected an
entrance on QOotober 19th. At both places
the walls were undermined by the colliers
of Rlswick and Benwell, “under one John
Osbourn, a false rebellious Scot.”  Thus
the walls were blown up, and the Scotch
entered by the breaches.

The site of much of the modern Quayside
along the old Sandgate shore was before the
days of irom ships occupied by shipyards.
Here the prettily-named Swirle joined the
Tyne, and a little further down-stream the
Ouseburn still pays its sullied tribute, and
marks the eastern limit of the Quay. The
glasshouses here to which reference has been
made once supplied the greater part of the
kingdom with window glass. . At the Ouse-
burn we enter the region of the ballast
hills, which still remain a conspicuous
feature in the lower reaches of the river.
The ballast shoreg on either side of the
Ouseburn were purchased by the city of
Newoastle in 1549 from the manor of Byker.

We are now entered upon the St. Peter’s
reach of the stream. St. Peter is sand-
wiched in between two other saintg, St.
Lawrence and St. Anthony's, whose saint-
ship is better authenticated. For the Peter
from whom it derives its name was no saint,
but a knight, Sir Peter Riddell, to whom in
1630 was leased & wharf hereabouts. He
owes his canonisation to the popular tongue,
which assimilated his title to those of the.
neichbours to east and west of him. See
what keeping good company does!  Bt.
Lawrence owes its name to an auncient chapel
dedicated to that saint, of which, above
ground, but a tumbledown gable remains.
The explanation of St. Anthony’s must wait
till next chapter, for we are coming te
anchor in Dent’s Hole.

This was in the undredged days of the
Tyne one of the few nlaces where a ship of
great draught could find a berth. There,
in the old days. the Greenland whalers would
lay np for the winter, and there the salmon
fisher would haul in his nete, tumbling with
their stlver booty. At Dent’s Hole we enter
on the Felline Reach of the river, which wild
carry us to St. Anthony’s Point. And there,
spreading the sails of fancy. we glide again
mto the past.
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ght; on the left Gateshead, with its crowd of windmills and the square tower of St.

, in the middle distance, the Felling Staiths and on the opposite shore the oonical chimneys of

Poter's and the old dock at Dent’s Hole.

Newcastle in the distance on the ri

Mary’s.

On the left

In the foreground. on the extreme right. one of the old

grindstone gquarries.

bottle-works at St.
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pame Lawson of 8t. Anthony'’s.

% Anthony, the patron of Tyne mariners.
- AHjs piZture banished from the Tyne by
the Reformation. Contrgrband traffie
in Popish priests and Popish emblems.
Txecution of a seminary priest. Dame
Dorothy Lawson’s substitute for the
picture of St. Anthony. Her home at
St. Anthony’s. She is indicted as a
notorious recusant. Arrest of recusants
¢ ip the Tyne. The exequies of Dame
% Dorothy Lawson.
§ We are in the days when England was
%il a Catholic country. We are perhaps
iling across to Flanders with a cargo of
fheviot fleeces, or perchance with lead from
he Pennines to roof Continental cathedrals,
it may even be that our freight is already
als. As we approach the wooded bluff of
. Anthony’s all hats are reverently doffed,
nd we all fall upom our knees, and implore
1e good saint to shield us from the dangers
#hat lie in wait for our frail craft in the
cep towards which the tide is rapidly bear-
g us. See, there stands his picture, fixed
pon a tree overhanging Tyne water, so near
iat, as we glide past, we can read in his
face the gracipus promise of protection.
AVhen we return we shall light a candle at
-Biis shrine amongst the trees, mindful of the
%inds that have been chained up for us at his
fmtercession.
It is now some centuries later. A new
irit has breathed over the land, and the
assing seamen who have remained true to
e ancient faith look wistfully, but look
vain, for the once familiar picture that
mforted them on their departure and wel-
: H}e_d them on their return. To address
gne’s vows to a picture is now idolatry.
Mass is no longer performed in England
#ave by stealth. and upder risk of severe
"§ uns and penalties. Popish books and
pish pictures are contraband; Popish
lests Who_ enter the country carry their
5 1n their hands.

But the Tyne penetrates deep into the
art of a country still largely tinged with
gvmpathy for the Catholic cause. It has
sonstent  comings and swoings with the
Latholic countries of the Continent, and
ords along its shores facilities for the
Yealu}}y landing of forbidden gueste, who
*8y tnere lie hidden in the houses of those

shar‘e their faith, and thence be
;Egled inland as favourable opportunities

iS;O the Tyne adds to ite lezitimate trades
a ;Ollfgraband trafic in Popish priests
o {{PIS‘h emblems, And be it said, in
: e"cihodu@g extenuation of the barbarous
S rafic St} opted ffxr the suppression 'of this
&m( ough, judged by our happier
hore mgsf_mt of larger tolerance and our
mit o roiful Penal oode, they will scarcely
1 inge: extenuation) that it was the politi-

flguer, as well as the comacientious

"when taken.
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appstle of what was now become an aliem
faith, that it waa thus sought to intimidase
and exclude.

Lot us turn aside for & moment to aee
what those methods were. The municipal

-accounts of Newecastle for 1592, in their

matter-of-fact items of the costs of the
execution of a seminary priest, set forth
in cold blood in the mere routine of business,
furnish us with a picture so ghastly that
the writer’s pen would be better employed
in softening than in heightening its tones.
The unhappy victim was hung on the
town moor, and the bill runs as follows: —
“Paid to a Frenchman, which did take
forth the seminary priest’s bowels after he
was hanged, 20s.; for coals which made the
fire at the execution of the seminary priest,
6d.; for a wright’s axe, which headed the
seminary, 4s. 6d.; for a hand-axe and a cut-
ting knife, which did rip and quarter the
seminary priest, 14d., and for a horse which

trailed him from the sledge to the gallows,

12d.; for four iron stanchels, with hooks on
them, for the hanging of the seminary’s
four quarters on the four gates, 3s. 8d.; for
one iron wedge for riving wood to make the
fire on: the moor, 18d.; and for a shovel for
the fire, 2s.; to & mason for two days work,
sotting the stanchels of the gates fast, 10d.
a day, 20d.; for carrying the four quarterg
of the seminary priest from gate to gate,
and other charges, 2s.; for fire and coals for
melting the lead to set the stanchels of the
gate fast, 8d.”

Professing Catholics or ‘“recusants,”
though energetically persecuted, were
punished in less vindictive fashion. Yet

even they were visited with fines, imprison-
ment, and confiscation of their goods. And
if their religious convictions carried them
so far as to aid and abet the “Rome-made ”’
priests who braved the law which forbade
them the kingdom, they shared their fate
Picture, then, the amazement
of our sailors, when they turned their wist-
ful gaze, somewhere about 1620, to the
wooded bluff whence the patron of the Tyne
had been acoustomed to watch over their
goings out and comings in, and saw there
a brand-new house, and at the end of it,
close upon the water, “the sacred name of
Jesus, large in proportion and accurate for
art, that it might serve the mariners instead
of St. Anthony’s picture.” This was the
work of Dame Dorothy Lawson.

Dame Dorothy belonged to the well-to-de
gentry who had clung to the Catholic faith.
Her husband wes recently dead, and the
bereaved lady resolved to devote her widow-
hood to deeds of charity, and in particular
to the comfort and succour of the distressed
adherents of her faith. 8o she removed
from Heaton, and built for herself thie
house at Bt. Anthony’s, a house “most com-
modious for pleasure., and pleasant for all
commoditys: the rich and remowned river
Tine ebbing and flowing in such a propor-
tionable distance from the house, that
neither the water is inoonvenient to it nor
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does it want the convenience of the water.
The vast confluence of ships which it brings
to Newcastle for coles (and this is looked
upon as one of the greatest sorts of traffic
in the kingdom) pass under the full view of
the house, and notwithstanding, Catholics
may resort thither with such privacy, that
they are not exposed to the aspect of any.
The name of Jesus she caused to be drawn
so public for two reasons.

“The first, her own safegusrd and pro-
teetion, esteeming herself ever safest under
#hat gtandard, especiallv when she had
greatest frequent of priests. . . . The
second reason, that seafaring men of other
nations mj Jghrt; know it to bé a Cathalic
bouse, and fly thither. as truly they did in
swarms for their spiritual refection. And
when the fabric was ended. she dedicated
the whole to St. Michael and St. Anthony,
and each room (the chapel excepted, which
was consecrated to the Mother of God) was
mominated and publicly known by the name
of some particular saint.”

A stout-hearted lady. of a verity, and a
tender, was Dame Dorothy Lawson. She
was now some forty years old, and doubt-
Jesg had a lively recollection of the orim

Yoxecution of 1592 and of others of a like

éharacter. Probably she ran but little risk,
m those days of abated persecution, of
imeurring a like fate; but to lesser annoy-
anoces of a sufficiently grievous character ghe
wag without doubt still exposéd. Indeed,
im 1625 Bishop Neile of Durham indicated
ther, together with Sir Robert Hodgson of
Hebburn, to the Mayor of Newcastle as
notorious recusants and dangerous neigh-
bours.

The municipal authoritiee of Newcastle,
belonging to the rising middle-class of oom-
merce and industry, were strongly Puritan,
and were not backward in their efforts for
the suppression of the forbidden religion.
But the Mayor of Newcastle, for one reason
er another, wag disinclined to harass Dame
Dorothy. “I understand,” he wrote, “my
ferd of Durham desires to be satisfied ocon-
earning the danger of Sir Robert Hodgson
and Mrs Lawson’s houses and of the recourse
of each other by boats over the river. 1
aad the aldermen my brethren, hearing of
such report, made inquiry touching the
sante, and could find no matter thereof but
idle report. other than their keeping of boats
for orossing the river.—Your loving brother,
Thomas Liddell.”

Yot two of the priests attached to her
house were apprehended and lodged in New-
eastle Gaol. Dame Dorothy in no wise dis-
guised her eonnection with them. She pro-
vided them with comforts, bodily and
spiritual, visited one of them in prison, and
mede suit to the magistrates © that he might
enjoy the liberty of the town for his health.”

In the following year the Customs officer
Newocastle found a bagful of Popish bg
in a Hamburg ship, the Flying Hart; a4
bound to Calais was found to have on by
& man and a boy disguised as mariners,

man being, it was thought, a semin
priest ; another ship, the Good Forty
arrived in the Tyne from Calais with “the
passengers, and many books, relies, ,

faculties of priests.”

The suspects were duly arrested, lod
in gaol. and exwamined, and reports theg
forwarded by Mr. Mayor to the Py
Counecil. And Bishop Neile also repor
to the Privy Council concerning “Sir Ro},
Hodshon at Heborne, Anthonye Berrye 4
Johm: Davel at Jarroe, and one Mrs. Law
at St. Anthonie’s,” that thev were all “
victed recusants, reporbed pragmatical iy
offices of conveying, receiving and harbg
ing persong of all sorts ill-affected #to
State,” the redress whereof he “hum)
leaves to their lordship’s wisdom.”

Whatever may have come of all this ¢
it does not seem that Dame Dorothy i
seriously molested. On March 25, 1§
Tyne river was enriched with yet ano
memory in the solemn pageant of |
exequies. From all quarters the moury
gathered, many being brought in boats
Newcastle. The funeral baked meats ha
been consumed, the mournful proove
glided ghost-like  through the dar
between the banks of Tyne; first in §
deceased lady’s own boat. the bier. cova
with a black velvet pall and a white
cloth, the tapers glowing through the
mists like amber stars at its head and
foot ; then a goore of other boats and ba
escorted by the shadowy figures of hors
moving slowly along either bank.

