“THE HEALTHIEST FEAST COSTS THE LEAS!

ships, he brought out his lr\[,c\l) of ** Fiesco™ on the

(l’w vious to this he had b placed under arrest lur (mnlu*ll
uqx for -u-u to l\lumh wl'.l\uuﬁ leave of absence, to

his p! “The Rob Other prod

lollWld uld Bﬂhllldr [uuml ul.m' mlh ers both in Leipsio

and l)mldun. o which pluce he \ 1785, But it was hig

drlm ‘Wlam Tell” that vm.s hu dld d'awvre, 1t seemed

pesul muu attract all hearts, even more so thau his previous

’ 1hu. time alter this, ,ﬁdullur procéeded to Weimer
massgenieit of o poriodical called * 7hy

riends|
terminated by .
n ler wu poluted to the Chair of lihtor{ in
tha'gpun A L‘dden giving p\ﬂ:lie lectures (which
yord always .a.a, * Hustory

lio publlshied his the Thirty
War,? ed in several literary enterprises
i u 5 tho Titeragu rmany,
other remarkable for their talent nud
ness Horen”  Der Musen Almanacl,”

Muryb&nnrl, uﬂgl‘
ul allads h ‘are
among the lnu‘ of kind ip any language.

About the year illor exhibited'a strong uuduncy to
that eruel -nd i ’*‘mﬂumwm and this i
fored with his Jeogu d greatly redaced his incomes | bat
by liige of, Denmirk grent kindness—who settled on

lum u a thousand dollnrl for three years—he was
saved (hn pressure of wan! cessity ; and he now
settl eimar, and, in eon tion with Goethe, under-

led at Wei n

took to rlmct the theatre Nleu—mvl it was at Weimar several
of his best works were written, and those which have immor-
tali is name. Debt, or rather uncertainty of income,
seems to haye been Schiller's bane, for he trusted entirely to
his pen and to l’mvideuu for subsistence. He was much’ hm
loved wherever he went; both old md young se(-m to ha
appreciated his talent, and admired his worth, for Schiller luul
' heart an noble as his forehead ; ALl alike, Erfuuel and people,
delighted to honour him; Illd pl)h“l’lly a8 also paid the
Jjust meed of tribute to his'me

Schiller succumbed to the lnuu malady which had set its
hand upon on the 9th of May, uou and when tlm u.ul
uews was ool ed to Giethe, he covered hln face
hands, and uld * Half my existence is gone |

# ADMEAL HOBIER’B GHOST b

(26).—RicHARD Grover was the son of a London
merchant, and was educated at Cheam School, where,
at sixteen, he wrote some verses to the memory of Sir
Isaac Newton, which obtained considerable applause.
On leaving school, he applied himself to commercial
}mmdu under his father, who was engaged in the
Tamburg trade; and in due time Glover became a
London merohlnh, married a lady of fortune;
shortly after, he was returned M.P. for Weymouth.
In the year 1787 he published “Leonidas,” anyepic
poem nd it is related that Thomson,' author of  The
b«a.amu * when he heard of this work, exclaimed—* He
write an epic poem, who never saw a mountain |”
Glover was the author of a popular ballad called
““ Admiral Hosier's Ghost"—a poem intended to rouse the
national apirit against the B}m\mﬂl‘ and was gritten
undar the following circumstances :—In the year 1726
iral Hosier was sent, with & strong fleet into the
Hpnnthen Indies, to block up the ports; or should the
nish galleons come out, to seize and mem into
Epalmd. He accordingly arrived at the imentos
nu.r Portobello ; but being E;avonud t:ﬂoxdam from
the English cabinet from o otates of his
courage, he lay inactive on tho station until he became
the jest of the Spaniards! The unhnp?y admiral con-
tinued cruising in those seas until the far greater part
of his officers and men perished by the diseases of the
unheam\y climate, and the ndmim himself pined away,
lnd died of a broken heart.
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trinmphant erew of Admiral Vernon's squadron, lying
at anchor off Portobello, drinking success to Englund’s
fleet, when—

“ O a #udden, shrilly sounding,
elis and shricks were heard ;
As, each beart with fear conf

Which for windiog-ghects they wore,
And with looks by sorrow elouded,
Frowning on that hostile shore.

“On them gleamed the moon's wan lustre,
When the shade of Hosikr brase,
His pale bands were seen to mustdr;
Rising from their watery grave.

O'er the glimmering wave ho hied him,
Where the Burford reared her sil,
With threo thousand ghosts beside him,

And in groans did Veruon hail.

“ Heed, oh! heed our fatal story!
X am Hosier's injured ghost ;
You who nbw have purchased glory
At this place where I was lost:
Though in Portobello’s ruin,
You now triumph free from fears,
When you think of my undoing,
You will mix your joys with tears.

Eee these mournful spectres sweeping
Ghastly 6'er this hated wave,

Whose wan cheeks are stained with weeping;
These were English captains brave.

Mark those numbers, pale and horrid,
Who were once my sailors bold;

Lo! each hangs his drooping forehead,

While his dismal tale is told.

“I, by twenty sail attended,

Did this Spaniah town affeight,

Nothing then its wealth defonded
Tut my orders—not to fight |

Ohi! that in this rolling ocean
T had east them with disdain,

And aleyed my heart’s warm wmotion
To have quelled the pride of Spain.

* For resistance 1 could fear none;
But with twenty ships had dono
‘What thou, brave and happy Vernon,
Hast achieved with six alone,
Then the Bastimentos never
Had our foul dishonour seen,
Nor the seas the sad receiver
Of this gallant train had been.

** Thas, like thee, proud Spain dismayiug,
And ber galléons leading home,
Though condemned for disobeying,

T had met o traitor's doom.
To have fallen, my-country orying,
*He has played an English part;'
Had been better far than dying
0t a grieved and broken heart.
" Unrepx;mz «t thy glory,
Thy successful arms we hail ;
But{rerember otr Wit s,
let Hosler's wrongs prevail
Sent in this foul elime to languish,
Think what thousands fell in vain,
Wasted with disease and anguish,
Not in glorious battle slain.”

There are two verses more—the admiral’s zhu‘ oon-
cluding—
“ Think on vengeance for my ruin,
" And for England, shamed in me.”
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