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AT THE DOOR OF THE TENT.

Ladies and Gentlemen, the Show is about to 
commence. You could not well expect to go in 
v/ithout paying, but you may pay without going in. 
I can say no fairer than that.
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introduction.

Much of the quaintness observable in American 
humour has come down from the old Puritans, 
whose sober treatment of comic things and comic 
treatment of sob^r matters give their talk a very 
different effect at the present time to what they 
intended. Old New England sermons abound in 
these inconsistencies, and instead of being dull read
ing are often the lightest, although the preachers 
were totally unaware of the comic touches they were 
giving to their outpourings. I have read somewhere 
a story of a pious but strong blacksmith—I think 
Mr. Dickens knows something of the authorship— 
who pummelled an unbeliever into a state of satis
factory conversion, timing his blows to the most 

. awakening revival tunes that he was master of. The 
tale is not overdrawn, and I feel satisfied the occur
rence has happened somewhere in America at one 
time or another.

A

    
 



2 Introduction.

Not many years since there was a famous preacher 
of the old Puritan school, in one of the New England 
States, who used to play such pranks in the pulpit 
as our Rowland Hill is said to have done, and as a 
cotemporary now occasionally indulges in at the 
Tabernacle, only the Rev. Lorenzo Dow was the 
more daring performer of the three. On one occa
sion he took a text from Paul, “ I can do all thingil 
The preacher paused, took off his spectacles, laid 
them on the open Bible, and said, “ No, Paul, you are 
mistaken for once ; I'll bet you five dollars you can't, 
and stake the money.” At the si^pe time putting his 
hand into his pocket, he took out a five-dollar bill, 
laid it on the Bible, took up his spectacles again, and 
read, “ Through Jesus Christ our LordT “ Ah, 
Paul!” exclaimed Dow, snatching up the five-dollar 
bill and returning it to his- pocket, “ that’s a very 
different matter; the bet’s withdrawn.’’

The best stories I ever heard were those of a 
travelling American Methodist at a place called 
Council HUI, a few miles back from the Upper 
iMississippi. He used to draw the neighbourhood 
twice or three times a week to “ class-meetings,” but 
the great treat for the people were his comic tales and 
“ experiences”—as he termed them—which he used 
to narrate at the brick-store opposite, always crowded

    
 



Introduction. 3

when Preacher Williams was in the way. He was 
a great man amongst the religious folk, and the most 
powerful revivalist in those parts, the whole village, 
on one occasion, being closed to business for three 
days, the community in their best clothes, and all 
given up to the work of the spirit, except two or 
three stubborn old bar-room keepers at the other end 
of the place who were loudly prayed for in the 
meeting-house day and night. Preacher Williams’ 
great art in “ fetching” the house was shedding tears, 
which usually brought up the handkerchiefs from the 
females and the sleeves of the men in sorrowing 
sympathy, with numerous amens from the deaf old 
people behind, who could only tell by the movement 
in handkerchiefs when it was their turn to begin; 
but crying had become so common to him that telling 
a story had much the same effect upon his eyes as a 
sermon, and the consequence was he always had a 
bleared, weak-eyed look. Otherwise he was not a 
bad-looking man. Gossipers did say that he would 
have been a bishop long ago but for this fatal gift at 
story-telling, which made the less talented ministers 
very jealous of him.

This mixing of sacred with secular matters, com
menced by the Puritans, is now common in almost 
aU American thought and expression. In a senator’s

    
 



Introduction.4

speech, in a stump oration, in a newspaper article, a 
parallel drawn anywhere from Genesis to the Reve
lations is considered not only fair but elegant. In 
their humorous poerjis, as we all know by the

Biglow Papers,” such Biblical references are 
common. Some journals in this country rather 
severely criticised Mr. Lowell for this, to them, 
exhibition of bad taste, but it may be doubted 
whether the Americans of the present day intend 
religious disrespect any more than did the Puritan 
preachers of old. One thing is certain, that incon
gruity of ideas is carried to a much greater extent in 
American humour than it is in our own, and it is 
this mental exaggeration, this odd mixture of widely 
different thoughts, that distinguishes Yankee from 
English fun.

Most countries have a great many floating meta
phors and popular figures of speech which are full 
of amusement to the foreigner. Our own streets 
have many such quaint expressions, and the language 
is continually being recruited from them. In Artemus 
Ward’s book the recent popular fun of America has 
been gathered up, and wd may see in it a great deal 
of that small talk, that “ chaff”—if we may so speak 
—which crowds are always casting up for their 
amusement

    
 



Introduction, 5

The incongruity of ideas just- mentioned as pecu
liar to America is especially observable in Artemus 
Ward. He is a cunning old fellow, with plenty of 
low humour, but without any education, yet from 
his address card we may see that he figures as news
paper correspondent as well as orator and statesman. 
Of course the character is heightened for the sake of 
the fun, but the portrait of Artemus, as given in 
“ His Book,” is not wholly caricature. In aU parts 
of the United States many such odd personages may 
be met with. On the steamboats of the Western 
rivers, in the railway cars, in the backwoods, the 
brothers and sisters of Mr. Ward may be found. 
The" country seems to delight in them, and it cer
tainly never lacks any supply. Some years since the 
best joker on the Mississippi was a “ down east” 
man, who left his native state to mind a wood-pUe 
in T ennessee. He lived by himself, and I do not 
think there was any house nearer to him than twenty 
or thirty miles, but he was as full of fun and news 
as if he got a good living by comic penny-a-lining in 
a big city. His log shanty was close by the wood
pile, and his sole protection from some rather ugly 
wild animals in those parts was an old rifle hung up 
over the door. He begged newspapers from all 
steamboats that stopped to “wood-up,” and in

    
 



6 Introduction.

general chaff was more than a match for the pas
sengers and crew combined. Like many other 
Americans, he had been through the whole direc
tory of trades- —by turns schoolmaster, store-keeper, 
nigger-driver (his last occupation), farmer, travelling 
dentist, and in the photographic line. He had one 
vanity, however—dress. On Sundays he came forth 
far finer than did the other Robinson Crusoe on the 
first day of the week. A finely-plaited white shirt, 
black satin waistcoat (the delight of the fashionable 
West), and patent leather store boots formed his 
usual attire on the Sabbath. I almost forgot to say 
that he had been a temperance man. doing good 
fourth-of-July work when young, but latterly he had 
thought that a jug of whiskey might be company 
for him, so he kept one, which was filled up from 
the boats as they passed.

There was a strange old fellow, an early settler in 
Illinois, who gave a name to a tract of land in those 
parts. He was mild on all topics but one— 
teetotalism. Any wayfarer might have bed and 
board for a night, but woe betide him if he objected 
to take a glass with his host. Old KI------ had one
stock lecture always on hand. It was dead against 
the men who pledged themselves adverse to ine
briating liquors. “ Ten thunk,” said the lecturer.

    
 



Introduction. 7

“ that Gaud shude gev us sich luvin preufs as Ohiar 
whiskey, old rum, and the best Neuw York brandy, 
and them all-fired temprunce ranturs shude go agin 
Him and His wurks ded-set. Say, you meedy 
critturs, why doant yer rail agin the Maker for 
givin us four-wheeled waggins, state tickets, steam
threshers, and other things sleeghtly onsartin in the 
runnin ? Liquors is blessins, groserys is blessins, 
hand-saws is blessins, only we don’t all go to-once 
md saw our fingurs off kerslap ! Do we ? Say, 
will yer ?”

There was another odd personage in the imme
diate neighbourhood, C. B. Denio, a whitewasher 
and stump speaker, also a lecturer. I don’t suppose 
he ever had ten cents spent upon his early education, 
and he used to appear rather proud of being called 
off a ladder to address his “ feller citerzens,” with 
the sprinkles of whitewash stiU adhering to his face 
and clothes, but he was what is known there as a 
powerful speaker, and soon after he was elected to 
the legislature. At the present moment he is one ot 
the principal officers of state in California.

Characters of this kind are the idols of the 
American popular mind, and the supply quite keeps 
pace with the demand. An ungenerous traveller in 
the United States, remarking on the difference

    
 



8 Introduction,

existence in all classes of society, from 
downwards—viz., to fight and drink

mention that the writer remembers of

betwixt public taste and opinion there as compared 
with the feeling of the middle classes here, has said 
that a laudable desire to excel is the general charac
teristic of Americans, but that high moral competition 
was sadly interfered, with by another taste which 
had a latent 
the bishops 
whiskey.

The first
Artemus was in Vanity Fair, a sort of New York 
Punch, where some very comic paragraphs appeared 
from time to time, giving us the sayings and opinions 
of “ the showman,” as he delighted in calling himself. 
These little sketches, dressed up in a burlesque 
orthography, and leaning on the broad Yankee 
dialect, like Burns’ songs on the Scotch, for an 
increase of efiect, soon attracted very general atten
tion, and were quoted in the newspapers far and 
^ide. Like Major Jack Downing, whose “ Letters” 
at one time were famous, but which latterly have been 
found not equal in humour to the requirements of 
the crowd, Artemus Ward soon became a distinct 
character in the popular mind, and on any public 
occasion his opinion is almost sure to go the round 
of the press. After a time Mr, Ward’s sayings 
were gathered up into a book, and a careful reprint

    
 



Introduction, 9
of that, minus some sketches which have nothing 
to do with the “ showman,” is now before the 
reader.

Artemus Ward is, as may have been surmised, a 
nom de plume. The real name of the author is Charles 
F. Brown, and as his own biography affords a very 
fair example of the strange ups and downs inci
dental to American life, the following sketch from 
a New York paper will not be deemed out of place 
here:—

He was bom away down east in the town of Waterford, Me., in 
1836. When quite young he entered a printing-office, and in a 
short time was considered a first-rate type-sticker, but getting 
tired of seeing the same old faces every day, he determined to 
start out on a travelling tour. He. did so, and visited all the 
principal towns in New England, stopping at each place for a brief 
period, working at his trade. He finally settled down in Buston, 
where ho worked with “ stick and rule” until his genius soared 
above the “case,” and he was soon ensconced in the editorial 
chair, revelling in the flowery paths of literature. Comic stories 
and comic essays were his “ fortus," as a celebrated divine once 
remarked. His eflusions were read far and wide, and gained for 
him in a short time a very enviable reputation. Boston proving 
too small for the development of his ambitions ideas, be packed 
up his carpet-bag and steered for the West. On the shores of 

, Lake Erls, and on the banks of the Ohio and Mississippi, he 
picked up that knowledge of Western life, and acquired that acute 
insight into the comic side of Western character, which have stood 
out so conspicuously in his humorous sketches. In Toledo, Ohio,

    
 



IO Introduction,

Mr. Brown gained much credit as a writer. From Toledo he 
wended his steps to Cleveland, and took up his quarters in the 
editorial department of the Flaimli aler. Up “ to this p’int in his 
eventful life” he was known as plain Charles F. Brown, but as 
soon as he commenced operations in Cleveland he baptised 
himself “Artemus Ward,” Assuming the management of his 
celebrated “wax figgers,” his lame waxed higher and higher. 
Cleveland, like all other places that he had visited, became in its 
turn too small to hold him any longer, and he came to New York 
in the fall of 18G0, and became enrolled among the corps editorial 
of Phnity Fair. His first attempt at lecturing was at Norwich, 
Conn., since which time he has been well known as a lecturer 
and comic author. His chief subjects are “The Babes in the 
Wood,” “Sixty Minutes in Africa,” “An Hour with President 
Lincoln,” “Artemus Ward’s Struggle with the Ghost,” and 
“ Life among the Mormons.” His lectures have been among the 
most popular of any delivered in this country. He has received 
from literary societies very high sums for lecturing, and we have 
also heard it reliably stated that, recognising the debt of 
gratitude he owes to his country, ho has contributed nearly 
5,000 dollars to the Union cause by lectures delivered within the 
past two years. On the 13th of October, 1803, he sailed for 

f California, preceded a month previous by Mr. Hingston as 
business manager. He gave his first comic oration at Platt's 
Music Hall, San Francisco, November 13th. The tickets were 
one dollar each, and the haU was filled to its utmost capacity. 
The receipts amounted to 1,403 dollars. His subject was “ The 
Babes in the Wood.” His second oration was delivered November 
17th, at the same place, when the hall was not near large enough 
to hold the crowd. He then started on a tour through the 
country, appearing at Stockton, Marysville, and Sacramento 
He repeated his “ Babes in the Wood" at the Metropolitan

    
 



Introduction. 11

Theatre, San Francisco, to a flOO-dollar honae. At a little town 
called Folsom, in a little mining theatre of rough boards, he had 
150 dollars. Tho joke of the lecture did not seem to be very well 
understood, however, for in the midst of it the gentlemen with 
short pipes in the orchestra stalls requested Artemus to favour 
them with a song, persisting in their call till he gave them a new 
version of “ Billy Barlow,” after which they treated him to “ can 
oysters" and California wine. In Oroville and Nevada City ho 
lectured in a church. In Auburn be expatiated in a billiard- 
saloon. At Jackson, the new theatre not being built, he appeared 
in the basement of tho gaol for one night only. The murderers’ 
cells opened into it all the way round, and by throwing open the 
iron doors) tho cells could ba turned into private boxes. At San 
Josd they illuminated tho city with tar-barrels, which blazed in 
every thoroughfare on the night of his arrival. At Santa Clarsi, 
the building not being largo enough, tho entire audience 
adjourned to the open air, while Artemus, supported by Kingston, 
his agent, holding two wax candles, “ spoke his pieco” beneath 
the canopy of the starry skies. While on his way to Salt Lake 
City ho was captured by the Indians, who threatened to scalp him 
and carry him into captivity unless ho danced the “ Essence ol 
Virginny." It was torture sufficient when miners out in Cali
fornia made him sing a comic song, but the idea of dancing a 
nigger echottischo was ten times worsa Brigham Young being 
“in” with the Injuns, succeeded in having tho showman restored 
to liberty and tho Mormon women. The change, h wever, 
wasn’t much batter. After being caught by tho Indians (and 
liberated), he in turn caught the typhsid fever, which was 
running loose in those parts, and it was given out that ho was 
“sick unto death.” On tho 24th of February he lectured at 
Denver City. Ou the next evening ho “ sp ko a pieco" in 
Central City among the gold-miners—admission one d.llar.

    
 



12 Introduction.

Most o{ the tickets were bought up by speculators, and retailed 
by them at three, four, and five dollars each. Artemus and 
Eingston had a third capsize on the summit of the Rocky 
Mountains, at Bridger’s Pass. The sleigh was broken, and they 
had to walk four miles through the snow at midnight. Both 
were attacked by a troop of hungry wolves, and they had to beat 
back the beasts with revolvers. Returned to New York April 
3rd, 18G4. On the 17th of October he opened Dodworth Hall 
with his representation on canvas of his travels in California and 
Salt Lake City. He opened to a very crowded auditory, and has 
continued up to the present writing to appear each night to the 
elite of the city. His speculation has thus far proved a great 
success. During the representation of the “ picters” Artemus is 
on hand, and describes in his own happy style everything that is 
interesting to his auditors, and more too. He is exceedingly 
funny, and keeps his hearers in a continual roar of laughter from 
the moment he first opens his mouth until the audience are 
dismissed for the night. In appearance Artemus Ward is tall, 
slender, and light-complexioned, with prominent features, fair 
hair, and very mirthful eyes.

By the last accounts Artemus Ward was still 
lecturing in New York, but it is expected that he 
will shortly bring his engagements there to a close 
and visit this country. Many who have heard 
him assert that he will draw as large crowds 
here as in his own country, and that, for a time 
at least, he will take the late Albert Smith’s place 
among us.

Some of Artemus’s advertisements are exceedingly

    
 



Introduction. 13
comic, certainly different from anything of the kind 
that we see in our newspapers :—

Artemus ward! abtemus wabdi 
IS AT ho.me every evening, 

AND ARTEMUS WARD RECEIVES CALLS 
AT DODWORTH HALL, hot!, BROADWAY, 

where he has positively
NO OBJECTIONS TO SEEING YOU.

N.B.—The Hall is bounded on the north-west by Broadway 
and the head of Eleventh-street, on tho south-east by a yard, on 
the north-east by a vacant lot, and on the south-west by Grace 
Church.

Artemus Ward as speaks at Dndworth Hall, and shows his 
Paintings the Evening of Every Day at 8 o’clock. Opening his 
Portals at 74 o’clock.

Gates of Ticket Bureau thrown wide to the public from 9 
till 5.

800, Broadway, handy to Grace Church.

Abteaius ward kespectfully announces—
1. That his foot is once more on his native heath, and his 

dame is Trooly Yours.
2. That his native heath at present is Dodworth Hall, No. 806, 

Broadway.
3. That Dodworth Hall is, in consequence, a historical spot, 

equal in interest to Tammany Hall, Mozart Hall, Oakey Hall, the 
City Hall, Gen. Hall, or any other Hall in town.

4. That nobody who has seen Artemus Ward's Pictures of tho 
Mormons need ever go to the “ City of the S.aints,” or anywhere 
else, and the money thus saved miy be spent in buying overcoats 
and breaking the backbone of the rebellion.

5. That tho said Pictures have already been seen and examined 
by many distinguished people, and among others by A. L----- n,
J. G. B------tt, H. G----- y, H. J. R------d, W. C. B----- 1, F.
W----- d, M. M----- e, A 0. H----- II, H. B. W------d, J. T. B----- y,
S. C. M----- , Judge D----- y. Judge B----- 11, X. Y. Z., Gen.
McC----- n, Gen. G----- 1, Gen. D——x, Gen. S----- n, and the
Gen. Public, all of whom agree that they are great Pictures, and 
that the entertainment ought to eontinne till this cruel war is 
over, in order that the soldiers may se« it, and we may once more 
be a Happy Country.

    
 



14 Introduction.

His lecture,

As eVery man has his price, A. Ward, not to be peculiar, begs 
to state that his price is Fifty Cents or One Dollar, according 
to circumstances. People of a Reserved turn generally pay One 
Dollar.

Almost the first night of the performance in New 
York, William Cullen Bryant, the poet, attended the 
lecture, and he remarks in his Evening Post— 
“ Artemus has a style of his own, which no lecturer 
has yet discovered. He says so many funny things 
that the audience sometimes let a “ goak” slip by 
unnoticed^ and then Artemus will pause for a moment, 
with a downcast expression, till a sudden guffaw tells 
him that somebody has seen the point.
besides his rollicking fun, includes considerable 
valuable information, which is relieved from the 
tedious elements usually existing in valuable informa
tion by the panoramic pictures with wliich it is illus
trated. An excellent idea of social life in Great Salt 
Lake City is obtained from a visit to ‘ Yours trooly,’ 
besides a good stock of jokes to pass off at the next 
dinner party as original.”

“ The programme of ' A. Ward’ is quite a little 
comic album of itself, and includes the following 
'* Rules of the House,” which we trust all well- 
disposed persons in the audience will observe —

“ 1. Artemus Ward is compelled to charge one dollar for 
reeerred seats, because oats, which two years ago cost SO cents
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per bushel, now cost 1 dollar; hay is also 1 dollar 75 cents per 
cwt., formerly 50 cents.

“ 2. Persona who think they will enjoy themselves more by 
leaving the hall early in the evening are requested to do so with 
as little noise as possible.

“ 3. Children in arms not admitted it the arms are loaded.
“4. Children under one year of ago not admitted, unless 

accompanied by their parents or guardians.
“5. If any usher employed in the hall should assault the 

audience, he will bo reprimanded. If the same conduct bo fre
quently repeated, he will be discharged without a certificate of 
character.

“ 6. Ladies and gentlemen will please report any negligence or 
disobedience on the part of the Lecturer.

“ 7. Artemus Ward will not be responsible for any money, 
jewellery, or other valuables left with him—to be returned in a 
weak or so.

“ 8. The Manager will not be responsible for any debts of his 
own contracting.

“9. If the audience do net leave tho hall when this entertain
ment is over, they will be put out by the police,’

A few remarks concerning the phraseology in 
which the following papers are written seem neces
sary in this English edition. The reader must be 
careful to distinguish betwixt what is dialect and what 
mere incorrect orthography. Where the spelling is 
'simply burlesque or cacographic, but little difficulty 
will be experienced in perusal; where local or 
peculiar Ameiicanisms occur, it is believed that the
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few foot-notes will explain the intention of the author. 
The intermixture of numerals with the text, as in 
“ going 2 see him,” or “ going 4 2 see him,” “ 664” 
for “ before,” “ sow4th” fol “ soforth,” " slam’d 
rhe 4dor,” “ Ice” for “ once,” “ 3ten” for “ threaten,” 
“2 B or not 2 B,” may be looked upon as mere 
pieces of eccentricity, a sort of rebus fun, or mayhap 
a notion on Mr. Ward’s part that it is the correct 
thing and shows education to abbreviate one’s speech. 
In this comic spelling, however, the improper use of 
the H is never made. The Americans pride them
selves on their correctness in this particular.

JOHN CAMDEN HOTTEN.

PiCCABILLT, W 
January Wtft, ItfCS.

    
 



ARTEMUS WARD

ONE OF MR. WARD’S BUSINESS LETTERS.

To the Editor of the-----
Sir—I’m movin along—slowly along—down tords 

your place. I want you should rite me a letter, 
sayin how is the show bizniss in your place. My 
show at present consists of three moral Bares, a 
Kangaroo (a amoozin little Raskal—t’would make 
you larf yerself to deth to see the little cuss jump 
up and squeal) wax figgers of G. Washington Gen. 
Tayler John Bunyan Capt. Kidd and Dr. Webster 
in the act of killin Dr. Parkman,* besides several 
misceUanyus moral wax statoots of celebrated piruts 
& murderers, &c., ekalled by few & exceld by 
none. Now Mr. Editor, scratch orf a few lines 
sayin how is the show bizniss down to your place. 
I shall hav my hanhills dun at your offiss. Depend 
upon it. I want you should git my hanbills up in

[* A murdflr committed in New Yoik a few jeir** Aince, which 
cc.-a-ioned a great sensaliun throughout the United btatOB.]

B

    
 



i8 Artemus IVanJ.

flamin stile. Also git up a tremenjus excitemunt 
in yr. paper ’bowt my onparaleld Show. We must 
fetch the public sumhow. We must wurk on their 
feelinsi Cum the moral on ’em strong. If it’s a 
temprance community tell ’em I sined the pledge 
fifteen minits arter Ise bora, but on the contery ef 
your peple take their tods,* say Mister Ward is as 
Jenial a feller as we ever met, full of conwiviality, & 
the life an Sole of the Soshul Bored. Take, don’t you ? 
If-you say anythin abowt my show say my snaiks is 
as harmliss as the new born Babe. What a interestin 
study it is t6 see a zewological animil like a snaik 
under perfeck subjeeshun! hly kangaroo is the 
most larfable little cuss I ever saw. All for 15 
cents. I am anxyus to skewer your infloounce. I 
repect in regard to them hanbills that I shall git 
’em struck orf up to your printin office. My 
perlitercal sentiments agree with yourn exackly. I 
know thay do, becawz I never saw a man whoos 
didn’t.

Respectively yures,
A. Ward.

P. S.—You scratch my back & He scratch your 
baclc

Vulgar Bhortening of toddy. “ Let us take a W” was 
formerly a common phrase. Recently, however, “ To Kiss the 
Bahy,” and to “ S/nile^'^ have taken its place.]
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THE SHAKERS.

The Shakers is the strangest religious sex 1 evei 
met. I’d hearn tell of 'tm and I’d seen ’em, with 
their broad brim’d hats and long wastid coats ; but 
I’d never cum into immejit contack with ’em, and 
I’d sot ’em down as lackin intelleck, as I’d never 
seen ’em to my Show—leastways, if they cum 
they was disgised in white * peple’s close, so I didn’t 
know ’em.

But in the Spring of 18—, I got swampt in the 
exterior of New York State, one dark and stormy 
night, when the winds Blue pityusly, and I wa, 
forced to tie up with the Shakers.

I was toilin threw the mud, 
vister of the futer I obsarved the 
candle. Tiein a hornet’s nest to 
to kinder encourage him, I soon reached the place. 
I knockt at the door, which it was opened unto me 
by a tall, slick-faced, solum lookin individooal, who 
turn’d out to be a Elder.

when in the dim 
gleams of a taller 
my off boss’s tail

[* It is vpry comm n in the United States to talk 
pe pie, even when no c iinp n-ison with the negro rare is in- 
tondvd.3
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“ I\Ir. Shaker,” seJ 1, “ you see before you a 
Babe in the Woods, so to speak, and he axes shelter 
of you.”

“ Yay,” sed the Shaket, and he led the way into 
the house, another Shaker bein sent to put my 
noises and waggin under kiver.

A solum female, lookin sumwhat like a last year’s 
bean-pole stuck into a long meal-bag, cum in and 
axed me was I athurst and did I hunger ? to which 
I urbanely anscrd “ a few.” She went orf and I 
endeverd to open a conversashun with the old man.

“ Elder, I spect ?” sed I.
“ Yay,” he sed.
“ Helth’s good, I reckon ?”
“ Yay.”
“ What’s the wages of a Elder, when he under- 

st'ins his bizness—or do you devote your sarvices 
gratooitus ?”

“ Yay.”
“ Stormy night, sir.”

Yay.”
“ If the storm continners there’ll be a mess under

foot, hay
» Yay.”
“ It’s onpleasant when there’s a mess underfoot ?” 