On the landing-place at Newcastle thg
waited “the magistrates and alde
witih the whole glory of the town, whic
state is onlvy second to London,” emi
blaze of light, for the streets were “sh
with tapers as light as if it had been
As the barge of the dead with its twin
stars grew forth from the gloom of
river, they reverently received the body
carried it to the dhurch door, where, *
a ceremony of such eivility as astonishe
(none, out of love of her and fear of t
daring to oppose it), they delivered it &
Catholics only, and laid it with Ow
ecremonies in the grave.”

The churdh was AH Saints. It s
strange that a burial with Catholic
should bave been permitted at that tim
a Protestant dhurch. The magistrates,
ever. ebopped short at the door, an
eother with the ladies were ocnducted *
sumptuous banquet in the finest hou:
the town, where they expected (i.e., wa
ernlargmg themselves in discourses upo
praises till all was ended in the dhurch
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CHAPTER Vi

» Government of the Tgyne, Old and
New,

w Newoastle ruled the river. Disputes
with tho Bishops of Durham and the
Priors of Tynemouth, Jurisdietion of
Noweastle confirmed. Ralph Gardiner
and the “ River Dragon.” “‘England’s
grievance discovered.” The darkest
hour. The River Tyne Improvement
Act. Across the bar on foot.  The
Mauretania and the Conside—a oom-
trast. Fruits of the labours of the
Tyne Commission,

Wo shall henoceforth meet on either hand
reasing evidencos of the changes wrought
the hand of msn in the river which he
s refashioned to his own needa. We shall
srefore do well to pause midway in our
ey downstream, and review, in such
of compass as space will permit, the
tory of the government of the Tyne down
the time when man first took its fate
iously into his hands, and the vast
anges it has since undergone.

Ffrom the carliest time of which any
orde remain, Newcsstle exercised a
spotic jurisdiction over the tidal waters of
» Tyne, i.e., in the frequently recurring
mula of the charters, “from Hedwin
-eams to Sparrow Hawlk,” or Spar Hawlk,
andbank off the Tynemouth Promontaory.

No ships must load or unload any mer-
andise whatover, fsh, salt, ooals, wool,
nes, grindstones, anywhere but at New-
stle,  Fisherieg, hallast-wharfs, and the
e sources of profit, must be nowhere built
thout her sanction. She reserved to her-
f the right to victual all ships that put
o the Tyne; no bread must be baked, no
or brewed elsewhere, save for private son-
mption. Even dead bodies fourd in the
ne on the Durham side were dragged to
yweastle (presumably for the sake of the
roner’s fees) before thev could be miven
pent burial in the church of their own
tron gaint, 86, Mary’s, of Gateshead.

Had Newcastle had her way entirely and
through, s indeed she did have it on the
ole for ecenturies there would have been
Gateshead, no North or Scuth Shields,
town save Neweastle alone on the whole
atoh of tha Tyne “from Hedwin Streams
Sparrow Hawk,” so jealously did ghe seek
nip im the bud every community which
ove to blossom forth upon its banks in
alry to herself.

The inveterate opposition of Newcastle
the growth of other communities om
nestde doubtless made for the common
al so Jong as England was exposed to the
ngor of Seottish invasions. Of these she
re the brunt, and it was better that thers
»uld he one etrong and wealthy city on
e Tyne, able to oppose a strong resistance
Geoteh inroads, than that there should
several weaker communities,

This no doubt explains how it came ebou
that, with few exceptions, Newecastle sue-
ceeded in sustaining claims that now seem’
10 us—as they always seemed to the eom
munities which the logio of ciroumstances
in spite of the opposition of Newcastle, dta
nevertheless sucoeed in planting on the
Tyne—unrensonable and not to be borne.

With tho Bighops of Durham. who sought
to foster the historic old town of Gateshead §
and the little cluster of fishermen’s “ shiels ™ §
or huts where now is South Shields, and §
with the priors of Tynemouth, who sought
¢ do the same for the cluster of “ shiels”
on the other side of the estuary, where now g
is North Shields, Nowoastle was throughout ;
the ocemturies in oonstant dispute. Time
and again the priors of Tynemouth tried
to oconvert their cluster of shiels into
town, with quay, end inns, and breweries, ;
and bakeries and houscs for the drying of ;
figh, that thev might set a share of the
woalth which even then twrade brought to;
the Tyne, ; .

Newonstle harassed thein, fined and im- %
prisoned the merchanta, impounded the g
ships, and got the priors condemned fo g
remove ot their own expense the quays and :
buildings. With the bishope of Durham,:
Newcastle waged & eimilar warfare with
varying fortunes; but on the whole the §
victory was with the northern oity. The #
imperious city evon laid bold hands upon §
the bishop's end of Tyne Bridge, and buils &
upon ¥t a tower in order to dofend it against &

him. But this they were compelled to f
restore, tower and all, to the indignant §
bighop.

In 1447 dhe ever-recurring disputes led ¥
$0 o Royal Commission to inguire into the ¥
whole question, and Newocastle won all §
along the line. ¥ The water of Tyne and §
the soil of the same by the water covered, &
from a place oalled Sparthawk in the rea g
bo a place called Hoedwin Streams,” was B
found to be a parcel of the liborties and §
free customs of the city of Newcastle, all §
the dispnted privileges were confirmed to
it, and the encroschments of the priors of 4
Tynemouth during the post sixty years were
moognised as illegal. With fluctuations
which it would be tedious to note, this
ruling remained valid until the establish-
ment of the Tyne Conservancy.

The rising communities along Tyneside
somtinned to suffer imnatiently enough but
without redresa, bemeath tho tyranny of
Newcasile, the * River Dragon.” However,
thore never yet was = dragon, in romance
or in history, but in the end there was
maised up a ehampion to encounter it. The
“ Piver Dragon” of the Tyne scemed to
hear w» charmed life, but sturdy Ralpn
Gardiner’s spear-point very nearly found the
gap in its scaly ermour of charters, Ralph
Gardiner wae a brewer at Chirton, near
North Shields. His trade was an infringe
ment of the old irkecine momopoly stall
slaimed and enforeed in his days by New-
azstle, in the brewing and sale of beer, atb
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/ that time, we must remember, one of the

first neoessaries of life. And so Ralph
Gardiner was imprisoned in the castle of
Neowoastle, and, worst of all for a man whe
brewed good ale and knew the flavour of it,
was made “to drink the jailor’s beer, not
it for men’'s badies.”” The tyrant clty_ﬁ-ne.d
bim, and prosecuted and persecuted him in
& soore of ways.

Having felt the dragon’s claws, the
doughty champion drew his trendhant blade
and aimed at it a stroke which was liko to
have severed its head from its body. He
sddressed a petition to Parliament, resount-
ing the high-handed deeds of the tyrant
eity and its meglect of its duties in the
matter of the Tyns, and ~raying that “the
irust of the river might be put into faith-
ful ecommissioners’ hands.”

With the cunning of a sorpent he argued
thalt the ancient oharters behind which
Neweastle always buttressed taelf had lost
their validity with the breach of continnity
in the constitntion. “Xings were bofore
corporations . yet being found a
grigvance, were taken and removed for their
arbitrarv actings.” Such a plea addressed
to Cromwell conld not fall upon dcaf ears,
and maught but the dissolution of Pariia-
ment bv the Protector in 1653 eaved thae
worm-gaten charters of Newoastle from
being swept into the dust-bin.

Gardiner puhlished a history of the in-
vestigation which he had proveked,
“England’s © Grievance  Discovered in
Relation to the Uoal Trade,” and from this
Uluminating document it appears that New-
castle, far from abating one jot of her old
pretensions, had oven added to them. None
bt a freeman of the carpenters’ guild of
Newcastle might repair a disahled ship, none
but a freeman might pilot a ship into the
Tyne. Gardiner's comment upon this gives
& very favourable idea of his style, through
which there atill breathes the vivifying
breath of our Elizahethan proge.

“If these men oould eommand the wind
?_nd seas not to rage amd swell, but be
nushed into & oslme, and Lhe river kepl
from friezing until they sent down help
from  Newcastle, their rvonly might b
sdmitted . but sinee the wingd, ses, and air
are not controdlable by their charter, what
abominable tyrauny, what savage in-

umanity is it. &0 denv ships in distresse
sacdh help as is at hand to ~reserve thein-
Se]_vpg; cases of necsssity make woid pro-
Frieties,”

'Phg Restoration effectivelv disposed of
ardirer’s most effective plea and the nine-
teenth century found Neweastle stili in
Possession.  Steam was ousting wind : ships
Were increasing in size: ecommerce was
rapidly expanding, and the river dues with
:  neighbouring poris  were rapidly
developing and improving their harbonrage :
and still the Tyne continved to shrink, and
St the Corporation refused to budge.

[d
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Te all protests they retorted: “ The river
has not heoome any worse,” a verv disput-
able proposition, and continued bleeding
the river ¢o feed the town. FHappy the rate-
payers of Newcastle in those days, for huge
were the surpluses which streamed from the
river dues into the town coffers! Yst
vegled interests, though they have the lives
of nine cats, are nevertheless happily
mortal, and in 1B50 the River Tyne
Improvement Act at length dealt the deatl:-
bltow to the “Tiver Dragen.”

As recently as 1843 a Shields pilot, like
Remus leaping in contempt over ths walis
of Romulus, had waded acrose Tynemouth
bar at low water, We have in recent vears
had a magnificent ocounter-demonstration,
ag evidence of the fine work accomplished
by the Tyne Commissioners. in the majestic
progress of the Mauretania down the Tyne.
Compare with her unevemtful trip the
Lhazardous journey of the screw atearner
Conside, ag reported in the Admiralty in-
quiry of 1849, “This vessel was partly
ladon, and appeared then to have drawn
about nine foet of water. She first vrounded

at the low part of the Neweastle Quay, and

lay there half-an-hour; she then stuck fast
on Tyne Main shoal, at one mile and a
quartcr below the- bridge: got eloar across
Hebburn shoal by giving her full speed
over the ground. but in doing so sunk &
craft, and went against a lighter and sunk
her also; then she went to sea.” It was as
adventurous a trip as the first eircum-
navigation!

Of the labours of the Tvne Commission T
van only briefly indicate the results, Age-
old landmarks have disappeared, and new
ones, likely in their turn to last for ages,
have been established.  Shoals and sand-
banks, including that Sparrowhawk or
Sparhawk which figures so prominently in

the ancient charters, have been dredged
away. Creat ships float over the sites of g

historic isiands, sush as the “King’s
Moadows,” over against Elswick, which are
no longer aught but a name.

Jutting rocky headlands have heen shorn
awav, snch as Bill Point, the tree-crowned
“ Lorelei  of the Tyne sailors. a picturesque
bluff 72 feet high, the delight-of the artist
and the terror of the sailor. The bar has
besn ramoved, and the channel deepened
throughout. The often wide-spreading
stream has been here and therc confined
between massive walls of masonry. Spacious
doeks, the Northumberland Dock, apposite
Jarrow; the Tyne Dock, between Jarrow
and Shields: the Albert Fdward Duck at
Oohla Dene, have been constructed; the
stone hridge over the Tyne at Newcastie
has heon replaced by the Swing Bridge.

And most audacious enterprise of all the
North znd South Plers have slowly stretehed
forth thelr mighty granite arms to receive
snd shelter tho etorm-tossed wanderers of
the deep, and to hold forth flaming torches
to puide them through the blackness of tho

7
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night to the haven where they fam would

be. And so by the resolute enterprise of

- the Tynesiders, Newocastle and the Tyne

pave been saved from the slow but sure
déstruction which the apathy and blindness
o the old ocorporation were prepar-
ing for them, to become one of the most
valuable assobs of our native land; one of
the most potent factorg in its strength; the
pirthplace of mighty inventions of eom-
merce, of industry, of war, and of
humanity; and the pride of all Tynesiders,
who see no limit to the growth and develop-
ment which still lie before them.

