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their ground in Wales. Taffy the Welshman is now a real descendant, and the 
only pure genuine descendant, of the ancient Britons. You remember that the 

Welsh every year have a great gathering at which their bards, their musicians, and 

their poets, play, sing, and recite music and poetry for certain prizes that are 

bestowed upon the conquerors ; this is certainly a relic of the old days. 

Much as I admire the Welsh, as I look around upon the Englishman 
of to-day, as exhibited, for instance, in Bob, I cannot help saying that I think 
we have very much improved upon our ancestors. A pure unadulterated. 
Welshman is a capital fellow, but a little Tom Thumb of a Welshman, joined on 
to a Goliath of Roman, Saxon, English, Danish, Norman, to say nothing of Irish 

and Scotch descent thrown in, as are some of us, is to my mind far better, and is 
the jolly, rosy-cheeked, stout and broad-shouldered John Bull of our own day, 
who is so much loved and respected all the world over. 

Now for a nice little bit of mesmerism. 

* * * * * * x 

Children, we are now standing at the Menai Straits, but the country all 
around is very different to what it was when we were here in the summer. There 
are no pretty white winged yachts and swift steamers bedecked with gay flags ; 
we cannot see the smoke of any swift passing train, and all the beautiful villas 
that are built on either shore have disappeared. Yonder is Holy Isle, the Isle 
of Anglesea, not joined to the mainland as we saw it last, with a graceful 
suspension bridge. 

Everything around is wild and desolate ; great dark woods run down to the 
water’s edge, for we are back again in the olden times. Now we hear the sound 
of loud trumpets and the clash of arms, and the clatter of horses. Yonder is 
Suetonius the Roman general, and his soldiers, a large body of infantry, and a 
strong force of cavalry. They are coming to attack Anglesea, for here the Druids 
and their followers have made their final stand ; driven out of the rest of Wales, 
they have come here. Marching down to the water’s edge, Suetonius, you see, 
is making his foot-soldiers embark in some large flat bottomed boats, and at his 
command the cavalry are preparing to swim across the straits. It is a calm 
afternoon, and the horses and men are good swimmers; and I don’t think there 
is much danger. 

Instead of going across with them, we will put on these sea-sliders, an 
invention of my own, something like snow-shoes in appearance, and skate across


