
WARREN HASTINGS. "3

never been the vice of the Indian service, and certainly

was not the vice of Hastings. But Mr. Addington hud
treated him with marked favour. Fox had been a prin-

cipal manager of the impeachment. To Pitt it was owing
that there had been an impeachment ; and Hastings, we
fear, was on this occasion guided by personal consider-

ations, rather than by a regard to the public interest.

The last twenty-four years of his life were chiefly passed
at Daylesford. He amused himself with embellishing his

grounds, riding fine Arab horses, fattening prize cattle,

and trying to rear Indian animals and vegetables in

England. He sent for seeds of a very fine custard-apple,

from the garden of what had once been his own villa,

among the green hedgerows of Allipore. He tried also to

naturalize in Worcestershire the delicious leechee, almost
the only fruit of Bengal which deserves to be regretted

even amidst the plenty of Covent Garden. The Mogul
emperors, in the time of their greatness, had in vain
attempted to introduce into Hindostan the goat of the
table-land of Thibet, whose down supplies the looms of

Cashmere with the materials of the finest shawls. Hast-
ings tried, with no better fortune, to rear a breed at Dayles-
ford ; nor does he seem to have succeeded better with the
cattle of Bootan, whose tails are in high esteem as the best
fans for brushing away the mosquitoes.

Literature divided his attention with his conservatories
and his menagerie. He had always loved books, and they
were now necessary to him. Though not a poet, in any
high sense of the word, he wrote neat and polished lines

with great facility, and was fond of exercising his talent.

Indeed, if we must speak out, he seems to have been more
of a Trissotin than was to be expected from the powers of
his mind, and from the great part which he had played in

life. We are assured in these Memoirs that the first thing
which he did in the morning was to write a copy of verses.

When the family and guests assembled, the poem made
its appearance as regularly as the eggs and rolls ; and Mr.
Gleig requires us to believe that, if from any accident
Hastings came to the breakfast-table without one of his
charming performances in his hand, the omission was felt

by all as a grievous disappointment. Tastes diHer widely.