And, for the comfort of the humiliated
Novoeastrian who winces as he reads of the
nerrow and selfish policy of his forbears,
we may remember that amongst the Tyne-
siders who rescued the Tyne not the least
prominent were oitizens of the old mono-
polist city. The old spirit is dead, and
never more shall we see seriously debated
a measure “to prevent the growth of trade
at Shields.”

CHAPTER IX.
The Bill Reach.

A region of busy industry. The birth of
Behemoth. The ballast hills. The
wily mariner. Quaint penal device.
A leaf out of the Penal Code of our
ancestors.  Treasuretrove in the
ballast. Roman camp at Wallsend.
The spooks of Willington. The
8tephensons at Willington, v

The Bill Reach which begins where once
steod Bill Point, will carry us almost due
north from High Walker to Wallsend.
Nowhere on the Tyne have the footsteps of
the past been more completely blotted out.
It 5 a region of busy industry, crowded
with ghipyards, engineering works, coal
staiths, chemical works, brickworks, boiler-
works, and the like. Gigantic cranes loom
fanbastic in the air, quaint fabries of
filigree of steel, like mighty eobwebs, whose
spider dangling in mid-sir at the end of a
strand of gteel is perchance a massive boiler
or a huge piece of ordnance ; and a fanciful
mind could picture in the ribbed skeletons
of the chips the carcases of the victims
picked clean to the bones. _

Not decay is here, however, but growth,
the mysterious evolution of a new life.
What praotised skill of a thousand active
hands, what intricate caleulations of a
hundred subtle brains, must go to the
creation of this marvel, wrought within the
space of a year or so from the rude end
formless iron ore wrested from the treasure-
house of ecarth, where it has slept for
hundreds of thousands of years awaiting
this consummation! What a waste of
labour, what a heart-break to the creating
munds which have planned and directed its
growth, should some unforeseen flaw, some
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soeming trifling miscalculation, frustrate
all hopes at the last moment, in the turning
of a hand, and confront the toilers with a
maimed and useless mass of wreckage!

. And how difficult. how almost impossible,
1t seems to the uninitiated watching his
first launch, to foresee and provide against
every contingency, to balance weight with
weight, to support adequately the huge
burden laid on earth, and yet leave it free
to move at a touch! And yet how rarely
does the birth of a ship prove a miscarriage!
The inert mass begins to move, imper-
coptibly at first. then slowly, slowly. One’s
breath is stifled, for one thrilling moment
one’s heart ceases to beat, as swift now
and ever swifter the monster glides forwand,
with perhaps one or two theatrical spirts
of flame from the chafed timbers, whilst
the henoeforth useless props fall asunder
on either side. and with a long-drawn groan,
with a wighty thiilling rush, Behemoth
leaves the land and leaps into its element,
& living thing, checks like a gteed that feels
the curb, and swerves round beneath the
guiding hand of ite creator and master.

The ballast hills which still remain a
notable feature in the landscape of the
lower reaches of the Tyne have quite a
ourious history of their own. The greater
number of the ships plying between New-
castle and other ports carried only an out-
ward cargo of coals. Their journey to New-
castle must be made under ballast, which
in the form of gravel and sand was brought
to Newcastle in immense quantities, and
piled mountains high on the shores of the
Tyne.

The ‘ ballast-shores” were either the
property of the city of Newcastle or were

imalieidiagla Mha
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loased by it to private individuals. e,

tyrant of the Tymne would not even permii =

the erection of ballast shores at Shields for
the convenience of ships that were taking
in their cargo there. All must come up to
Newcastle, and there pay their ballast dues
and otherwise spend their pennies, though
the double journey should cost them a fort-
night, part of which thegkmight haply
spend stranded on the shoals and sand-
banks which the greed and inertia of New-
eastle permitted to remain, or even to
grow.

The earlier of these ballast shores date
far back in the history of the Tyne, when
the ballast was carried by women on their
heads in baskets to the shore. But in spite
of every precaution. much of the ballast
found its way into the river. Some fell in,
through accident or by design, in the pro-
cess of unloading. Now and them a ballast
wharf would collapse beneath its evex-
growing burden and discharge an avalanche
of gmavel into the Tyne. And the wily
mariner, despite every precaution and
penalty, was ever on the watch fer am




A steep road

In the left foreground the mnaval station with its

At anchor a cruiser of the Roman time, with its three masts and double rank of oars.

The Roman Station at the eastern extremity of the Wall, with gate towers.east and west, and curtain wall down to
The smoke marks the position of the armourer’s forge.

refitting sheps.

river.

leads up from the naval station to the camnp.
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opportunity to sheot his ballast bodily inte
t£9 river, and thus save himaclf the ocost
and labour of disposing of it in the legiti-
mate way.

The inventive ingenuity of our fore-

" fathers in the matter of penal devices sur-
passed itself in their manner of dealing with

such defaulters, They were had up to the
town chamber and “there, in the presence
of the people, had a knife put into their
hands, and were constrained to cuf a purse
with moneys in it, as who should say they

" had offended in as high a degree az if they

had cut a purse from the person of & man,
whereby they might be so ashamed that they
would never offend again theréin.’’

To call 2 man & cutpurse was, as appears
from recorded inecidents, the extremity of
insult, and one pictures the bromzed face
of the hardy mariner suffused with con-
scious blushes as he left the presence, hence-
forth not a mere caster of ballasit in for-
bidden places, but an undemiable, though
unwilling, eutpurss. It is to be feared that
our consciences are no longer so tender, but
i might be worth while to wary a little
the monotony of our penal code by reviving
the custom and extending it to other
offences. Thus a tar caught with contra-
band tobacco in the soles of his boots might
ba provided with jemmy and centre-bit and
made to crack a orib; for man¥a weak-
principled brother makes light of smuggling
who would shudder at the thought of
burglary.

. The pitman taken playing pitch-and-toss
i a field corner might be conveyed to the
"ijowu Moor and made to fire a haystack.
The conscienco that oan stomach gambling
night be queasy about arson. For making
an inaceurate incothe4ax return the culprit
might bhe pressingly invited o commit
ruvdes —-not, of course, upon a living sub-
ject, af least, not in the first-Instanco—
though in the osse of a neculiatly heinous
ofitnee, when it was desired to impart
peculiar solemnity to the cersmony—such as
trying to dodge the super-tax or the pay-
ment of nunearned increment; public apinien
gt in the coumse of time be educated up
to the point of consenting to abandon =
wndemned oriminal to this Leneficent pur-
posa, |

But at first, and always in the oase of
erdinary offences. the punishment being
Sdentially symbolical, it would suffice that

e offender should ba made to plunge the
i}ﬂmicidal knifo into the breast of an effigy,
which would naturally be made ag lifelike
ag possible, and might he provided with a
3atgder of stage-blood bencath its waist-

at.

Te is said that etrange exotic planis have
besn introduced to our Tyneside with the
Yrallast hrought from outlandisk shores, and
have flourished for a time at least amongst
ue. But a stranger find was that of the
fatunate loungers whe wera watehing the

John and Mary, Captain Cummins, plying
between Newoastle and London, cast her
ballast at South Shields in May of 1778.
¥or a number of silver ooins were seen
glittering amongst the gravel. Then was
he a happy man that could lay his hand
upon a sieve! A large number of gold and,,
silver coins were aiffed out, shillings and¥
sixpences of Queen Flizabath and gold coing 1
of the Henrics, all well preserved. The
ballast had been taken up in the Thames.

Wallsend carries us back from the
twentiebh century to & time when as yet the
first Hnglishman had not set foot in
England. Tts pame preserves, after a mil- _
lennium and a half, the memory of an %
engineering feat whieh mvals, though it
scareely surpasses, the triumph of our
modern Tyne engineers.  Here the river
bends in the form of a huge V, ite two lags
being repreosented by whe Bill Reach and
the Long Reach. Relying for defence upon .
the increasing width and depth of the river, .
the Remans fixed here the castern end of
their mighty rampart, and at the very point
of the V, where it commands an un-
interrupted view to the end of both reaches,
they planted the first of théir proiecting
camps or forts, E

Then in a wide and barbarous country,
this extreme outpost of their empire may
be compared with one of our frontier fort-
resses in India. Guiged by such indications
as remain from carlier historians, and by
the known wuniformity of construction of
the Roman camps, Mr, Bertram has under-
taken to give us a suggestion of its probable
appearsnce. It wonld stand four-sguare, -
with east and wost gate protected by towers,
with an open forum or place of assembly,
and doubtless a tample,

The rising smoke suggests the armouver’s
forge, The beginning of the wall is seen on |
the leib of the pieture, covering the wea’q@
gaie, A curtain wall runs down from the ™
canp to the river, completing the enclosure
of the fortified space, and carried inte the
water below low water mark. DBeneath the
camp lies a little haven for the Roman
galleys, and here may well have been the
carliest shipyard ow the T¥#pe. A steep
road leads up to the camp itself.

About a mile below Wallsend, on the
left shiore of the stream, is Willington,
famous, the betier part of a century age,
all over England for the inexplicable freaks
uf a company of “spooks” which theld high
jinks in an old house opposite the mill
there. If the spirits of those who in the
flcsh have played a part in dark and blaody
deeds do indeed © revisit the glimpses of the
moon,” then, as appears abuudantly in the
conrse of these artickes, the phantoms of
the dead might well jostle the living along
the whale course of Tyne.

But there does not appear to be
snfficient reason why they should i
chosen Willington as the scene of their

any
have
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somewhat pointi@le antics. They do, how-
ever, seem to have had a wvery jolly time
there, without showing the least considera-
tion for the f{feelings of the families of
Messrs. Unthank and Proctor, proprietors
of the mill, who occupied the haunted
honuse turn and turn about. The mani-
fostations, whether of sound or sight, were
of the most varied character. Thus sounds
were heard like “ the thumping of a pavior’s

. hammer, the galloping of a donkey in the

room overhead, the falling of scrap-iron over
the fireplace and fender, the clattering of
peas or pebbles upon the floor, the crackling
of sticks when burning, the crumpling of
newspapers, and the tdpping of pencils.

“ The visions took the form of a lady in a
lavender-coloured dress, a whitish cat, a

. rabbit, a large and luminous sheep, a female

attired 1n greyish garments, with head
declining downwards and one hand pressed
upon the chest as if in pain. gnd the other,
the might hand, extending ards
with the index finger pointing downward ; a
female figure of a misty substance and
bluish-grey hue, a bald-headed old man in a
flowing robe like a surplice, and.a lady with
eye-holes but no eyes.”

Amengst others two ministers of religion
watched in the house, but.to them no vision
seems to have been vouchsafed, thoggh they
too heard inexplicable sounds. Omig might
be less sceptical about these visitants from

- another world were their conduct a litls

more purposeful; but perhaps in intelli-
gence, as 1n visual appearance, they are but
the shadow of their former selves. It is not
strange, however, that mysterious sounds
should be heard in a neighbourhood honey-
-combed with the galleries of coal mines and
pervolated by subterraneous watersjiand the
very variety of the®viasions suggests that
over-exceited humian imaginations may have
had the largest part in oreafing them.

cleims upon our attention from the fact
that here as already stated in an earlior
article, George Stephenson brought home
his bride from Newburn to a littledwo-
roomed cottdge, and that here, on the 16th
October, 1803, Robert Stephenson was born.
Here, too, George Stephenson first exgrcised
his inborn mechanical genius in the mend-
ing and cleaning of clocks; respecting which
Socupation a speech of his own is worth
quoting: “In the earlier period of my
eareer, when Robert was a little boy, I saw
how deficient I was in education, and I made
up my mind that he ghould not labour under
the same defect, but that 1 would put him
to a good sohool and give him a liberal
training. I was, however, aipoor man,

" and how do you'think I managed? I betook

my solf to mending my meighbours’ docks
and watches at night, after my daily work
Wag done, and thus I procured the means of
eduocating my son.”

