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ap Howell, ap lcqredith, ap Einion, 
ap Gwtgan, ap Mereedith Gochl, ap 
Cothw yn, ap I'angno, called Sir 
loiwell x Fy wall, or Sir ilowell Pole- 

axe, from his constant lighting with 
that warlike instrunent. It is said ihe 
dislmouiittid tlhe tirenciii kinlg, utting 
offt his horse's head at one blow wviti 
his battle-axe, atid took him p)risoner; 
as a trophy of which victory, it is said, 
that he bore the arins of t'rance, xith 
a battle-axe in bend sinister, argent. 

It is also recorded, that as a memorial 
of this gallant action, he received in gift, 
from the iBlack Prince, th e constable- 
ship of Criketh castle, 'and other things 
in North Wales, also the rent of Dee- 
mills, in (Cleter; and besides these, a 
mess of meat to be served before his 
battie-axe or partisan for ever, in per- 
j)tual memory of his good service. 
t'his mess was afterwards carried cdown 
to be given to the poor, and had eight 
yeomen attendants found at the king's 
cllarge, which were atterwards cailed 
yeomen of the crown, whio had eight 

ence Iper day, and lasted till the be. 
ginning of queen Elizabeth's reign. 

The JO/lowing tccwont ftj /ie ictifelicflt 
o(t Charles, !. inM til nmoiaustcrq Jof 
s.. Just, givn 

bi- oe ot ]h lo e leiVku;, 
wnay serve as a curnous contrast to 

the high/ wroug/ht descriDtion of1 the 
Scotch-lhistorian. 
There is the melancholy solitude 

,where that monarch become imbecile 
and devout, passed his days in winding 
up clocks, in teizing tie friars, in 
giving himself the discipline, in daub- 
ing the walls of his cell witlh scraps on 

redestination and grace, in stunning 
limself i ith reflecting on thd abandon- 

ment of all his crowns, and in repent- 
ing. iThere he performed the farce of 
his own burial, put himself in a coffin, 
rnng for himself the de profundis and 
slewed all the follies of a disteimpered 
brain. One day when he went in his 
turn to wake the novices, at tIhe hour 
of matins, one of themn wnoni he shook 
too violently cried out, "flast thou 
not troubled the repose of the world 
long enough, without coming to dis- 
turl) that of peaceable men who have 
forsaken it." 

GANG ANELLI. 
This prelate, after lie was elected to 

the popedom, used to retire with an 
old convent friend of his, Father Fran- 
cis, into a bower sequestered from 
the eye of curiosity; here the cloister 
anecdotes amused them, and they 
seemed in a state of perfect equalitY. 
()One day the Pope viewing him, re- 
peated twice these words, " lIe has 
kept his garb and is happier than I who 
wearthe tiara. It was decreed I should 
be a Pope, and I much fear"....here he 

paused,...... 
however we must submit 

to the will of God." 
NVEW DUTIES FOR OLD OFFICERS. 
W\:hen Gabrielli, the celebrated sing- 

er, was at Milan, the Em'ress of Ger- 
nmany wished to engage her to sing in 
her court. 'I lie salary she demanded 
was 7000 rubles, (about 15001.) a year, 
besides a house and carriage; nor 
would she relax the least article of the 
sum. 'lhev remonstrated with her on 
the unreasonableness of so 

enorcnous 
a 

salary, an(l to induce her to diminish 
it, intormed her that a field-marshal had 
110 nomore. "If that be the case," said she, 
" I would advise her majesty to make 
one of her tield-niarhlals sing." 

ORIGINAL POETRY. 

INSCRI PTION 
Filt AN INTrNPDE M lONUMENT TO TIE MEMORY 

OrF J. CAMPBELI, OtF BELFACrk, ME.RCHANT.. 

m)p 1804, A(C.) 73. 

'Tis not tdie heap of dust this tomb con- 

This wreck of nature forms not-his re- 
mainl, 

But truth, and worth, plaiti, simple and 
sincere, 

By friends long felt, now hallowed by their 
tear: 

A nd e man ner iild, affee ionate, and kind, 
A faithlitul irror of the candid mind, 
Temperate and prideit, regular and just; 
His guardian care still active to its triist. 
Sparing in words, and speaki, in tl-t: deed, 
No 

nlarrow 
sect pal'd in his christian creed. 

I)Dced without show, his evangeli e plan, 
He worshipp'd God, by doing good to man, 
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In peace, he pass'd his rev'rend length of 
days, 

Nor courted, nor contemn'd the public 
praise : 

Viut mctnory, careful of the good man's 
fame, 

A c 
i. 
ii wreath here twines aroond his name, 

AndI still, in (dlath, that ftod affiction 
b.yar.s, 

Which grac'd his life, and crowii'd his 
silver hairs 

THEsE, the remains that burst the narrow 
roolm, 

LIvS., 
and come forth, from Campbell's 
hunible tundib. X. 

