Shush at once and for ever all the hopes of
nghsh emancipation from the Norman au-
Rority.
f But whatsoever might have been the max-
s of his life, when the passiens had therr
vay in at least as ample 2 degree as reason
d prudence, he has now reached the goal of
s carcer ; woundcd, bruised, helpless; tor-
B:red by pain, goaded by the thousand reflee-
ons which had so long remained dormant in
mind, and couscious that his thread of life
as almost spun out, here he is! Lingering
ptween life and death, what a variety of hov-
d images are conjured up to his mental vision :
phat a legend do the annals of his life present
p his perusal !
To a coarse and brutal jest on his corpulen-
kv, uttered by the King of France, the style of
hich was conformable enough 1o the man-
ers of the period, William replied in the same
§train, and bitterly promised to illuminate all
rance on s recovery.  Liude d'd he antici-
bate how the churching solemnity would be
oncluded, nor his own particular part therein!
hey are now nearly at an end; let vs draw
igh and observe how the King performs the
mportant remmnder of the part which he had
liotted to himself, and ask ourselves whether
i&his catastrophe be not in keeping with the
@conduct of the great living drama which 1t
Wconcludes.
@ In the abbey of St. Gervais, near Rouen, on
¥he pallet which was to be s last in life, lay
Ehe scourge of England and France; in agony
Pooth of soul and of body; the whole of his
ast life brought in fearful array before hiny,
i hues and complexion very ditferent from
those which they wore in the times of action.
He was surroundod by prelates and priests, by
barons and knights, by physicians and attend-
ants; his sons, William and Henry, were by
§his side, and ali, according to their several vo-
Beations and capacitics were endcavouring to
alleviate his sufferings, all were carnestly
Retriving to ingratiai themscives n his favour,
and to derive some advantage from his present
position. But vain were the consolations of
the churchmen ; they rang too hollow on his
car and on his perceptions, and conscience told
tim that he had used their sophistrics and the
sanctions of religion to the worst purposes of
ambition ; vain were the boasts of his warriors
and the assurance of power by Jus courtiers,
for he perceived that his victories and his do-
runon were to him fast fading into the ob-
ivion of death ; vain was the skill of theleech-
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es to onc who fult that mass of mward wound
which was far beyond the craft of their calling ;
nay, vain were even the attentions of us chul-
dren, for the observant father knew too well
the duplicity of their souls, the absence of
filial aficction from their hearts. He closed
his eyes, as if to shut out external objects, yet
dul he thereby only increase the crowd within.
How rapidly does the soul glance aver the
past, throwing into the compass of a moment
the events of many years, yet giving to cach
its clear identity and its full details!

Now arose to his adiniring, yet heart-strick-
en recollection, the brave and unconquered
Harold, the people’s chorce, their native priace,
who nobly perished w the ficld of Hastings.—-
Now appeared to Lis distracted view the Sax-
on carls, Edwin, Morcar, and Waltheof, the
defenders of Saxon hberty, whohad so severe-
ly suffered by his fury and lus injustice.  The
wholcsale robberies which he had perpetrated
upon a brave but helpless people, in order to
satisfy the extortionate demands of his own
followers, ncw gnawed upon his heart, and
the tortures thence derived were farther aug-
mented by the reflection that even they to
whom he had given so much, turned traitors
when there was no more to give. Hov' ¢id
his heart ccho to the “curses, not loud but
deep,” which from cvery nook of England
heaped their weight upon his head, for lands
abstracted, for towns made desolate, for free-
men made serfs, for the degradation with m-
sult added thereto under which a whole nation
groaned incessantly.

As his memory glanced over the once fair
plains and fertile districts of England, how did
his heart recoil at the devastation from Hum-
ber to Tyne, and ncarly from sca tosea; three
thousand square miles laid bare, the mhabit-
ants of which, after enduring famine and
misery in their most frighiful forms, were
finally obliged to prey, as brigands and as
pirates, upon their own countrymen and fel-
low-sufferers, urged by that most desperate
and goading of reasons, “ Necessitas non habet
legme.”  From thence he turns to the south,
and what meets he there? The New Forest!
Not ravaged and desolaied through the fury of
the soldier, but turned mto a wilderness for
the mere gratification of I''s pleasure. Thirty
miles in extentin each  ¢euon does the bar-
barian lay waste that he may in sohtude or
with his satellites enjoy the sports of the chase;
thirty churches arc demolished, the priestsand
the people dniven forth like brute beasts, that
tae four-footed beasts might have the larger



