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centuries, to the days when the foundations of our constitution
were laid ; or far away, over boundless seas and deserts, to dusky
nations living under strange stars, worshiping strange gods, and
writing characters from right to left. * * * =*

¢ Neither military nor civil pomp was wanting. The avenues
were lined with grenadiers. The streets were kept clear by cav-
alry. The peers, robed in gold and ermine, were marshalled by
the heralds under Garter King-at-Arms. The judges, in their
vestments of state, attended to give advice on points of law.
Near a hundred and seventy Lords, three-fourths of the Upper
House as the Upper House then was, walked in solemn order from
their usual place of assembling to the tribunal. The gray walls
were hung with scarlet. Thelong galleries were crowded by an
audience such as has rarely excited the fears or the emulation of an
orator. There were gathered together, from all parts of a great,
free, enlightened and prosperous empire, grace and female loveli-
ness, wit and learning, the representatives of every science and of
every art. There were seated round the Queen the fair-haired
young daughters of the house of Brunswick. There the ambass-
adors of great kings and commonwealths gazed with admiration
on a spectacle which no other country in the world could present.
There Siddons, in the prime of her majestic beauty, looked with
emotion on a scene surpassing all the imitations of the stage.
There the historian of the Roman Empire thought of the days
when Cicero pleaded the cause of Sicily against Verres, and when,
before a senate which still retained some show of freedom, Tacitus
thundered against the oppressor of Africa. There were seen, side
by side, the greatest painter and the greatest scholar of the age.
The spectacle had allured Reynolds from that easel which has pre-
served to us the thoughtful foreheads of so many writers and
statesmen, and the sweet smiles of so many noble matrons. It had
induced Parr to suspend his labors in that dark and profound
mine from which he had extracted a vast treasure of erudition, a
treasure too often buried in the earth, too often paraded with in-
judicious and inelegant ostentation, but still precious, massive and
splendid. There appeared the voluptuous charms of her to whom
the heir of the throne had in secret plighted his faith. There too,
was she, the beautiful mother of a beautiful race, the Saint Cecilia,
whose delicate features, lighted up by love and musie, art has res-
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