Yay.”
“ If I may be so hold, kind sir, what’s the price 

if that pscooler kind of weskit you wear, incloodin 
rimmins ?”

“ Yay 1”
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I pawsd a mink, and then, thinkin I’d be faseshus 
■with him and see how that would go, I slapt him on 
the shoulder, bust into a harty larf, and told him 
that as a yayer he had no llvin ekal.

He jumpt up as if Bilin water had bin squirted 
into his ears, groaned, rolled his eyes up tords the 
sealin and sed ; “ You’re a man of sin !” He then 
walkt out of the room.

Jest then the female in the meal-bag stuck her 
hed into the room and statid that refreshments 
awaited the weary travler, and I sed if it was vittles 
she ment the weary travler was agreeable, and I 
follered her into the next room.

I sot down to the table and the female in the 
meal-bag pored out sum tea. She sed nothin, and 
for Sve minutes the only live thing in that room 
was a old wooden clock, which tickt in a subdood 
and bashful manner in the corner. This dethly 
stillness made me oneasy, and I determined to talk 
to the female or bust. So sez I, “ marrige is agin 
your rules, I bleeve, marm ?”

“ Yay.”
“ The sexes liv strickly apart, I spect ?”
“ Yay.”

It’s kinder singler,” sez I, puttin on my most 
sweetest look and speakin in a winnin voice, “ that 
so fair a made as thou never got hitched to some 
likely feller.” [^N.B.—She was upards of 40 and 
homely as a stump fence, hut I thawt I’d tickil her.J

“ I don’t like men!” she sed, very short.
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in no

world, 
sisters.

There’s no 
to wornt us 
Would thow

“ Wall, I dunno,” sez I, “ they’re a rayther im
portant part of the populashun. I don’t scacely set 
how We could git along without ’em.”

“ Us poor wimin folks would git along a grate 
deal better if there was no men !”

“ You’ll excoos me, marm, but I don’t think that 
air would work. It wouldn’t be regler.”

“ I’m fraid of men !” she sed.
“ That’s onnecessary, marm. Tou ain’t 

danger. Don’t fret yourself on that pint.”
“ Here we’re shot out from the sinful 

Here all is peas. Here we air brothers and
We don’t marry and consekently we hav no do
mestic difficulties. Husbans don’t abooze their wives 
—wives don’t worrit their husbans. 
children here to worrit us. Nothin 
here. No wicked matrimony here, 
like to be a Shaker ?”

“No,” sez I, “it ain’t my stile.”
i had now histed in as big a load of pervishuns 

as I could carry comfortable, and, leanin back in my 
cheer, commenst pickin my teeth with a fork. The 
female went out, leavin me all alone with the clock. 
I hadn’t sot thar long before the Elder poked his 
hed in at the door. “ You’re a man of sin !” he sed, 
and groaned and went away.

Direckly that cum in two young Shakeresses, as 
putty and slick lookin gals as I ever met. It is troo 
they was drest in meal bags like the old one I’d met 
previsly, and their shiny, silky har was hid from
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sight by long white caps, sich as I spose female Josts 
wear; but their eyes sparkled like diminds, their 
checks was like roses, and they was charming enuff 
to make a man throw stuns at his granmother, if 
they axed him to. They commenst clearin away 
the dishes, castin shy glances at me all the time. I 
got excited. I forgot Betsy Jane in my rapter, and 
s“z I, “ my pretty dears, how air you ?”

“We air well,” they solumly sed.
“ Whar’s the old man ?” sed I, in a soft voice.
“ Of whom dost thow speak—Brother Uriah ?”
“ I mean the gay and festiv cuss who calls me a 

man of sin. Shouldn’t wonder if
Uriah.”

“ He has retired.”
Wall, my pretty dears,” sez I, 

fun. Let’s play Puss in the corner.
“ Air you a Shaker, sir ?” they axed.
“ Wall, my pretty dears, I haven’t arrayed my 

proud form in a long weskit yit, but if they was all 
like you perhaps I’d Jine ’em. As it is. I’m a Shaker 
pro-temporary.”

They was full of fun. I seed that at fust, only 
they was a leetle skeery. I tawt ’em Puss in the 
corner and sich like plase, and we had a nice time, 
keepin quiet of course so the old man shouldn’t 
hear. When we broke up, sez I, “ my pretty dear 
ear I go you hav no objections, hav you, to a inner- 
tent kiss at partin?”

“ Yay,”<hay sed, and lyayd.

his name was

“ let’s hav sum 
What say ?”
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I went up stairs to be J. I spose I’d bin snoozin 
half a hour when I was woke up by a noise at the 
door. I sot up in bed, Icanin on my elbers and 
rubbin my eyes, and I saw the follerin picter : The 
Elder stood in the doorway, with a taller candle in 
his hand. lie hadn’t no wearin appeerel on except 
his night close, which flutterd in the breeze like a 
Seseshun flag. He sed, “ You’re a man of sin !” 
then groaned and went away.

I went to sleep agin, and drempt of runnin orf 
with the pretty little Shakeresses, mounted on my 
Californy Bar.* I thawt the Bar insisted on steerin 
strate for my dooryard in Baldinsville and that 
Betsy Jane cum out and giv us a warm recepshuu 
with a panfull of Bilin water. I was woke up arly 
by the Elder. He sed refreshments was reddy for 
me down stairs. Then sayin I was a man of sin, 
he went groanin away.

As I was goin threw the entry to the room where 
the vitjtles was, I cum across the Elder and the old 
female I’d met the night before, and what d’ye 
spose they was up to? Huggin and klssin like 
young lovers in their gushingist state. Sez I, “ 
Shaker friends, I reckon you’d better suspend 
rules, and git marrid!”

“ You must excoos Brother Uriah,” sed 
female; “ he’s subjeck to fits and hain’t got 
command over hisself when he’s into ’em.”

my 
the

the 
QO

t* Tho S'JUth-'SVeatern pr^nanciatiun of /x.ar.j
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“ Sartinly,” sez I, “ I’ve bin took that way 
myself frequent.”

“ You’re a man of sin !” sed the Elder.
Arter breakfust my little Shaker frends cum in 

agin to clear away the dishes.
“ My pretty dears,” sez I, “ shall we yay agin ?”
“ Nay,” they sed, and I nay’d.
The Shakers axed me to go to their meetin, as 

they was to hav sarvices that mornin, so I put on a 
clean biled rag and went. The mcetin house was 
as neat as a pin. The floor was white as chalk and 
smooth as glass. The Shakers was all on hand, in 
clean weskits and meal bags, ranged on the floor 
like milingtcry companies, the mails on one side of 
the room and the females on tother. They com- 
menst clappin their hands and singin and dancin. 
They danced kinder slow at fust, but as they got 
warmed up they shaved it down very brisk, I tell 
you. Elder Uriah, in particler, exhiberted a right 
smart chance of spryness in his legs, considerin his 
time of life, and as he cum a dubble shuffle near 
where I sot, I rewarded him with a approvin smile 
and sed ; “ Hunky boy ! Go it, my gay and festiv 
cuss !”

“ You’re a man of sin! ” he sed, continnerin his 
■ shuffle.

The Sperret, as they called it, then moved a 
short fat Shaker to say a few remarks. He sed 
they was Shakers and all was ekal. They was the 
purest and seleckest peple on the yearth. Other 
peple was sinful as they could be, but Shakers was
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all right. Shakers was all goin kerslap* to the 
Promist Land, and nobody want goin to stand at the 
gate to bar ’em out, if they did they’d git run over.

The Shakers then danced and sung agin, and arter 
thay was threw, one of ’em axed me what I thawt 
(»f it.

Sez I, “ What duz it siggerfy ? ”
“ What ? ” sez he.
“ Why this jumpin up and singin ? This long 

weskit bizniss, and this anty-matrimony ideebly 
frends, you air neat and tidy. Your lands is flowin 
with milk and honey. Your brooms is fine, and 
your apple sass is honest. When a man buys a 
kag of apple sass of you he don’t find a grate many 
shavins under a few layers of sass—a little Game 
I’m sorry to say sum of my New Englan ancesters 
used to practiss. Your garding seeds is fine, and if 
I should sow’em on the rock of Gibralter probly I 
should raise a good mess of garding sass. You air 
honest in your dealins. You air quiet and don’- 
distarb nobody. For all this I givs you credit. 
But your religion is small pertaters, I must say. 
You mope away your lives here in single 
retchidness, and as you air all by yourselves nothing 
ever conflicks with your pecooler idees, except when 
Human Nater busts out among you, as I understan '

[• A variation of the Americanisms Keslosh, Kesovse—«. e., the 
noise made by a body falling flat into the water. In the South 
and West a numtier of fanciful onomatopoetie words of this sort 
are used, in all of which the first syllable, which is unaccented, is 
subject to the same variety of spelling.]
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she sumtimes do. [I giv Uriah a sly wink here, 
which made the old feller squirm like a speared 
Eel.] You wear long weskits and long faces, and 
lead a gloomy life indeed. No children’s prattle is 
ever hearn around your harthstuns—you air in a 
dreary fog all the time, and you treat the jolly 
sunshine of life as tho’ it was a thief, drivin it 
from your doors by them weskits, and meal bags, 
and pecooler noshuns of yourn. The gals among 
you, sum of which air as slick pieces of caliker as 
I ever sot eyes on, air syin to place their beds agin 
weskits which kiver honest, manly harts, while you 
old beds fool yerselves with the idee that they air 
fulfillin their mishun here, and air contented. Here 
you air, all pend up by yerselves, talkin about the 

•sins of a world you don’t know nothin of. Mean
while said world continners to resolve round on her 
own axeltree onct in every 24 hours, subjeck to the 
Constitution of the United States, and is a very 
plesant place of residence. It’s a unnatral, onreason- 
able and dismal life you’re leadin here. So it strikes 
me. My Shaker frends, I now bid you a welcome 
adoo. You hav treated me exceedin well. Thank 
you kindly, one and all.

“ A base exhibiter of depraved monkeys and 
onprincipled wax works ! ” sed Uriah.

“ Hello, Uriah,” sez I, “ I’d most forgot you. 
Wall, look out for them fits of youm, and don’t 
catch cold and die in the flour of your youth and 
beauty.”

And I resoomcd my jerney.
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HIGH-HANDED OUTRAGE AT UTICA

In the Faul of 1856, I showed my show in 
Utiky, a trooly grate sitty in the State of Nev/ 
York.

The people ’’gave me a cordyal recepshun. The 
press was loud in her prases.

1 day as I wa^ givin a descripshun of my Beests 
and Snaiks in my usual flowry stile what was my 
skorn & disgust to see a big burly feller walk up to 
the cage containin my wax figgers of the Lord’s 
Last Supper, and cease Judas Iscarrot by the feet 
and drag him out on the ground. He then com-" 
menced fur to pound him as hard as he cood.

“ What under the son are you abowt ? ” cried I.
Sez he, “ What did you bring this pussylanermus 

cuss here fur ? ” & he hit the wax figger another 
tremenjis tftow on the hed.

Sez I, “ You egrcjus ass, that air’s a wax figger 
—a representashun of the false Tostle.”

Sez he, “ That’s all very well fur you to say 5 
but I tell you, old man, that Judas Iscarrot can’t 
show hisself in Utiky with impunerty by a darn 
site!” with which observashun he kaved in Judassis 
i;ed. The young man belonged to 1 of the first 
famerlit's in Utiky. I sood him, and the Joory 
brawt in a verdick of Arson in the Jd degree.

    
 



Celebration at Baldinsville. 20

CELEBRATION AT BALDINSVILLE IN 

HONOR OF THE ATLANTIC CABLE.

Baldinsville, Injianny, Sep the onct, 18&58.—I 
was summund home from Cinsinnaty quite suddin 
by a lettur from the Supervizers of Baldinsville, 
sayin as how grate things was on the Tappis in that 
air town in relFerunse to sellebratin the compleshun 
of the Sub-Mershine Tellergraph & axkin me to be 
Pressunt. Lockin up my Kangeroo and wax wurks 
in a sekure stile I took my depart er for Baldinsville 
—“ my own, my nativ Ian,” which I gut intwo at 
early handle litin on the follerin night & juit as the 
scllerbrashun and illumernashun ware commensin.

Baldinsville was trooly in a blaze of glory. Near 
can I forgit the surbllme speckticul which met my 
gase as I alited from the Staige with my umbreller 
and verlise.* The Tarvern was lit up with taller 
handles all over & a grate bon fire was burnin in 
frunt thareof. A Transpirancy was tied onto the 
sine post with the follerin wurds—“ Giv us Liberty 
or Deth.” Old Tompkinsis groseryf was illumer-

[* T’rrVs/’, th© ptnall handy pnrtmante.in bo common with 
travell rd in the Ur i e 1 St it’'*’,]

[t Gr har for the sale of Jiqu"»rg.]
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nated with 5 tin lantuns and the follerin Trans- 
pirancy was in the winder—“ The Sub-Mershine 
Tellergraph & the Baldinsville and Stonefield Plank 
Road—the 2 grate eventz of the J 9th centerrj’— 
may intestines strife never mar their grandjure.” 
Simpkinsis shoe shop was all ablase with handles and 
lantuns. A American Eagle was painted onto a flag 
in a winder—also these wurds, viz—“The Con- 
stitooshun must be Fresarved.” The Skool house 
was lited up in grate stile and the winders was filld 
with mottoes amung which I notised the follerin— 
“ Trooth smashed to erth shall rize agin—you can’t 
STOP HER.” “ The Boy stood on the Burnin Deck 
whense awl but him had Fled.” “ Prokrastinashun 
is the theaf of Time.” “ Be virtoous & you will be 
Happy.” “ Intemperunse has cawsed a heap of 
trubble—shun the Bole,” an the follerin sentimunt 
written by the skool master, who graduated at Hud
son Kollige. “ Baldinsville sends greetin to Her 
Magisty the Queen, & hopes all hard feelins which 
has heretofore previs bin felt between the Supervi- 
zers of Baldinsville and the British Parlimunt, if 
such there has been, may now be forever wiped frum 
our Escutchuns. Baldinsville this night rejoisesi 
over the gerlorious event which sementz 2 grate na- 
shuns onto one anuther by means of a elccktric wire 
under the roarin billers of the Nasty Deep. Ouos- 
yUE TANTRUM, A CUTTER, CaTERLINY, PATENT NOS
TRUM !” Squire Smith’s house was lited up rcgardlis 
ol expense. His little sun William Henry stood
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upon the roof firin orf crackers. The old ’Squire 
hisself was dressed up in soljer clothes and stood 
on his door-step, pintin his sword sollumly to a 
American flag which was suspendid on top of a pole 
in frunt of his house. Frequiently he wood take 
orf his cocked hat & wave it round in a impressive 
stile. His oldest darter Mis Labeller Smith, who 
has just cum home from the Perkinsville Female 
Instertoot, appeared at the frunt winder in the West 
room as the goddis of liberty, & sung “ I see them 
on their windin way.” Booteus 1, sed I to myself, 
you air a angil & nothin shorter. N. Boneparte 
Smith, the ’Squire’s oldest sun, drest hisself up as 
Venus the God of Wars and red the Decleration of 
Inderpendunse from the left chambir winder. The 
’Squire’s wife didn’t jine in the festiverties. She sed 
it was the tamulest nonsense she ever seed. Sez she 
to the ’Squire, " Cum into the house and go to bed 
you old fool, you. Tomorrer you’ll be goin round 
half-ded with the rumertism & won’t gin us a minit’s 
peace till you get well.” Sez the ’Squire, “ Betsy, 
you little appresiate the importance of the event which 
I this night commemerate.” Sez she, “ Commeme- 
rate a cat’s tail—cum into the house this instant, you 
pesky old critter.” “ Betsy,” sez the ’Squire, wavin 
his sword, “ retire.” This made her just as mad as 
she could stick. She retired, but cum out agin putty 
quick with a panfull of Bilin hot water which she 
throwed all over the ’Squire, & Surs, you wood 
have split your sides larfin to see the old man jump
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“ Vote Earl}\
“ Now is the time to 

“ Terms
In short

up and holler & run into the house. Except this 
unpropishus circumstance all went as merry as a 
carriage bell, as Lord Byrun sez. Doctor Hutchinsis 
offiss was likewise lited up and a Transpirancy on 
which was painted the Queen in the act of drinkin 
sum of “ Hutchinsis invigorater,” was stuck into one 
of the winders. The Baldinsville Bugle of Liberty 
noospaper offiss was also illumernated, and the follerin 
mottoes stuck out—“ The Press is the Arkermejian 
leaver which moves the world.” “ Vote Early.” 
“ Buckle on your Armer.” 
Subscribe.” ‘‘ Franklin, Morse & Field.”

a year—liberal redueshunsto clubs.”
the villige of Baldinsville was in a perfect fewroar. 
I never seed so many peple that befour in my born 
days. He not attemp to describe the seens of that 
grate night. Wurds wood fale me ef I shood try to 
do it. I shall stop here a few periods and enjoy my 
“ Oatem cum dig the tates,” as our skool master 
obsarves, in the buzzum of my famerly, & shall then 
resurr.e the show bizniss, which Ive bin into twenty- 
two (22) yeres and six (6) months.
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AMONG THE SPIRITS.

My naburs is mourn harf crazy on the new fangled 
idear about Sperrets. Sperretooul Sircles is held 
nitely 8c 4 or 5 long hared fellers has settled here 
and gone into the sperret bizniss excloosively. A. 
atemt was made to git Mrs. A. Ward to embark into 
the Sperret bizniss but the atemt faled. 1 of the 
loi,g hared fellers told her she was a ethereal creeter 
& wood make a sweet mcjium, whareupon she attact 
him with a mop handle & drove him out of the house. 
I will hear obsarve that hlrs. Ward is a invalerble 
womun—the partner of my gi )ys & the shairer of my 
sorters. In my absunse she watchis my interests & 
things with a Eagle Eye & when I return she 
welcums me in afectionate stile. Trooly it is with 
us as it was with Mr. & Mrs. Incomer in the Play, 
to whit—

2 soles with hut a single thawt
2 harts which beet as 1.

. My naburs mjooced me to attend a Sperretooul 
Sircle at Squire Smith’s. When I arrove I found 
the east room chock full includin all the old maids 
in the villige & the long hared fellers aqsed. When 
I went in I was sahaatid with “ hear cums the

c
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benited man”—“ hear cums the hory-heded unbe- 
leever”—“ hear cums the skoffer at trooth,” etsettery, 
etsettery.

Sez I, “ my frens, it’s troo I’m hear, & now bring 
on your Sperrets.”

1 of the long hared fellers riz up and sed he 
would state a few remarks. He sed man was a 
critter of intelleck & was movin on to a Gole. 
Sum men had bigger intellecks than other men had 
and th ay wood git to the Gole the soonerest. Sum 
men was beests & wood never git into the Gole at 
all. He sed the Erth was materiel but man was 
immateriel, and hens man was different from the 
Erth. The Erth, continnered the speaker, resolves 
round on its own axeltree onct in 24 hours, but as 
man haint gut no axeltree he cant resolve. . He 
sed the ethereal essunce of the koordinate branchis 
of superhuman natur becum mettymorfussed as man 
progrest in harmonial coexistunce & even tonally 
anty humanized theirselves & turned into reglar 
sporretuellers. [This was versifferusly applauded 
by the cumpany, and as I make it a pint to get along 
as pleasant as possible, I sung out “ bully* for you, 
old boy.”3

The cumpany then drew round the table and the 
Sircle kommenst to go it. Thay axed me if thaie 
was anbody in the Sperret land which I wood like

[* Fine, capit'd. American vnlaari-m, ti!!i d in much tho narno 
sen he as our elang expression crack—as, “a luHy hoise.” “a buht/ 
pitture,”]
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to converse with. I sed if Bill Tompkins, who was 
oner my partner in the show bizniss, was sober, I 
should like to convarse with him a few periods,

“ Is the Sperret of William Tompkins present ?” 
sed 1 of the long hared chaps, and there was three 
knox on the table.

Sez I, “ William, how goze it. Old Sweetness ?”
“ Pretty ruff, old boss,” he replide.
That was a pleasant way we had of addressin 

each other when he was in the flesh.
“ Air you in the show bizniss, William ?” sed I.
He sed he was. He sed he & Jt)hn Bunyan was 

travelin with a side show in connection with Shak- 
spere, Jonson & Co.’s Circus. He sed old Bun 
(meanin Mr. Bunyan,) stired up the animils & 
ground the organ while he tended door. Occashun- 
ally Mr. Bunyan sung a comic song. The Circus 
was doin middlin well. Bill Shakspeer had made a 
grate hit with old Bob Ridley, and Ben Jonson was 
delitin the peple with his trooly grate ax of hoss- 
manship without saddul or bridal. Thay was re- 
hersin Dixey’s Land & expected it would knock the 
peple.

Sez I, “ William, my luvly frend, can you pay 
me that 13 dollars you owe me.'’” He sed m 
with one of the most tremenjis knox I ever ex- 
periunsed.

The Sircle sed he had gone. “Air you gone, 
William ?” I axed. “ Rayther,” he replide, and I 
kuowd it was no use to pursoo tire subjeck furder.
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I then called fur my farther.
“ How’s things, daddy ?”
“ Middlin, my son, middlin.”
“ Ain’t you proud of your orfum boy
“ Scacely.”
“ Why not, my patient ?”
“ Becawz you hav gone to writin for the noos- 

papers, my son. Bimeby you’d lose all your cha
racter for trooth and verrasserty. When I helpt you 
into the show bizniss I told you to dignerfy that 
there prpfeshun. Litteratoor is low.”

He also statid that he was doin middlin well in 
the peanut bizniss & liked it putty well, tho’ the 
climit was rather warm.

When the Sircle stopt thay axed me what I thawt 
of it.

Sez I, “ my frends I’ve bin into the show bizniss 
now goin on 23 years. Theres a artikil in the 
Constitooshun of the United States which sez in 
effeck that everybody may think just as he darn 
bleazes, and them is my sentiments to a hare. You 
dowtlis beleeve this Sperret doctrin while I think it 
is a little mixt. Just so soon as a man becums a 
reglar out & out Sperret rapper he leeves orf 
workin, lets his hare grow all over his fase & 
commensis spungin his livin out of other peple. He 
eats all the dickshunaries he can find & goze round 
chock full of big words, scarein the wimmin folks 
& little children and destroyin the piece of mind of 
evry famerlee he enters. He don’t do nobody no
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good & is a cuss to society & a pirit on honest 
peple’s corn beef barrils. Admittin all you say 
abowt the doctrin to be troo, I must say the 
reglar perfessional Sperrit rappers—them as makes 
a bizniss on it air—abowt the most ornery set of 
cusses I ever enkountered in my life. So sayin I 
put on my surtoot and went home.

Kespettably Yures,
Abtemus Ward.
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OF THE WING.

Gents of the Editoral Corpse;—

Since I last rit you I’ve met with immense suc
cess a showin my show in varis places, particly at 
Detroit, I put up at Mr. Russel’s tavern, a very 
good tavern too, but I am sorry to inform you that 
the clerks tried to cum a Gouge Game on me. I 
brandished my new sixteen dollar huntin-cased 
watch round considerable, & as I was drest in my 
store clothes* & had a lot of sweet-scented wagon
grease on my hair, I am free to confess that I 
thought I lookt putty gay. It never once struck me 
that I lookt green. But up steps a clerk & axes me 
hadn’t I better put my watch in the Safe. “ Sir,” 
sez I, “ that watch cost sixteen dollars ! Yes Sir, 
every dollar of it! You can’t cum it over me, 
my boy! Not at all. Sir.” I know’d what the 
clerk w’anted. He wanted that watch himself. He 
wanted to make believe as tho he lockt it up in the

[♦ Ready-made and faehionable, purchased at a “ Store," the 
general name given to all shops, where a variety of goods are 
Bold, in the United States. In the small towns a “ store" sells all 
manner of artii lei, from grindstones to ribbons, and barrels of 
fltur to satin waibtcoats and French hata.1
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safe, then he would set the house a fire and pretend 
as tho the watch was destroyed with the other pro
perty ! But he caught a Tomarter* when he got 
hold of me. From Detroit I go West’ard hoe. On 
the cars was a he-lookin female, with a green-cotton 
umbreller in one hand and a handful of Reform tracks 
the other. She sed every woman should have a Spear. 
Them as didn’t demand their Spears, didn’t know 
what was good for them. “ "What is my Spear 
she axed, addressin the peple in the cars. “ Is it 
to stay at home & darn stockins, & be the s^r-lave 
of a domineerin man ? Or is it my Spear to vote 
& speak & show myself the ekal of man ? Is there 
a sister in these keers that has her proper Spear ?” 
Sayin which the eccentric female whirled her um- 
breUer round several times, & finally jabbed me in 
the weskit with it.

“ I hav no objeeshuns to your goin into the Spear 
bizniss,” sez I, “ but you’ll please remember I ain’t 
a pickeril. Don’t Spear me agin, if you please.” 
She sot down.

At Ann Arbor, bein seized with a sudden faint
ness, I called for a drop of suthin to drink. As I 
was stirrin the beverage up, a pale-faced man in 
gold spectacles laid his hand upon my shoulder, & 
sed, “ Look not upon the wine when it is red !”