TIHE POET'S COPMPLAINT. 

THZ ou lazy Limtrter cad the Muse, 
'by thus thy hi::lpin' han' Irefuse; 

I've mind thee sarely to abutse, 
For causin melic sic thilkin'. 

IWhien thou couldst a' my passions rouse, 
And gie me verses clinkin. 

I've stihied now this hour, andr mair, 
'Till haith nmy een, and head are sair, 
For twa three lines, wi' ' i n'y lair, 

Backet wia' nmy troublhe; 
When thou coldst gic us many mair, 

Tho' three tinmes three were double. 

Your favourite BuPrns loni sine is dead, 
And laid aside his ,oaten reed: 
C:ome then and raisc nme in his stead, 

For great is nmy ambition 
To rhyme as sweet to a' wha read, 

As Robin's good edition. 
Gin thee wouldst tak me for thy s-on, 
I'd tie the lads and lassies fiun, 
And gar them laugh, as sure's a grun, 

Conle try, ye(,u'll see me show it, 
.ut I maun (nuat twthar I begun; 

A brokei hearted Poet. 

LA NYMPHE SOLITAIRE. 

ZePHYRtIS TALE TO FLOIA.s 

'TW AS in a wild sequester'd glarle, 
Where human footsteps never trod, 

A wi[impling brook in murmu rs stray'd, 
Soft winding o'eri the grassy sodl. 

Beneath its bank a Navyad fair 
Had fram'd with curiols art a bower, 

flad gemm'd it, round with crystals rare, 
And deck'd it o'er with many a fluower. 

-lers was the task, with gentle care 
To raise each dlrooping flowret's head, 

Or fan with dew, the scorching air, 
That hover'd rounit her parent bed. 

Or nwhen the last red 
t;ngze 

of lig-ht 
Still linger'd on the west(rn &sky, 

To tune her shell, shel'd oft del ght, 
in tones of sweete.t melody. 

Th'lat potent shell, so sweet, ?o clear, 
Has often stopp',l 

my devious flight, 
HIas drawn the lonely spirit near, 

And charin'd the shadowy train of night. 
But tangled brake, nor silent -rove, 

Nor distant dell, nor hidden bower, 
Evade the piercing glance of love, 

All, all, confess his subtle pwer, 

'r'twas on a sultry siumser's ilay, 
When scarce: a nimurmr fil'd the gale, 

Save where rom fion sovlne, shady spray, 
The li oet told her plaintive tale. 

A mounfain god, all failnt with heat, 
Had wanalter'cl to the streamlet's side, 

And charmed with the cool retreat, 
Rlad stopp'd to bathe bheeath its tide, 

Each ynuthfiligrnace- ador'd his mien, 
Flush'd in his cheek anul iill'd his eye, 

And many an Oread nVymnlh, in vain 
For him had breath'd a tender sigh. 

His amber locks in curling rings, 
Arounil hits raceful s:ioiulders hung, 

Light dane' d his starry-splanIed wings, 
And tihousand odours round theni flung. 

Aside he throws his air-wove vest, 
When -traight the Nayad rose to view, 

Soft glitterinc on whose snowy breast 
Shone trembling drops of pearly dew. 

Just then my foe*, the tyrant love, 
Canme, o( a s!un-beamn, tlntt'ring by, 

Trembling I soulght the distant grove, 
Nor longer dar'ld to hovcr inigh. 

L. 
* VIde Alphieri's " quarrel of Zephyr and Love. 

CANZON ErT. 
ONE summer's even as Fancy sat, 

In Teimpe's isinny vale, 
The wvood liYmlphs gather'dl round her seat, 

To heqr her witching tale. 

Such soul-entraincing words she spoke, 
That love 

stole. 
softly nigh, 

An 
'dpity peep'd from irth ian oak, 

And grief forgot to sigh. 
The timid Nayads cluster'd round, 

And Hope, delusive maid, 
With 

op'ninv" 
dewy rose-ibuds crown'd, 

Sat smiling i:. the shade. 

I.ove wond'riu'g, heard the magic strain, 
And threw his arrows dowrn, 

To thee, he cried, I owe my reign, 
From thee I hold my crown. 

L. 

THE SECOND IDY LVION OF BION, 
I MITATIED. 

A SPORTIV e boy one morninE stray'd, 
With bow in haind acros> the glade, 


