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vi PREFACE.

blue jackets and white trousers, becanse they didn't wear 'em.  You
mustan't speak of the Union’ Jack, beeauss our abips dido® carry it.
You can’t allude to Greenwich Hospitel, beesuse it waso't built;
and who, I should like to koow, is to sing © Rule Britamnia,” when the
men who composed it wasn't born ¥ is was Lhe way my friend
raked me fore and aft, But [ Iot bim fre all his guns, and persisted
with sullen obstinacy in sticking to my ship, I could not ses why,
becawse & man of brilliant genius had selected it as o vehicls for
salirizing the turgid bombast of his time, so glorions an epoeh in our
pation’s history shonld nerer be ap roached ™ 2 more serions apirit
—an epoch too, Iipresumed to think, so memorsble in the annals of
our Navy—our infant Navy! Ter, mmﬁ:red with its present ato-
ndons growlh—ik was then but & mere baby. A very vigorous bahy
"l allow, an infani Hercules if you will, ready to strangle the eer-
pents that came to sesail him in his eradic——but still aninfunt. But
though amall, our Ships, our Captuins were great.  Drake, Ralgigh,
Hawkins, Frobisher, Efingham—these, at least, were no babes to
deal with, a3 Fhilip I1,, of blessed memery, found afterwards to his
cost: brue sons of the Seandinavian Sea-Kings who hung their
shiclds over their galleys, sides, worthy progenitors of the men who
sustained the glory of our flag at the Igﬂe and Trafaigar, Thank
Heaven, there are snough of ug still left inthis island, even in these
degeperate days, when the hideous syalem presails of tornd every-
thing, however graceful or elevating, inte a ghastly kind ofmquEeq'—
thot bateful practize of taking the fuir stotwe From ils niche, morely

* The troa provioee of satica Is surely to eelact for the cbifect of It attack
that which s in Hieelf ridlcolous,  l2 that the case with our medern writers of
tarlesqnes? No. Shakspenwrs, Scott Pyrmm, wro all aedized by these funny
gontlesien, g amutted over with thelr dirly Gngers. Even the tyughing,
glorlogs legend of ' Virginioa™ nas vot eacaped thelr profaniog bands beibg
nob very long ago distorted Inte & wlle and monstrous zhape, DMd Henry
Fielding, in hls matchless borleaqme of ** Tom Themh,” seek to degrade the
grand? oF Bheridan, in his terrible © Critle,” pim Livghafts ot the beawtifol ?
Moy it wan the inflated nonwenss sathed no often By te Lragie heroes and
heroiaed of former days Al which tiese great writers Bliot the buming arrows
of thedr wit, aud well did they bit their mark. Dot what are the clhief features
of our present burleequesf The works of great men profined ) young and
talented sctressea thruet comiloually inte male sdtire; blue-besrded, hoarse.
voleed men disporiing themselves 1o women's gark | snd oor noble Englizh
tongue wond-tortured (shade of Thomas Teod | I belleve it is cnlled pooning,
mangled, broken on the wheel, for the delectation of andienses bine-tenths of
whom have bever rend the origlnals thus tralled theough the mice fur thelr
wamueepvent. This 1a the dainty fare dung oight after wight to the British
public, and on whieh, alas | the Britieh poblic epeme to batten with oncommon
relih. It will be sabd thials the publie taste; iF =0, shumo oo those who per-
wert nod prostitaea thele calents by pamdeeing 1o it. Petier an honest crost
esroed by & atout birch-broom, thit ae loast olesnies & poblip erseicg, than
turtle and ortolang sopplled by gratifying sn unclenn eraving for the desecra-
tiom of all that shotld command our esieem or veneration, .
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to dehase and defile it, even as the reptile sometimea drags ils Blthy
slima over the marble nha'pe the gtn'lun of the mtp‘mr into &
thing of beanty ;—there sre atill, I say, those who can feel their
blood throb with quickened pulse ns they rend of thot memorable
July night when, in the immortal verse of our great historic poet,
“the fiery herald flew” from hill to hill w0 warn England of that
awful Orescent, seven miles from horn to born, looming of the
Lizard Peint. Ay, what 4 night mast that have heen! collect
our asseilant wes them the mighiiest empire in the world. Oar
countrymen knaw their inveders came to stamp out the wery life
from the hewrt of Engln.m:l; and rmnemhur, alao, the horrors perpe-
trated in Flanders did not appenl to our forefathers, as to us, throygh
the baze of eenturies, 'The miserable fugitives from that unbappy
land wers dwellers here. The shrisks of the victims must have
seametd o ring in theic oars, and the Qumes of burning Flemish
villages to redden the latiice-pomea of oor English homesteads.
There was not an Englishman along our threatened eoast of Devon
who claspad to his breast that mght wife, daughter, sister, whose
heart must not have tucned mick sk what might gu the fate of those

ones on the morrw—not a wother who watehed ler sleaping
haby in ita eot, who koew not too well that a few lLowrs might see
her darling tossed on the gory pikes of the Bpanish seldiary. HBut
our Sea-Kings were on the waters, while—

Oy landemen, true sod ready, showed a froot both bald and stesdy:
A front whene'er & feeman comies, they'll eorely sfhow Agein, '

Buch ia the thems (too long, I senture to think, neglected by far
abler pena than my own) | havs endcavoured to illusteate in dramatie
wetion.  Doubtless it was a porilons experiment to choose much &
subject. Doubly perilous, it appeared to me, was the enterprise of
Messrs. Bhepherd and Creswick in insugerating their season by
the production of & drama, the ohiel interest of which was neces:
sarily of an historic nature. Besere ordesl I expected, but not,
lfranklj confess, the ordeal I hase puasuﬂ, Di!gui.sing & hgawx
heart, 1 endesvoured to do my hest to nid the praiseworthy cfforus
made by the lessees of the New Surrey Theatre to give my piece
every advantage in their power.  Tet to me thelr vary lavish outlay
ou costumes and extensive scenery was saddeniog tathor than
pleasurable. To what avail, I said (o mysell, Lhis coreful attention
to authorities P Why this core to muke the Hidulgo of the Spauish
ehip look as if he stepped from the canvas ef u Velasquez, or &
Murillo? Of what use the altention bestowed upon the barbarie
magnificence of his Peruvian cup-bearers* Why try and realize the
bold Drake and his companions, their doublets doffed for that famous
bowling-match, not to be suspended—no, not even for the approach,
of the Lovinoible Armada?  In vain did T see the skili and Inbour,