[* Tnmatx), a common table delicacy in the United State*,, 
partaken of at almost every meal Mr. Ward’s mind appears to 
have been undecided betwixt “Tartar” and “tomato,” but finally 
decided that the latter was the correct figure of speech.}
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Sez I, “ this ain’t wine. This is Old Rye.”
“ It itin'^eth like a Adder and bittth like a Sarpent!” 

sed the man.
“ I guess not,” sed 1, “ when you put sugar into 

it. That’s the way I allers take mine.”
“ Have you sons grown up, Sir ?” the man axed.
“ Wall,” I replide, as I put myself outside my 

beverage, “ my son Artemus junior is goin on 18.”
“ Ain’t you afraid if you set this example b4 him 

.te’U come to a bad end ?”
“ He’s cum to a waxed end already. He’s learn- 

in the shoe makin bizniss,” I replide. “ I guess 
we can both of us git along without your assistance. 
Sir,” I obsarved, as he was about to open his 
mouth agin.

“ This is a cold world !” sed the man.
“ That’s so. But you’ll get into a warmer one 

by and by if you don’t mind your own bizniss 
better.” I was a little riled at the feller, because I 
pever take anythin only when I’m onwell. I arter- 
wards learned he was a temperance lecturer, and if 
he can injuce men to stop settin their inards on fire 
with the frightful licker which is retailed round the 
country, I shall hartUy rejoice. Better give men 
Prusick Assid to onct, than to pizen ’em to deth by 
degrees.

At Albion I met with overwhelmin success. The 
celebrated Albion Female Semenary is located J ere, 
& there air over 300 young ladies in the Insti- 
tushun, pretty enough to eat without seasonin or sass.
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The young ladies was very kind to me, volunteerin 
to pin my hanbills onto the backs of their dresses. 
It was a surblime site to see over 300 young ladies 
goin round with a advertisement of A. Ward’s 
onparaleld show, conspickusly posted onto their 
dresses.

They’ve got a Panick up this way and refooze to 
take Western money. It never was worth much, 
and when western men, who know what it is, re
fooze to take their own money it is about time other 
folks stopt handlin it. Banks are bustin every day, 
goin up higher nor any balloon of which we hav any 
record. These western bankers air a sweet & luvly 
set of men. I wish I owned as good a house as 
some of ’em would break into !

Virtoo is its own reward.
A. Ward.
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THE OCTOROON.

It is with no ordernary feelins of Shagrin & 
indignashun that I rite you these here lines. Sum 
of the hi^st and most purest feelins whitch actooate 
the humin hart has bin trampt onto. The Amerycan 
flag has bin outrajed. Ive bin nussin a Adder in 
my Boozum. The fax in the kase is these here:

A few weeks ago I left Baldinsville to go to N. Y. 
fur to git out my flamin yeller hanbills fur the 
Summer kampane, & as I was peroosin a noospaper 
on the kais a middel aged man in speckterkuls kum 
& sot down beside onto me. He was drest in 
black close & was appeerently as fine a man as ever 
\{ras.

“ A fine day Sir,” he did unto me strateway say.
“ Middlin,” sez I, not wishin to kommit myself, 

tho he peered to be as fine a man as there was in 
the wurld—“ It is a middlin fine day Square,”* I 
obsarved.

[♦ Squibb, in New England phraseology, a magistrate, or 
justice of tho peace, but throughout tho States a very general 
complimentary title, varied occasionally by Major, Colonel, 
General, &C.]
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Sez he, “ How fares the Ship of State in yuie 
regine of country ? ”

Sez I, “ We don’t hav no ships in cur State— 
the kanawl is our best holt.”

He pawsed a minit and then sed, “ Air 
Sir, that the kiisis is with us ? ”

“ No,” sez I, getting up and lookin 
sect, “whare is she ? ”

“ It’s hear—it’s everywhares,” he sed.
Sez I, “ Why how you tawk ! ” and 

agin & lookt all round. “ I must say my fren,” I 
continnered, as I resoomed my seet, “ that I kan’t 
see nothin of no krisis myself.” I felt sumwhat 
alarmed, & arose & in a stentowrian voice obsarved 
that if any lady or gentleman in that there kar had 
a krisis consealed abowt their persons they’d better 
projuce it to onct or suffer the konsequenccs. 
Several individoouls snickered rite out, while a putty 
little damsell rite behind me in a pine gown made the 
observashun, “ He, he.”

“ Sit down, my fren,” sed the man in black 
close, “ yu miskomprehend me. I meen that the per- 
littercal ellermunts are orecast with black klouds, 
4boden a friteful storm.”

“ Wall,” replide I, “ in regard to perlittercal 
ellerfunts I don’t know as how but what they is 
as good as enny other kind of eUerfunts. But I 
maik bold to say thay is all a ornery set & un
pleasant to hav round. They air powerful hevy 
eaters & take up a right smart chans of room, &
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besides thay air as ugly and revenjeful as a Cussca- 
roarus Injun, with 13 inches of corn whisky in his 
stummick.” The man in black close seemed to be 
as fine a man as ever was in the wurld. He smilt 
& sed praps I was rite, tho it was ellermunts instid 
of ellerfunts that he was alludin to, & axed me what 
was my prinserpuls ?

“ I haint gut enny,” sed I—“ not a prinserpul. 
Ime in the show bizniss.” The man in black close, 
I will hear obsarve, seemed to be as fine a man as 
ever was ip the wurld.

“ But,” sez he, “ you hav feelins into you ? You 
simpathize with the misfortunit, the loly & the hart- 
sick, don’t you ? ” He bust into teers and axed me 
ef I saw that yung lady in the sect out yender, 
pintin to as slick a lookin gal as I ever seed.

Sed I, “2 be shure I see her—is she mutch 
sick ? ” The man in black close was appeerently 
as fine a man as ever was in the wurld ennywhares.

“ Draw closter to me,” sed the man in black 
close. “ Let me git my mowth fernenst yure ear. 
Hush—SHESE A Octoroon ! ”

“ No!" sez I, gittin up in a exsited planner, 
“ yu don’t say so ! How long has she bin in that 
way ? ”

“ Frum her arliest infuncy,” sed he.
“ Wall, whot upon arth duz she doo it fur ? ” I 

inquired.
“ She kan’t help it,” sed the man in black close, 

“ It’s the brand of Kane.”
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“ Wall, she’d better stop drinkin Kane’s brandy,” 
I replide.

“ I sed the brand of Kane was upon her—not 
brandy, my fren. Yure very obtoose.”

I was konsiderbul riled at this. Sez I, “ My 
gentle Sir Ime a nonresistanter as a ginral thing, & 
don’t want to git up no rows with nobuddy, but I 
kin nevertheles kave* in enny man’s hed that calls 
me a obtoos,” with whitch remarks I kommenst fur 
to pull orf my extry garmints. “ Cum on,” sez I 
—“ Time ! hear’s the Beniki Boy fur ye ! ” & I 
darnced round like a poppit. He riz up in his seet 
& axed my pardin—sed it was all a mistake—that 
I was a good man, etsettery, & sow 4th, & we fixt it 
all up pleasant. I must say the man in black close 
seamed to be as fine a man as ever lived in the 
wurld. He sed a Octoroon was the Sth of a negrow. 
He likewise statid that the female he was travelin 
with was formurly a slave in Mlssissippy that 
she’d purchist her freedim & now wantld to pur- 
chiss the freedim of her poor old muther, who (the 
man in black close obsarved) was between 87 years 
of age & had to do all the cookin & washin for 25 
hired men, whitch it was rapidly breakin down her

[* A curious Aniprieaii expression. “Out West,” in the lead 
diggings, after a shaft has been sunk, the earth around the sides 
falls, or caves in^ after a short time, unle'is the aides are properly 
boarded. In this way Western people speak of a man’s fortune 
cavinff in^ through neglect or misfortune. In time the expression 
became employed in other senses, such as to smash in, or Hatten, 
the meaning Mr. Ward wishes to ccnvey.1
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konstitushun. He sed he knowed the mink he 
gazed onto my klassic & beneverlunt fase that I’d 
donate librully & axed me to go over & see her, 
which I accordinly did. I sot down beside her and 
sed “ yure Sarvant, Marm! How do yer git 
along ? ”

She bust in 2 teers & said, “ O Sur, 1 n> so 
retchid—I’m a poor unfortunit Octoroon.”

“ So I larn. Yure rather more Rot)n than Octo, 
I take it,” said I, fur I never seed a puttier gal in the 
hull endporin time of my life. She had on a More 
Antic Barsk & a Poplin Nubier with Berage trim- 
mins onto it, while her Ise & kurls was enuff to 
make a man jump into a mill pond without biddin 
his relashuns good by. I pittid the Octoroon from 
the inmost recusses of my hart & bawled out 50 
dollars kerslap, & told her to buy her old muther 
as soon as posserbul. Sez she “ kine sir, mutch 
thanks.” She then lade her hed over onto my 
showlder & sed I was “ old rats.” I was astonished 
io heer this obsarvation, which I knowd was never 
used in refined society & I perlitely but emfattercly 
shovd her hed away.

Sez I “ Marm, I’m trooly sirprized.”
Sez she, “ git out. Yure the nicist old man 

I’ve seen yit. Give us another 50 !” Had 9 
seleck assortment of the most trtmenjious thun
derbolts descended down onto me I couldn’t hav 
bin more takin aback. I jumpt up, but she ceased 
my coat tales & in a wild voise cride, “ No, He
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never desart you—let us fli together to a furrin 
shoor!”

Sez I, “ not mutch we wont,” and I made a 
powerful effort to get awa from her. “ This is 
plade out,” I sed, whereupon she jerkt me back into 
the seet. “ Leggo my coat, you scandaluss female,” 
I roared, when she set up the most unarthly yellin 
and hollerin you ever heerd. The passinjers & the 
gentlemanly konducter rusht to the spot, & I don’t 
think I ever experiunsed sich a rumpus in the hull 
coarse of my natral dase. The man in black close 
rusht up to me & sed, “ How dair yu insult my 
ncece, you horey heded vagabone ? You base ex- 
hibbiter of low wax figgers—yu woolf in sheep’s 
close,” & sow 4th.

I was konfoozed. I was a loonytick fur the time 
bein’, and offered $5 reward to enny gentleman of 
good morrul carracter who wood tell me whot my 

.name was & what town I livd into. The konducter 
kum to me & sed the insultid parties wood settle for 
$50, which I immejitly bawled out, & agane im
plored sumbuddy to state whare I was prinsipully, 
de if I shood be thare a grate while myself ef things 
went on as they’d bin goin fur sum time back. I 
then axed if there was enny more Octoroons pre
sent, “becawz,” sez I, “ ef there is, let urn cum 
along, fur Ime in the Octoroon bizniss.” I then 
threw my specterculs out of the winder, smasht my 
hat wihlly down over my Ise, larfed highsterically & 
fell under a seet. I lay there sum time & fell asleep.
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I dreamt Mrs. Ward & the twins had bin carrid orf 
by Ryenosserhosses & that Baldinsville had bln cap- 
tered by a army of Octoroons. When I awoked the 
lamps was a burnin dimly. Sum of the passinjers 
was a snorein like pawpusses & the little damsell in 
the pine gown was singin “ Oft in the Silly nite.” 
The onprinsipuld Octoroon & the miserbul man in 
black close was gone, & all of a suddent it flasht ore 
my brane that I’de bin swindild.
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EXPERIENCE AS AN EDITOR.

In the Ortum of 18— my frend, the editor of the 
Baldinsville Bugle, was obleged to leave perfeshemal 
dooties & go & dig his taters, & he axed me to edit 
for him doorin his absence. Accordinly I ground 
up his Shears and commenced. It didn’t take me a 
grate while to slash out copy enuff from the 
xchanges* for one issoo, and I thawt I’d ride up to 
the ijext town on a little Jaunt, to rest my Branes 
which had bin severely rackt by my mental efforts. 
(This is sorter Ironical.) So I went over to the Rale 
Rood offiss and axed the Sooprintendent for a pars.

“ You a editer ?” he axed, evijently on the pint 
of snickerin.

“ Yes Sir,” sez I, “ don’t I look poor enuff?”
“Just about,” sed he, “but our Road can’t pars 

you.”
“ Can’t, hay ?”

■ [* Perhaps five per cent, of the Western newspapers is original 
matter relating to the immediate neighbourhood, the rest is com
posed of “telegraphs” and clippings from tho “exchanges”—a 
general term applied to those papers posted in exchange for 
others, the accommodation being a mutual benefit]

D

    
 



Artemus Ward.

a

" No Sir—it can’t.”
“ Becauz,” sez I, lookin him full in the face with
Eagle eye “ it goes so darned slow it cant pars 

anybody!” Methinks I had him thar. It’s the 
slowest Rale Road in the West. With a mortifi’ed 
air, he told me to git out of his offiss. I pittid him 
and went.
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OBERLIN.

About two years ago I arrove in Oberlin, Ohio. 
Oberlin is whare the celebrated college is. In fack, 
Oberlin is the coUege, everything else in that air 
vicinity resolvin around excloosivly for the benefit 
of that institution. It is a very good college, too, 
& a grate many wurthy yung men go there annooally 
to git intelleck into ’em. But its my onbiassed 
’pinion that they go it rather too strong on Ethio
pians, at Oberlin. But that’s nun of my bizniss. 
I’m into the Show bizniss. Yit as a faithful historan 
I must menshun the fack that on rainy dase white 
peple can’t find their way threw the streets without 
the gas is lit, there bein such a numerosity of cullerd 
pussons in the town. «

As I was sayin, I arroved at Oberlin, and called 
on Perfesser Peck for the purpuss of skewerin Ko- 
lonial Hall to exhibit my wax works and beests of 
Pray into. Kolonial Hall is in the college and is 
used by the stujents to speak peaces and read essays 
into.

Sez Perfesser Peck, “ LEster Ward, I don’t know 
’bout this bizniss. What air your sentiments f”

Sez I, “ I hain’t got any.”
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“ Good God!” cried the Perfesser, “ did I undei- 
stan you to say you hav no sentiments ?”

'i:izTy a sentiment!” sez L
“ blister Ward, don’t your blud bile at the thawt 

that three million and a half of your culled brethren 
air a clankin their chains in the South ?”

Sez I, “ not a biie! Let ’em clank!”
He was about to continner his dowry speech when 

I put a stopper on him. Sez I, “ Perfesser Peck, 
A. Ward is my name & Ameriky is my nashun; 
I’m allers the same, tho’ humble is my station, and 
I’ve bin in the show bizniss goin on 22 years. The 
pint is, can I hav your Hall by payin a fair price ? 
You air full of sentiments. That’s your lay,* while 
I’m a exhibiter of startlin curiosities. What d’ye 
say ?”

“ Mister Ward, you air endowed with ahily prac
tical mind, and while I deeply regret that you 
air devoid of sentiments, I’U let you hav the hall 
j)rovided your exhibition is of a moral & elevatin 
nater.”

Sez I, “ Tain’t nothin shorter.”
So I opened in Kolonial Hall, which was crowded 

every nite with stujents, &c. Perfesser Finny gazed 
for hours at my Kangaroo, but when that sagashus 
but onprincipled little cuss set up one of his onarthly 
yellins and I proceeded to hosswhip him, the Per
fesser objected. “Suffer not your angry pashuns

[* Term^ or conditions of a bargain, price. A low word used 
in New England, probably a contraction for outlay.’}
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to rise up at the poor annimil’s little excentrissities,’ 
said the Perfesser.

” Do you call such conduck as those a little ex- 
centrissity ?” I axed.

“ I do,” sed he, sayin which he walked up to the 
cage and sez he, “ let’s try moral swashun upon the 
poor creeter.” So he put his hand upon the Kan
garoo’s hed and said, “ poor little feller—poor little 
feller—your master is very crooil, isn’t he, my un- 
tootered frend,” when the Kangaroo, with a terrific 
yell, grabd the Perfesser by the hand and cum very 
near chawin it orf. It was amoozin to see the Per
fesser jump up and scream with pane. Sez I, 
“ that’s one of the poor little feller’s excentrissities 1”

Sez he, “ blister Ward, that’s a dangerous quad
ruped. He’s totally depraved. I will retire and do 
my lasserated hand up in a rag, and meanwhile I 
request you to meat out summery and severe punish
ment to the vishus beest.” 
for upwards 15 minutes, 
excentrissity out of him.

Oberlin is a grate plase.
a prayer and then the New York Tribune is read. 
A kolleckshun is then taken up to buy overkoats 
with red horn buttons onto them for the indignant 
cullured people of Kanady. I liave to contribit 
librally two the glowrius work, as they kawl it hear. 
I’m kompelled by the Fackulty to reserve front seets 
in my show for the cullured peple. At the Boardin 
House the cullured peple sit at the first table.

I hosswhipt the little cuss 
Guess I licked sum of his

The College opens with
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What they leeve is maid into hash for the white 
peple. As I don’t like the idee of eatin my vittles 
with Ethiopians, I sit at the seckind table, and the 
konsequence is I’ve devowered so much hash that my 
inards is in a hily mixt up condishun. Fish bones 
hav maid their appearance all over my boddy and 
pertater peelins air a springin up through my hair. 
Howsever I don’t mind it. I’m gettin along well in 
a pecunery pint of view. The College has konfired 
upon me the honery title of T. K., of which I’m 
suffishuntly prowd
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THE SHOWMAN’S COURTSHIP.

Thare was many affectin ties which made me 
hanker arter Betsy Jane. Her father’s farm jined 
our’n ; their cows and our’n squencht their thurst at 
the same spring; our old mares both had stars in 
their forrerds ; the measles broke out in both famer- 
lies at nearly the same period our patients (Betsy’s 
and mine) slept reglarly every Sunday in the same 
meetin house, and the nabers used to obsarve, 
“ How thick the Wards and Peasleys air! ” It 
was a surblime site, in the Spring of the year, to 
see our sevral mothers (Betsy’s and mine) with their 
gowns pin’d up so thay could’nt sile ’em, affec- 
shunitly Bilin sope together & aboozin the nabers.

Altho I hankerd intensly arter the objeck of my 
afFecshuns, I darsunt tell her of the fires which was 
rajin in my manly Buzzum. I’d try to do it but my 
tung would kerwollup * up agin the roof of my 
mowth & stick thar, like deth to a deseast Afrikan 
or a country postmaster to his offiss, while my hart 
whanged agin my ribs like a old fashioned wheat 
Flale agin a barn door.

T’was a carm still nite in Joon. All nater was

[* A similar expression to that mentioned in foot-note at 
p 20, which see.]
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husht and nary zeffer disturbed the sereen silens. 
I sot with Betsy Jane on the fense of her farther’s 
pastur. We’d been rompin threw the woods, kullin 
flours & drivin the woodchuck from his Nativ Lair 
(so to speak) with long sticks. Wall we sot thar on 
the fense, a swingin our feet two and fio, blushin as 
red as the Baldinsville skool house when it was fust 
painted, and lookin very simple, I make no doubt. IMy 
left arm was ockepied in ballunsin myself on the fense, 
while my rite was woundid Invinly round her waste.

I cleared my throat and tremblinly sed, “ Betsy 
you’re a Gazelle.”

I thought that air was putty fine. I waitid to see 
what efleck it would hav upon her. It evidently 
didn’t fetch her, for she up and sed,

“ You’re a sheep! ”
Sez I, “ Betsy, I think very muchly of you.”
“ I don’t b’leeve a word you say—so there now 

cum ! ” with which obsarvashun she hitched away 
from me.

“ I wish thar was winders to my Sole,” sed I, 
“ so that you could see some of my feelins. There’s 
fire enuff in here,” sed I, strikin my buzzum with 
my fist, “ to bile all the com beef and turnips in 
the naberhood. Versoovius and the Critter ain’t a 
circumstans ! ”

She bowd her hed down and commenst chawin the 
strings to her sun bonnet.

“ Ar could you know the sleeplls nites I worry 
threw with on your account, how vittles has seized
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to be attractlv to me & how my lims has shrunk up, 
you would’nt dowt me. Case on this wastin form 
and these ’ere sunken cheeks------ ”

I should have continnered on in this Strane probly 
for sum time, but unfortnitly I lost my ballunse and 
fell over into the pastur ker smash,* tearin my close 
and seveerly damagin myself ginerally.

Betsy Jane sprung to my assistance in dubble 
quick time and dragged me qth. Then drawin her
self up to her full hite she sed :

“I won’t listen to your noncents no longer. 
Jes say rite strate out what you’re drivin at. If 
you mean gettin hitched. I’m in ! ”

I considered that air enuff for all practical pur
pusses, and we proceeded immejitly to the parson’s 
& ,was made 1 that very nite.

*****
I’ve parst threw many tryin 

but Betsy Jane has bin troo as 
strickly to bizniss I’ve amarsed a handsum Pittance. 
No man on this foot-stool can rise & git up & say I 
ever knowinly injered no man or wimmin folks, 
while all agree that my Show is ekalled by few and 
exceld by none, embracin as it does a wonderful 
colleckshun of livin wild Beests of Pray, snaix in 
grate profushun, a endliss variety of life-size wax 
figgers, & the only traned kangaroo in Ameriky— 
the most amoozin little cuss ever introjuced to a 
discriminatln public.

[* See foot-note, p. 26.]

• *
ordeels sins then, 
steel. By attendin
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THE CRISIS.

[This Oration was delivered before the commencement of the 
war.]

On returnin to my humsted in Baldinsville, In- 
jianny, res^ntly, my feller sitterzens extended a invite 
for me •' ’'orate to ’em on the Krysis. I excepted 
& on larst Toosday nite I peared be4 a C of upturned 
faces in the Red Skool House. I spoke nearly as 
follers ;

Baldinsvillins ; Hearto4, as I hav numerously ob- 
sarved, I have abstrained from having any sentimunts 
or principles, my pollertics, like my religion, bein of 
a exceedin accommodatin character. But the fack 
can’t be no longer disgised that a Krysis is onto us, 
& i feel it’s my dooty to accept your invite for one 
consecutive nite only. I spose the inflammertory 
individooals who assisted in projucing this Krysis 
know what good she will do, but I ain’t ’shamed to 
state that I don’t, scacely. But the Krysis is hear. 
She’s bin hear for sevral weeks, & Goodness nose 
how long she’ll stay. But I venter to assert that 
she’s rippin things. She’s knockt trade into a cockt 
up hat and chaned Bizniss of all kinds tighter nor 
I ever chaned any of my livin wild Beests. Alow
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new-born Babe. Ladys & 
no fears on that pint. To 
exactly see what good this 
very quick say what the

The origernal cawz is

59
me to hear dygress & stait that my Beests at presnt 
is as harmless as the 
gentlemen needn’t hav 
resoom—Altho I can’t 
Krysis can do, I can 
origernal cawz of her is.
Our Afrikan Brother. I was into Barnim’s Moozeum 
down to New York the other day & saw that ex- 
sentric Ethiopian, the What Is It. Sez I, “ Mister 
What Is It, your folks air raisin thunder with this 
grate country. You’re gettin to be ruther more nu- 
meris than interestin. It is a pity you coodent go 
orf sumwhares by yourselves, & be a nation of What 
Is Its, tho’ if you’ll excoose me, I shooden’t care 
about marryin among you. No dowt you’re exceed- 
in charmin to hum, but your stile of luvliness isn’t 
adapted to this cold climit. He larfed into my face, 
which rather Riled me, as I had been perfeckly vir- 
toous and respectable in my observashuns. So sez I, 
tumin a leetle red in the face I spect, “ Do you hav 
the unblushin impoodents to say you folks haven’t 
raised a big mess of thunder in this brite land, Mister 
What Is ItHe larfed agin, wusser nor be4, 
whareupon I up and sez, “ Go home. Sir, to Afriky’s 
burnin shores & talk all the other What Is Its along 
with you. Don’t think we can’t spair your interest
in picters. You What Is Its air on the pint of 
smashin up the gratest Guv’ment ever erected by 
man, & you actooally hav the owdassity to larf about 
it. Go home, you low cuss !”
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1 was workt up to a high pitch, & I proceeded to 
a Restorator & cooled orf with some little fishes biled 
in ile^I b’leeve thay call ’em sardeens.

Feller Sitterzens, the Afrikan may be Our Brother. 
Sevral hily respectyble gentlemen, and sum talentid 
females teU us so, & fur argyment’s sake I mite be 
injooced to grant it, tho’ I don’t beleeve it myself. 
But the Afrikan isn’t our sister & our wife & our 
uncle. He isn’t sevral of our brothers & all our fust 
wife’s relashuns. He isn’t our grandfather, and our 
grate grandfather, and our Aunt in the country. 
Scacely. & yit numeris persons would have us think 
so. It’s troo he runs Congress & sevral other public 
grosserys,* but then he ain’t everybody & everybody 
else likewise. [^Notiss to bizniss man of Vanity 
Fair :f Extry charg fur this larst remark. It’s a 
goak.—A. W.]

But we’ve got the Afrikan, or ruther he’s got us, 
& now what air we going to do about it ? He’s a 
orfulj noosanse. Praps he isn’t to blame fur it. 
Praps he was creatid fur sum wise purpuss, like the 
measles and New Englan Rum, but it’s mity hard to 
see it. At any rate he’s no good here, & as I statid

[* The name given to tho bar-rooms and grog-shops in the 
United States, where many political arrangements are effected; 
just as at Washington no inconsiderable quantity of liquor is 
consumed in the “ groceries,” or refreshment-rooms attached to 
the legislative balls—a sly comparison, on the part of Air. 
Ward, betwixt two American institutions, which should be—but 
are not—very dissimilar in certain popular features.]

ft An illustrated comic periodical published in New York,]
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to Mister What Is It, it’s a pity he cooden’t go orf 
sumwhares quietly by hisself, whare he cood wear 
red weskits & speckled neckties, & gratterfy his am- 
bishun in varis interestin wase, without havin a 
eternal fuss kickt up about him.