OLD TYNESIDE.
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And whilst the father toiled 4o pay for the
son’s schooling, the son imparted to the
father the education he had received during
the day. The annals of Tyneside presemt
us with many a touching picture, but surely
not with any more warthy of being per-
petuated than that of the dimly-lighted
cotvage-room, the father with deft fingers °
busy with wheel and rack and pinion, earn-
ing and sharing é i
both alike unconsciéils of the destiny v’.ich
was shaping their ends, purposing to work
through them the greatest transformation
which the ages have witnessed in the lot of
man upon the earth.

CHAPTER X.

Jarrow, the Cradle of Engilish Learning.

Sermon in stone. FEngland on the stithy of
war. Jarrow ‘even mnow.” Jarrow
at thi& dawn of its history. Benedict
Biscop. He founds and adorns an
abbey at Wearmouth. And a sister-
abbey at Jarrow. His laghpilgrimage
to Rome and his #ad
War and pestilence. Dea
The child of the sanctuary. B
silenced choir. Bede kindles the Bihp

. of English Ie:arningjg;at Jarrow,s The

two Tyneside Universities. Bede,,

scholar and writér. Bede, the sweef

story-teller. Holy ground.
DEDICATIO&BASILICAE .
SCI PAVLI WIIII KL MAI *

ANNO XV ECFRIDI REG
CEQLFRIDI ABB EIVSDEMOQ
O ECCLES DO AVCTORE
CONDITORIS ANNO IIII-
The nameless hand that carved these
words and the king and the priest whose
names are recorded amongst them bave

been blent with the dust for twelve cem- ™

turies. It is the pathos of man’s earshly

But Willington has more su%%sbantial %ot that his deeds outlive him, bat it is also

his glory. The words themselves may still be
read, the stone on which they were carved
being built into the wall over the west arch
of tlle tower of the church of 8t. Paul at
Jarfow. And the deed, too,*Which they
commemorate still lives on, invisibly, as is
the way with spiritual things, and untrace-
ably, borne hither and thither like a cloud-
wreath on the wind, melting ever Into new
shapes, rent and shredded and dsspersad;
but it still as sirely lives on in its influence
on a thousand thousand hearts, and you
who read and I who write are not quite the
same men wo should have beem if it hed
never been done.

The inscription, being intgajpreted reads:
“ The dedication of the Basilica oflfgt.. Paul
on the ninth of the Kalends of May, in the
fifteonth year of King Fefrid. and 1n bhs
fourth year of the Abbot Ceolfrid undes
God the founder of the said ochureh.” It
is the dedication stone of the chureh of
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St. Paul, which since the day on which the
stone was first set in position {(not, indeexd,
where it now stands) has nndergome many
transformatiens, for material things, too,
molt and flaw lke a cloud inte ever new
forme. but of whicl, so much of the primi
.. tive structure still Burvives as to entitle 1t
" 1o be looked upon as one of the few very
oldest buildings in our country.

Wihen that church. #as built England
had nol yet been wéliled into one united
kingdem, and many were the blows with
which it must still be beaten gn ule rude
gtithv of war before that end was achicved.
Bt it was already taking form. The scven
kirgdoms of the Heptarchy fhad becn
reduced to three, amongst which Northum-
bria, veignod over by Egfrid, was not the
least., The Britons, rudely thrust by the
invading Saxons into the mountains of the

West, bad never aoquiesced m the new
ordor of things, but the victory of
A Heaven's Field,” in 0634, gained by

Oswaid uncle of the Fgfrid of our inscrip-
tipy, had reduced them hehoeforth 1o
impotence.  Oswald had fallen In baiile
with Penda, the fierce and nnoompromising
Puzan kinggof Meroia, ab Maaserfeld, in 642,
Ponda himaelf had perished by the sword in
srtle with Oswi, father of the Egfrid of
ﬁ-in&cripﬁoﬂg at Winwasd, in 665, and
wj'ﬁl i deatth England was losb for
Pagahism, >
" Tarrow evem mow-—and to whoever knows
Jarrow that “oven now ' is eloguent of
neaning—but, even now, Jarrow is nob
whollv and hopelesstygdefaced by the un-
harme results of man’s industry,  One ia
¢ grateful for the green oasis in which the
dhurch stands, and for plimpses of green
glopes beyond. And if you will take your
stand towards sumset on the south shore of
the river, and look aslant across Jarrow
Kl ke to the northern shores, your gazo will
ambrace a socene which it might still bo
worth an artist’s while to transfer to can-
vas. But Jarvow, at the time of the dedica-
tiou of the little dhurch, when the greens
hill crowned with church and monastery
rosz out of the flat marshland which gave 1t
its namge {for the name in Saxon meant a

marsh), with the winding Don-—ngw a
maineless ﬁm—mr_ then a crystal streim—

rippling past its base, and opening with a
broad eostuare into the proudly swelling
Tyne, must lave been a matohless scene of
tranguil green solitude. Into this solitude,
some four years hefore the dedication of the
churdh, Benedict Bigeop Had planted the
monastery of Jarrow.

The tree was to bear noble froit; it is
meet that we cousider what manner of man
he was who planted it. Benediot Biseop
was & Northumbrian of npoble birth who
bad foupd favour in the eyes of King Oswy.
At the age of 25 he abandoned his brillianml
prespects of worldly preferment “that he
might engage in the servico of the Heavenly
Eing, and so attain to an eternal kingdom
in heaven.” veral times did he repair
bo Rome, beooming ocnfirmed in his pious

. thomastery,

“heart. sorely ravaged by pestilence, A

TYNESIDE.

enthusisem, and returping laden with
books, relics, and art tréasures. After his
Shird vieit, King Fefrid, the son of his first
pairon Oswy, bestowed upon him a grant
of land on the north side of Wear mouth, &
and there Biscop built the monastery whish &
gave it name to Monkwearmouth, g |
The artistic iastes of Biscop were uo less & |

1

marked than his leaninga to a life of piety,
and for the building and adornment of his
abbey ho summoned masons and glass-
makers from France, the art of the latter
having been hitherto unknown in England.
Costly vessels for the altar he also caused

to be brought from abroad, and himself
returned from another visit to Rome ladon
with sacred picturés for the church, “m
order that all persons entering the church,
thorgh unable to road, whevever they
loolted, night contemplate the amiable ¥
aspoct of Christ and Ilis Sainte,” And no £
less careful that the services in the church -}
should be onvighod with music than that g
its walls should be adorned with paintings, ' §
he persuaded the Popa to allow “John the
Chanter,” the procentor of St. Peter’s, to
roturn with him 4o his distant Northern
home and teach the Emglish the true
eotlosinstica]l chant.

“4o charmod was King efrid with the
aovount to which Biscop had durned his first §
zift that he made bim anobher grant of ¥
land af Donmouth, on the Tyne estuary, ¥ t
and HiFe Bisoop Dhuilt the monastery of B
Jarrow. Twenty-two brethrern were dhosen ¥
from Monkwearmouth to form fhe new B
eommunity on the Tyne, and Ceolfrid, the
friond of Biscop, hia chosen associate - 2
the founding of the abboy of Wearmouth, 3
and the companion of his last journey to
Rome, was appointed to govern the new
And whilst 1ts walls woere
rising Bésoop sct cut-om his fifth journey to
Rome. and brought Back with him pictures
for its adornmont. ’

These were .a sories of pairs of companion
pictures;,  ilustrating  the  symbelical
parallelism botwoen the Old and the New
Testaments, Thus Issac bearing the wood
for the sacrifice was linked with Christ
bearing the Cross, the bragen sarpent sot
up @y Moses with Christ hanginp en -the

8, and &0 on.

It was a sad home-coming that awsited
Bisgop from this, his last pilgrimage to
lome. He found his munificent patron
dead, elain with the flower of his army b
the’ fisroa Pictish barbariang of the North; ¥
and the sister foundations of Wearmouth
and Jarrow, into which hed overflawed al
the afections of his wifeless and childles

T L o L L bp e g TP puel o e
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Wearmouth Abbot Easterwin had fallen
vietim to the scourge, and hiad beon sue”
ceeded by, Sigirid. But Sigfrid alread;
bore the goads of a fatal mialady within hi
frame. and slowly declined, the first ré
corded viotim of that fell disemse of com
sumption with which we ere only no
coming seriously to grips. And Benedid
himeol! was wilhin a brief space strieke!

3
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with paralysis and:chained a prisoner to his
oouch. We must not linger by the touch-
ing story of their decline_ solaced by un-
wavering faith.  Shortly before the end
Sjgfrid was carried into Benedict’s eell and

Jaid upon his couch, the two helpless heads

being brought together that their lips might
meet in & parting kiss, and within a few
months the one of the other, the two passed
into the Vale of the Shadow.

Meanwhile there was growing up in: the
abbey of Jarrow, like the little Samuel in
the Temple, a child who had been devoted
to the service of the Lord, and was by Him
oalled to great things. Born in the terri-
tory of the Abbey of Wigarmouth, according
to tradition in the villagé of Monkton, near
Jarrow, he had at the age of seven been
given up to the Abbot Benedict Biscop to
be educated, and at the age of ten was one
of  those who accompanied Ceolfrid to the
newly-founded abbey at Jarrow. Over him,
too, the grim spectre of tl lague had
hovered, but its hand had besfi stayed, for
there was work for him to do. ~

Of all the monks whom the care of the
pious Benedict had caused to beginstructed
i antiphonal chant, the plagugiiad spared
none save the Abbot Ceolfrid
this little child of the sanctuary.
many tears the: two between them main-
tained within “the desol%ed walls such
choral service as they could, singipg the
Psalter, but omitting the recitation of the
antiphons. But after a week of theg
maimed rites they gpuld bear it no lon
the antiphons were restored, and the twx
bore the whole burden between them until
such time as others of the brethrem- could
be trained to share it with them. & 4

This lgttle child of the sanctuary, wi
whole life was ecircumscribed within the
cloisters and the Chiich at Jarrow, grew
ap to he a man of the widest learning, the
profoundest piety and the deepest humility,
saint, scholar, and man of @%eme , 1%
cell at Jarrow was the lamp :
learning first lit, and thither it
scholars from all parts of England and
}&grope,' till the little body of 22 brethren
who, with this child of ten set in the B
of them, had moved thither from 3
mouth, wasigrown into & communit;
hendred monks, mnot to ment
sfrangers whom the thirst for in
drew to sojourn amongst them.
Jarrow become the first university on Tyne-
side, and twelve hundred years were to
lék_apse‘, with all their countless strange
Yicmsxtudes in the history of England and
the world, before there should be e second.

