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which they had rendered in Westminster Hall : for, by the

courtesy of the House, a member who has been tlianked in

his place is considered as liavini^; a right always to occupy
that place. These gentlemen were not disposed to admit
that they had employed several of the best years of their

lives in persecuting an innocent man. They accordingly

kept their seats, and pulled their hats over their brows ;

but the exceptions only made the prevailing enthusiasm
more remarkable. The Lords received the old man with
similar tokens of respect. The UniveriLity of Oxford con-

ferred on him the degree of Doctor of Laws; ar i, in the

Sheldonian Theatre, t!ie undergraduates welcomed him
with tumultuous cheering.

These marks of public esteem were soon followed by
marks of royal favour. Hastings was sworn of the Privy
Council, and was admitted to a long private audience of

the Prince Regent, who treated him very graciously.

When the Emperor of Russia and the King of Prussia
visited England, Hastings appeared in their train both at

Oxford and in the Guildhall of London, and though sur-

rounded by a crowd of princes and great warriors, was
everywhere received with marks of respect and admiration.
He was presented by the Prince Regent both to Alexander
and to Frederic William ; and his Royal Highness went so

far as to declare in public that honours far higher than a
seat in the Privy Council were due, and would soon be paid

to the man who had saved the British dominions in Asia.

Hastings now confidently expected a peerage ; but, from
some unexplained cause, he was again disappointed.

He lived about four years longer, in the enjoyment of

good spirits, of faculties not impaired to any painful or

degrading extent, and of health such as is rarely enjoyed
by those who attain such an age. At length, on the twenty-
second of August, 1818, in the eighty-sixth year of his age,

he met death with the same tranquil and decorous fortitude

which he had opposed to all the trials of his various and
eventful life.

With all his faults— and they were neither few nor
small—only one cemetery was worthy to contain his re-

mains. In that temple of silence and reconciliation, where
the enmities of twenty generations lie buried, in the great
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