Praps I’m bearin down too hard upon CufFy. Cum 
to think on it, I am. He wooden’t be sich a infernal 
noosanse if white peple would let him alone. He 
mite indeed be interestin. And now I think of it, 
why can’t the white peple let him alone. What’s the 
good of continnerly stirrin him up with a ten-foot 
pole.? He isn’t the sweetest kind of Perfoomery 
when in a natral stait.

Feller Sitterzens, the Union’s in danger. The 
black devil Disunion is trooly here, starein us all 
squarely in the face! We must drive him back. 
Shall we make a 2nd Mexico of ourselves ? Shall 
we sell our birthrite for a mess of potash? Shall 
one brother put the knife to the throat of anuther 
brother ? Shall we mix our whisky with each 
others’ bludShall the star spangled Banner be 
cut up into dishcloths ? Standin here in this here 
Skoolhouse, upon my nativ shore so to speak, I 
anser—Nary!

Oh you fellers who air raisin this row, & who in 
the fust place startid it. I’m ’shamed of you. The 
Showman blushes for you, from his boots to the top
most hair upon his w’enerable hed.

Feller Sitterzens, I am in the Sheer and Teller 
leaf. I shall peg out 1 of these dase. But while I
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do stop nere I shall stay in the Union. I know not 
what the supemzers of Baldinsville may conclude to 
do, but for one, I shall stand by the Stars & Stripes. 
Under no circumstances whatsomever will I sesesh. 
Let every Stait in the Union sesesh & let Palmetter 
flags flote thicker nor shirts on Square Baxter’s close 
line, still will I stick to the good old flag. The 
country may go to the devil, but I won’t 1 And next 
Summer when I start out on my kampane with my 
Show, whatever I pitch my little tent, you shall see 
floatin prowdly from the center pole thereof the 
Amerikan Flag, with nary a star wiped out, nary a 
stripe less, but the same old flag that has allers flotid 
thar! & the price of admishun will be the same it 
allers was—15 cents, children half price.

Feller Sitterzens, I am dun. Accordinlv I 
squatted.
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WAX FIGURES VS. SHAKSPEARE.

Onto the wing------1859.
LIr. Editor 5

I take my Pen in hand to inform yu that I’m in 
good helth and trust these few lines will find yu in
joyin the same blessins. I wood also state that I’m 
now on the summit kampane. As the Poit sez—

ime erflnte, ime erflnte 
On the Swift rollin tied 

An the Rovir is free.

Bizniss is scacely middlin, but Sirs I manige to 
pay for my foode and raiment puncktooally and 
without no grumblin. The barked arrers of slandur 
has bin leviled at the undersined moren onct sins 
heze bin into the show bizniss, but I make bold to 
say no man on this footstule kan troothfully say I 
ever ronged him or eny of his folks. I’m travelin 
with a tent, which is better nor hirin hauls. My 
show konsists ot a serious of wax works, snakes, a 
paneramy kalled a Grand hlovin Diarca of the War 
in the Crymear, komic songs and the Kangeroo, 
which larst little cuss continuers to konduct hisself 
in the most outrajus stile. I started out with the

    
 



64 Artemus Ward.

idear of makin my show a grate Moral Entertain
ment, but I’m kompeled to sware so much at that 
air infurnal Kangeroo that I’m frade this desine will 
be flUstratid to some extent. And while speakin of 
morraJity, remines me that sum folks turn up their 
nosis at shows like mine, sayin they is low and not 
fit to be patrernized by peple of high degree. Sirs, 
I manetane that this is infernul nonsense. I mane- 
tane that wax figgers is more elevatin than awl the 
plays ever wroten. Take Shakespeer for instunse. 
Peple think heze grate things, but I kontend heze 
quite the reverse to the kontrary. What sort of 
sense is thare to King Leer who goze round cussin 
his darters, chawin hay and throin straw at folks, 
and larfin like a silly old koot* and makin a ass of 
hisself ginerally ? Thare’s Mrs. hlackbeth—sheze 
a nise kind of woomon to have round aint she, a 
puttin old black, her husband, up to slayin Dunkan 
with a cheeze knife, while heze payin a frendly visit 
to their house. O its hily mortal, I spoze, when she 
larfs wildly and sez, “ gin me the daggurs—lie let 
his bowels out,” or words to that effeck—I say, this 
is awl strickly propper I spoze ? That Jack Fawl- 
starf is likewise a immoral old cuss, take him how ye 
may, and Hamlick is as crazy as a loon. Thare’s 
Richurd the Three peple think heze grate things, but 

’ I look upon him in the lite of a monkster. He kills

[* The name of a small water-fowl which, when pursued, 
buries its head in the mud. Often used in the United States in 
the sense of stunid. as “ he is as stupid os a coot.”]
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everybody he takes a noshun to in kold blud, and 
then goze to sleep in his tent. Bimeby he wakes up 
and yells for a boss so he kan go orf and kill sum 
more peple. If he isent a fit spesserman for the 
gallers then I shood like to know whare you find urn. 
Thare’s largo who is more ornery nor pizen. See 
how shamful he treated that hily respecterble injun 
gentlemun, blister Otheller, makin him for to beleeve 
his wife was two thick with Casheo. Obsarve how 
largo got Casheo drunk as a biled owl on corn 
whisky in order to karry out his sneekin desines. 
See how he wurks blister Otheller’s feelins up so that 
he goze and makes poor Desdemony swaller a piller 
which cawses her deth. But I must stop. At sum 
futur time I shall continuer my remarks on the 
dramer in which I shall show the varst supeeriority 
of wax figgers and snakes over theater plays, in a 
interlectooal pint of view.

Very Respectively Yures,
A. Ward, T. K.
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AMONG THE FREE LOVERS*

Some years ago I pitched my tent and onfurled 
my banner to the breeze, in Berlin Hites, Ohio. I 
had hearn that Berlin Hites was oekepied by a 
extensive seek called Free Lovers, who belteved in 
affinertjS and sich, goin back on their domestic ties 
without no hesitation whatsomever. They was like
wise spirit rappers and high presher reformers on 
gineral principles. If I can improve these "ere 
mi>giJed peple by showin them my onparalleld show 
at the usual low price of admitants, methunk, I 
shall not hav lived in vane ! But bitterly did I 
cuss the day I ever sot foot in the retchid place. I 
sot up my tent in a field near the Love Cure, as 
t)rey called it, and bimeby the free lovers begun for 
to congregate around the door. A ornreer set I have 
never sawn. The men’s faces was all covered with 
hare and they lookt half-starved to deth. They 
didn’t wear no weskuts for the purpuss (as they 
sed) of allowin the free air of hevun to blow onto

[* S^me queer p*»nple, calling themselves “Free Lovers,” and 
possessing very original ideas about life and morality, established 
themselves at Berlin Heights, in Ohio, a few years since. Public 
opinv 'U was resistlessly against them, however, and tho asar eiation 
was soon disbanded.]
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their buzzums. Their pockets was filled with tracks 
and pamplits and they was bare-footed. They sed 
the Postles didn’t wear boots, & why should they ? 
That was their stile of argyment. The wimin was 
wuss than the men. They wore trowsis, short 
gownds, straw hats with green ribbins, and all 
carried bloo cotton umbrellers.

Presently a perfeckly orful lookin female pre
sented herself at the door. Her gownd was skan- 
derlusly short and her trowsis was shameful to 
behold.

She eyed me over very sharp, and then startin 
back she sed, in a wild voice ;

“ Ah, can it be ?”
“ Which ?” sed I.
“ Yes, ’tis troo, O ’tis troo !”
“ 15 cents, marm,” I anserd.
She bust out a cryin & sed :
“ And so I hav found you at larst—at larst, O 

at larst !”
•“ Yes,” I anserd, “ you have found me at larst, 

and 'you would have found me at fust, if you had 
cum sooner.”

She grabd me vilently by the coat collar, and 
brandishin her umbreller wildly round, exclaimed: 

Air you a man ?”
Sez I, “ I think I air, but if you doubt it, you 

can address hlrs. A. Ward, Baldinsville, Injianny, 
postage pade, & she will probly giv you the desired 
informashun.”
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“ Then thou ist what the cold world calls 
marrid ?”

" Madam, I istest!”
The exsentric female then clutched me franticly 

by the arm and hollerd :
“You air mine, O you air mine !”
“ Scacely,” I sed, endeverin to git loose from her. 

Eut she clung to me and sed :
“ You air my Affinerty !”
“ What upon arth is that ?” I shouted.
“ Dosd thou not know ?”
“ No, I dostent!”
“ Listin man, & I’ll tell ye! ” sed the strange 

female; “ for years I hav yearned for thee. I 
knowd thou wast in the world, sumwhares, tho I 
didn’t know whare. My hart sed he would, cum 
and I took courage. He has cum—he’s 
you air him—you air my Affinerty! O 
mutch ! too mutch !” and she sobbed agin.

“ Yes,” I anserd, “ I think it is a darn 
mutch !”

“ Hast thou not yearned for me ?” she yelled, 
ringin her hands like a female play acter.

“ Not a yearn !” I beUerd at the top of my voice, 
throwin her away from me.

The free lovers who was standin round obsarvin 
the scene commenst for to holler “ shame !” “ beast,” 
etsettery, etsettery.

I was very mutch riled, and fortifyln myself 
with a spare tent stake. I addrest hem as follers:

here—• 
’tis too

site too
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“ You pussylanermus critters, go way from me and 
take this retchid woman with you. Fm a law- 
abidin man, and bleeve in good, old-fashioned insti
tutions. I am marrid & my orfsprings resemble me, 
if I am a showman ! I think your Affinity biznisS 
is cussed noncents, besides bein outrajusly wicked. 
Why don’t you behave desunt like other folks ? Go 
to work and earn a honist livin and not stay round 
here in this lazy, shiftless way, pizenin the moral 
atmosphere with your pestifrous idees ! You wimln 
folks go back to your lawful husbands if you’ve got 
any, and take orf them skanderlous gownds and 
trowsis, and dress respectful like other wimin. You 
men folks, cut orf them pirattercal whiskers, burn 
up them infurnel pamplits, put sum weskuts on, go 
to work choppin wood, splittin fence rales, or tillin 
the sile. I pored 4th my indignashun in this W’ay 
till I got out of breth, when I stopt. I shant go to 
Berlin Hites agin, not if I live to be as old as 
hlethooseler.
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SCANDALOUS DOINGS AT PITTSBURGH.

Hear in the Buzzum of my famerly I am enjoy in 
myself, at peas with awl mankind and the wimin 
folks likewize. I go down to the villige ockashunly 
and take a little old Rye fur the stummuck’s sake, 
but I avoyd spiritus lickers as a ginral thing. No 
man evir seen me intossikated but onct, and that air 
happind in Pittsburg. A parsel of ornery cusses in 
that luvly sity bustid inter the hawl durin the nite 
and aboosed my wax works shaimful. I didnt ob- 
sarve the outrajus transacshuns ontil the next evening 
when the peple begun for to kongregate. Suddinly 
thay kommen-.ed fur to larf and holler in a boyster- 
ious stile. Sez I good peple what’s up ? Sez thay 
them’s grate wax wurks,- isn’t they, old man. I im- 
mejitly looked up ter whare the wax works was, and 
my blud biles as I think of the site which then met 
my Gase. I hope two be dodrabbertid* if them 
afoursed raskals hadent gone and put a old kavedj- in 
hat onter George Washington’s hed and shuved a

[* Di iiJ-rnKt is an American euphemism lor a profane expres- 
eirn -which is quite as common in this country as on the other 
side of the Atlantic.]

[t See foot-note, p. 45.]
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short black klay pipe inter his mouth. His noze 
thay had painted red and his trowsis legs thay had 
shuvd inside his butes. My wax figger of Napoleon 
Boneypart was likewise mawltreatid. His sword 
wus danglin tween his legs, his cockd hat was drawn 
klean down over his ize, and he was plased in a 
stoopin posishun lookin zactly as tho he was as drunk 
as a biled owl. Ginral Tayler was a standin on his 
hed and Wingfield Skott’s koat tales ware pind over 
his hed and his trowsis ware kompleetly torn orf 
frum hisself. Aly wax works representin the Lord’s 
Last Supper was likewise aboozed. Three of the 
Postles ware under the table and two of nm had on 
old tarpawlin hats and raggid pee jackits and ware 
smokin pipes. Judus Iskarriot had on a cocked hat 
and was appeerently drinkin, as a Bottle of whisky 
sot befour him. This ere specktercal was too much 
fur me. I klosed the show and then drowndid my 
sorters in the flowin Bole.
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A VISIT TO BRIGHAM YOUNG.

It is now goin on 2 (too) yeres, as I very well 
remember, since I crossed the Planes for Kaliforny, 
the Brite land of Jold. While crossin the Planes all 
so bold I fell in with sum noble red men of the 
forest (N.B. This is rote Sarcasticul. Injins is 
Pizin, whar ever found,) which thay Sed I was their 
Brother, & wantid for to smoke the Calomel of 
Peace with me. Thay then stole my jerkt beef, 
blankits, etsettery, skalpt my orgin grinder & scooted 
with a Wild Hoop. Dunn the Cheaf’s techin speech 
he sed he shood meet me in the Happ^ Huntin 
Grounds. If he duz thare will be a fite But enuff 
of this ere. Reven Noose Muttons, as our skool- 
ma'iter, who has got Talent into him, cussycally 
obsarve.

I arrove at Salt Lake in doo time. At Camp 
Scott there was a lot of U. S. sojers, hosstensibly 
sent out thare to smash the mormons but really to 
eat Salt vittles & play poker* & other beautiful but 
sumwhat onsartin games. I got acquainted with sum 
of the officers. Thay lookt putty scrumpshus in

[* A favonrite game at earila withWchtem gamblers; oorrap. 
tiun of the old English /bst and Paired]
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their Bloo coats with brass buttings onto um & ware 
very talented drinkers, but so fur as fitin is con- 
sarned I’d willingly put my wax figgers agin the hull 
party.

My desire was to exhibit my grate show in Salt 
Lake City, so I called on Brigham Yung, the grate 
mogull amung the mormins, and axed his permishun 
to pitch my tent and onfurl my banner to the jentle 
breezis. He lookt at me in a austeer manner for a 
few minits, and sed s

“ Do you bleeve in Solomon, Saint Paul, the im
maculateness of the Mormin Church and the Latter- 
day Revelashuns ?”

Sez I, “ I’m on it!” I make it a pint to git along 
plesunt, tho I didn’t know what under the Son the 
old feller was drivin at. He sed I mite show.

/'■ You air a marrid man', blister Yung, I bleeve ?” 
sez I, preparin to rite him sum free parsis.

“ I hev eighty wives, blister Ward. I sertinly am 
marrid,”

“ How do you like it as far as you hev got ?” 
"sed I.

He sed “ middlin,” and axed me wouldn’t I like 
to see 1 is famerly, to which I replide that I wouldn’t 
mind minglin with the fair Seek & Barskin in the 
Avinnin smiles of his interestin wives. He accord
ingly tuk me to his Scareum. The house is power
ful big & in a exceedin large room was his wives & 
children, which larst was squawkin and hoUerin enuff 
to take the roof rite orf the house. The wimin
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was of all sizes and ages. Sum was pretty & sum 
was plane—sum was helthy and sum was on the 
Wayne—which is verses, tho sich was not my in
tentions, as I don’t ’prove of puttin verses in Froze 
rittins, tho ef occashun requires I can Jerk a Poim 
ekal to any of them Atlantic Munthly fellers.

“ My wives. Mister Ward,” sed Yung.
“ Your sarvant, marms,” sed I, as I sot down in a 

cheer which a red-heded female brawt me.
“ Besides these wives you see here. Mister Ward,” 

sed Yung, “ I hav eighty more in varis parts of this 
consecrated land which air Sealed to me.”

“ Which ?” sez I, gittin up & starin at him.
“ Sealed, Sir ! sealed.”
“ Whare bowts ?” sez I.
“ I sed. Sir, that they was sealed !” He spoke in 

a traggerdy voice. \
“ Will they probly continuer on in that stile to 

any grate extent. Sir ?” I axed.
“ Sir,” sed he tumin as red as a biled beet, 

“ dqn’t you know that the rules of our Church is 
that I, the Profit, may hev as meny wives as I wants ?”

“ Jes so,” I sed. “ You are old pie, ain’t you ?”
“ Them as is Sealed to me—that is to say, to be 

mine when I wants um—air at present my sperret
ooul wives,” sed blister Yung.

“ Long may thay wave !” sez I, seein I shood git 
into a scrape ef I didn’t look out.

In a privit conversashun with Brigham I learnt 
the follerin fax: It takes him six weeks to kiss his
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wives. He don’t do it only onct a yere & sez it is 
wuss nor cleanin house. He don’t pretend to know 
his children, there is so many of um, tho they all 
know him. He sez about every child he meats call 
him Par, & he takes it for grantid it is so. His 
wives air very expensiv. Thay allers want suthin 
& ef he don’t buy it for um thay set the house in a 
uproar. He sez he don’t have a minit’s peace. His 
wives fite amung theirselves so much that he has 
bilt a fitin room for thare speshul benefit, & when too 
of ’em get into a row he has em tumd loose into 
that place, whare the dispoot is settled accordin to 
the rules of the London prize ring. Sumtimes thay 
abooz hisself individooally. Thay hev pulled the 
most of his hair out at the roots & he wares meny 
a Ijorrible scar upon his body, inflicted with mop- 
hkndles, broom-sticks and sich. Occashunly they 
git mad* & scald him with bilin hot water. When 
he got eny waze cranky thay’d shut him up in a 
dark closit, previsly whippin him arter the stile of 
muthers when thare orfsprings git onruly. Sum
times when he went in swimmin thay’d go to the 
banks of the Lake & steal all his close, thereby com- 
pellin him to sneek home by a sircootius rowt, drest 
in the Skanderlus stile of the Greek Slaiv. “ I 
'find that the keers of a marrid life way hevy onto 
me,” sed the Profit, “ & sumtimes I wish Pd re-

[* A common expression in the United States, used in the 
sense of angry, vexed, as “I was quite mad at him;" “he made 
me fflatZ”]
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maned singel ” I left the Profit and startid for the 
tavern whare I put up to. On my way I was over- 
tuk by a lurge krowd of Mormons, which they sur- 
roundid me, & statid that they were goin into the 
Show free.

“ Wall,” sez I, “ ef I find a individooal 
goin round lettin folks into his show free, 
you know.”

“ We’ve had a Revelashun biddin us go
Ward’s Show without payin nothin !” thay showtid.

“ Yes,” hollered a lot of femaile Mormonesses, 
ceasin me by the cote tales & swingin me round very 
rapid, “ we’re aU goin in free! So sez the Reve
lashun !”

'• What’s Old Revelashun got to do with my 
Show ?” sez I, gittin putty rily. “ Tell bli-.ttr 
Revelashun,” sed I, drawin myself up to my full 
hite and lookin round upon the ornery krowd with a 
prowd & decant mean, “ tell blister Revelashun to 
mind his own bizniss, subject only to the Konstitu- 
shun of the Unitid States !”

“ Oh now let us in, that’s a sweet man," sed 
several femails, puttIn thare arms rownd me in luvin 
stile. “ Cecum 1 of us. Cecum a Freest & hav 
wives Sealed to you.”

“ Not a Seal!” sez I, startin back in horror at 
the idee.

“ Oh stay. Sir, stay,” sed a tall, gawnt femaile, 
ore whoos hed 37 summits must hev parsd, “ stay, 
& ru be your Jentle Gazelle.”
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“ Not ef I know it, you won’t,” sez I. “ Awa 
you skanderlus femaile, awa! Go & be a Nun
nery !” That's what I sed, jes so.

“ & I,” sed a fat chunky femaile, who must hev 
wade more than too hundred lbs., “ I will be your 
sweet gidin Star!”

Sez I, “ He bet two dollers and a half you 
won't!’’ Whare ear I may Rome He still be troo 
2 thee. Oh Betsy Jane! [N.B. Betsy Jane is my 
wife's Sir nalme.J

“Wiltist thou not tarry hear in the Promist 
Land ?” sed several of the miserabU critters.

“ Be see you all essenshally cussed be 4 I wiltist!” 
roared I, as mad as I cood be at thare infernul non
cents. I girdid up my Lions & fled the Seen. I 
packt up my duds & left Salt Lake, which is a 2nd 
Sc/Ilum & Germorrer, inhabitid by as theavin & 
onprincipled a set of retchis as ever drew Breth in 
eny spot on the Globe.
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THE CENSUS.

The Sences taker in our town bein taken sick he 
deppertised me to go out for him one day, and as he 
was too ill to giv me informashun how to perceed, 
I was consekently compelled to go it blind. Sittin 
down by the road side I drawd up the follerin list 
of questions which I proposed to ax the peple I 
visited ;

Wat’s your age ?
Whar was you born ?
Air you marrid, and if so how do you like it
How many children hav you, and do they resemole 

you or your nabers ?
Did you ever hav the measels, and if so how 

many ?
Hav you a twin brother several years older thaA 

yourself ?
How many parents hav you ?
Do you read Watt’s Hirns regier ?
Do you use boughten * tobacker ?

[* I. e., that which has been henpht. A vary common word 
in the interior of New England and New York. It is applied to 
articles purohaaud from the shops, to distinguish them from 
articles of homo manufacture. JIany farmers make their own 
sugar from the maple-tree, and their coffee from barley or
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Wat’s your fitin wate ?
Air you trubeld with biles ?
How does your meresham culler ?
State whether you air blind, deaf, idiotic Or got 

the heaves ? *
Do you know any Opry singers, and if so how 

much do they owe you ?
What’s the average of virtoo on the Ery Canawl ?
If 4 barrils of Emptinsj- pored onto a barn floor 

will kiver it how many plase can Dion Boureicault 
write in a year ?

Is Beans a regler article of diet in your family ?
How many chickins hav you, on foot and in the 

shell ?
Air you aware that Injianny whisky is used in 

New York shootin galrys instid of pistils, and that 
it »laoots furthest ?

Was you ever at Niagry Falls ?
Was you ever in the Penitentiary ?

rye. West India sugar or coffee ia then called ’hn-ngltlen
&c. “This ia a home-made carpet; that a huiijblin one,” i.e., 
one bought at a shop. In the north of England, baker's bread is 
called I ad.^

[* Wind-troubles arising from a disordered stomach. A 
common Americanism.]
, [t Emptyings, pronounced mjitinii, tho lees of beer, cider, 

■' Ac.; yeast, or anything by which bread ia loavenea:—

“’Twill take more emptina, by a long chalk, than thia new 
party’a g .t.

To give such heavy cakes ac these a start, I tell ye what.”
The Diij'DiB Paftrt,
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State how much pork, impendin crysis, Dutch 
cheeze, popler suvrinty, standard poetry, childrens' 
strainer’s, slave code, catnip, red flannel, ancient 
histry, pickled tomaters, old junk, perfoomery, coal 
ile, liberty, hoop skirt, &c., you hav on hand ?

But it didn’t work. I got into a row at the fust 
house I stopt to, with some old maids. Disbelieven 
the ansers they giv in regard to their ages I ende- 
vered to open their mouths and lock at their teeth, 
same as they do with bosses, but they floo into a 
vilent rage and tackled me with brooms and sich. 
Takin the sences requires experiunse, like any other 
bizniss.
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AN HONEST LIVING.

I WAS on my way from the mines to San Fran
cisco, with a light puss and a hevy hart. You’d 
scacely hav recognized my fair form, so kiverd as 
I with dust. Bimeby I met Old Poodles, the aU- 
firdist * gambler in the country. He was afoot and 
in his shirt sleeves, and was in a wuss larther nor any 
race boss I ever saw.

“ Whither goist thow, sweet nimp ?” sez I, in a 
play-actin tone.

“*To the mines. Sir,” he unto me did say, “ to the 
mines, to earn an honest living

Thinks I that air aint very cool, I guess, and 
druv on.

*[♦ All-fired^ enonnoua, •xcessive, a low Americanism, not 
improbaWy a puritanical corruption of hfll-fired, designed to hare 
the virtue of an oath without offending pohte ears.]
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THE PRESS.

I WANT the editers to cum to my Show free as the 
flours of blay, but I don’t want um to ride a free 
boss to deth. Thare is times when Patience seizes 
tc be virtoous. I hev “ in my mind’s eye, Ilur- 
rashio” (cotashun from Hamlick) sum editers in a 
sertin town which shall be nameless, who air Both 
sneakin and ornery. They cum in krowds to my 
Show and then axt me ten sents a lines for Puffs. I 
objectid to payin, but they sed ef I didn’t down with 
the dust thay’d wipe my Show from the face of the 
earth. Thay sed the Press was the Arkymecfian 
Leaver which moved the wurld. I put up to their 
extorshuns until thay’d bled me so I was a meet 
shadder, and left in disgust.

