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SONNET

TO

GEORGE MARKHAM TWEDDELL, Esq., F.S.A. Scor.
AND NEwo., ETC.

In earnest veference to his very eloquent Treatise on ** Shakspere, his
Times and Contemporaries,” and also to his * Bards and Authors
of Cleveland and South Durhom.”

*¢Thou honour'st Verse, and Verse must lend her wing
To honour thee.”—Mirrox.

—_—0—

TwrpneLL ! the grateful incense thou hast shed
On ‘‘Shakspere’s” altar, shall make dear thy name
To all who love the Muses’ hallow'd flame,

And joy to see its splendour nursed and fed

With glowing tributes both of heart and head,
‘With soul-felt praise and eloquent acclaim !

This thou hast done : and Justice were as lame

As she is blind, if nought were sung or said

In praise of him who has so voiced aloud

The praise of others | —CrLevELAND will not see
Thy name and worth dimm'd by Oblivien’s cloud :
No! of her *“Bards” and seenes, with spirit free,
Still chaunt thy praises,—still be glad and proud,
And evermore she shall be proud of thee !

J, G, GRANT.







4 DEDICATION,

that History of my native Cleveland and its Vicinage for
which I had long been collecting the materials—even before
my friend Walker Ord had thought of his, or indeed had
studied it himself: and, at the request of “Chips,” who de-
clared that he found the work would be too heavy for him,
and therefore had never begun it, joined to the entreaties of
the proposed printer and publisher, T undertook the labour,
with the understanding that I was to have a given number
of copies free and to incur no pecuniary risk, and that it
was In no way to prejudice a similar work of a more
extensive character, which I had long contemplated, as
mentioned at page 18. 'The work was accordingly advertis-
ed as “by George Markham Tweddell,” and a number of
Subscribers’ names procured for it, “in twelve parts at one
shilling each.” After T had borne that “hope deferred”
which “makes the heart sick” for some time, the insolvency
of the printer, and his removal to a distant %art of the
country, led me to purchase from him all the illustrations
he had procured, and to pay for the engraving of several
others, and to publish, at my own risk, a series of the work,
in twelve sixpenny instead of shilling parts, rather than to
allow the whole to fall to the ground.” ~ A poor man, strug-
gling with mort&gage.d houses in Imnopo]?s through four
years of such e'adl‘iv panic as ought never to occur in a
civilized country, and with great numbers of my Subscribers
neglecting to pay for the parts as they received them—for-
getting that “many a little,” though trifling to them, makes
an inconvenient “mickle” to the poor Author who has to
print, advertise, and generally pre-pay by post, his own
publications—I only wonder that I have been able to com-
plete the volume at all. It is easy, Sir, for editors who draw
their salaries regula.rly-to- twit us for the irregular appear-
ance of our productions; but if they knew a tithe of the
sacrifices we have to make to get them out at all, even the
strong femptation to point a paragraph by hammering it
upon the anvil of an author’s heart wouls searcely tempt
them to do it.* At present, this is all that I feel af liberty
*The ill-natured Critics,—thosc who dip their pens in 06 growi

fewe’I;‘fFGiﬁ pr'cq:om-tinnci;r;"-;l'I'.I{il num%a;;wof th(tig g&fﬁ, I;i“;-;' ﬁ;?’&fmmmzng
ally the men with the Jeast grasp of thought. Perhaps some of them ma

have glanced over my hooks when suffering from an overflow of bile. {
don’t want puffs ; all I desire from any Reviewer is a candid criticism, to
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1 80 unplmmt a subject; but some day, with a
Jacques Rosseau in his Confessions,
eacl&a.n breast of it : and the world may then
have been most to pity or to, blame.
1 I would have burnt every memomndum
ng ag) and washed my hands altogether of local
- [ feel strongly that 1.f I could have devoted a
: of the book under and
e e e e u&iﬁﬁ”ﬁ%ﬁ
ses what another blames, and some day I h arrange all
o i o myef chel by v, I dhe mﬁ:r-g delitativn
, Just Heaven 1 exclaims St . cants
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God.- is mchmp::eta bermpac%g
muzedtommmbeisbwmgm

GWea itampe—’wﬁ' gm:'*”
all the Critics in Sould o

e, and let us play the m
the Lord do that w
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quarter of the time and energy to pig-jobbing or to stock-
;Lobbi_n , or to buying and selling articles for the back or the

elly, that T have done to writing and publishing with the
earnest hope of doing something to elevate humanity from
its craven condition,—an endeavour without which the
professions of Christianity, Freemasonry, and all our other

lorious ideals of brotherhood, are only so much cant and
iypocrisy—I had been a richer, and therefore a much more
honoured, man. But such a very monomaniaec am I in
these matters, that I meditate Perpetra-ting a Second (may-
hap, who knows? a Third) Series of Bards and Authors.
For with such an infinite variety of writers as the following
yet left to chuse from, I certaini;' wish to continue onward.
Let us glance at them alphabetically. There are yet left