; Those who are most ambitious for the
uture of that second Tyneside universify-—
and amongst, its founders and its teachers
are cherished@po mean pmbitions for its
Success—buty 1nob the mostambitious could
wish for it a higher distinetion than that
it should produce another scholar and
veacher as pure of life, as unselfish of aim,
and as accomplished in learming as the

# 37

Venera,b\ls. Bede, nor a fairer fame than
tiha:t which its predecessor at Jarrow
acquired through his God-given genius and

life-long toil. % &
Bede's ywn, writings are voluminous and
varied. ©f M be said, what has been

en—as of Bacon and
; ast—and what with the
¢ iF knowledfe will scarcely ever be
said of &ny man again, that he had mastered
all that was to be kiféwn in his time. The

said of few

from the
which
ance,
and meteorology, physics and music,
philosophy, grammar, vhetorie, arithmetic,
and medicine—a whole encyclopaedia, in
short, of oontempor%'y knowledge. :

He was, as we hm% seen, a skilled
musician; he wrote & Latin that put to
shame the Latinity of the Pope himself;
he possessed. the then rare accomplishments
of Greek . Hebrew, and yet withal was
a lover of His and our dear English tongue,
then onlyplisping its firwt baby words. He
.was the first FEmglish hiitorian, and his
“ Bcclesiastical History * Hnglish
Nation ”” alone it 4s which has saved for
us from the pitiless effacing hand of ting®
many a chapter gn the History of wour
country and our county
spare. It was meet that#t should have
king to its translator, as, indeed, it had i
the person of Alfréd. #

And who could tell a simple storygwith
a charm at oncesso artless and yet o vivig?
Is there in the whole range of our literature,
or in any literature, anything more touch-
ingly impressive than those stories, graven
on all our minds from boyhood, of the little
fair-haired, blue-eyed boys of our blood who
stood out in their strange beauty amongst
their tawny Southern brethren in the slave-
market of Rome, “not Angles but angels,”
and of the sparrow that flitted across the
ouncil chamber where the gravest problem
of human life was JHeing discussed,
from the darkness, none knew whence and
into the darkness again, none knew @hither,
an emblem of the life of man. So #he great
teacher and humble servant of his fellows
wrote and taught and wroucht for fifty
years, now winnowing and threshing corn,
now giving the lambs and calves to drink of
milk, not disdaining the tasks of garden,
kitchen. and hakehouse, but ever back
apain to the re to his teaching, or to
his quiet cell pen golden words which
will bd treasured when the State of
England itself shall have followed him into
the dust.

Put off your shoes, ye who shall tread the
ruined cloisters of the abbey of Jagpow, or
at least husgh gour voices and if your
caps, for the place whereon you stand is
holy ground, in all England none holier.
Diligently and
Benedict Biscop sown and watered, and
Cod with lavish hand gave the increase.

At

- we could ill

faithfully  had the good
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CHAPTER XI, at Langres, in France, and his large retinue

Closing: Chapters of the Story of Jarraw. GG Mo to bory bomo the ehory of bie

y b ¢ armouth and Jarrow, Master and some te carry the gift to Rome.

The %‘i?m?m?ﬂcnwf Bibles.h A r(rlleet offier- What became of this costly manuseript P

ing to the Holy Father. Doath of -It was too precious a treasura to be will-

Abbot Ceolfrid. The vanished manu- ingly destroyed, Doos it still survive, and
soript. The ' Codex Amiatinus” Tts €21 1t be traced?

garbled dedication. A riddle for  1n tHs Modiceo-Laurentian Library at

scholars,  The riddle read. From Florenca, forming indoed vne of the chief

Jarrow to Florewce. Death of Bede. ornaments of that famous collection, there

The Danish seourge. The restoration iy a beautiful manuseript of the whole

of Jarrow. The bones of Bede. The Riply in Latin, which™'is considered by

medieval cult of relica. Elfrid Westoe, critics tg be the oldest and best copy of
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place. Maodern Jarm} tho cradke amongst those ordered hy the Pope te be

and the grave of ships. conaulied for the latest Catholic recension

A seat of learning without an abundant of the Secriptures, It is known as the
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with the long experience of a past life who the convent of MShte Amiata. “Even on
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foundation pain;fy.iﬂy but loringly fed writor of the dedisgtion. What is the
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transfer every jot and tittle of the sacréd tiow, save for one word, which had escaped
taxt, and how they would put forth their the conjectures of the scholars, and for a
utmost skill in the illustrations, so that trifling transpogition of words, doubtless
their gift might be & masterpicse and testity due to the faiifty memory of the seribe,
at Rome of what ertistic workethey in the was identical with the sestored reading of
remote North, on the nltimaté Yunits of the dedication of the Codex Amiatinus.
Christendom, hed become capable. And : it i t, f th
: ? . ; gtated that  Ceolfrid, abbot, from tho
now in the year 716, Ceolfrid heing 74 years Bx]:tﬁ.emaé,g confines of the English, sends to
of age, the old, old man ret ont on what 3o aheine of Peter, exalted in merif, whom
wag to be his last jonrney to carry the gift lofty faith dedieates as the head of the
m pereon to the fect of the Haoly Father, Church. this pledge of his devout affection,
With diffienity <o T vestrain my dowd praying that he and his? nay ever have a
place mindful of them in Heaven, amidet

» from painting the picture of his departure,
hut it belongs to Wearmouth rather than to  the joys of so great a Father.” Other prood
Jerrow. He laid down the burden of hife thore is, but other proof is not needed,
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The beautiful manuscript Bible, the pride
of the Laurentian Library at Florence, is
the same which the monks of Wearmouth
and Jarrow wrote with pious care over a
thousand years ago for their abbot to bear
as a meet gift to the Holy See at Rome!

Bede died as he had lived, thinking and
working for others. The touching mrrative
of his last days has been preserved for us
in a letter of ome of his disciples. Often as
it has bheen told and retold, the closing
scene at least must here be r-ehe{gnsed again.
Hia last task was the tramslatipn into
English of the Gospel of St. John. This
was carried on amidst painful sufferings,
with failing breath, so that those about
him entreated him to husband his strength.
“ Nay,” he answered “for I would not have
mv lads read untruths'#%r toil for nothing
after I am gone.” Sg he comntinued till
Ascension Day of 7357 teaching, singing
psalms, and working bravely at his task.

Then the last day dawned. At the third
hour (9 a.m.) his disciples left him, to walk
in procession with the relics of the saints,
according to the custom of the day. But
one remained beside him, to act as scribe.
“PDear master, there wanteth yet one
chapter. But it is hard for thes to question
thyself any longer.” “It is easy,” answered
the dying man. ¢ Take thy pen and write

_quickly.” Thus the day wore on to even-
#ing and the weeping nupils gathered round
him, receiving from him simple little gifts,
and laying up his last words in their hearts.
“There is yet one sentence unwritten, dear
magter,” wsaid the scribe. “Write it
quickly ” came the answer. “It is finished
now,” said the boy, laying down the pen.
“It is well,” answered Bede. “Thou hast
said truly. all is finished now.” And the
soul of Bede, the great. the brave, the

tender, was exhaled from the faltering lips-

in company with e pious song.

But the unwarlike foundstions of piety
and learning were as yet in our England
but tiny islets where peace found a pre-
carious asylum in the midst of a surging
ocean of strife. The waves beat round
about them with constant menace, from
time to time they dashed over them, not
infrequently thev overwhelmed them. To
the diminishing feuds of race with race and
tribe and tribe within the island there suc-
ceeded the dread onslaught from without
of the Danes, who were rapidly becoming a
name of terror on all the goasts of Europe
and in every creek and river up which their
galleys could sail. The very sites of the
Northumbrian monasteries, which had
assured them of defemce to landward,
exposed them to the pitiless attack of the
Vikings from the sea.

In 793 they descended upon Lindisfarne,
and laid it waste with fire and sword. In
794 they plundered Jarrow. But swift ven~

4 geance overtook them. The S8axon chronicle
sszys: “The heathens ravaged among the
Northumbrians, and pillaged Ecgferth’s
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monastery at Donemuth (i.e., Donmouth or
Jarrow). And there ome of their leaders
was slain and also some of their ships were
wrecked by a tempest, and many of them
were drowned, and some came om shore
alive, and they were soon slain at the
river’s mouth.”

But this reverse procured only a brief
respite. In 800 they plundered the monas-
teries at Tynemouth and Hartlepool. In
832 they were routed at Tynemouth, and
driven back to their ships, but in 866 a new
horde under Hinguar and Hubba laid waste
many Northumbrian monasteries, Jarrow,
Wearmouth, and Tynemouth amongst the
rest. In 875 the Viking Halfdene wintered
in the Tyne with his ships, and, with the
spring, raged cruelly threughout Northum-
bria, plundering Wearmouth, Jarrow, and
Tvnemouth, and again destroying Lindis-
farne.

Whether Jarrow survived this last catas-
trophe is mot known with any certainty.
The story of Elfrid Westoe, to which we are
coming in the next paragraph, would sug-
gest that Jarrow was oceupied by monks in
1022, and f%de body of Cuthbert rested there
in 1069 for the first night of its travels from
Lindisfarne to Durham. In that year, too,
the church was burned by the army of the
Conqueror.

In 1075 the monastery of Jarrow, * of
which only the walls; without any roof,
wére then standing, affording scarce anmy
sign of the ancient grandeur of the place,”
was restored by Aldwine, & southern monk,
to whom it had been granted, with lands
for ite support, by Walcher, Bishop of
Ditrham. We Hhave seen in an earlier
article how the monks repaid the gift with
pwus service when they took up the poor
mangled bedy of Walcher at Gateshead and
conveyed it down the Tyne to Jarrow.

Throughout " the havoe of these blood-

« stained Vears, the bones of Bede. it would

seem, rested undisturbed where they were
first laid, in the south porch of Jarrow
church. But even after death a saint of
suchy, reputation might not have surcease
of His labours. Pilgrims flocked to his
tomb, and miraeles were performed at the
shrine,

MThe material and the spiritual were
strangely blent in the faith of the Middle
Ages, and the mediaeval cult of relics is a
curious. sometimes even a painful echapter -
in the histasy of the race. The relics of a
saint of repiite were a source of great wealth
to the monastery which was so fortunate as
to possess them. It is to be feared that they
were often more valued than had been the
living presence of the mangto whose holy
life they owed their sancg%y. Sometimes
even the moment was greedily awaited when
the translation of the saint to another
world would endow the monastery with the
priceless possessiom of his wonder-working
bones.
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foreground Clifford’s Fort, assigned to 1680, and a wreck im process of dismaﬁtling. The sméke at South Shields is that

the leading lights for ships making the harbour of which several are seen. some traders and one mam-o’-war,

In the distance Jarrow Slake, and nearer the Ballast Hill.
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As cagerly and suspiciously as expectant
heirg haunt the last days and watch round
the death-bed of one to whose wealth they
hope to succeed, so fearfully and jealously
would the monks guard the last moments
of a prospective saint. Was he ailing, they
could not bear him out of their sight, lest
he should die elsewhere and endow others
would the precious heritage of his bones.
They were haunted with fears lest his body
should be stolen from amongst them before
the breath was well out of it., Nay—in
hushed whispers be the horror told—there
are even cases on record when they were
suspected of having precipitated the last
moment to ensure themselves possession of
the relics.

Not such, happily, had been the end of
our Bede, surrounded. by his weeping
disciplest  But towards 1022 a monk of
Durham, one FElfrid Westoe, wag wont to
visit the shrine of Bede at Jarrow upon the
anniversary of his death, and there “ devote
himself to watchings and to prayers,” to
watchings, it is to be feared, even more
than to prayers. This Elfrid, a fanatic,
in truth, rather than a thief, obeying as
he thought the command received in a
vision, had visited the sites of the ancient
monasteries of Northumberland and un-
earthed the remains of many of the saints,
leaving them above ground. “that they
might be exhibited to the _people and
venerated,” but always carrying off a por-
tion of the sacred spoils to lay them with
the relics of Cuthbert, :

So he continued to haunt the tomb of
Bede, until one morning early he returned
alone to Durham, manifestly shunning
shservation. And though he lived for many
years longer he was never known to return
to Jarrow. He had, as he confided to a
~ few intimate friends. secured his object:

the bones of Bede now lay in the shrine
of 8t. Cuthbert. But let them carefully
guard the secret, for the church ¢f Durham
was haunted with strangers whose dearest
wish (we can imagine his pious indignation)
was to “carry off the relics of the saints,
and chiefly those of Bede.” '

Bede’s relies remain at Durham. His
bones no longer perform miracles, but in
these gross mediaeval superstitions there
was a half truth; the great works wrought
by such men in the flesh continue when the
flesh has decayed. And those who have
stood above the blue slab in the Galilee at
Durham, with its familiar inseription, and
thrilled to think that the few handfuls of
indistinguishable dust which it covers once
enshrined the tender woul of our great
Northern teacher, will not be entirely. with-
out sympathy for the error of Elfrid Westoe
and those of his day,

When last I sailed down the Tyne the
most conspicuous object at Jarrow, and
that which most attracted the attention of
my fellow-passengers—for so far as I could
see only two on board had any eyes at all
for Bede’s old church—was the Queen Mary,
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lithe and sinister-looking as a panther, the
last word in the application of the genius
of man to purposes of destruction. Alas
and alas! But battieships are at l'ea&t‘ no
new and monstrous portent of the twentieth
century et Jarrow; the workmen who built
Bede’s church could see the war fleet of
Kine Egfrid riding at anchor n the estuary
of the Don, which spreads itself over the
flats to form Jarrow Slake.