It was in a surtin town in Virginny, the Muther 
of Presidents & things, that I was shaimfully aboozed 
by a editor in human form. He set my Show up 
steep & kalled me the urbane & gentlemunly manajer, 
but when I, fur the purpuss of showin fair play all 
around, went to anuther offiss to git my hanbills ’ 
printed, what duz this pussUlanermus editer do but 
change his toon & abooze me like a Injun. He 
sed my wax wurks was a humbug & called me a
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horey-heded itinerent vagabone. I tbort at fust Ide 
pollish him orf ar-lar Beneki Boy, but on reflectin 
that he cood pollish me much wuss in his paper, I 
giv it up. & I wood here take occashun to advise 
peple when thay run agin, as thay sumtimes will, 
these miserble papers, to not pay no attenshun to 
um. Abuv all, don’t assault a editor of this kind. It 
only gives him a notorosity, which is jest what he 
wants, & don’t do you no more good than it wood 
»o jump into enny other mud puddle. Editers are 
generally fine men, but there must be black sheep in 
every flock
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EDAVIN FORREST AS OTFIELLO.

Durin a recent visit to New York the undersined 
wei)t to see Edwin Forrest. As I’m into the moral 
show bizniss myself, I ginrally go to Barnum’s moral* 
hluseum, where only moral peple air admitted, par- 
tickly on AVednesday arternoons. But this time I 
thot I’d go & see Ed, Ed has bin actin out on the 
stage for many years. There is varis ’pinions about 
his actin, Englishmen ginrally bleevin that he is far 
superior to Mister Macready-, but on,one pint aU 
agree, & that is that Ed draws like a six ox t^am. 
Ed was a tin at Niblo’s Garding, which looks con
siderable more like a parster than a garding, but let 
that pars. I sot down in the pit, took out my spec
tacles & commenced peroosin the evenin’s bill. The 
awjince was all-fired large & the boxes was full of 
the elitty of New ATork. Sevral opery glasses was 
leveld at me by Gothum’s fairest darters, but I didn’t 
let on as tho I noticed it, tho mebby I did take out 
my sixteen-dollar silver watch & brandish it round 
more than was necessary. But the best of us has 
our weaknesses & if a man has gewelry let him show 
it. As I was peroosin the bill a grave young man 
who sot near me, axed me if I’d ever seen Forrest
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^dance the Essence of Old Virginny? “He’s im
mense in that,” sed the young man. “ He also does 
a fair champion jig,” the young man continnerd, 
“ but his Big Thing is the Essence of Old Virginny.” 
Sez I, “ Fair youth, do you know what I’d do with 
you if you was my sun ?”

“ No,” sez he.
“Wall,” sez I, “ rd appint your funeral to-morrow 

arternoon & the korps should he rtady! You're too 
\mart to live on this yearth.” He didn't try any 
more of his capers on me. But another pussy- 
lanermuss individooul, in a red vest & patent 
lether boots, told me his name was Bill Astor & 
axed me to lend him 50 cents till early in the 
mornin. I told him Ed probly send it round to him 
before, he retired to his virtoous couch, but if I 
dldqjt he might look for it next fall, as soon as I cut 
my corn. The Orche.stry was now fiddling with all 
their might, & as the peple didn’t 'under.stan any
thing about it they applaudid versifrussly. Presently, 
Old Ed cum out. The play was Otheller or 
More of Venlss. Otheller was writ by Wm. Shaks- 
peer. The scene is laid in Veniss. Otheller was a 
likely man & was a ginral in the Veni-.s army. He 
eloped with Desdemony, a darter of the Hon

■ Rfister Brabantio, who represented one of the back 
districks in the Veneshun legislator. Old Brabantio 
was as mad as thunder at this & tore round con
siderable, but finally cooled down, tellin Otheller, 
howsever, that Desdemony had come it over her Par,
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& that he had better look out or she’d come it over 
him likewise. Mr. & Mrs. Otheller git along very 
comfortable like for a spell. She is sweet-tempered 
and luvin—a nice, sensible female, never goin in for 
he-female conventions, green cotton umbrellers and 
pickled beats. Otheller is a good provider and 
thinks all the world of his vzife. She has a lazy 
time of it, the hired girl doin all the cookin and 
washin. Desdemony, in fact, don’t hav to git the^ 
water to wash her own hands with. But a low cuss 
named Iago, who I bleeve wants to git Otheller out 
of his snug government birth, now goes to work & 
upsets the Otheller family in the most outrajus 
stile. Iago falls in with a braneless youth named 
Roderigo & wins all his money at poker. (Iago allers 
played foul.) He thus got money enuff ta carry 
out his onprincipled skeem. IMike Cassio, a kish
man, is selected as a tool by Iago. Mike was a clever 
feller & orficer in Otheller’s army. He liked his 
tods* too well, howsever, & they floored him, as 
they have many other promisin young men. Etgo 
injuces Mike to drink with him, Iago slyly throwin 
his whisky over his shoulder, hlike gits as drunk 
as a biled owl & allows that he can lick a yard full 
of the Veneshun fancy before breakfast, without 
sweatin a hair. He meets Roderigo & proceeds foT 
to smash him. A feller named hlontano undertakes 
to slap Cassio, when that infatooated person runs his

[* Contraction of toddy. See foot-note, p. IS.l
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sword into him. That miserble man, Iago, pretents 
to be very sorry to see hlike conduck hisself in this 
way, & undertakes to smooth the thing over to 
Otheller, who rushes in with a drawn sword & wants 
to know what’s up. Iago cunninly tells his story, 
& Otheller tells Mike that he thinks a good deal of 
him but he can’t train no more in his regiment. 
Desdemony sympathises with poor Mike & interceeds 
for him with Otheller. Iago mages him bleeve she 
does this because she thinks more of JVIike than she 
does of hisself. Otheller swallers Iago’s lyin tail & 
goes to makin a noosence of hisself ginrally. He 
worries poor Desdemony terrible by his vile insinua
tions & finally smothers her to deth with a piller. 
]Mrs. Iago cums in just as Otheller has finished the 
fowltdeed and givs him fits right & left, showin him 
tbtit he has bin orfully gulled by her miserble cuss 

X)f a husband. Iago cums in, & his wife com
mences rakin him down also, when he stabs her. 
Otheller jaws him a spell & then cuts a small hole 
in his stummick with his sword. Iago pints to Des
demony’s deth bed & goes orf with a sardonic smile 
onto his countenance. Otheller tells the peple that he 
has dun the state sum service & they know it; axes 

yhem to do as fair a thing as they can for him under 
the circumstances, & kills hisself with a fish-knife, 
which is the most sensible thing he can do. This is 
a breef skedule of the synopsis of the play.

Edwin Forrest is a grate acter. I thot I saw 
Otheller before me all the time he was actin, & when
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■ curtin fell, I found my spectacles was still mis- 
‘d with salt-water, which had run from my eyes 
lie poor Desdemony was dyin. Betsy Jane— 
tsy Jane! let us pray that our domestic bliss may 
. er be busted up by a Iago !
Edwin Forrest makes money actin out on the 
ge. He gits five-hundred dollars a nite & his 

)ard & washin. I wish I had such a Forrest in my 
arding 1
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THE SHOW BUSINESS AND POPULAR 
LECTURES*

I FEEL that the Show Bizniss, which Ive stroven 
to omyment, is bein usurpt by Poplar Lecturs, as 
thay air Railed, tho in my pinion thay air poplar 
humbugs. Individooals, who git hard up, embark 
in the lecturin bizniss. Thay cram theirselves with 
hi soundin frazis, frizzle up their hare, git trustid for 
a soot, of black close & cum out to lectur at 50 dul
ler^ a pop. Thay aint over stockt with branes, but 

hav brass enuff to make suffishunt kittles to bile 
fll the sope that will be required by the ensooin six
teen ginerashuns. Peple flock to heer um in krowds. 
The men go becawz its poplar & the wimin folks go 
to see what other wimin folks have on. When its 
over the lecturer goze & regales hisself with oysters 
and sich, while the .peple say “ What a charmin 
lectur that air was,” etsettery etsettery, when 9 out 
•esf Io of um don’t have no moore idee of what the 
lecturer sed than my kangeroo has of the sevunth 
Speer of hevun. Thare’s moore infurmashun to be

[* It is proper to say that Mr. Ward has recently found ocoa- 
cion to ohango his mind on this subject.]
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gut out of a well conductid noospaper—price 3 sents 
—than thare is out of ten poplar lectures at 25 or 50 
dollers a pop, as the kase may be. These same peple, 
bare in mind, stick up their nosis at moral wax fig- 
gers & sagashus beests. Thay say these things is 
low. Gents, it greeves my hart in my old age, when 
I’m in “ the Sheer & yeller leef” (to cote frum my 
Irish frend Mister McBeth) to see tliat the Show 
bizniss is pritty much plade out, howsomever I shall 
chance it agane in the Spring.
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WOlMAlSrS RIGHTS.

I piTCHT my tent in a small town in Injianny one 
day last seeson, & whUe I was standin at the dore 
takin money, a deppytashun of ladies came up & sed 
they wos members of the BunkumviUe Female Moral 
Reformin & Wimin’s Rite’s Associashun, and thay 
axed me if they cood go in without payin.

“ Not exactly,” sez I, “ but you can pay without 
goiu in.”

Dew you know who we air sed one of the 
^vimin—a tall and feroshus lookin critter, with a 
blew kotton umbreller under her arm—“do you 
know who we air Sir ?”

“ My impreshun is,” sed I, “ from a kersery view, 
that you air females.”

“ We air, Sur,” said the feroshus woman—“ we 
belong to a Society whitch beleeves wimin has rites 
—which beleeves in razin her to her proper speer— 
whitch beleeves she is indowed with as much intel- 
leck as man is—^whitch beleeves she is trampled on 
and aboozed—& who will resist hensozjth & forever 
the incroachments of proud & domineering men.”

Durin her discourse, the exsentric female grabed
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me by the coat-kollor & was swinging her umbreller 
wildly over my hed.

“ I hope, marm,” sez I, starting back, “ that your 
intensions is honorable ? I’m a lone man hear in a 
strange place. Besides, Ive a wife to hum.”

“ Yes,” cried the female, “ & she’s a slave! Doth 
she never dream of freedom—doth she never thi^k 
of throwin of the yoke of tyrrinny & thinkin & votin 
for herself?—Doth she never think of these here 
things ?”

Not bein a natral born fool,” sed I, by this time 
a little riled, “ I kin safely say that she dothunt.”

“ O whot—whot!” screamed the female, swingin 
her umbreller in the air. “ O, what is the price drat 
woman pays for her expeeriunce !”

“ I don’t know,” sez I; “ the price to my sho^ is
15 cents pur individooal.”

“ & can’t our Sosiety go in free ?” asked the 
female.

“ Not if I know it,” sed I.
“ Crooil, crooil man!” she cried, & bust into • 

teers.
“ Won’t yon let my darter in ?” sed anuther of the 

exsentric wimin, taken me afeckshunitely by the hand. 
“ O, please let my darter in—shee’s a sweet gushin 
child of natur.”

“ Let her gush !” roared I, as mad as I cood stick 
at their tarnal nonsense ; “• let her gush!” Where 
upon they all sprung back with the simultanious ob- 
servashun that I was a Beest.
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“ My female frends,” sed I, “ be^ you leeve, Ive 

a few remarks to remark; wa them well. The fe
male woman is one of the greatest institooshuns of 
which this land can boste. It’s onpossible to get 
along without her. Had there bin no female wimin 
in the world, I should scacely be here with my un- 
paralleld show on this very occashun. She is good 
in sickness—good in wellness—good all the time. 
O, woman, woman !” I cried, my feelins worked 
up to a hi poetick pitch, “ you air a angle when you 
behave yourself; but when you take off your proper 
appairel & (mettyforically speaken)—get into panty- 
loons—when you desert your firesides, & with your 
beds full of wimin’s rites noshuns go round like 
roarin lyons, seekin whom you may devour some- 
bocjdy—in short, when you undertake to play the 
man, you play the devU and air an emfatic noosance. 
'My female friends,” I continnered, as they weie 
indignantly departin, “wa well what A. Ward has 
sed I”
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WOULD-BE SEA DOGS.

Sum of the captings on the Upper Ohio River 
put on a heep of airs. To hear ’em git orf saler 
lingo you’d spose they’d bin on the briny Deep for 
a life time, when the fact is they haint tasted salt 
water since they was infants, when they had to take 
it for luorms. Still they air good natered fellers, 
and when they drink they take a dose big enuff for 
a grown person.
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ON “FORTS.”

Evert man has got a Fort. It’s sum men’s fort 
to do one thing, and sum other men’s fort to do 
another, while there is numeris shiftliss critters goin 
round loose whose fort is not to do nothin.

Shakspeer rote good plase, but he wouldn’t hav 
succeeded as a Washington correspondent of a New 
York daily paper. He lac kt the rekesit fancy and 
imagginashun.

ThajfS so!
Old George Washington’s Fort was to not hev 

Xpublic man of the present day resemble him to 
alarmin extent. Whare bowts can George’s 

ekal be fownd ? I ask, & boldly anser no whares, 
or eny whare else.

Old man Townsin’s* Fort was to maik Sassyperil- 
ler. “ Goy to the world! anuther life salved!” 
(fotashun from Townsin’s advertisemunt.)

Cyrus Field’s Fort is to lay a sub-machine telle-

£♦ “Old” Dr. Jacob Townshend, tho Tricon of America, 
whc«e sarsaparilla ia sold at almost every “ st »re” throughout the 
eonntry. A branch establishment, and a rival, have for some 
years boen 1 ’Cated here, in the Strand, under the shadow ef 
Exeter Hall.]
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to maik Prepared GIoo, which 
Wonder ef it wUl mend a sin- 

(Impromptoo goak.)

96
graf under the boundin billers of the Oshun, and 
then hev it Bust.

Spaldin’s Fort is 
mends everything, 
net’s wickid waze.

Zoary’s Fort is to be a femaile circus feller.
My Fort is the grate moral show bizniss & ritin 

choice famerly literatoor for the noospapers. That’s 
what’s the matter with me.

&c., &c., &c. So I mite go on to a indefnit ex
tent.

Twict I’ve endeverd to do things which thay 
wasn’t my Fort. The fust time was when I under- 
tuk to lick a owdashus cuss who cut a hole in my 
tent & krawld threw. Sez I, “ my jentle Sir go 
out or I shall fall onto you putty hevy.” Sez he, 
“ Wade in, Old wax figgers,” whareupon I c^ent for 
him, but he cawt me powerful on the hed & knqckt 
me threw the tent into a cow pastur. He pursoM 
the attack & flung me into a mud puddle. As P 
aroze & rung out my drencht garmints I koncluded 
fitin wasn’t my Fort. Be now rize the kurtin upon 
Seen end : It is rarely seldum that I seek consola
tion in the Flowin Bole. But in a sertin town in 
Injianny in the Faul of 18------ , my orgin grinder
got sick with the fever & died. I never felt 
ashamed in my life, & I thowt I’d hist in a few swal- 
lers of suthin strengthin. Konsequents was I histid 
in so much I dident zackly know whare bowts I 
was. I turnd my livin wild beests of Pray loose
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into the streets and spilt all my wax works, I then 
Bet I cood play hoss. So I hitched myself to a 
Kanawl bote, there bein two other bosses hitcht on 
also, one behind and anuther ahead of me. The 
driver hollerd for us to git up, and we did. But the 
bosses bein onused to sich a arrangemunt begun to 
kick & squeal and rair up. Konsequents was I was 
kickt vilently in the stummuck & back, and presuntly 
I fownd myself in the Kanawl with the other bosses, 
ddckin & yellin like a tribe of Cusscaroorus sawijis. 
I was rescood, & as I was bein carrid to the tavern 
on a hemlock Bored I sed in a feeble voise, “ Boys, 
playin hoss isn’t my Fort.”

IMorul—Never don’t do nothin which isn’t your 
Fort, for ef. you do you’ll find yourself splashin 
round yn the Kanawl, figgeratively speakin.

G
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PICCOLOMINI.

Gents—I arroved in Cleveland on Saturday P. M. 
from Baldinsville jest in time to fix myself up and 
put on a clean biled rag to attend bliss Pickle-' 
homony’s grate musical sorry at the blelodeon. The 
krowds which pored into the hall augured well for 
the show bizniss, & with cheerful sperrets I jined the 
enthoosiastic throng. I asked Mr. Strakhosh at the 
door if he parst the perfession, and he said not 
much he didn’t, whereupon I bawt a preserv’^d seat 
in the pit, & obsarving to Mr. Strakhosh that he 
needn’t put on so many French airs becawz he run 
with a big show, and that he’d better let his weskut 
out a few inches or perhaps he’d bust hisself some 
fine day, I went in and squatted down. It was a sad 
thawt to think that in all that vast aujience Scacely 
a Sole had the honor of my acquaintance. “ & this 
ere,” sed I Bitturly, “ is Fame ! What sigerfy my 
wax figgers and livin wild beasts (which have no 
ekels) to these peple ? What do thay care becawz 
a site of my Kangeroo is worth dubble the price of 
admission, and that my Snakes is as harmlis as the 
new born babe—all of which is strictly troo—?” 
I should have gone on ralein at Fortin and things
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sum more, but jest then Signer blaccarony cum out 
and sung a hairey from some opry or other. He had 
on his store close & looked putty slick, I must say. 
Nobody didn’t understand nothin abowt what he sed, 
and so they applawdid him versiferusly. Then Sig
ner Brignoly cum out and sung another hairey. 
He appeared to be in a Pensiv blood & sung a Luv 
song I suppose, tho he may have been cussin the 
aujince all into a heep for aut I knewd. Then cum 
bir. blaccarony agin & bliss Picklehomony herself. 
Thay sang a Doit together.

Now you know, gents, that I don’t admire opry 
music. But I like bliss Picklehomony’s stile, 1 
like her gate. She suits me. There has bin grater 
singers and there has bin more bootiful wimin, but 
no morj fassinatin young female ever longed for a 
new gown or side to place her hed agin a vest pat
tern than blaria Picklehomony, Fassinatin peple is 
her best holt. She was born to make hash of men’s 
buzzums & other wimin mad becawz thay ain’t Pick- 
lehomonies. Her face sparkles with amuzin cussed
ness & about 200 (two hundred) little bit of funny 
devils air continually dancing champion jigs in her 
eyes, said eyes bein brite enuff to lite a pipe by. 
How I shood like to have little bhiria out on my 
farm in Baldinsville, Injianny, whare she cood run 
in the tall grass, wrastle with the boys, cut up strong 
at parin bees, make up faces behind the minister’s 
back, tie auction bills to the skoolmaster’s coat-tales, 
set all the felle'S crazy after her, & holler & kick

    
 



100 Artemus Ward.

up, & go it just as much as she wanted to ! But I 
diegress. Every time she cum canterin out I grew 
more and more delighted with her. When she 
bowed her hed I bowed mine. When she powtid 
her lips I powtid mine. When she larfed I larfed. 
When she jerked her hed back and took a larfin 
survey of the aujience, sendin a broadside of sassy 
smiles in among em, I tried to unjint myself & 
koilapse. When, in teUin how she drempt she 
lived in Marble Halls, she sed it tickled her more 
than all the rest to dream she loved her feller still 
the same, I made a effort to swaller myself; but 
when, in the next song, she look strate at me & 
called me her Dear, I wildly told the man next to 
me he mite hav my close, as I shood never want ’em 
again no more in this world. QThe Plain pealer • 
containin this communicashun is not to be sent to 
my famerly in Baldinsville under no circumstances 
whatsomever.]

In conclushun, blaria, I want you to do well. I 
know you air a nice gal at hart & you must get a 
good husband. He must be a man of branes and 
gumpshun & a good provider—a man who will luv 
you strong and long—a man who will luv you jest 
as much in your old age, when your voice is cracked 
like an old tea kittle & you can’t get 1 of your 
notes discounted at 50 per sent a month, as he will

[♦ The Cleveland Plain Dealer^ a well-known Ohio newspaper, 
to which Mr. Aitemns Ward wishes ns to understand he con
tributed.]
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now, when you are young & charmin & full of 
music, sunshine & fun. Don’t marry a snob, Maria. 
You ain’t a Angel, Maria, & I am glad of it. 
When I see angels in pettycoats I’m always sorry 
they hain’t got wings so they can kin quietly fly off 
whare thay will be appreshiated. You air a woman, 
& a mity good one too. As for Maccarony, Brig- 
noly, hlullenholler and them other fellers, they can 
take care of theirselves. Old Mac. kin make a com
fortable livin choppin cord wood * if his voice ever 
givs out, and Amodio looks as tho he mite succeed 
in conductin sum quiet toll gate, whare the vittles 
would be plenty & the labor lite.

I am preparin for the Summer Campane. I 
shall stay in Cleveland a few days and probly you 
will hear from me again ear I leave to once more 
becum a tosser on life’s tempestuous billers, meanin 
the Show Bizniss.

Very Respectively Yours,
Artemus Ward.

[• Tho common firp-v<ood of the United States, 8j»lit up in 
lengths of four feet, ar 1 arranged in stacks (for purchase or sale) 
eight feet long, four high, and four broad. With tho vulgar 
crowd thia wood chopping ia tho dumier retisoit for a livelihood.]    
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LITTLE PATTI.

The mooslc which Ime most use to is the inspirin 
Stranes of the hand orgin. I hire a artistic Italyun 
to grind fur me, payin him Ids vittles & close, & I 
spose it was them stranes which fust put a moosical 
taste into me. Like all furriners he had seen better 
dase, havin formerly been a Kount. But he aint 
of much akount now, except to turn the orgin and 
drink Beer, of which bevrige he can hold a churnful,

IVIiss Patty is small for her size, but as the man 
sed abowt his wife, O Lord! She is well bilt & 
her complexion is what might be called a Broonettyj( 
Her ize is a dark bay, the lashes bein long & silky. 
When she smiles the awjince feels like axing her to 
doo it sum moor, & to continner doin it 2 a indefnit 
extent. Her waste is one of the most bootiful wasti- 
sis ever seen. When Mister Strackhorse led her 
out I thawt sum pretty skool gal, who had jest gra- 
duatid frum pantalets & wire hoops, was a cumin out 
to read her fust composishun in public. She cum 
so bashful like, with her hed bowd down, & made 
sich a effort to arrange her lips so thayd look pretty, 
that I wanted to swaller her. She reminded me
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of Susan Skinner, who’d never kiss the boys at 
parin bees till the candles was blow’d out. bDss 
Patty sung suthin or ruther in a furrin tung. I 
don’t know what the sentimunts was. Fur awt I 
know she may hav bin denouncin my wax figgers & 
sagashus wild beests of Pray, & I don’t much keer 
ef she did. When she opened her mowth a army 
of martingales, bobolinks, kanarys, swallers, mockin 
birds, etsettery, bust 4th & flew all over the Haul.

Go it, little 1, sez I to myself, in a hily exsited 
frame of mind, & ef that kount or royal duke which 
you’ll be pretty apt to marry 1 of these dase don’t 
do the fair thing by ye, yu kin always hav a home 
on A. Ward’s farm, near Baldinsville, Injianny. 
When she sung Cumin threw the Rye, and spoke of 
that Swayne she deerly luvd herself individooully, 
I didn’t wish I was that air Swayne. No I gess not. 
Oh certainly not. [This is Ironical. I don’t meen 
this. It’s a way I hav of goakin.] Now that 
Maria Picklehominy has got married & left the per- 
feshun, Adeliny Patty is the championess of the opery 
ring. She karries the Belt. Thar’s no draw fite 
about it. Other primy donnys may as well throw 
up the spunge first as last. My eyes don’t deceive 
my earsite in this matter.

But Miss Patty orter sing in the Inglish tung. As 
she kin do so as well as she kin in Italyun why under 
the Son dont she do it? What cents is thare in 
slngin wurds nobody dont undersian when wurds 
we do understan is jest as handy ? Why peple will
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versifFerusly applawd furrin langwidge is a mistery. 
It remindi me of a man I onct knew. He sed he 
knockt the bottum out of his pork Barril, & the pork 
fell out, but the Brine dident moove a inch. It stade 
in the Barril. He sed this was a Mistery, but it 
wasn’t misterior than is this thing I’m speekin of.

As fur Brignoly, Ferri and Junky, thay air dowt- 
less grate, but I think sich able boddied men wood 
look better tUlin the sile than dressin theirselves up 
in black close & white kid gluvs & shoutin in a 
furrin tung. Mister Junky is a noble lookin old man 
& orter lead armies on to Battel instid of shoutin in 
a furrin tung.

Adoo. In the langwidge of Lewis Napoleon when 
receivin kumpany at his pallis on the BuUyvards, “ I 
saloot yu.”
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MOSES, THE SASSY, OR THE DISGUISED

DUKE.

CHAPTER I.—Elizt.

My story opens in the classic presinks of Bostin. 
In the parler of a bloated aristocratic mansion on 
Bacon street sits a luvly young lady, whose hair is 
cuverd ore with the frosts of between 17 Summers. 
She has just sot down to the piany, and is warblin 
the pqpler ballad called “ Smells of the Notion,” in 
which she tells how with pensiv thought, she wan
dered by a C beat shore. The son is settin in its 
horizon, and its gorjus light pores in a golden meller 
flud through the winders, and makes the young lady 
tvict as beautiful nor what she was before, which is 
onnecessary. She is magnificently dressed up in a 
Berage basque, with poplin trimmins, blore Antique, 
Ball florals and 3 ply carpeting. Also, considerable 
gauze. Her dress contains 16 flounders and her 
shoes is red morocker, with gold spangles onto them. 
Presently she jumps up with a wild snort, and pressin 
her hands to her brow, she exclaims j “ Methinks I 
see a voice!”