our relatives Allan the Antiquary and Allan the Member,
%obert Armstrong, the Rev. J. C. Atkinson, E, G. Ayre, J.
G. Baker, W. B. Baker, W. G. J. Barker, Dr. Bateman, Wm.
Bewick, Mrs. Blackett, the Rev. John Brewster, John Buch-
anan, W. H. Burnett, Margaret Burton, Sir L. S. B erley, the
Rev. Charles Cator, Wm. Chapman, the Rev. E. ()}7 Charles-
worth, Sir Hugh Cholmley, James Conway, Capt. Cook,
Stephen Coulson, Timothy Crosby, L. F. Crumme , Wm.
Danby, Dr. Dixon, W. L. Dodd, Mrs. Earnshaw, the Rev. G.
S. Faber, Lady Falkland, John Farndale, D. Ferguson, Mary
Gaines, Geo. Garbutt, Francis Gibson, Thos. Gill, the Rev.
James Grahame, J. G. Grant, C. C. Hall, Archdeacon Har-
court, K. M. Heavisides, W. H. Hinton, Dr. Ingledew, Robt.
Jackson, G. B. Johnson, the Joneses, the Rev.ng. Kay, T.
F. Ker, the Marquis of Londonderry, W. H. D. Longsfaffe,
Sir J. H. Lowther, Angus Macpherson, Wm. Mason of Gisbro’
(whose unpublished poems his friend Mr. Danby has very
kindly placed at my disposijlz, Eta Mawr, Thos. Mease, Mrs.
Merryweather, Dr. Conyers iddleton, Capt. Middleton, Mrs,
Miller, James Milligan, the Rev. Vere Monro, Sheffield Earl
of Mulgrave, James Myers, Dr. Robt. Newton, the late Mar-
quis of Normanby, the Rev. John Oxlee, Geo. Ord, Thomas
Pierson, Ralph Punshon, H. G. Reid and Mzys,, the various
Richardsons, Thos. Richmond, Joseph Ritson, F. K. Robin-
son, the Rev. Wm. Romaine, Thos. Rymer, the Scoresbys,
Sir Cuthbert Sharp, the Rev. David Simpson, Martin Simp-
son, Thos. Simpson, the Rev. Gideon Smales, I. G. Speed,
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Henry Spencer, Robt. Stephenson, the Rev. Lawrence Sterne
and his “Eugenius,” John Hall Stevenson, your friend Robt.
Surtees, G. W. Sutton, Edmund Teesdale, Justice Temple,
James Thomas, James Thompson, John Toy, the Rev. John
Wallis, the Watkinses, Thos, Ward, Thos. Watson, Richard
Winter (whose unpublished tragedy I feel happy to be able
to rescue from oblivion fifty-eight years after the grave has
closed over its author), the Rev, Thos. Wood, John Wright,
and the Rev. Dr. Young—with a host of other writers in
se and verse, good, bad, and indifferent ;—for, to parody
ergH Huxr, “ I could name a local writer for every tick of
my wateh.” With such a list to cull from, what person of
literary tastes could fail to fill several volumes, with in-
teresting matter, even if, to use the expression of an old
English worthy, they were only to find the string to bind
them together. Even the doggerel of the poetaster is a
portion of our history, valuable as showing the peculiar
stage of development to which the writer and his or her
readers have arrived, from which a wise observer may learn
much. Curiously enough, whenever I meet with a man or
woman who boasts of not being able to read poetry unless
it is really good, I invariably meet with a most prosaic
erson, who has no love for poetry whatever, but will not be
onest enough to say so.

One immeasurable pleasure T have had through all trials
and tribulations, in the number of the gifted and the good
who have trodden down all the barriers of rank, of sect, or
of party, that would have separated us, and extended to me
the warm hand of friendship;—a piece of practical Free-
masonry which, I regret to state, I have found prevail more
amongst the uninitiated than those who have taken upon

themselves the most sacred vows. In the list of such I
‘have the Honour of inscribing the name of — ROBERT

Hexry Arrax.

Wishing the work was better worthy of your aceeptance,
yet presenting it, with all its short-comings, as a hearty
token of affection and esteem,

I am, Dear Mr. Allan,
Yours very respectfully,
Stokesley, Sept. 14th, 1872. GEORGE MARKHAM TWEDDELL,
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chronologies, had human beings dwelt on this fair globe,
cultivating and adorning it a little, but wasting its wealth and
marring its beauty and their own peace a great deal ; kingdoms
had been founded and had fallen : the Patriarchs of Israel
slept with their fathers ; Moses, under God, had achieved the
deliverance of his countrymen, rendered his important services
to legislation, and disappeared from the earth; the Trojan.
war had been fought, but no Homer had risen to sing it; and
the Psalmist, David, sat upon the throne of Israel, when the
Egyptian king, Osymandias, founded the firstlibrary on record,
at the city of Memphis. Upwards of six hundred years again
elapse before we find any private man in the possession of a
library ; and the philosopher of Stagira, Aristotle, who died
three hundred and twenty-two years before the commencement
of the Christian era, was the fortunate individual. Then,
think of it, and contemplate it well, oh reader ! that upwards
of other two thousand years had to pass over the heads of our
greab human family, before the glorious privilege of the
tagirite could be extended to the people of any clime. For
Learning was to be fostered, and then released from sacerdotal
trammels ; writing materials were to be cheapened ; schools
were to rise and become common in this our Albion,—which
meanwhile was to become the greatest of nations, with a
population principally descended from savage Saxon charles
and Scandinavian sea-rovers ; the Germans were to invent for
us the noble art of printing with moveable metal types, and
venerable Caxton was to introduce it into England; nay,
even the rude wooden press and dirty ink-balls of the first
printers were to give place to a more perfect aud powerfal
machine, driveg by steam with a rapidity which would startle
even the printers of the last age ;—all this and more, was to
be accomplished by human energy, in the face of a thousand
difficulties and disheartening circumstances, before the farmer,
the tradesman, the operative, and the labourer, could hold
communion with the great master-minds of the past,—
“Tﬁuwde_adb;zt sceptred sovereigns who still rule
Our spirits from their urns,”

In vain, for us, might Cadmus have invented letters; in
vain, for us, might Homer have sung, and Miltiades fought,
and Demosthenes harrangued !—what to us were the cfeep
researches of philosophers, the warning experience of history,






























































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































