
3(j6 MEMOIRS OF ]796.

were yet driven to live the lives of con-
spirators and die the death of traitors, by a
system of government which it would be
difficult even to think of with patience,
did we not gather a hope from the pre-
sent aspect of the whole civilized world,
that such a system of bigotry and misrule
can never exist again.

With Lord Edward I could have no op-
portunity of forming any acquaintance, but
remember (as if it had been but yesterday)
having once seen him, in the year 1797,
in Grafton-street,—when, on being told

who he was, as he passed, I ran anxiously
after him, desirous of another look at one
whose name had, from my school-days, been
associated in my mind with all that was
noble, patriotic and chivalrous. Though
I saw him but this once, his peculiar dress,

the elastic lightness of his step, his fresh,

healthful complexion, and the soft expres-

sion given to his eyes by their long dark

eyelashes, are as present and familiar to my
memory as if I had intimately known him.

Little did I then think that, at an interval

of four-and-thirty years from thence,—an
interval equal to the whole span of his life