A noble youth of 27 summers enters. He is
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attired in a red shirt and black trowsis, which last 
air turned up over his boots; his hat, which it is a 
plug, being cockt onto one side of his classical hed. 
In sooth, he was a heroic lookin person, with a fine 
shape. Grease, in its barmiest days near projuced a 
more hefty cavileer. Gazin upon him admirinly for 
a spell, Elizy (for that was her name) organized her
self into a tabloo, and stated as foUers :

“ Ha! do me eyes deceive me earsight ? Is it 
some dreams ? No, I reckon not! That frame ! 
them store close! those nose! Yes, it is me own, 
me only Moses!”

He (Moses) folded her to his hart, with the re
mark that he was “ a hunkey boy.”

CHAPTER II.—^Was Moses of Noble Birth ?

Moses was foreman of Engine Co. No, 40. Forty’s 
fellers had just bin havin an annual reunion with 
Fifty’s fellers, on the day I introjuce Moses to my 
readers, and Moses had his arms full of trofees,'to 
wit fs 4 scalps, 5 eyes, 3 fingers, 7 ears, (which he 
chawed off) and several half and quarter sections o 
noses. When the fair Elizy recovered from her de
light at meetin hloses, she said :—“ How hist the 
battle gonest ? Tell me!”

“ We chawed ’em up—that’s what we did!” said 
the bold Closes.

I thank the gods !” sed the fair Elizy. “ Thou 
did’st excellent well. And, Moses,” she continnercd,
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layin her hed confidinly agin his weskit, “ dost know
1 sumtimes think thou istest of noble birth ?”

“ No!” said he, wildly ketchin hold of hisself. 
“ You don’t say so !”

“ Indeed do I! Your dead grandfather’s sperrit 
comest to me the tother night.”

“ Oh no, I guess it’s a mistike,” sed Moses.
“ I’ll bet two dollars and a quarter he did!” re

plied Elizy. “ He said, ‘ Moses is a Disguised 
Juke!’ ”

“ You mean Duke,” said hloses.
“ Dost not the actors all call it Juke 1” said she.
That settled the matter.
“ I hav thought of this thing afore,” said Kloses, 

abstractedly. “If it is so, then thus it must be!
2 B or not 2 B ! Which ? Sow, sow! But enuff. 
O life ! life !—you re too many for me !” He tore out 
some of his pretty yeller hair, stampt on the floor 
sevril times, and was gone.

CHAPTER IIL—The Pirut Foiled.

Sixteen long and weary years has elapst since the 
seems narrated in the last chapter took place. A 
noble ship, the Sary Jane, is a sailin from France to 
Ameriky via the Wabash Canal. A pirut ship is in 
hot pursoot of the Sary. The pirut capting isn’t a 
man of much principle and intends to kill all the 
people on bored the Sary and confiscate the waller- 
bles. The capting of the S. J. is on the pint of
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givin in, when a fine lookin feller in russet boots and 
a buffalo overcoat rushes foiored and obsarves :

" Old man ! go down stairs ! Retire to the star
bud bulk-hed ! I’ll take charge of this Bote !”

“ Owdashus cuss!” yelled the capting, “ away 
with thee or I shall do mur-rer-der-r-r !”

“ Skurcely,” obsarved the stranger, and he drew ! 
a diamond-hilted fish-knife and cut orf the capting’s 
hed. He expired shortly, his last words bein, “ we 
are governed too much.”

“ People!” sed the stranger, “ I’m the Juke 
d’Moses!”

“ Old hoss !” sed a passenger, “ methinks thou art 
blowin!” whareupon the Juke cut orf his hed also.

“ Oh that I should live to see myself a ded 
body !” screamed the unfortnit man. “ But, don’t 
print any verses about my deth in the newspapers, 
for if you do I’ll haunt ye!”

“ People !” sed the Juke, “ I alone can save you 
from yon bloody pirut! Ho! a peck of oats!” 
The oats was brought and the Juke, boldly mountiu 
the jibpoop, throwed them onto the towpath. The 
pirut rapidly approached, chucklin with fiendish de
light at the idee of increasin his ill-gotten gains. 
But the leadin hoss of the pirut ship stopt suddent 
on comin to the oats, and commenst for to devour 
them. In vain the piruts swore and throwd stones 
and bottles at the hoss—he wouldn’t budge a 
inch. Meanwhile the Sary Jane, her bosses on the 
full jump, was fast leavin the pirut ship !
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“ Onct agin do I escape deth!” sed the Juke be
tween his clencht teeth, still on the jibpoop.

CHAPTER IV.—The Wanderer’s Return.

The Juke was Moses the Sasy! Yes, it was !
He had bin to France and now he was home agin 

in Bostin, which gave birth to a Bunker Hill!! 
He had some trouble in gitting hisself acknow- 

’ ledged as Juke in France, as the Orleans Dienasty 
and Borebones were fernest him, but he finally con- 
kered. Elizy knowd him right o/T, as one of his 
ears and a part of his nose had bin chawed off in 
his fights with opposition firemen durin boyhood’s 
sunny hours. They lived to a green old age, be
loved by all, both grate and small. Their children, 
of which they have numerous, often go up onto the 
Common and see the Fountain squirt.

This is my 1st attempt at writin a Tail & it is far 
from bein perfeck, but if I have indoosed folks to 
see that in 9 cases out of lo they can either make 
Life as barren as the Dessert of Sarah, or as joy- 
yus as a flower garding, my objeck will have bin 
accomplished, and more too.    
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THE PRINCE OF WALES.

To my fiends of the Editorial Corpse;

I rite these lines on British sile. I’ve bin follerin 
Mrs. Victory’s hopeful sun Albert Edward threw 
ICanady with my f.mparaleled Show, and tho I haint 
made much in a pecoonery pint of vew, I’ve lernt 
sumthin new, over bear on British Sile, whare they 
bleeve in Saint Gorge and the Dragoon. Previs to 
cumin over hear I tawt my organist how to grind 
Rule Brittanny and other airs which is poplar on 
British Sile. I likewise fixt a wax figger up to re
present Sir Edmun Hed the Govner Ginral. The 
statoot I fixt up is the most versytile wax statoot I 
ever saw. I’ve showd it as AVm. Penn, Napoleon 
Bonypart, Juke of Wellington, the Beneker Boy, 
Mrs. Cunningham & varis other notid persons, & 
also for a sertin pirut named Hix. I’ve bin so long 
amung wax statoots that I can fix ’em up to soot 
the tastes of folks, & with sum paints I hav I kin 
giv their facis a beneverlent or fiendish look as the 
kase requires. I giv Sir Edmun Hed a beneverlent 
look, & when sum folks who thawt they was smart 
sed it didn’t look hke Sir Edmun Hed anymore
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than it did anybody else, I sed, “ That’s the pint. 
That’s the beauty of the Statoot. It looks like Sir 
Edmun Hed or any other man. You may kail it 
what you pleese. Ef it don’t look like anybody that 
ever lived, then it’s sertinly a remarkable Statoot & 
well worth seein. I kail it Sir Edmun Hed. Toit 
may kali it what you darn pleese!” p had ’em 
thare.J

At larst I’ve had a interview with the Prince, tho 
it putty nigh cost me my vallerble life. I cawt a 
glimps of him as he sot on the Pizarro of the hotel 
in Sarnia, & elbowd myself threw a crowd of wimin, 
children, ssjers & Injins that was hangin round the 
tavern. I was drawin near to the Prince when a 
red faced man in Millingtery close grabd holt of me 
and axed me whare I was goin all so bold

“ To see Albert Edard the Prince of Wales,” sez 
I; “ who are you ?”

He sed he was Kurnal of the Seventy Fust Regi
ment, Her hlagisty’s troops. I told him I hoped 
the^ Seventy Onesters was in good helth, and was 
passin by when he ceased hold of me agin, and sed 
in a tone of indigent cirprise :

“ "What ? Impossible ! It kannot be! Blarst 
my hize, sir, did I understan you to say that you 
was actooaUy goin in'o the presents of his Royal 
Iniss ?”

“ That’s what’s the matter with me,” I replide.
“ But blarst my hize, sir, its unprecedented. It’s 

orful, sir. Nothin’ like it hain’t happened sins the
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man.

on a 
name

Gun Power Plot of Guy Forks. Owdashus 
who air ^u ?”

“ Sir,’* sez I, drawin myself up & puttin 
defiant air, “ I’m a Amerycan sitterzen. hly 
is Ward. I’m a husband & the father of twins, 
which I’m happy to state thay look like me. By 
perfeshun I’m a exhibiter of wax works & sich.”

“ Good God!” yelled the Kurnal, “ the idee of 
a exhibiter of wax figgers goin into the presents of 
Royalty! The British Lion may well roar with, 
raje at the thawt!”

Sez I, “ Speakin of the British Lion, Kurnal, 
I’d like to make a bargin with you fur that beast 
fur a few weeks to add to my Show.” I didn’t 
meen nothin by this. I was only gettin orf a goak, 
but you orter hev seen the Old Kurnal jump up & 
howl. He actooally fomed at the mowth.

“This can’t be real,” he showtid. “No, no 
It’s a horrid dream. Sir, you air not a human 
bein—you hav no existents—yure a hlyth ! ”

“ Wall,” sez I, “ old hoss, yule find me a ruther 
onkomfortable Myth ef you punch my inards in that 
way dgin.” I began to git a little riled, fur when 
he called me a hlyth he puncht me putty hard. 
The Kurnal now commenst showtin fur the Seventy 
Onesters. I at fust thawt I’d stay & becum a Mar 
ter to a British Outraje, as sich a course mite git my 
name up & be a good advertisement fur my Show, 
but it occurred to me that ef enny of the Seventy 
Onesters should happen to insert a barronet into my
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Stummick it mite be onplesunt, & I was on the pint 
of runnin orf when the Prince hisself kun? up & 
axed me what the matter was. Sez I, “ Albert 
Edard is that you ? ” & he smilt & sed it was. 
Sez I, “ Albert Edard, hears my keerd. I cum to 
pay my respecks to the futer King of Ingland. 
The Kurnal of the Seventy Onesters hear is ruther 
smawl pertaters, but of course you ain’t to blame 
fur that. He puts on as many airs as tho he was 
jhe Bully Boy with the glass eye.”

Never mind,” sez Albert Edard, “ I’m glad to see 
you, blister Ward, at all events,” & he tuk my 
hand so plesunt like & larfed so sweet that I fell in 
love with him to onct. He handid me a segar & 
we sot down on the Pizarro & commenst smokin rite 
cheerful., “ Wall,” sez I, “ Albert Edard, how’s 
the old folks ?”

“ Her blajesty & the Prince are well,” he sed.
“ Duz the old man take his Lager beer reglar

I inquired.
The Prince larfed & intermatid that the old man 

didn’t let many kegs of that bevridge spile in the 
sellar in the coarse of a year. We sot & tawked 
there sum time abowt matters & things, & bimeby I 
axed him how he liked bein Prince as fur as he’d got.

“ To speak plain, blister Ward,” he sed, “ I 
don’t much like it. I’m sick of aU this bowin & 
scrapin & crawlin & hurrain over a boy like me. 
I would rather go through the,country quietly & 
enjoy myself in my own way, with the other boys,

H
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& not be made a Show of to be garped at by every
body. When the piple cheer me I feel pleesed, fur 
I know they meen it, but if these one-horse offishuls 
coold know how I see threw all their moves & un- 
derstan exackly what they air after, & knowd how I 
larft at ’em in private, thayd stop kis.sin my hands 
& fawnin over me as thay now do. But you know 
Mr. Ward I can’t help bein a Prince, & I must do 
all I kin to. fit myself fur the persishun I must 
sumtime ockepy.”

“ That’s troo,” sez I; “ sickness and the docters will 
carry the Queen orf one of these dase, sure’s yer born.”

The time hevin arove fur m. .0 take my departer 
I rose up & sed: “ Albert Edard, I must go, but 
previs to doin so I will obsarve that you 'oot me. 
Yure a good feller Albert Edard, & tho I’m agin 
Princes as a gineral thing, I must say I like the cut 
of your Gib. When you git to be King try and be 
as good a man as yure muther has bin ! Be just & 
be Jenerus, espeshully to showmen, who hav allers 
bip aboozed sins the dase of Noah, who was the fust 
man to go into the Menagery bizniss, & ef the daily 
papers of his time air to be beleeved Noah’s colleck- 
shun of livin wild beests beet ennything ever seen 
sins, tho I make bold to dowt ef his snaiks was 
ahead of mine. Albert Edard, adoo !” I tuk his 
hand which he shook warmly, & givin him a per- 
petooal free pars to my show, & also parses to take 
hum for the Queen & Old Albert, I put on my hat 
and walkt away.

    
 



115The Prince of iVales.

“ Mrs, Ward,” I solilerquized, as I walkt along, 
“ Mrs. Ward, ef you could see your husband now, 
just as he prowdly emerjis from the presunts of the 
futur Eng of Ingland, you’d be sorry you called 
him a Beest jest becaws he cum home tired 1 nite 
and wantid to go to bed without takin orf his boots. 
You’d be sorry for try in to deprive yure husband of 
the priceliss Boon of liberty, Bet^y Jane 1”

Jest then I met a long perseshun of men'with 
gbwnds onto ’em. The leader was on horseback, & 
ridin up to me he sed, “ Air you Orange i”

Sez I, “Which?”
“ Air you a ©rangeman ?” he repeated, sternly.
“ I used to peddle lemins,” sed I, “ but I never 

delt in oranges. They are apt to spile on yure 
hands. • What particler Loonatic Asylum hev you & 
yure Trends escaped frum, ef I may be so bold ?” 
Just then a suddent thawt struck me & I sed, “Oh 
yure the fellers who air worrj’in the Prince so & 
givin the Juke of Noocastle cold sweats at nite, by 
yurq infernal catawalins, air youWall, take the 
advice of a Amery kin sitterzen, take orf them 
gownds & don’t try to get up a religious fite, which 
is 40 times wuss nor a prize fite, over rVlbert Edard, 
who wants to receive you all on a ekal footin, not 
keerin a tinker’s cuss what meetin house you sleep 
in Sundays, Go home and mind yure bizniss & not 
make noosenses of yourselves.” With wlfich obser- 
vashuns I left ’em.

I shall leeve British sHe ^thwith
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OSSAWATOMIE BROWN

I don’t pertend to be a cricket and consekently 
the reader will not regard this ’ere peace as a Cricket- 
cism. I cimply desine givin the pints & Plot of a 
play I saw actid out at the theater t’other nite, called 
Ossywattermy Brown or the Hero of Harper’s Ferry. 
Ossywattermy had varis .failins, one of which was 
a idee that he cood conker Virginny with a few 
duzzen loonatics which he had pickt up sumwhares, 
mercy only nose when. He didn’t cum it, as the 
sekel showed. This play was jerkt by a admirer of 
Old Ossywattermy.

First akt opens at North Elby, Old Brown’s 
humsted. Thare’s a weddin at the house. Amely, 
Old Brown’s darter, marrys sumbody, and they all 
whirl in the blessy darnce. Then Ossywattermy 
and his 3 suns leave fur Kansis. Old birs. Ossy
wattermy tells ’em thay air goin on a long jumy & 
Blesses ’em to slow fiddlin. Thay go to Kansis. 
What upon arth thay go to Kansis fur when thay 
was so nice & comfortable down there to North 
Elby, is more’n I know. The suns air next seen in 
Kansis at a tarvern. blister Blane, a sinister lookin 
man with his Belt full of knives & hoss pistils, axes
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one of the Browns to take a drink. Brown refuzis, 
which is the fust instance on record whar a Brown 
deklined sich a invite. Alister Blane, who is a dark 
bearded feroshus lookin persun, then axis him whe
ther he’s fur or fernenst Slavery. Yung Brown sez 
he’s agin it, whareupon Mister Blane, who is the 
most sinisterest lookin man I ever saw, sez Har, har, 
har! (that bein his stile of larfin wildly) & ups & 
sticks a knife into yung Brown. Another Brown 
rtishes up & sez, “ you has killed me Ber-ruther !” 
Moosic by the Band & Seen changes. The stuck 
yung Brown enters supported by his two brothers. 
Bimeby he falls down, sez he sees his Mother, & 
dies, hloosic by the Band. I lookt but couldn’t see 
any mother. Next Seen reveels Old Brown’s cabin. 
He’s rea/lin a book. He sez freedum must extend 
its Area & rubs his hands like he was pleesed abowt 
it. His suns come in. One of ’em goes out & cums 
in ded, havin bin shot while out by a Border Ruffin. 
The ded yung Brown sez he sees his mother and 
tunjbles down. The Border Ruffins then surround 
the cabin & set it a fire. The Browns giv theirselves 
up for gone coons, when the hired gal diskivers a 
trap door to the cabin & thay go down threw it & 
cum up threw the bulkhed. Their merraklis ’scape 
reminds me of the ’scape of De Jones the Coarsehair 
of the Gulf—a tail with a yaller kiver, that I onct 
red. For sixteen years he was confined in a loath- 
sum dunjin, not tastin of food durin all that time. 
When a lucky thawt struck him ! He opend the
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winder and got out. To resoom—Old Brown rushes 
down to the foot-lites, gits down on his nees & 
swares he’ll hav revenge. The battle of Ossawat- 
termy takes place. Old Brown kills Mister Blane, 
the sinister individooal aforesed. Mister Blane makes 
a able & elerquent speech, sez he don’t see his mother 
much, and dies like a son of a gentleman, rapt up in 
the Star Spangled Banner, hloosic by the Band. 
Four or five other Border ruffins air killed but thay 
don’t say nothin abowt seein their mothers. From 
ICansis to Harper’s Ferry. Pieter of a Arsenal is 
represented. Sojers cum & fire at it. Old Brown 
cums out & permits hisself to be shot. He is tride 
by two soops in milingtery close, and sentenced to 
be hung on the gallus. Tabloo—Old Brown on a 
platform, pintin upards, the staige lited up with red 
fire. Goddiss of Liberty also on platform, pintin 
upards. A dutchman in the orkestry warbles on a 
base drum. Curtin falls. Moosic by the Band.
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JOY IN THE HOUSE OF WARD.

Dear Sirs :—

I take my pen in hand to inform you that I am 
in a state of grate bliss, and trust these lines will 
find you injoyin the same blessins. I’m reguvinated. 
I’ve found the immortal waters of yooth, so to 
speak, and am as limber and frisky as a two-yeai 
old steer, and in the futer them boys which sez to 
me “ go up, old Bawld hed,” will do so at the peril 
of their hazard, individooally. I’m very happy. 
IMy house is full of joy, and I have to git up nights 
and larf! Sumtimes I ax myself “ is it not a 
dream ?” & suthin withinto me sez “ it airbut 
\yhen I look at them sweet little critters and hear 
’em squawk, I know it is a reality—2 rcalitys, I 
may say—and I feel gay.

I returnd from the Summer Campane with my 
' unparaleld show of wax works and livin wild Beests 

of Pray in the early part of this munth. The 
peple of Baldinsville met me cordully and I imme- 
jitly commenst restin myself with my famerly. The 
other nite while I was down to the tavurn tostin my 
shins agin the bar room fire & amuzin the krowc.
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■with sum of my adventurs, -who shood cum in bare 
heded & terrible excited but Bill Stokes, who sez, 
sez he, “ Old Ward, there’s grate dains up to your 
house."

Sez I, “ William, how so ?”
Sez he, “ Bust my gizzud, but its grate doins,” isc 

then he larfed as if hee’d kill hisself.
Sez I, risin and puttin on a austeer look, “ Wil

liam, I woodunt be a fool if I had common cents.”
But he kept on larfin till he was black in the 

face, when he fell over on to the bunk where the 
hostler sleeps, and in a still small voice sed, 
“ Twins!” I ashure you gents that the grass 
didn’t grow under my feet on my way home, & I 
was foUered by a enthoosiastic throng of my feller 
sitterzens, who hurrard for Old Ward at thq, top of 
their voises. I found the house chock full of peple. 
Thare was Mis Square Baxter and her three grown 
up darters, lawyer Perkinses wife, Taberthy Ripley, 
young Eben Parsuns, Deakun Simmuns folks, the 
Skofjhnaster, Doctor Jordin, etsettery, etsetterv. 
hlis Ward was in the west room, which jines the 
kitchin. Mis Square Baxter was mixin suthin in a 
dipper* before the kitchin fire, & a small army of 
female wimin were rushin wildly round the house 
with bottles of camfire, peaces of flannil, &c. I 
never seed sich a hubbub in my natral born dase. 
I cood not stay in the west room only a minit, so

[* The tin ladle which generally accumpanies a water-pail in 
the United States.]
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strung up was my feelins, so I rusht out and ceased 
my dubbel barrild gun.

“ What upon airth ales the man ?” sez Taberthy 
Ripley. “ Sakes* alive, what air you doin ?” & she 
grabd me by the coat tales. “ What’s the matter 
with you ?” she continnerd.

“ Twins, marm,” sez I, “ twins !”
“ I know it,” sez she, coverin her pretty lace 

with her apun.
• “ Wall,” sez I, “ that’s what’s the matter with 
me !”

“ Wall put down that air gun, you pesky old 
fool,” sed she.

“ No, marm,’’ sez I, “ this is a Nashunal day. 
The glory of this here day isn’t confined to Baldins
ville by a darn site. On yonder woodshed,” sed I, 
drawin myself up to my full hite and speakin in a 
show actin voice, “ will I fire a Nashunal saloot!” 
sayin whitch I tared myself from her grasp and 
rusht to the top of the shed whare I blazed away 
until Square Baxter’s hired man and my son 
Artemus Juneyer cum and took me down by mane 
force.

On returnin to the Kitchin I found quite a lot of 
people seated beq the fire, a talkin the event over. 
They made room for me & I sot down. “ Quite a 
eppisode,” sed Docter Jordin, litin his pipe with a 
red hot coal.

£♦ Sruil:t‘3 alive-^ cniumon Encrhnd exclamation of
afatoUiBiimout at what has been said or dcue.j
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furrin 
skool-

young

“ Yes," sed I, “ 2 eppisodes, waying abowt Io 
pounds jintly,”

“ A perfeck coop de tat,” sed the skoolmaster.
“ E pluribus unum, in proprietor persony,” sed I, 

thinking I’d let him know I understood 
langwidges as well as he did, if I wasn’t a 
master.

“It is indeed a momentious event,” sed 
Eben Parsuns, who has been 2 quarters to tlie 
Akademy.

“ I never heard twins called by that name afore,** 
sed I, “ but I spose it’s all rite.”

“ We shall soon have Wards enuff,” sed the 
editer of the Baldinsville Bugle of Liberty, who 
was lookin over'a bundle of exchange papers in the 
comer, “to apply to the legislator for.a City 
Charter ?”

“ Good for you, old man !” sed I, “ giv that air 
a conspickius place in the next Buglet’

“ How redicklus,” sed pretty Susan Fletcher, 
coverin her face with her knittin work & larfin litj^ 
all possest.

“Wall, for my part,” sed Jane blarla Peasley 
who is the crosses! old made in the world, “ I think 
you all act like a pack of fools.”

Sez I, “ hlis. Peasly, air you a parent i
Sez she, “ No, I aint.”
Sez I, “ hEs. Peasly, you never will be.”
She left.
We sot there talkin & larfin until “ the switchiu
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hour of nite, when grave yards yawn & Josts troop 
4th,” as old Bill Shakespire aptlee obsarves in his 
dramy of John Sheppard, esq., or the Moral House 
Breaker, when we broke up & disbursed.

hluther & children is a doin well; & as Resolu- 
shuns is the order of the day I will feel obleeged if 
you’ll insurt the follerin—

Whereas, two Eppisodes has happined up to the 
undersined’s house, which is Twins ; & Whereas I 

‘like this stile, sade twins bein of the male perswa- 
shun & both boys ; thereq Be it

Resolved, that to them nabers who did the fare 
thing by sade Eppisodes my hart felt thanks is doo.

Resolved, that I do most hartily thank Engine 
Ko. No. 17 who, under the impreshun from the fuss 
at my house on that auspishus nite that thare was a 
konflagration goin on, kum galyiandy to the spot, 
but kindly refraned frum squirtin.

Resolved, that frum the Bottum of my Sole do I 
thank the Baldinsville brass band fur givin up the 
^dea of Sarahnadin me, both on that great nite & 
sinse.

Resolved, that my thanks is doo several members 
of the Baldinsville meetin house who fur 3 whole 
dase hain’t kalled me a sinful skoffer 'or intreeted me 
to mend my wicked wase and jine sade meetin heuse 
to onct.

Resolved, that my Boozum teams with meny kind 
emoshuns towards the follerin individoouls, to whit 
namelee—Mis. Square Baxter, who Jenerusly re-
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foozed to take a sent for a bottle of camfire; lawyer 
Perkinses wife wfio rit sum versis on the Eppisodes ; 
the Editer of the Baldinsville Bugle cf Liberty, who 
nobly assisted me in wollupin my Kangeroo, which 
sagashus little cuss seriusly disturbed the Eppisodes 
by his outraius screetchlns & kickins up; Mis. Hirum 
Doolittle, who kindly furnisht sum cold vittles at a 
trj'in time, when it wasunt konvenicnt to cook vittles 
at my house; & the Peasleys, Parsunses & Wat- 
sunses fur there meny ax ot kindness.

