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of Le, -nong theni laughhig, shotiting and swearing &me the drivers

ni their rough jerkins. liere too, are jugglers and shownien, players and

muminers of every description, traversirig in joyous bands theroad to princely

pleasure, for so the minstrels have termed Kenilworth in the songs \vhich they

mpose as they go. Here too, we sec gay ladies on a pillion behind their

squires, humble ni ' elidicants driven thither in search o.' f dole, clowns in their

hobliailed boots, ubstantial burghers and gentlemen of worship,-a gay and

merry throng-now we hear the laugliter of the women, the songs and twang-

mi trels, the jangling of the bells as the morris dancers commence

their murnmery, the whoops of the jester as he brandishes his bauhlc,-all. secilis

ýto inerge into dim bable of forgotten sounds tO 011r twentieth century cars.

The Catehouse, Kenilworth Casde. The Banqueting Hà, Kenâworth Cattle.

And now a turn brings us in sight of the niagnificent castle itself, shrill truni

pets qoundý,zihe battlemented toWers surmounted by fluttering pennons lift them-

sclves, prd'Udly before tis, lined wifh gaily clad esquires. Knights in burnished

armourgà1op gcýto,-$ the drawbridge, the great courtyard teems with life, men

at arms, lattghing,, serving wenches jostle each other, and now a cr.y

arises "the Queen" and lier gracious ajâjesty good Q n Bess aTrives in state

her milk-white palfry, t!ie master f the castle, the noble Leicester riding

beside her and followed by a princely Cain of followers. But alas, our dreani

fades sudécilly, the road is, quiet and leafy, in front an old man trudges along
..il, lonely seclusion, ha.rdly a sound can be heard but the brook at our fette

while be-fore us lies the ancieiit ruin of the once stately nilworth Castle.