And Jarrow is not omly the cradle, bvut
also the grave of ships. There, in the
unnavigable shallows of the Slake, thxteller
they have crept aside from the tide of
traffic to die in peace, lie the unnumbered
hulks of ancient wooden craft, pathetic
derelicts, their gaunt belly timbers showing
against the sky-line for all the W()_I"ld l}k‘e
the beribbed carcases of camels withering
away in African deserts. There they lie,
and slowly rot and moulder into the river
whose current they were wont to stem so
proudly. Their own little day is past. the
very raco of them is slowly but surely dis-
appearing from off the face of the sea.

CHAPTER XIL

The Harbour Towns.

The sea! the sea! The call of the deep.
Wrecked in the harbour-mouth.
Cruel as the jaws of hell. Scylla and
Charybdis—the  Black Middens and
the Herd Sands. Tragic romance of
shipwreck and death. The loss of the
“ Adventure,” - Man’s helplessness.
The glory of South Shields—the h—f?-
boat. The loss of the * Stanley.”
Man’s humanity to man. Discon-
tented Tynesiders. Fine word of a fine
old Tynesider. The glory of }\’orth
Shields—the Volunteer Life Brigade.
Somehow good. )

Away! away! for the sea is calling us.
The briny breath of it is in our faces.
The cramping banks recede on either hand
as the river widems, and our hearts thrill
and leap as we glide out into the magnificent
expanse of the harbour and fecl beneath
our keel the rhythmic swell of the ocean.
The High and the Low Lights of Shields

peady twinkle through the twilight, the

ighty piers stretch far out into the sea
their gigantic arms in majestic sweeping
cuives, and beyond them, vaguely shrouded
in the evening mists, full of menace, and
vet—and, therefore to the restless, daring,
aspiring, yearning spifit of man—full of a
resigtless charm, lie romance and adven-
ture; the untried and the wunknown;

mystery ; infinity.

And our Tynesiders have followed the
lure in their thousands out and away from
the safe familiar land, past the craggy
headland, crowned with its castle and its
church, past the - twinkling star of the -
lighthouse on its point, with a heave and
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a din that sent them staggering as they
crossed the bar, lest perdhance they should
glide unwarned over the ithreshold of land
and sea, the dividing line between safety
and peril, The fluttering kerchief has faded
from their straining eyes, the twinkling
star of the lighthouse has set in the waves,
and left them alonc in the wide waste of
waters. .

Fain to go were they, but after seeing the
marvels of strange lands afar, after wrest-
ling night and day with wind end sea, after
hairbreadth ’scapes from perils manifold,
wearied and spept. sick at heart for the
things of home, for familiar tongnes and
tamiliar faces, fain, how fain to return!
And to many was vouchsafed even such 3
homecoming as their hearts desired. Bu.
many. how many, perished afar, and lie
lone in strange lands. Many, how many,
are washed hither and thither dewn the
dark and weedy aisles of the ocean depths!
And many. alas, hbow many, who departed
in a season of calm weather, returned on a
night of storm. and with the home fires
gleaming in their eyes, with the home-
voices ringing in their ears. yet nover made
the desired haven, or mads it only to be
borne amidst mute and weeping crowds to
the graveyard on the hill.

The mouth of the Tyne in a storm could
be as cruel as the jaws of hell. There, on
either hand, Scylla and Charybdis lay in
- wait for the home-faring mariner. on the
north the sinister reef of the Black
Middens. on the south the treacherous
shoal of the Herd Sands. But Ulysses had
at least a fairway between the terrors on
either hand, whilst on Tyne between reef
and shoal, streteched the bar, an impassable
barrier save when the tide served, and even
then a dangerous obstacle. Add to these
difficulties the complication of a gale from
the east. or, worse stili, with a few points
of north or south in it. so that it blew
aslant the harbour mouth, and it will he
seenn that the entrance to the Tyne pre-
sented a riddle which it might often pass the
skill of seamanship to read, though the
penalty of failure was death.

So the romance of Tynemouth is a tragic
romance of shipwreck and death, of the in-
surrection of the seeming unconquerable
elements against the seeming puny might
of man, and of the triumphant rebellion of
man, goaded to frenzy, against the tyranny
of the elements. For, to the woeful loss of
human life at the mouth of the Tyne, the
world owes two institutions which have
saved more human lives than the hungry
sea off Tynemouth has engulfed, and the
glory of having initiated these is divided
with admirable symmetry between the twin
towns which guard the entrance of the pont,
standing. in the phrase which the short-
sighted jealousy of old Newecastle has made
proverbial, “where no town ought to be”
—hetween North and South Shields,

We are in September, 1780, A fierce
storm is raging at the entrance to the Tyne.
The shores are lined with thousands of
spectators, and every straining eye and
every anguished heart is turned t'OWaI:dS
the piteous spectacle of a ship that lies
stranded on the Herd Sands, so near that
the hoarse, despairing voices of the sailors
can be heard above the tumult of wind and
waves, and yet, alas, so far that no human
hand can avail to rescue them. No boat
vet built can hope to live in that seething
hell, and so. as the masts swing to and fro
upon the surges, one by one the numbed
hands lose their grip on the rigging, and
one by one the hapless creatures drop to
their death.

The heart-wringing loss of the “Adventure”
resulted in the saving of thousands and teus
of thousands from g similar fate. The spirit
of man rose indignantly against his helpless-
ness, and the outcome was the invention of
the lifeboat. The details of the invention
are clouded in obscurity. With 1t are
generally associated the names of Would-
have and Greathead. Others have thrown
doubt upom their olaims, and have sought
to divide the credit with a committee which
sprang into life under the spur of the
terrible incident recorded above.

It is not in my power to adjust the con-
flicting claims, and even if it were, T should
have little inclination to do so. Every
man who labours in such a ecause, though
his labours result in failure, contributes to
the final success. It is enough for me that
all were men of South Shields, and that
amongst, them the lifeboat sprang to birth.

The first lifeboat ventured out to its
first wreck on June 30, 1790, and saved no
fewer than 1,000 lLives before it was with-
drawn from service. The Royal National
Lifeboat Imstitution was founded in 1824.
I have no recent statistics at hand as 1
write, but between 1824 and 1871 the Life-
boat Institution had to its acecount a total
of 20,746 lives saved. This in England
alone, but the lifeboat is in use In every
civilised country. Truly, the sea had a bad
bargain in the wreck of the “ Adventure.”

Tt had no better bargain in the wreck of

the “ Stanley,” whose story of heroism and
of disaster I am now to tell. It is the 24th
of November, 1864. The long rollers
sweep in imperious procession into Tyne-
mouth harbour impelled by a bleak gale
from the east-south-east. As the winter
nioht sets Iy the little group of watchers
by the Spanish Battery descry a large
steamer off the end of the yet unfinished
North Pier. Will she ever weather it?
Yes, thank God, she is safely past. She
wins safely across the Spar Hawk sands.
But she is caught in the fierce raee of the
waters streaming towards the Narrows, the
wheol is wrested out of the governing hand,
and she orashes helplessly on to the skirts
of the Black Middens,
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Swift the rockets! Swish-h-h! Like some
mighty, flaming eagle the rocket soars
through the mnight, but alas, it swerves, 1t
is swept aside by the gale. The shores are
swiftly lined with a sympathising crowd.
Another rushing bird is borne through the
air on fiery pinions, and yet another. At
length one reaches the goal. The line is
hauled aboard, and made fast. “To the
mast, man alive, hitch it to the mast!”
The warning voices are beaten back by the
wind, and the line remains attached to the
bulwarks. We must do our best. A man is
drawn ashore, buried in the surf; brave
men rush into the sesthing waters, heedless
of danger; they are swept from off their
feet, but the wave subsides: they touch
ground again, their fingers close with a grip
of steel upon the now unconscious sailor,
and he is borne into safety. Yet another is
snatched with like peril half drowned from
the swirling waves. Then the life-line is
fouled amongst the rocks.

See, they are lowering a boat from the
wreck. It is crowded with passengers. Can
it live for a moment in that welter of
waters? There it swings from the side of
the ship. Lower away! Lower away!
Good God! Only one tackle has been let
go, and they are hurled one and all into the
sea. FKvery man is drowned,

But there is no time now bo mourn the
dead. The first duty is te save the living,
if saved they may be. Swish-h+h-h! Again
a rocket hurtles like a meteor through the
air and yet again. All in: vain, the sea is
too wild, the wreck is too far, the crew on
the ship, the willing workers on shore, are
too unskilled in the use of the appliances.
But the rescuers refuse to accept defeat.
Bwift ocounsels are held ashore; perhaps
the attempt may be made with better hopes
of success from the further side. A cart
rattles off to North Shields with a new set
of apparatus. It is a race against time,
for life, for life!

At the quayside lies a tug under steam,
the apparatus is hustled on board, and
away down the river into the very heart
of the storm. AW in vain. What could
not be done from the firm land is still less
to be achieved from the deck of a vessel
tossed like a cork in the tumult of the
waves,

Meanwhile the would-be rescuers at
Tynemouth have their hands more than
full. For see! Some hundred yards to
westward of the “Stanley,” a schooner is
ashore. Out with the lifeboat, out with
it now! There is a swift bustle at Prior’s
Haven. The gallant crew ledp aboard—
not all to return, but little they reck of
that. The boat crunches over the gravel,
sways on the billows and crawls, resolutely
on. followed by anxious straining eyes. But
as she rounds Spar Hawk, and emerges into
the full force of the storm, a mighty sea
meets her with fearful shock.

Women shriek and veil their faces, men
gaze with, tense lips. She is gone! No,
she lives, she lives! Aye. she lives, but at
the merey of wind and waves. The oars are
all broken, except two, and herself a wreck
she is swept helpless past the wreck she had
put out to help. Four of her crew leap on
board the schooner as she passes. The rest
are picked up by another lifeboat that has
put out from South Shields. But the
schooner shortly goes to pieces, and every
man on board is drowned, save two of the
lifeboat orew, who are kept afloat by their
cork jackets.

Meanwhile the battle flor the lives of
those on board the “Stanley ’’ has not been
abandoned. But there is an enforced 1ull in
it. The rising tide has interposed a greater
width of water between the ship and the
shore, and the life-saving appliances have
been exhausted. Away to Cullercoats for
more, away! Slowly the tide creeps up,
slowly it ebbs again. At four o’clock in the
morning the new apparatus is here, and the
tide serves for another attempt.

Swish-ht The flaming messenger of
safety carries its thin line over the vessel;
the captain_ profiting by his error, has the
gear fixed high on the mast; and one by
one the rest of the passengers and crew of
the “Stanley” are brought back o safety from
the very brink of death. Thirty-six are
saved, but thirty-four have perished. The
Tyne has witnessed many black and bloody
deeds. but such a night—and it has wit-
nessed many such-—goes far to redeem them
all. In the face of it what man so false and
craven as to despair of his brother man?