Trooly yures,
Aktemus W»rd.
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CRUISE OF THE POLLY ANN.

In overhaulin one of my old trunks the tother day, 
I found the follerin jernal of a vyge on the starnch 
canawl bote, Polly Ann, which happened to the 
•subscriber when I was a young man (in the Brite 
Lexington of yooth, when thar aint no sich word as 
fale) on the Wabash Canawl:

(Monday 2 P.M.) Got under wa. Hosses not 
remarkable frisky at fust. Had to bild fires under 
’em before they’d start. Started at larst very sud
dent, causin the bote for to lurch vilendy and knockin 
me orf from my pins. (Sailor frase.) Sevral pas- 
senjers on bored. Parst threw deliteful country 
Honist farmers was to work sowin kom, and other 
projuce in the fields. Surblime scenery. Large red- 
heded gal reclinin on the banks of the Canawl, bathin 

"lier feet.
Turned in at 15 minits parst eleving.
Toosdy—Riz at 5 and went up on the poop deck. 

Took a grown person’s dose of licker with a member 
of the Injianny legislator, which he urbanely insisted 
on allowin me to pay for. Bote tearin threu the 
briny waters at the rate of 2 Nots a hour, when the 
boy on the leadin hoss shoutid,

“ Sale hoe I”

    
 



126 Artemus Ward.

“ Whar away ?” hollered the capting, clearin his 
glass (a empty black bottle, with the bottom knockt 
out) and bringing it to his Eagle eye.

“ Bout four rods to the starbud,” screamed the 
boy.

“ Jes so,” screeched the capting. “ What Wes
sel’s that air ?”

“ Kickin Warier of Terry Hawt, and be darned 
to you!”

“ I, I Sir!” hollered our capting. “ Reef your 
arft hoss, splice your main jib-boom, and hail your 
chambermaid ! What’s up in Terry Hawt ?”

“ You know BUI Spikes ?” sed the capting of the 
Warier.

“Wall, I reckin. He can eat more frlde pork nor 
any man of his heft on the Wabash. He's a orna
ment to his sex !”

“ Wall,” continued the capting oi the Kickin 
Marier. “ Wilyim got a little owly* the tother day, 
and got to prancin around town on that old white 
mare of his’n, and bein in a playful mood, he rid up 
in front of the Court ’us whar old Judge Perkins' 
was a holdin Court, and let drive his rifle at him. 
The bullet didn’t hit the Judge at all; it only jes 
whizzed parst his left ear, lodgin in the wall behind 
him ; but what d’ye spose the old despot did t Why, 
he actooally fined Bill ten dollars for contempt of 
Court! What do you think of that ?” axed the cap-

[* A similar expression to our slang term moonty, (.A, in- 
toxicdtt-d.J
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ting of the Marier, as he parst a long black bottle 
over to our capting.

“The countiy is indeed in danger !” sed our cap
ting, raisin the bottle to his lips. The wessels parted. 
No other incidents that day. Retired to ray chased 
couch at 5 rainits parst lo.

(Wensdy.) Riz arly. Wind blowin N. W. E. 
Hevy sea on and ship roUin wildly in consekents of 
pepper-corns hat in bin fastened to the forrerd boss’s 
tale. “ Heave two !” roared the capting to the raan 
at the rudder, as the Polly giv a friteful toss. I was 
sick, an sorry I’d cum. “ Heave two !” repeated the 
capting. I went below. “ Heave two!” I beam 
him holler agin, and stickin ray hed out of the cabin 
winder, 1 hev.

The bosses became dosile eventually, and I felt 
better. ‘The sun bust out in all his splendor, disre
gardless of expense, and lovely Natur put in her best 
licks.* We parst the beautiful village of Limy, which 
lookt sweet indeed, with its neat white cottages, In- 
stitoots of learnin and other evijences of civillizashun, 
itfcloodin a party of bald heded cullered men who 
was playing 3 montyf on the stoop of the Red

[* Strokes, and hence efforts, exertions. • To put in big lieks^ 
Is to rnnke great exertions, to work hard.]

[t a Spanish game of chance played with cards, of
which the Spanish Americans are excessively fend. Formerly 
only played in New Orleans, and other Sjuihcrn towns in com
mercial connection with the old Spini.sh colonies; it is now com
paratively common at all the groceries and bar-rooms of the 
North.]
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Eagle tavern. All, all was food for my 2 poetic sole. 
I went below to breakfast, but vittles had lost their 
charms. “ Take sum of this,” sed the Capting, 
shovin a bottle to rds my plate. “ It’s whisky. A 
few (Quarts allers sets me right when my stummick 
gits out of order. It’s a excellent tonic!” I declined 
the seductive flooid.

(Thursdy.) Didn’t rest well last night on account 
of a uprore made by the capting, who stopt the Bote 
to go ashore and smash in the windows of a grosery.* 
He was brought back in about a hour, with his hed 
dun up in a red hankercher, his eyes bein swelled up 
orful, and his nose very much out of jint. He was 
bro’t aboard on a shutter b) his crue, and deposited 
on the cabin floor, the passenjers all risin up in their 
births, pushin the red curtains aside & lookin out to 
see what the matter was. “ Why do you allow your 
pashuns to run away with you in this onseemly stile, 
my misgided frend ?” sed a solium lookin man in a 
red flannel nite-cap. “ Why do you sink yourself to 
the Beasts of the field ?”

Wall, the fack is,” sed the capting, risin hisself 
on the shutter, “ I’ve bin a little prejoodiced agin 
that grosery for some time. But I made it lively 
fot the boys. Deacon ! Bet yer life!” He larfed a 
short, wild larf, and called for his Jug. Sippin a 
few pints, he smiled gently upon the passenjers, sed 
“ Bless you! bless you!” and fell into a sweet sleen.

See fuel-note, p. 60.]
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Eventually we reached our jerny’s end. This 

was in the days of Old Long Sign, be4 the iron 
hoss was foaled. This was be^. steembotes was goin 
round bustin their bilers & sendin peple higher nor 
a kite. Them was happy days when peple was in
telligent & wax figger’s & livin wild beests wasn’t 
scoffed at.

“ 0 dase of me boyhood 
I'm dreamin on ye now I"

(Poeckry.) A. W.

I
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INTERVIEW WITH PRESIDENT LINCOLN.

I HAV no politics. Nary a one. I’m not in the 
bizniss. If I was I spose I should holler versiff- 
nisly in the streets at nite and go home to Betsy 
Jane smellen of coal ile and gin, in the mornin, I 
should go to the Poles arly. I should stay there all 
day. I should see to it that my nabers was thar. I 
should git carriges to take the kripples, the infirm 
and the indignant thar. I should be on guard agin 
frauds and sich. I should be on the look out for 
the infamus lise of the enemy, got up jest be4 elec- 
shun for perlitical effeck. When all was over and 
my candydate was elected, I should move heving & 
arth—so to speak—until I got orfice, which if I 
didn’t git a orfice I should turn round and abooze the 
Administration with all my mite and maine. But 
I’m not in the bizniss. I’m in a far more respectful 
bizniss nor what pollertics is. I wouldn’t giv two 
cents to be a Congresser. The wus insult I ever 
received was when sertin citizens of Baldinsville 
axed me to run fur the Legislator. Sez I, My 
frends, dostest think I’d stoop to that there?” 
They turned as white as a sheet. I spoke in my
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most orfullest tones, & they knowd I wasn’t to be 
trifled with. They slunked out of site to onct.

There^, havin no politics, I made bold to visit Old 
Abe at his humstid in Springfield. I found the old 
feller in his parler, surrounded by a perfeck swarm 
of orfice seekers. Knowin he had been capting of 
a flat boat on the roarin hlississippy I thought I’d 
address him in sailor lingo, so sez I “ Old Abe, 
ahoy ! Let out yer main-suls, reef hum the fore
castle & throw yer jib-poop over-board ! Shiver 
my timbers, my harty!” ^N. B. This is ginuine
mariner langwidge. I know, becawz I’ve seen 
sailor plays acted out by them New York theater 
fellers.] Old Abe lookt up quite cross & sez, 
“ Send in yer petition by & by. I can’t possibly 
look at it now. Indeed I can’t. It’s onpossible, 
sir !”

“ hir. Linkin, who do you spect I air !” sed L
“ A orfice-seeker, to be sure!” sed he.
“ Wall, sir,” sed I, “ you’s never more mistaken 

in your life. You hain’t gut a orfiss I’d take under 
no circumstances. I’m A. Ward. Wax figgers is 
my perfeshun. I’m the father of Twins, and they 
look like me—both of them. I cum to pay a frendly 
visit to the President eleck of the United States. If 
so be you wants to see me, say so—if not, say so, & 
I’m orf like a jug handle.”

“ Mr, Ward, sit down. I am glad to see you. 
Sir.”

“ Repose in Abraham’s Buzzum!” sed one of
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the orfice seekers, his idee begin to git orl a goak at 
my expense.

“ Wall,” sez I, “ ef all you fellers repose in that 
there Jluzzum thare’U be mity poor nussin for sum 
of you 1” whereupon Old Abe buttoned his weskit 
clear up and blusht like a maidin of sweet 16. 
Jest at this pint of the conversation another swarm 
of orfice-seekers arrove & cum pilki into the parler. 
Sum wanted post orfices, sum wanted collectorships, 
sum wantid furrin missions, and aU wanted sumthin. 
I thought Old Abe would go crazy. He hadn’t 
more than had time to shake hands with ’em, before 
another tremenjis crowd cum poreln onto his pre
mises. His house and dooryard was now perfeckly 
overflowed with orfice seekers, all clameruss for a 
immejit interview with Old Abe. One man from 
Ohio, who had about seven inches of corn whisky 
into him, mistook me for Old Abe and addrest 
me as “ The Pra-hayrie Flower of the West!” 
Thinks I you want a offiss putty bad. Another man 
wit^ a gold heded cane and a red nose told Old Abe 
he was “ a seckind Washington & the Pride of the 
Boundliss West.”

Sez I, “ Square, you wouldn’t take a small post- 
offis if you could git it, would you ?”

Sez he, “ a patrit is abuv them things, sir!”
“ There’s a putty big crop of patrits this season, 

aint there Squire?” sez I, when another crowd of 
offiss seekers pored in. The house, doorj’ard, bam 
& woodshed was now all full, and when another
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crowd cum ‘I told ’em not to go away for want of 
room as 'the hog-pen was still empty. One patrit 
from a small town in blichygan went up on top the 
house, got into the chimney and slid down into 
the parler where Old Abe was endeverin to keep 
the hungry pack of orfice-seekers from chawin him 
up alive without benefit of clergy. The minit he 
reached the fire-place he jumpt up, brusht the soot 
out of his eyes, and yelled : “ Don’t make eny pint- 
ment at the Spunkville postoffiss till you’ve read my 
papers. All the respectful men in our town is 
signers to that there dockyment!”

“ Good God!” cride Old Abe, “ they cum upon 
me from the skize—down the chimneys, and from 
the bowels of the yearth !” He hadn’t more’n got 
them wofds out of his delikit mouth before two fat 
offiss-seekers from Wisconsin, in endeverin to crawl 
dtween his legs for the purpuss of applyin for the 
tollgateship at hlilwawky, upsot the President eleck 
& he would hev gone sprawlin into the fire-place if 
I hadn’t caught him in these arms. But I hadn’t 
morn’n stood him up strate before another man cum 
crashin down the chimney, his head strikin me 
vilently agin the inards and prostratin my voluptoous 
form onto the floor. “ hir. Linkin,” shoutid the 
infatooated being, “ my papers is signed by every 
clergyman in our town, and likewise the skool- 
master!”

Sez I, “ you egrejis ass,” gittin up & brushin the 
dust from'my eyes, “ I’ll sign your papers with this

    
 



Artemia: Ward.134
bunch of bones, if you don’t be a little more keerful 
how you make my bread basket a depot in the futer. 
How do you like that air perfumery ?” sez I, shuv- 
ing my fist under his nose. “ Them’s the kind of 
papers I’ll giv you ! Them’s the paper’s you want!”

“ But I workt hard for the ticket; I toiled night 
and day ! The patrit should be rewarded !”

“ Virtoo,” sed I, holdin’ the infatooated man by 
the coat-collar, “ virtoo, sir, is its own reward. 
Look at me!” He did look at me, and qualed be^ 
my gase. “ The fact is,” I continued, lookin’ round 
on the hungry crowd, “ there is scacely a offiss for 
every ile lamp carrid round durin’ this campane. I 
wish thare was. I wish thare was furrin missions to 
be filled on varis lonely Islands where eppydemics 
rage incessantly, and if I was in Old Abe’s place I’d 
send every mother’s son of you to them. What air 
you here for ?” I continnered, warmin up con
siderable, “ can’t you giv Abe a minit’s peace ? Don’t 
you see he’s worrid most to death! Go home, you 
miserable men, go home & till the sile ! Go to ped- 
dlin tinware — go to choppin wood — go to bilin’ 
sope — stuff sassengers—black boots — git a clerk
ship on sum respectable manure cart — go round as 
original Swiss Bell Ringers — becum ‘ origenal and 
only’ Campbell hlinstrels — go to lecturin at 50 dol
lars a nite — imbark in the peanut bizniss — itrite 
far the Ledger*— saw off your legs and go round

[♦ A New York newspaper, famous for its numerous con
tributors,]
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givin concerts, with techin appeals to a charitable 
public, printed on your handbills — anything for a 
honest livin, but don’t come round here drivin Old 
Abe crazy by your outrajis cuttings up ! Go home. 
‘ Stand not upon the order of your goin,’ but go to 
onct! If in five minits from this time,” sez, I pullin’ 
out my new sixteen dollar huntin cased watch, and 
brandishin’ it before their eyes, “ Ef in five minits 
from this time a single sole of you remains on these 
here premises. I’ll go out to my cage near by, and 
let my Boy Constructor loose! & ef he gits amung 
you, you’ll think old Solferino has cum again and 
no mistake!” You ought to hev seen them scamper, 
hir. Fair. They run orf as though Satun hisself 
was arter them with a red hot ten pronged pitch
fork. In five minits the premises was clear.

“ How kin I ever repay you, Mr. Ward, for your 
kindness ?” sed Old Abe, advancin and shakin me 
warmly by the hand. “ How kin I ever repay you, 
sir ?”

“ By givin the whole country a good, sound ad
ministration. By poerin’ ile upon the troubled 
waturs. North and South. By pursooin’ a patriotic, 
firm, and just course, and then if any State wants 
to secede, let ’em Sesesh!”

“ How ’bout my Cabinit, Mister Ward ?” sed 
Abe.

“ Fill it up with Showmen sir! Showmen is 
devoid of politics. They hain’t got any principles ! 
They know how to cater for the public. They
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know what the public wants, North & South. 
Showmen, sir, is honest men. Ef you doubt their 
literary ability, look at their posters, and see small 
bills ! Ef you want a Cabinit as is a Cabinit fill it 
up with showmen, but don’t call on me. The moral 
wax figger perfeshun musn’t be permitted to go 
down while there’s a drop of blood in these vains ! 
A. Linkin, I wish you well! Ef Powers or Walcutt 
wus to pick out a model for a beautiful man, I 
scacely think they’d sculp you; but ef you do the 
fair thing by your country you’ll make as putty a 
angel as any of us ! A. Linkm, use the talents 
which Nature has put into you jucUshusly and firmly, 
and all will be well! A. Linkin, adoo!”

He shook me cordyully by the hand—we ex
changed picters, so we could gaze upon each others’ 
liniments when far away from one another—he at 
the helium of the ship of State, and I at the helium 
of the show bizniss—admittance only 15 cents.
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THE SHOW IS CONFISCATED.

Yon hav perhaps wondered wharebouts I was for 
these many dase gone and past. Perchans you 
sposed I’d gone to the Tomb of the Cappyletts, tho I 
don’t know what those is. It’s a popler noospaper 
frase.

Listen to my tail, and be silent that ye may here. 
I’ve been among the Seseshers, a earnin my daily 
peck by my legitimit perfeshun, and havn’t had no 
time to weeld my facile quill for “ the Grate Komick 
paper,” if you’ll alow me to kote from your trooth- 
ful advertisement.

My success was skaly, and I likewise had a narrei 
scape of my life. If what I’ve bin threw is “ Suthem 
hosspitality,” ’bout which we’ve hearn so much, 
then I feel bound to obsarve that they made two 
much of me. They was altogether too lavish with 
their attenshuns.

I went amung the Seseshers with no feelins of 
annermosity. I w'ent in my perfeshemJ capacity. 
I was actooated by one of the most Loftiest desires 
which can swell the human Buzzum, viz :—to giv 
the peple their money’s worth, by showin them
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Sagashus Beests, and Wax Statoots, which I venter to 
say air onsurpast by any other statoots anywheres. 
I will not call that man who sez my statoots is hum
bugs a Her and a hoss thief, but bring him bezj. me 
and I’ll wither him with one of my scornful frowns.

But to proseed with my tail. In my travels 
threw the Sonny South I beared a heap of talk 
about Seceshon and bustin up the Union, but I 
didn’t think it mounted to nothin. The politicians 
in all the villages was swearin that Old Abe (some
times called the Prahayrie flower) shouldn’t never be 
noggerated. They also made fools of theirselves in 
varis ways, but as they was used to that I didn’t 
let it worry me much, and the Stars and Stripes con
tinued for to wave over my little tent, bloor over, I 
was a Son of hlalty and a member of several other 
Temperance Societies, and my wife she was a Dawter 
of Malty, an I sposed these fax would secoor me 
the infloonz and pertectlun of all the fust families. 
Alas! I was dispinted. State arter State seseshed 
and it gfowed hotter and hotter for the undersined. 
Things came to a climbmacks in a small town in Ala- 
bamy, where I was premtorally ordered to haul 
down the Stars & Stripes. A deppytashun of red
faced men cum up to the door of my tent ware I 
was standin takin money (the arternoon exhibishun 
had commenst, an’ my Italyun organist was jerkin 
his sole-stirrin chimes.) “ We air cum. Sir,” said 
a millingtary man in a cockt hat, “ upon a hi and 
holy mishun. The Southern Eagle is screamin
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threwout this sunny land—proudly and defiantly 
screamin, Sir!”

“ What’s the matter with him,” sez I, “ don’t his 
vittles sit well on his stummick ?”

“That Eagle, Sir, will continuer to scream all 
over this Brite and tremenjus land !”

“Wall, let him scream. If your Eagle can 
amuse hisself by screamin, let him w^ent!” The 
men annoyed me for I was Bizzy makin change.

“ We are cum. Sir, upon a matter of dooty—”
“ You’re right, Capting. It’s every man’s dooty 

to visit my show,” sed I.
“ We air cum—"
“ And that’s the reason you are here!” sez I, 

larfin one of my silvery larfs. I thawt if he wanted 
to goak rd giv him sum of my sparklin eppygrams

“ Sir, you’re inserlent. The plain question is 
will you haul down the Star-Spangled Banner, and 
hist the Southern flag !”

“ Nary hist!” Those was my reply.
“ Your wax works and beests is then confisticated, 

& you air arrested as a Spy !”
Sez I, “ My fragrant roses of the Southern clime 

and Bloomin daffodils, what’s the price of whisky in 
this town, and how many cubic feet of that seductive 
flooid can you individooally hold ?”

They made no reply to that, but said my wax fig- 
gers was confisticated. I axed them if that was 
ginerally the stile among thieves in that country, to 
which they also made no reply, but sed I was arrested
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as a Spy, and must go to IMontgomry in iuns. 
They was by this time jined by a large crowd of 
other Southern patrits, who commenst hollerin 
“ Hang the bald-headed aberlitionist, and bust up 
his immoral exhibition !” I was ceased and tied to 
a stump, and the crowd went for my tent—that 
water-prOof pavilion, wherein instruction and amoos- 
ment had been so muchly combined, at 15 cents per 
head—and tore it all to pieces. Meanwhile dirty 
faced boys was throwin stuns and empty beer bottles 
at my massive brow, and takin other improper liber
ties with my person. Resistance was useless, for a 
variety of reasons, as I readily obsarved.

The Seseshers confisticated my statoots by smashin 
them to attums. They then went to my money box 
and confisticated aU the loose change therein contaned. 
They then went and bust in my cages, lettin all the 
anlmUs loose, a small but helthy tiger among the rest. 
This tiger has a excentric way of tearin dogs to 
peaces, and I allers sposed from his gineral conduck 
that he’d l^av no hesitashun in servin human beins in 
the same way if he could git at them. Excuse me if 
I was crooil, but I larfed boysterrusly when I see 
that tiger spring in among the people. “ Go it, my 
sweet cuss !” I inardly exclaimed, “ I forgive you for 
bitin olF my left thum with all my heart! Rip ’em 
up like a bully tiger whose Lare has bin inwaded by 
Seseshers !”

I can’t say for certain that the tiger serisly injured 
any of them, but as he was seen a few days after.
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sum miles distant, with a large and well selected as
sortment of seats of trowsis in his mouth, and as he 
lookt as tho he’d bin havin sum vilent exercise, I 
rayther guess he did. You will therefore perceive 
that they didn’t confisticate him much.

I was carrid to Rlontgomry in iuns and placed in 
durans vial. The jail was a ornery edifiss, but the 
table was libraUy surplied with Bakin an Cabbidge. 
This was a good variety, for when I didn’t hanker 
after Bakin I could help myself to the cabbige.

I had nobody to talk to nor nothin to talk about, 
howsever, and I was very lonely, specially on the 
first day; so when the jailer parst my lonely sell I 
put the few stray hairs on the back part of my hed 
(I’m bald now, but thare was a time when I wore 
sweet auburn ringlets) into as dish-hevild a state as 
possible, & rollin my eyes like a manyyuck, I cride: 
“ Stay, jaler, stay! I am not mad but soon shall be 
if you don’t bring me suthin to Talk i” He brung 
me sum noospapers, for which I thanked him kindly.

At larst I got a interview with Jefferson Davis, 
the President of the Southern Conthieveracy. He 
was quite perlite, and axed me to sit down and state 
my case. I did it, when he larfed and said his gal- 
lunt men had been a little 2 enthoosiastic in confis- 
ticatin my show.

“ Yes,” sez I, “ they confisticated me too muchly. 
I had sum bosses confisticated in the same way onct, 
but the confisticaters air now poundin stun in the 
States Prison in Injinnapylus.”
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“Wall, wall, Mister Ward, you air at liberty to 

depart; you air frendly to the South, I know. Even 
now we hav many frens in the North, who sympa
thise with us, and won’t mingle with this fight.”

“ J. Davis, there’s your grate mistaik. Many of 
us was your sincere frends, and thought certin par
ties amung us was fussin about you and meddlin with 
your consarns intirely too much. But J. Davis, the 
minit you fire a gun at the piece of dry-goods called 
the Star-Spangled Banner, the North gits up and • 
rises en massy, in defence of that banner. Not agin 
you as individooals,—not agin the South even—but 
to save the flag. We should indeed be weak in the 
knees, unsound in the heart, milk-white in the liver, 
and soft in the hed, if we stood quietly by and saw 
this glorus Govyment smashed to pieces, either by a 
fuirin or a intestine foe. The gentle-harted mother 
hates to take her naughty child across her knee, but 
she knows it is her dooty to do it. So we shall hate 
to whip the naughty South, but we must do it if you 
don’t make back tracks at oner, and we shall waUup 
you out of your boots ! J. Davis, it is my decided 
opinion that the Sonny South is makin a egrejus 
mutton-hed of herself!”

“ Go on, sir, you’re safe enuff. You’re too small 
powder for me 1” sed the President of the Southern 
Conthieveracy.

“ Wait till I go home and start out the Baldinsvill 
Mounted Hoss Cavalry! I’m Capting of that Corpse, 
I am, and J. Davis, beware ! Jefferson D., I now
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leave you! Farewell my gay Saler Boy! Good 
bye, my bold buccaneer! Pirut of the deep blue sea, 
adoo! adoo! ’

My tower threw the Southern Conthieveracy on 
my way home was thrillin enuff for yeller covers. It 
will form the subjeck of my next- Betsy Jane and 
the progeny air well.

Yours respectively,
A. Wardi
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THRILLING SCENES IN DIXIE.

I HAD a narrer scape from the sonny South. “The 
Swings and arrers of outrajus fortin,” alluded to by 
Hamlick, warn’t nothin in comparison to my trubles. 
I come pesky* near swearin sum profane oaths 
more’n onct, but I hope I didn’t do it, for I’ve pro
mist she whose name shall be nameless (except that 
her initials is Betsy J.) that I’ll jine the Aleetin House 
at Baldinsville, jest as soon as I can scrape money 
enuff together so I can ’ford to be piuss in good stUe, 
like my welthy nabers. Rut if I’m confisticated agin 
I’m fraid I shall continner on in my present benited 
state for sum time.

