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‘Tower by order of their unnatural unele, Richard, Duke of
Gloucester ; and that eruel usurper was himself slain in the
battle of Bosworth Iield. By his death the race of the
Plantagenet Kings beeame extinet, after having been in pos-
session of the "Throne for 8330 yvears.  last of all, Charles
I. the unfortunate vietim of party vioience and ungovern- |
able fanaticist, perished on the seaflold, January 80th,
1649. ‘The deaths of the ather Kings of Lngland were
natural, though some were hastened by various canses, Thus
Hemy L died of a surfeit oceasioned by eating stewed lam-
preys ;—Stephen, of the ilize passion, and an hemorrhoidal
complaint ;—.Henry I'L of grief tor the nunatural rebellion of
his children ;—John of anguish and disappointment at the
loss of his dominions j—Henry TI1. oppressed by caro, and
the infirmitics of old age, aftera long reignof fifty-six years;
~—Ldward 1. and his grandson Edward 111 of a dysentery;
—Henry JIV. in a fit;—Henry V. of a fistula ;—Fdward
IV.of a quartian ague ;—Ilenry VIL and his grandson
Edward VI, of consumption ;—IJenry VIIL of corpu-
lence and a complication of diseases ;= Queen Mary of a
dropsy ;—Queen Elizabeth of deep melancholy, caused, it is
said, by grief for the Tarl of Bssex, to whose exceution she
had unwillingly consented ;—James L. of' a tertian ague j—
Charles I1. of apoplexy ;—James IT. a fhgitive in France;
—Queen Mary, consort of William 111. of the small pox;
—Queen Anne of apoplexy j——George 1. of indigedtion oc-
casioned by eating melons ;—and George 1L from the
bursting of a blood vessel.

In the reign of Elizabeth, JMary Queen of Scois was
exceuted at Fothevingay Castle,—a sacrifice to the jealausy
and duplicity of her more powerful rival.  Ier grandsen
Henry Prince of Wales, (eldest son of James L) died at the
early age of scventeen of a {ever, or, as some say, by poison.
Henry Duke of Gloucester, youngest son of Charles 1. died
of the small pox in the year of the Redtoration, before he
bad attained the age of manhood. His eldest sister Mary,
Princess of Osange, (mother of William TIL) soon after ]
fell a vietim 10 the same disease; and his sccond sister EH- !
zabeth did not long survive them, her life being shortened |
it is supposed, by grief for her father’s cruel fate.  The
Duke of AMonmoutls, natural son of Charles I, was behead. §
ed for a rebellion against James 11. his pretentions to the
throne being utterly destreved by the loss of the battle of
Sedgemoor.  George Prinee of Deminark, consort of Queen
Anng, died of the dropsy, and their eldest son William, Duke !
of Gloucester, was cut off by a fever in his twelfth year 2
Their five other children all died in infuncy, so that on the t
death of Anne, the Diotestant line of the House of Stuart !
became extinet.  Frederick, Prince of Wales, cldest son of
George I1. died of an abseess in the lungs ; and his brother |
William Duke of Cumberland, the hiero of Culloden, from |
the hursting of a blood vessel.  Edward Duke of York, se !
cond son of the Prince of Wales and next brother to George ,
111, died at Genoa of a malignant fever, in the 28th year of
his age. His third and fourth brothers, the Dukes of ,
Cumberland and Gloucester, also died in the prime of lite ; §
and his youngest brother Frederick at the carly age of seven- |
teen.  Thefate of hissister Matilda, the unfortunate Queen |
of Denmark, is well known ; and the deaths which have ac-
curred in the Royal family since that period, are too receut to
require repetition,

EPITAPNS.

Thiere is a humble, unpreteading kind of poetry, limited
in its subject—the production alike of the learned and the
ignorant, the high and Jow, the rich and poer—which, alike
interesting to all, has fuiled to obtain nmeh regard from
those to whom it addresses Instruction: 1 mean Epitaphs.
The living naturally wish to shun all intercourse with the
dead ; and though the latter, in raauya warning line, lift
up their voice, and call aloud fiom .ae ground, we heed not

'grc:x(cst number, ke the songs of the pe

the posthumous counsel, but tread over the gravd, or the
green sod, which cavers our ancestors’ dust, without cven
whistling to keep our comage up.  Inthe course of a long
and busy lite, T bave tead maay epitaphs in various pats ot
Euglind 5 snd though many of these are the avowed pro-
ductions of men of leaming and ger'us, yet by far the
antry, are the
production of humble and nameless peisaus. 1 have not
tailed to observe, that the inseriptions which spoke the plain-
est sense, expressed  the happiest sentiments, contained the
richest poetry, mid gave the wost oviginal and vivid por-
traiture of pist beauty or worth, were generally the works
of obscure persons, whose names age unknown to literature H
and who, probably hoth hetore and after, sought no inter-
cunrse with the muse. 1 shall only transeribe now a few of
these epitaphs, which seem not generally know., and confine
mysell rather to the curious than the beautiful. The follose-
ing very simple and affeeting epitaph expresses more in few
words than we usually observe in this kind of compuosition
Nineteen years a maiden,
Cne yeara wity,
O:ie hour a mother,
And so I los: my life.

‘The brevity of the following is of a dilferent nature, and

approaches too close to the epigrammatic:
Lifc s uncettain, death is sure
Sin is the wound, and Christ the cure.

Many wretched coneeits, middiing jokes, obseure comipli-
ments, as well as innumerable lines, ave cut in stone.  The
tfollowing, on a child, will be foundat Brighton :

e tasted of Yife's bitter cup,
Refused to drink the pation up;
Bug turn’d bis little head aside,
Disgusted with the taste, and died.

Those who die at peace with the world, and Jeave rich le-
gacies to their relations, commonly come in for a very rea-
sonable share of good qualitics in their cpitaphs.  There is
some bitterness contained in two lines on & tombstone at
Pentonvilie

Death takes the gond—toa good on carth to stay ;
And Jeaves the bad—too bad to take away.

An inseription ut Islington is in hotter taste and gentler
feeling.  Itis on a child some months old ; and, brief as it
is, contains a fine sentiment ¢

Here virtue sleeps——restrain the pious tear !
e waits that judgment which hie canmot fear.

One on a young man at Chichester will not be read with-
out ecmotion :

Art thou in heaith and spirits gay?
I too was so the other day ;

And thought wy=elf of life as safe,
As thou who read'st wy cpitaph.

Tloncst Stephien Rumbold, of Oxford, is thus briefly re-

membetred -
He lived one hundred and five,
Sanguine and strong ;
An hundred to five
You live not so long.

Asoaldier died suddenly in Hanipshire, from drinking small
beer after a hot march, and this is his epitaph :

Ilere sleeps in peace a Hampshire grenadier,

Who caught his death by drinking cold small beer.

Soldiers, be wise, from his untimely 5l 5

Aund when vou're hot, drink strang, or none at all.

Nordo wedislike thie lines on Suphia Bovil, a child of two
yeais oid :

Rest, sweet, thy dust, wait the Almighty's will,
Rise with the juyt, and be en anged stk