But that was not to be the end of the
wreck of the “Stanley.” These dogged Tyne-
siders were actually discontented with their
achievement! They had saved thirty-six
from the wreck, but with more perfect
appliances, with more effectual help—better
trained, that is, for braver or more wiiling
they could not have—all might have been
saved.

The Army Volunteer movement was then
still 5 mew thing. and to John Morrison, a
member of the Tynemouth corps, there
came @ bright inspiration. Why not a
volunteer dife brigade, which should train
itsolf for its humane duties by regular drill,
and on stormy nights hold itself in readi-
ness? The scheme was mooted. Then was
said that fine word of a fine old Tynesider,
of Joseph Spence, to John Foster Spence,
Quakers both, and therefore little in sym-
pathy with the Army Volunteer movement,
“That is a sort of volunteering we can go
in for.” They went in for it with a will,
and many with them. They trained weekly
in fair weather, and in foul they gbood
sentry in the open, through the wild winter
nights, ready, aye ready.

After the first few winters they built a
house commanding the entrance of the
harbour to shelter their vigils, and the
house grew, and was fitted with all that
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was needed te revive and comfort the
resened. But why dilate further upon the
siccess of the scheme? Who does not know
the Brigade House overlooking the Spanish
Battery, surrounded by the well-won
¥rophies of fits victories? Like the life-
boat, the movement spread. Cullercoats
kad a lLife Brigade, South Shields had a
Life Brigade., In 1895 no fewer than 230 of
these exemplars of man’s humanity to man
had sprung into existence round our coasts,
ready at & moment’s notice; nav. watching
the opportunity fo spring to the help of
unknown men, strangers it might he in
blood and in spcech, sesking no other
motive than that they were brother men
and in deadly peri] of their lives,

And so the glory of S8outh Shields is the
lifeboat, and the glory of North Shields
is the Volunileer Lifo Brigade; and which is
the greater glory, who would care to decide ?
And thus from the. pitiful wrecks of the
“Adventure” and the “Stanley’” did there
grow 'in the increasing purpose somehow
good.

CHAPTER XIil
Tynemouth,

headland.,  Clustering
memories, Vighettes of a vanished
past. The Romans. Monks in deadly
peril. The wind shifts round at Cuth-
bert’s intercession. Edwin's chapel
and Qswald’'s monastery. King Qsrod

Ruins on  the

buried at Tynemouth. The Viking
scourge. Tho treasure that escaped
the  Danes. Recovery of OQswin's

relics. Tynemouth sacked by the Con-
gueror’s soldiers, And restored by
Rohert de Mawbray. De Mowbray's
rebellion and the two mieges of Tyne-
mouth, The wealth of Tynemouth.
Royal guests. Monks ocaten out of
house and lome. How the Devil
carried off brother Pyzun. The pious
chrionicler and the sceptical reader.
Tynemouth in the 12th century—a
picture of desolation. A companion
picture from the presemt ddy. The
dust of kings in unnamed graves. ITow
a peasant of Monkseaton les huried
in Duonfermline Abbey. Surprises of
the resurrection. Bodies of Maleolm
and Bdward. Tlow St, Oswin saved
his monastery. The end of the Priory.
Curious relics. A Swtanic soliloquy.
The aathor takes his lsave of the
reader,

Of the andieut buildings, eastle, priory,
and church which erstwhile crowned the
pieturesque headland of Tynemouth, there
remains little that attracts the eye save the
eastorn and southorn wall of the chaneel of
the chureh, - These, with their stately
lazeet windows, are eloquent of the grace
and besuty of wrought stone with which
pious hands once adorned this rugged and
tempest-beaten site.

Yot memories in abundence remain,
memnories of siege and of sack by Dane and
Norman and Scot; memeries of guaint
mouakish superstition; of kings and queens
that have tarried within the vanished wally
of the once wealthy priory; of kings and of
saints who have found there a last restiig-
place, and whoso bones 48l moulder in
some unknown cormer, undistinguished
from the common dast of those whose
names were mever written i the roll of
history, for “sceptre and crown must
tumble down, And in the dust be equal
made With the poor crooked scythe and
spads,”

Secant justice camn I do in this last brief
article to the wealth of human fnterest
that eclings about Tymemouth. I cannot
even begin to tell its tale. As an artist,
whan ocalled upon 4o illustrate a story,
picks out here and there a subject, not
guided so much by the importance of the
incident as by the comsideration of its
picturesque effect, so I must be content to
limn. a few vignettes; and as one who has
not timo, or patience, or skill to read the
baok gathers some vague motion of its con-
tents by turning over the leaves and glanc-
ing at the pictures, so the kind reader must
vontent himself if my sketohes answer but
anc or two of the questions he must needs
have put to himself when standing amidst
the ruins of a vanished past on the jutting
crag of Tynemouth,

Had the Romans anv station at Tyte-
mouth? At the prescnt day the gquestion
remains unanswered. The few Roman-
worked stoues that have been found thers
throw no licht upon it, for wrought stone
wgs & precious commodity in the Middie
Ages, and the Roman wall and its forte
wele a convenlent quarry from which
churchh and pole and farmhousc and byre
were conslructed ail along 1ta hne, the
stones often being brought from consider-
ahle distances. It would be strangs, indeed,
if the Romans with the shrewd eye for a
defensive position which is testified by o
many of their camps, should have passed
over this all but impregmable natural fast-

ness commanding so Important a position

as the mouth of the river, but there has
bean discoviered no jindefeasible proof of
their presenco.

The first story which attaches to Tyne- -

mouth lacks ne element of the picturesque.
Like so much of the early story of North-
umbria, be it history or be it tradition. we
owe it to Beds, who had it from a monk of
Jarrow, who had it from an cye-witness of
the sceme,
century.
The saintly Hilda, hest known as Abbess

of Whithy, who was of the blood of the.

Northumbrien kings, and one of the earliest
of the Northumbrian Christians; having
been baptised by King Fidwin, was budding a
tnonastery where now is South Shields. A
party of monks had been sent up the river
to cut timber from tho woods that clothed

It belongs 10 the sevanth’
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its banks, and were drifting down stream
with the tide on five mafts, intending to
land at South Shields; but a strong wind
sprang up from the west. and, i spite of
the attempts of their brethren to render
help in boats, they were carried out help-
lessly bo sea.

Their comrades on the south shore
abandoned the useless boats and, kmeeling
ow the Lawe. betook themselves to prayer.
But on the headland of Tynemouth there
gathered a crowd who rejoiced with a fierce
jov at the discomfiture of the monks. Far
from seeking to render assistance, they
jeered and gibed as the rafts swept past
them and away out to the horizon, carrying
their occupants, as it seemed, 1o eertain
doom. One lad alone amongst the heartless
crowd was touched with pity. “ Why curse
ve those,” he oried indignantly, ‘ who are
being drawn to their death? Were it not
seemlier and kinder to pray to God for
their return than to rejoice in their
danger #”

The Christian faith, be it remembered,
had as yet struck but shallow root on
Northumbrian soil¢ and the erowd turned
upow the boy and reviled him. % Let none
pray for them! May God have merey upon
never a one of them! They have taken
away our old gods, and what man ean live
as they would have us live?” Then Cuth-
bert, for he was the lad, knelt down and
laid his face on the earth, and praved
ardently, and even as he prayed the wind
veered round and brought back the rafts
safe to shore with their freight.

Where had stood the jeering crowd round

the kneeling boy, King FEdwin, we are told,.

built a chapel of wood, which Oswald
replaced by a monastery of stone. However
this may be, before the beginning of the
ei~hth century there stood an abbev on
Tynemouth bluff, and there, in 792, was
buried Osred, some time King of North-
umnbria, whio was slain by his successor,
Ethelred, in a vain effort to recover his
kingdom,

But a year thereafter the Viking scourge
came unon the land, and one after another
the Northumbrian monasteries  were
desolated by the Danes. Tynemouth Abbey
was first plundered in the year 800, and as
the heathen ravagers grew in strength and
d‘armg it was, in 875, utterly destroyed.
The Danes, under Halfdene, established
themselves on the strong rock of Tynemouth,
and thence spread their dominion over
Northumberland.

Of one treasure, however, the Danes had
not despoiled Tynemouth—a treasure that
was to be a source of wealth and fame to
the new monastery that should Be founded
there. Tt was, indeed, a troasure which the
hegbhens were not at all likely to ecovet,
being none other than the bones of the
saintly King Oswin. »

Now in 1065 there appeared in a vision
to a priest of the Church of the Virgin
Mary (which stood hard by the yet ruined
monastery) an angelic form_  and said: “I
am King Oswin, who was betrayed and put
to a terrible death by King Oswy, and I lie
in this church unknown to all.”” He had
indeed lain there, if he did lie there at all,
for four centuries since Oswy had deprived
him of his kingdom and his life,

After hours of digging, when the workers
were half persuaded that it was a lying
vision that had appeared to the priest, a
stone coffin was found, and the strange
fragrance which exhaled from the relics
bore witness to their samctity. The body
was washed, wrapped in fine linen, covered
with rich garments, and suitably enshrined.

The reputation of St. Oswin was already
so great when the Conqueror visited the
North-country that the leader of one of his
foraging parties quailed from posséssing
himself of the provisions which the inhabi-
tants had entrusted to the protection of the
saint. But his hungry troops did not share
his scruples. Tynemouth was despoiled, and
the church was given to the flames. This
was probably about 1089. The monastery
was finally restored by Robert de Mowbray,
who summoned monks from St. Alban’s to
rebuild and repeople the desolate cloisters,
and thus Tynemouth became, and for the
most part remained. a cell of the monastery
from which it had been founded anew.

In 1095, De Mowbray, the founder of the
new Priory of Tynemouth, rose in rebellion
against William Rufus. He held the castles
of Newcastle and Tynemouth, to both of
which the Royal forees laid siege. Tyne-
mouth held out for two months, and then
surrendered with the whole of the garrison
and De Mowbray’s brother. The fall of
Newecastle followed, and De Mowbray was
closely hesieged in Bamborough.

De Mowbray now conceived a daring
scheme. He slipped outgof Bamborough,
leaving the greater part of the Royal forces
engaged in its blockade, and aimed ab
recovering Newcastle and Tynemouth, thus
cutting off the army of Rufus from its
communications with the South. But the
garrison “off Newcastle had timely warning
of his approach, Tyneméuth was a second
time besieged and taken, and Mowbray
was dragged from his sanctuary in the
church, and carried south to a long
captivity. He spent his last days as a
monk in the monastery of St. Alban’s.

The priory of Tynemouth was a wealthy
and powerful foundation. It had receipts
from fishery exports, coal-mines, and salt-
pans, in addition to court dues, ete.,
amounting to upwards of £1,000 per annurmn,
whereas at the dissolution of the monasteries
the annual revenues of Blanchland
amounted only to £40, those of Brinkburn
to £60, and even those of Hexham only to
£192, all of which sums must. of course, be
multiplied many times over to arrive at




their equivalent ini moedern times., And the
Prior of Tynemouth needed all his princely
income, for he had to maintain numeroug
armed men for his castle (which, as we have
seen, had been able to withstand a two
months’ siege on the occasion of Robert de
Mowbra~'s rebellion) ; he had to keep up an
imposing mounted retinue, which we have
also seen welcoming the Princess Margaret
to, the North-country ; and he had to furnish
effiective protection and meet entertainment
for Royal and other guests, amongst whom
Fdward I. stayed on no fewer than four
ocoasions, whilst his queen. Margaret, was
accommodated for a lengthy period between
June and October of 1308.

And yet it would seem that his resources
were not always equal to the demands made
upon them. For a quaint story tells how
once upon @& time Abbot Simon of St.
Alban’s, with a hungry train from the
soutly, descended upon Tynemouth like a
tocut-swarm, and made so loug a stay that
they had almost eaten the hapless friars out
of house and home. Only one poor yoke of
ploughing oxen rvemained. These the un-
willing hosts brought. with tears in their
eyes, declaring’ that they were the only
things eatable that weve left to them. K and
inviting the sharp-set visitors to make an
end of their baleful work, and devour them
too.  Abbot Simon. we are told, took the
hint. We can well believe it!

Amongst the distinguished guests who
honoured Tynemouth Priory in the davs of
its glory was one whom my readers will
be mot a little surprised to find on its
visitors’ list. This was no other than his
swarthy majesty, the Prince of Darkness
himself! But he paid only a flying visit,
and though an unbidden, he was not, it
would seem, altogether an unwelcome
guest.

The abbats of &t. Alban’s, into whose
governance, as we have seen, the Priory of
Tynemouth had passed, found in this bleak
headland on thegorthern seas a very appro-
priate penitentift abode for erring brethren
whom they saw fit to punish with exile.
One such was one William Pyoun, “no
monk, but a cowled devil, a Lucifer among
angels, a Judas among apostles.”! Pygun
had treacherously forged a ehatter ocon-
ferring the patrondge of the cell of Binham
on Harl Robert Fitz Walter, and had
abstracted by stealthh the comvent seal
wherewith to seal it. The white lambs of
Tynemouth, “angels” and “apostles” all
in the eyes of the chronicler, were not
greatly edified by the jpresence amongst
them of this black sheep. But they were
shortly to be purged in startling wise of his
unholy presence. His end was such as
befitted the emormity of his crimes. One
night the brethren heard above the thunder
of the surf the heavy suores of brother
Pygun. Suddenly the snoring ceased, and
the trembling monks heard a loud ery, as
lf a man should hound a terrier on a rat, of
“ Seize him_ Satan, seize bim!” And wh%
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the mornming light wrestored their shaken
courage they found him dead where he sat.
“ Perhaps,” says the pious chronicler, *ho
had caught a chill. T prefer to think he was
struck by the divine vengeance.” To which
the sooptical modern reader will probably
veply, not without a touch of sympathy
for the erring brother left alome in his
utmost need: “Perhaps he was struck by the
divine vengeance. But to.me it looks un-
commonly like an apoplectic- seizure.” So
much depends on the point of view.

It is & desolate picture that an unknown
monk, haply, like brother Pygun, exiled for
his sins from 8t. Alban’s, paints of, the
Priory of Tynemouth at the end of the 12th
century. I quote the abridged translation
(for the original is of course in Latin) from
Mr. H. H. E. Craster's version in the
County History of Northumberland:—

“Our house is confined to the top of a
high rock, and is surrounded by the sea on
every side but one. Here is the approach
to the monastery, through a gate cit out of
the rook, so narrow that a cart can hardly
pass through. Day and night the waves
break and roar. and undermine the oliff.
Thick sea frets roll in, w#apping everything
in gloom. Dim eyes, hoarse voices, sore
throats, are the consequence. Spring and
summer never come here. The north wind
is always blowing, and it brings with it cold
and snow, or storms in which the wind tosses
the salt sea foam in masses over our build-
ing, and rains it down within the castle.
Shipwrecks are frequent. It is a great pity
to see the numbed crew, whom no power on
sarth can save, whose vessel, masts swaying
and timbers parted, rushes upon rock or
reef. No ring dove or nightingdale is here,
only grey birds which nest in the rocks,
and whose screaming cry is a token of
coming storm. The people who live by the
sea-shore feed upon black malodorous sea-
woed, called “slauk,” which they gather
upon the rocks. The constant eating of it
turns  their womplexion black.  Men,
women, and children are as dark as Africans
or swarthiest Jews. In the spring the sea-
air blights the blossoms of the stunted fruit
trees, so that you will think yourself Iucky
to find a wizened appls. though it will set
your teeth on edge should you try to eat it.
See to i, dear brother, that you do not
come to so comfortless a place.

“But the church is of wondrous beauty.
It has been lately completed. Within it
rests the body of tthe blessed martyr Oswin
in & silver shrine, magnificently embellished
with gold and Jewels. He protects the
murderers, thieves, and seditious persons
who fly to him, and commutes their punish-
ment to exile. He heals those whom no
physician can cure.”

The po‘o%ﬁexiled brother had a picturesque
pen, and & not untruthful one withal. The

last time the writer visited the ruins of 7
Tynemouth Priory, though the month was
already June, the staging was such. that the




OLD TYNESIDE.

old monk’s doleful account scarcely seemaed
exaggerated. The sea-frets rolled wp round
the orey old ruins, and streamed through
the vacant wmdows of the ghattered choir,
and curtained off the headland with their
dank folds from all the rest of the world.
And -ierced to the marrow bv a fine cold
drizzle the writer felt a thrill of sympathy
with the poor father who for his sing had
exchanged the sunshine amd juiey fruits,
. the doves and nightingales of St. Alban’e,
for the sea.mists and wizened apples, tho
hoarse grey gulls and the heart-wringing
shipwrecks of this penitential exile.

Not onlv did Tynemouth entertain living
kings, but somewhere amongst 1ts unnamed
graves still lies the dust of kings dead, In
792, as we have seen, Osred, son of Alered,
a dispossessed king of Northumbris, was
buried here. And if Matthew Paris ia a
reliable  chronicler, the dust of Maleolm
Qanmore, King of Scotland, lies in an un-

" noticed grave on the promowtory of Tyne-
mouth, and in Dumfermling Abbey there le
in its stead the houes of an honest farmer of
Mankseaton, who little recked of the post-
humons honours to be thrust upon him,

For when Malcoffimade his fifth invasien
into Northumberland, he was surprised
and slain on the banks of the Aln, Novem-
ber 13, 1093, and his hody wes counveyed in
a cart and mterred at Tynemouth, in the
new Norman church then bmldmg_: His
son, Alexander I., “impudently made
petition that the body of his father might
be restored to him,” and receiving in good
faith the corpse sent to him, had it buried
in Dunfermline Abbey, bestowing upon the
chureh in return “his peace and the peace
of God.” "But the E‘l’lwllsh thet “time had
been one tvo many for the **fause Beot,”
far the body they had sent was that of “a
gartain man of no rank of Beaton.” “And
this,” dhuekles the chronicler, “ we eheated
the dishonest Scots.”

Imagination, pointed hy the graveyard
reflections of 2 Hamlet, follows the dust of
kings ints strange p'a('eq bug amongst all
the surprises of the resurrection—
Alexanders, whom the Last Trump finds
stopping u beer-barrel, and Caesars patch-
ng 2 cottage-wall, not to speak of lowly
sinners cmergi-ng to their infinite amaze
from costly shrines whivh had been thought
to house the bones of saints (for even the
genuvineness of the relies f the revered
Oswin was scarcely above suspiciony—but
amtongst all these surprises will any we
wonder, be more startling than that of the
tonest churl who finds himself, to his own
unspeakable bewilderment, bursting the
cerements of a king, to rise, not through
the familiar clay of thegficlds of Monkseaton,
but from all the pomp of a royal tomb,
atuiddt.  the splendours of Dunfermhne
Abbev? And will the goodly comapany of
gaondam kings and prinees who will rise
around him turn up thelr erstwhile royal
moges al the clod who stands abashed in
their midst? Or will they hambly bow to

£

the decreed of Death the Leveller, and be
hail-fellow-well-met with ‘@'&ir unlooked-for
eompanion in the kst muster? Or will they
be too urgently ocoupied with their own
affairs even to note his incongruous preszence
amorngst them ?

In 1257 in the course of excavations for
a new building, two coffins were brought to

light at Tynemouth, one containjng the
bhody of a man of unusnal stature, the othes
a body of slighter build. Theee we

tbought by the then prior to be the bodies of
Maleolm and of his eklest son, Bdward, who
was slain at the same time with Iim.

The post of patron saint of a mediaeval
monagtery was no sinecure. He was ox-
pected fo requite by the performance of
frequent miracles the honour shown to his
romains, though it is but fair to add that
the monks were ever ready to credit him
with any out-of-the-way occtrrence which
could be wrested into the semblance & a
miracle. But if he failed to manifest his
power on anr urgent occasiom they wers
ready to scold him like a maughty child,

Once, in the early morning hours, the
monks were startled by seeing their guest—
house in flames, which a strong west wind
gwopt dangerously mear Yo the thatched
roof of their dermitory. The monks rushed
hither and thither in confusion, some to
battle with the flames some to rescue their
treasures from the church,

But the prior and the sub-prior seized
the reliquary containing the remains of the
saint, and carriod it forth to the pgrass-
grown sguare within the cloisters. There
the prior spoke his mind very freely to the
saint, “ What are wvou about, Saint
Oswin? Do yon mean to let your house be
burnt down, and let ihe blame be thrown
on me? If you are a saint, if you are Godrat
friend, help us in owr nsed, hy eo
tardy? I shall not budge frmn here,
neither shall you. We will burn togetber
If you have no thought for gour monaatery,
have at least a thought for' your corpse.’

The exhortation was nob in vain, The

wind fell, and the monastery eecaped,
though mob a:ltprvethrer without scathe,
Then 1t that brother Richard had s
narrow He bad eclimbed the dor-

uutory mef omape froth the fire, but had
only eﬁ:change,d one peril for another; for
an ill-aimed jet of water bronght him
tumbling from his perch.

But space fails me to pursne the themse
The mondsteries. as we all know, wers dis-
solved by Henry VIII, and his Minister,
Cromwell.  Seriens charges were brought
against them, into whose truth er falsity it
is nob my par’o #o inguire. There van, how-
ever, be little doubt that the woalth they
had asccumulated was not the Jeast of their
offenoces. And Tynemouth was not the lea
of the offenders in that respect. for at the
time of s dissolution it was richly em-
dowed with lands m all the surrounding
conntry.




was e plum well worth the picking,
which duly followed on January 12th, 1589.
From the inventory made at its dissolution
it appears that 1t possessed relios more
eurious, though it is to be feared of even
less authenticity, than the bones of Saint
Oswin. For, not to mention other trifles,
it included amongst its treasures the bush
which had burned before Moses without
being consumed, and—most venerable of all

iman relics—the earth of which Adam
made!

For what a fantastic scene might not a
fanciful imagination derive inspiration from
the presence of this latter relic! Such a
mind might picture the Enemy of mankind,
pausing for a moment before his midnight
call on brother Pygun, to meditate, in vein
serious or sardonio, according to the turn
of the writer’s wit, upon this handful of
pregnant clay; to review all the fluctuating
fortunes of his prolonged feud with man-
kind; to revile in turn all the saints who
had strewn thorns in his path, not forgetting
Oswin, so strangely asleep whilst this gaunt
wolf was prowling about within his fold;
and to gloat over all his triumphs cele-
brated in their despite, from the crime of

OLD TYNESIDE.

Cain down to this his latest sorry prey,
whose portentous snores, soon to be so
rudely stilled, punctuate the pauses in his
Satanic soliloquy. But the pen of a Milton
—or of & Bwift—would no more than suffice
to such an undertaking. The present writer
modestly shirks a task so greatly beyond his
powers,

And now, kind reader, who hast acoom-
panied me on this my voyage down the
Tyne “from Hedwin Streams to Sparrow
Hawk,” and hast lent so patient an ear to
my varn, we must part company, for thou
and I must be gone each about his own busi-
ness. Whither thine leads thee I know not
—back again, it may well be, in sober reality
to that Tyne down whose stream we have
glided together borne on Fancy’s sails.
But as for me, T know net of any business
I have upon Tyne—my excursion in its
waters has been only the freak of a summer-
holiday. So I will put thee ashore at
Prior’s Haven, thanking thee for thy good
fellowship, and set my prow for those other
waters on which it is the will of fortune
that I should sail. And may Heaven speed

the twain of us with fayouring gales! -
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