I figgered conspicyusly in many thrillin scenes in 
fny tower from Montgomry to my humsted, and on 
sevril occasions I thought “ the grate komick paper’’ 
wouldn’t be inriched no more with my lubrications. 
Arter biddin adoo to Jefferson D. I started for the 
depot. I saw a nigger sittin on a fence a-playin on 
a banjo. “ Aly Afrikan Brother,” sed I, coting from 
a Track I onct red, “ you belong to a very interesting

[* Confoundedly, excessively, a New England expression, the 
origin of which lexicographers have not been able to determine.]

    
 



Thrilling Scenes in Dixie. 145
race. Your masters is going to war excloosively on 
your account.”

“Yes, boss/’* he replied, “ an’ I wish ’em honor
able graves !” and he went on playin the banjo, larfin 
all over and openin his mouth wide enuff to drive in 
an old-fashioned 2 wheeled chaise.

The train of cars in which I was to trust my 
wallerable life was the scaliest, rickytiest lookin lot 
of consarns that I ever saw on wheels afore. “ What 
time does this string of second-hand coffins leave ?” 
I inquired of the depot master. He sed direckly, 
and I went in & sot down. I hadn’t more’n fairly 
squatted afore a dark lookin man with a swinister 
expression onto his countenance entered the cars, and 
lookin very sharp at me, he axed what was my 
principles ?

“ Secesh!” I ansered. “ Fm a Dlssoluter. I’m 
in favor of Jeff Davis, Bowregard, Pickens, Capt. 
Kidd, Bloobeard, hlunro Edards, the devil, Mrs. 
Cunningham and all the rest of ’em.”

“ You’re in favor of the war ?”
“ Certingly. By all means. I’m in favor of this 

war and also of the next war. Fve been in favor of 
the next war for over sixteen years !”

“ War to the knive !” sed the man.
“ Blud, Eargo, blud!” sed I, tho them words 

isn’t origgernal with me. Them words was rit by

[* The terms “ master” and “ servant” grate upon tho ears of 
all Americans. With thorn the empluyur is a bo3s, and the 
servant a hejp ’’

K
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Shakspeare, who is ded. His mantle fell onto the 
author of “ The Seven Sisters,” who’s goin to hav a 
Spring overcoat made out of it.

We got under way at larst, an’ proceeded on our 
jerney at about the rate of speed which is ginrally 
obsaived by properly-conducted funeral processions. 
A hansum yung gal, with a red musketer bar* on the 
back side of her hed, and a sassy little black hat 
tipt over her forrerd, sot in the seat with me. She 
wore a litttle Sesesh flag pin’d onto her hat, and she 
was a goin for to see her troo love, who had jined 
the Southern army, all so bold and gay. So she told 
me. She was chilly and I offered her my blanket.

“ Father livin ?” I axed.
“Yes sir.”
“ Got any Uncles ?”
“ A heap. Uncle Thomas is ded, tho.”
“ Peace to Uncle Thomas’s ashes, and success to 

him ! I will be your Uncle Thomas ! Lean on me 
my pretty Secesher, and linger in Blissful repose!” 
She slept as secoorly as in her own housen, and 
didn’t disturb the solium stillness of the night with 
’ary snore !

At the first station a troop of Soiers entered the 
cars and inquired if “ Old Wax Works” was on 
bored. That was the disrespectiv stile in which 
they referred to me “ Becawz if Old Wax Works

[• The piece ol gauze or muslin worn around the bed in 
summer as a protection from the mosquitos, not unlike, according 
to i1' Ward’s idaaa, a lady’s long veih^
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is on bored,” sez a man with a face like a double- 
brested lobster, “ we’re going to hang Old Wax 
Works!”

“ hly illustrious and patriotic Bummers !” sez I, a 
gittin up and takin orf my Shappo, “ if you allude to 
A. Ward, it’s my pleasin dooty to inform you that 
he’s ded. He saw the error of his ways at 15 minits 
parst 2 yesterday, and stabbed hisself with a stuffed 
sled-stake, dying in five beautiful tabloos to slow 
moosic ! His larst words was ; ‘ My perfeshernal 
career is over ! I jerk no more !’ ”

“ And who be you ?’’
“ I’m a stoodent in Senater Benjamin’s law offiss. 

Fm going up North to steal some spoons and things 
for the Southern Army.”

This was satisfactry and the intossicated troopers 
went orT. At the next station the pretty little Se- 
cesher awoke and sed she must git out there. I bid 
her a kind adoo and giv her sum pervisions. “ Ac
cept my blessin and this hunk of gingerbread !” I sed. 
She thankt me muchly and tript galy away. There’s 
considerable human nater in a man, and I’m fraid I 
shall allers giv aid and comfort to the enemy if he 
cums to me in the shape of a nice young gal.

At the next station I didn’t get orf so easy. I was 
dragged out of the cars and rolled in the mud for 
several minits, for the purpose of “ takin the consect 
out of me,” as a Secesher kindly stated.

I was let up finally, when a powerful large 
Secesher came up and embraced me, and to show
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that he had no haid feelins agin me, put his nose into 
my mouth. I returned the compliment by placin 
my stummick suddenly agin his right foot, when he 
kindly made a spittoon of his able-bodied face. Ac- 
tooated by a desire to see whether the Secesher had 
bin vaxinated I then fastened my teeth onto his left 
coat-sleeve and tore it to the shoulder. We then 
vilently bunted our heads together for a few minits, 
danced around a little, and sot down in a mud 
puddle. We riz to our feet agin & by a sudden and 
adroit movement I placed my left eye agin the 
Secesher’s fist. We then rushed into each other’s 
arms and fell under a two-hoss wagon. I was very 
much exhaustid and didn’t care about gittin up agin, 
but the man said he reckoned I’d better, and I con- 
clooded I would. He pulled me up, but I hadn’t bin 
on my feet more’n two seconds afore the ground flew 
up and hit me in the hed. The crowd sed it was 
high old sport, but I couldn’t zacldy see where the 
lafture come in. I riz and we embraced agin. We 
careered madly to a steep bank, when I got the upper 
hands of my antaggernist and threw him into the 
raveen. He fell about forty feet, striking a grind
stone pretty hard. I understood he was injured. I 
haven’t heard from the grindstone.

A man in a cockt hat cum up and sed he felt as 
though a apology was doo me. There was a mis
take. The crowd had taken me for another man! 
I told him not to mention it, and axed him if his 
wife and little ones w's so as to be about, and got on
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bored the train, which had stopped at that station 
“ 20 minits for refreshments.” I got all I wantid. 
It was the hardest meal I ever et.

I was rid on a rale the next day, a bunch of blazin 
fire crackers bein tied to my coat tales. It was a 
fine spectycal in a dramatic pint of view, but I didn’t 
enjoy it. I had other adventers of a startlin kind, 
but why continuer ? Why lasserate the Public Boo- 
zpm with these here things ? Suffysit to say I got 
across hlason & Dixie’s* line safe at last. I made 
tracks for my humsted, but she to whom I’m harnist 
for life failed to recognize, in the emashiated bein 
who stood before her, the gushin youth of forty-six 
summers who had left her only a few months afore. 
But I went into the pantry, and brought out a certin 
black bortle. Raisin it to my lips, I sed “ Here's 
to you, old gal!” I did it so natral that she knowed 
me at once. “ Those form ! Them voice ! That 
natral stile of Join things ! ’Tis he!” she cried, 
and rushed into my arms. It was too much for her 
& she fell into a swoon. I cum very near swoundin 
myself.

No more to-day from yours for the Fepetration of 
the Union, and the bringin of the Goddess of Liberty 
out of her present bad fix.

[* Mason and Dixon’s line, the goopraphical boundary between 
the North and SSouth, the Slave and tho Free States]
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FOURTH OF JULY ORATION

Delivered July 4TH, at Weathersfield, Con
necticut, 1859.

fl delivered the follerin, about two years ago, to a large and 
discriminating awjince. I was 96 minits passin a given pint. I 
have revised the orashun, and added sum things which makes it 
approposser to the times than it otherwise would he. 1 have also 
corrected the grammors and punktooated it. I do my own 
punktooatin now days. The printers in Vanitt Faib olliss 
can't punktooate worth a cent.]

Feller Citizens : I’ve been honored with a invite 
to norate before you to-day ; and when I say that I 
skurcely feel ekal to the task, I’m sure you will 
believe me.

Weathersfield is justly celebrated for her onyins 
and patritism the world over, and to be axed to 
paws and address you on this, my fust perfeshernal 
tower threw New Englan, causes me to feel—to 
feel—I may say it causes me to feel. (Grate ap- 
plaws. They thought this was one of my eccen
tricities, while the fact is I was stuck. This between 
you and I.)

Fm a plane man. I don’t know nothin about no 
ded languages and am a little shaky on Ihin ones.
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There4, expect no flowry talk from me. What I 
shall say will be to the pint, right strate out.

Fm not a politician and my other habits air good. 
Fve no enemys to reward, nor friends to sponge. 
But Fm a Union man. I luv the Union—it is a 
Big thing—and it makes my hart bleed- to see a 
lot of ornery peple a-movin heaven—no, not heaven, 
but the other place—and earth, to bust it up. Too 
much good blud was spilt in courtin and marryin 
that hily respectable female the Goddess of Liberty, 
to git a divorce from her now. My own State of 
Injianny is celebrated for unhitchin marrid peple 
with neatness and dispatch, but you can’t git a 
divorce from the Goddess up there. Not by no 
means. The old gal has behaved herself too well to 
cast her off now. I’m sorry the picters don’t give 
her no shoes or stockins, but the band of stars upon 
her hed must continuer to shine undimd, forever. 
Fme for the Union as she air, and whithered be the 
arm of every ornery cuss who attempts to bust her 
up. That’s me. I hav sed! fit was a very 
sweaty day, and at this pint of the orashun a man 
fell down with sunstroke. I told the awjince that 
considerin the large number of putty gals present 
I was more fraid of a dawter stroke. This was 
impromptoo, and seemed to amoose them very much.]

Feller Citizens—I hain’t got time to notis the 
growth of Ameriky frum the time when the May
flowers cum over in the Pilgrim and brawt Plymmuth 
Rock with them, but every skool boy nose out 

/

    
 



Artemus Ward.152
kareer has bin tremenjis. You will excuse me if I 
don’t prase the erly settlers of the Kolonies. Peple 
which hung idiotic old wimin for witches, burnt 
holes in Quakers’ tongues and consined their feller 
critters to the tredmill and pillery on the slitest 
provocashun may hav bin very nice folks in their 
way, but I must confess I don’t admire their stile, 
and will pass them by. I spose they ment well, and 
so, in the novel and techin langwidge of the nuse- 
papers, “ peas to their ashis.” Thar? was no dis— 
kount, however, on them brave men who fit, bled 
and died in the American Revolushun. We needn’t 
be afraid of setting ’em up two steep. Like my 
show, they will stand any amount of prase. 
G. Washington was abowt the best man this world 
ever sot eyes on. He was a clear-heded, warm-harted, 
and stiddy goin man. He- never slopt over ! The 
prevailin weakness of most public men is to SLOP 
OVER!
A. W.] 
Things, 
principle.
hoss whitch trots along, not carin a sent whether the 
beest is even goin, clear sited and sound or spavined, 
blind and bawky. Of course they git tlirowed 
eventooually, if not sooner. When they see the 
multitood goin it blind they go Pel Mel with it, 
instid of exertin theirselves to set it right. They 
can’t see that the crowd which is now bearin them 
triumfuntly on its shoulders will soon diskiver its

l^Put them words in large letters— 
They git filled up and slop. They Rush 
They travel too much on the high presher
They git on to the fust poplar hobby-
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error and cast them into the hoss pond of Obllvyun, 
without the slitest hesitashun, Washington never 
slopt over. That wasn’t George’s stile. He luved 
his country dearly. He wasn’t after the spiles. He 
was a human angil in a 3 kornerd hat and knee 
britches, and we shan’t see his like right away, hly 
frends, we can’t all be Washington’s, but we kin all 
be patrits and behave ourselves in a human and a 
Christian manner. When we see a brother goin 
down hill to Ruin let us not give him a push, but 
let us seeze rite hold of his coat-tails and draw him 
back to Morality.

Imagine G. Washington and P. Henry in the 
character of seseshers ! As well fancy John Bun
yan and Dr. Watts in spangled tites, doin the tra
peze in a one-horse circus !

I tell you, feller-citizens, it would have bin ten 
dollars in Jeff Davis’s pocket if he’d never bin born !
*•«**««*•
Be shure and vote at leest once at all elecshuns. 

Buckle on yer Armer and go to the Poles. See 
two it that your nabcr is there. See that the 
kripples air provided with carriages. Go to the 
poles and stay all day. Bewair of the infamous 
lise whitch the Opposishun will be sartin to git up 
fur perlitical effek on the eve of eleckshun. To the 
poles ! and when you git there vote jest as you darn 
please. This is a privilege we all persess, and it is 
1 of the booties of this grate and free land.

1 see mutch to admire in New Englan. Your
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gals in particklar air abowt as snug blit peaces of 
Calllker as I ever saw. They air fully equal to the 
corn fed gals of Ohio and Injianny, and will make 
the bestest kind of wives. It sets my Buzzum on 
fire to look at ’em.

Be still, my sole, bo still, 
& you, Hart, stop cuttin up!

I like your skool houses, your meetin houses, your 
enterprise, gumpshun &c., but your favorit Bevridge 
I disgust. I allude to New England Rum. It is 
•wuss nor the korn whisky of Injianny, which eats 
threw stone jugs & will turn the stummuck of the 
most shiftliss Hog. I seldom seek consolashun in the 
flowin Bole, but tother day I wurrid down some of 
your Rum. The fust glass indused me to sware 
like a infooriated trooper. On takin the secund 
glass I was seezed with a desire to break winders, 
& arter imbibin the third glass I knockt a small boy 
down, pickt his pocket of a New York Ledger, and 
wildly commenced readin Sylvanus Kobb’s last Tail. 
Its dreffiil stuff"—a sort of lickwid litenin, gut up 
under the personal supervishun of the devil—tears 
men’s inards all to peaces and makes their noses 
blossum as the Lobster. Shun it as you would a 
wild hyeny with a fire brand tied to his tale, and 
while you air abowt it you wiU do a first rate thing 
for yourself and everybody abowt you by shunnin 
all kinds of intoxicatin lickers. You don’t need ’em 
no more’n a cat needs 2 tales, sayin nothin abowt
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the trubble and sufFerin they cawse. But unless 
your inards air cast iron, avoid New Englan’s 
favorite Bevrige.

hly frends. I’m dun. I tear myself away from 
you with tears in my eyes & a pleasant oder of 
Onyins abowt my close. In the langwidge of 
Mister Catterline to the Rummuns, I go, but 
perhaps I shall cum back agin. Adoo, peple of 
Wethersfield. Be virtoous & you’ll be happy!
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THE AVAR FEVER IN BALDINSVILLE.

As soon as I’d recooperated my physikil system, I 
went over into the village. The peasantry was glad 
to see me. .The skoolmaster sed it was cheerin to 
see that gigantic intelleck among ’em onct more. 
That’s what he called me. I like the skoolmaster, 
and allers send him tobacker when I’m off on a tra
velin campaire. Besides, he is a very sensible man. 
Such men must be encouraged.

They don’t git news very fast in Baldinsville, as 
nothin but a plank road runs in there twice a week, 
and that’s very much out of repair. So my nabers 
wasn’t much posted up in regard to the wars, ’SqUire 
Baxter sed he’d voted the dimicratic ticket for goin 
on f<^rty year, and the war was a dam black repub
lican lie. Jo. Stackpole, who kills hogs for the 
’Squire, and has got a powerful muscle into his arms, 
sed he’d bet §5 he could lick the Crisis in a fair 
stand-up fight, if he wouldn’t draw a knife on him. 
So it went—sum was for war, and sum was for 
peace. The skoolmaster, however, sed the Slave 
Oligarky must cower at the feet of the North ere a 
year hed flowed by, or pass over his dead corpse.
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“ Esto perpetua !” he added. “ And sine qua non 
also!” sed I, sternly, wishing to make a impression 
onto the villagers. “ Requiescat in pace !” sed the 
schoolmaster. “ Too troo, too troo !” I anserd, “it’s 
a scanderlus fact!”

The newspapers got along at last, chock full of 
war, and the patriotic fever fairly bust out in Bal
dinsville. ’Squire Baxter sed he didn’t b’lieve in 
Coercion, not one of ’em, and could prove by a file 
of Eagles of Liberty in his garrit, that it was all a 
Whig lie, got up to raise the price of whisky and 
destroy our other liberties. But the old ’Squire got 
putty riley, when he heard how the rebels was cuttin 
up, and he sed he reckoned he should skour up his 
old muskit and do a little square fitin for the Old 
Flag, which had allers bin on the ticket he'd voted, 
and he was too old to Bolt now. The ’Squire is all 
right at heart, but it takes longer for him to fill his 
venerable Biler with steam than it used to when he 
was young and frisky. As I previously informed 
you, I am Captin of the Baldinsville Company. I 
riz gradooally but majesticly from drummer’s Secre
tary to my present position. But I found the ranks 
wasn’t full by no means, and commenced for to re
croot. Havin notist a gineral desire on the part of 
young men who are into the Crisis to wear eppylits, 
I detarmined to have my company composed excloo- 
sively of offissers, everybody to rank as Brigadeer- 
Ginral. The follerin was among the varis questions 
which I put to recroots;
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Do you know a masked battery from a hunk of 

gingerbread ?
Do you know a eppylit from a piece of chalk ?
If I trust you with a real gun, how many men of 

your own company do you speck you can manage to 
kill durin the war ?

Hav you ever heard of Ginral Price of Missouri, 
and can you avoid simler accidents in case of a 
battle ?

Hav you ever had the measles, and if so, how 
many ?

How air you now ?
Show me your tongue, &c., &c. Sum of the 

questions was sarcusstical.
The company filled up rapid, and last Sunday we 

went to the meetin house in full uniform. I had a 
seris time gittin into my military harness, as it was 
bilt for me many years ago ; but I finally got inside 
of it, tho’ it fitted me putty dost. Howsever, onct 
into it, I lookt fine—in fact, aw-inspirin. “ Do you 
know me, hIrs.Ward ?” sed I walkin into the kitchin.

Know you, you old fool ? Of course I do.”
I saw at once she did.
I started for the meetin house, and Pm afraid I 

tried to walk too strate, for I cum very near fallin 
over backards j and in attemptin to recover myself, 
my sword got mixed up with my legs, and I fell In 
among a choice collection of young ladies, who was 
standin near the church door a-seein the sojer boys 
come up. hly cockt hat fell off, and sumhow my
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coat tales got twisted round my neck. The young 
ladies put their handkerchers to their mouths and 
remarked : “ Te he,” while my ancient female single 
friend, Sary Peasley, bust out into a loud larf. She 
exercised her mouth so vilently that her new false 
teeth fell out onto the ground.

“ Miss Peasley,” sed I, gittin up and dustin my
self, “you must be more careful with them store 
teeth of your’n or you’ll have to gum it agin !”
• Methinks I had her.

I’d bin to work hard all the week, and I felt rather 
snoozy. I’m ’frald I did git half asleep, for on hearin 
the minister ask, “ Why was man made to mourn ?” 
I sed, “ I giv it up,” havin a vague idee that it was 
a condrum. It was a onfortnit remark, for the whole 
meetin house lookt at me with mingled surprise and 
indignation. I was about risin to a pint of order, 
when it suddenly occurd to me whare I was, and I 
kept my seat, blushin like the red, red rose—so to 
speak.

The next mornln I ’rose with the lark (N.B.— I 
don’t sleep with the lark, tho’ A goak.)

hly little dawter was execootin ballids, accom- 
panyin herself with the Akordeon, and she wisht me 
to linger and hear her sing : “ Hark I hear a angel 
singin, a angel now is onto the wing.”

“ Let him fly, my child!” said I, a-bucklin on my 
armer, “ I must forth to my Biz.”

We air progressin pretty well with our drill. As 
all air commandin offissers, there ain't no jelusy; and
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as we air all exceedin smart, it t’aint worth while to 
try to outstrip each other. The idee of a company 
composed excloosively of Commanders-in-Chiefs, 
orriggernated, I spose I skurcely need say, in these 
Brane. Considered as a idee, I flatter myself it is putty 
hefty. We’ve got all the tackticks at our tongs’ 
ends, but what we particly excel in is restin muskits. 
We can rest muskits with anybody.

Our corpse will do its dooty. We go to the aid 
of Columby—we fight for the stars !

We’ll be chopt into sassige meat before we’ll ex
hibit our coat-tales to the foe.

We’ll fight till there’s nothin left of us but our 
little toes, and even they shall defiantly wiggle!

“ Ever of tliee,”
A. Ward.

    
 



Inter view with the Prince Napoleon. i6i

INTERVIEW WITH THE PRINCE 

NAPOLEON.

Notwithstandin I haint writ much for tne 
papers of late, nobody needn’t flatter theirselves that 
the undersined is ded. On the contry, “ I still live,’ 
which words was spoken by Danyil Webster, who 
was a able man. Even the old-line whigs of Boston 
will admit that. Webster is ded now, howsever, 
and his mantle has probly fallen into the hands ot 
sum dealer in 2nd hand close, who can’t sell it. 
Leastways nobody pears to be goin round wearin it 
to any perticler extent, now days. The rigiment of 
whom I was kurnel, finerly concluded they was better 
adapted as Home Gards, which accounts for your 
not hearin of me, ear this, where the hauls is the 
thickest and where the cannon doth roar. But as a 
American citizen I shall never cease to admire the 
masterly advance our troops made on Washington 
from BuU Run, a short time ago. It was well dun. 
I spoke to my wife ’bout it at the time. My wife sed 
it was well dun.

It havin thereL bin detarmined to pertect Bild- 
insville at all hazzuds, and as there was no app’-e-

1.
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nensions of any immejit danger, I thought I would 
go orf onto a pleasure tower. Accordinly I put on 
a clean died Shirt and started for Washinton. I 
went there to see the Prints Napoleon, and not to 
see the place, which I will here take occasion to 
obsarve is about as uninterestin a locality as there is 
this side of J. Davis’s future home, if he ever does 
die, and where I reckon they’ll make it so warm for 
him that he will si for his summer close. It is easy 
enough to see why a man goes to the poor house or 
the penitentiary. Its becawz he can’t help it. Cut 
why he should woluntarily go and live in Washin
ton, is intirely beyond my comprehension, and I can’t 
say no fairer nor that.

I put up to a leadin hotel. I saw the landlord 
and sed, “ How d’ye do. Square

“ Fifty cents, sir,” was his reply.
“ Sir ?”
“ Half-a-dollar. We charge twenty-five cents for 

ioolin at the landlord and fifty cents for speakin to 
Ifim. If you want supper, a boy will show you to 
the dinin room for twenty-five cents. Your room 
bein ia the tenth story, it will cost you a dollar to be 
shown up there.’’

“ How much do ax a man for breathin in this 
equinomikal tarvun ?” sed I.

“ Ten cents a Creth,” was his reply.
Washinton hotels is very reasonable in their 

cnarges. ^N. B.—This is Sarkassum.J
I sent up my keerd to the Prints, and was imme-

Si e (iint-nnte, p. 42.1
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jitly ushered before him. He received me kindly, 
and axed me to sit down.

“ I hav cum to pay my respecks to you, Mister 
Napoleon, hopin I see you hale and harty.”

“ I am quite well,” he sed. “ Air you well, sir ?”
“ Sound as a cuss !” I answerd.
He seemed to be pleased with my ways, and we 

entered into conversation to onct.
“ How’s Lewis ?” I axed, and he sed the Emperor 

was well. Eugeny was likewise well, he sed. Then 
I axed him was Lewis a good provider t did he 
cum home arly nites ? did he perfoom her bed
room at a onseasonable hour with gin and tanzy t 
Did he go to “ the Lodge’’ on nites when there 
wasn’t any Lodge ? did he often hav to go down 
town to meet a friend ? did he hav a extensiv 
acquaintance among poor young widders whose hus
bands was in Californy i to all of which questions 
the Prints perlitely replide, givin me to understan 
that the Emperor was behavln well.

“ I ax these questions, my royal duke and most 
noble bigness and imperials, becaws I’m anxious to 
know how he stands as a man. I know he’s smart. 
He is cunnin, he is long-heded, he is deep—he is 
grate. But onless he is good he’ll come down with 
a crash one of these days and the Conyparts will be 
Bustid up agin. Bet yer life !”

“ Air you a preacher, sir ?” he inquired, slitelv 
sarkasticul.

[* The bitters sold in most American bar-rooms frcqnentH 
taken with raw spirits as a correetive.J
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“ No, sir. But I bleeve in morality. I likewise 
bleeve in Meetin Houses. Show me a place where 
there isn’t any Meetin Houses and where preachers it 
never seen, and FU show you a place where old hats 
air stuffed into broken winders, where the children 
air dirty and ragged, where gates have no hinges, 
where the wimin are slipshod, and where maps of 
the devil’s “ wild land ” air painted upon men’s 
shirt-bosums with tobacco-jooce ! That’s what I’ll 
show you. Let us consider what the preachers do 
for us before we aboose ’em.’’

He sed he didn’t mean to aboose the clergy. Not 
at all, and he was happy to see that I was interested 
in the Bonypart family.

“ It’s a grate family,” sed I. •* But they scooped 
the old man in.”

“ How, sir!”
“ Napoleon the Grand. The Britishers scooped 

him at Waterloo. He wanted to do too much, and 
he did it! They scooped him in at Waterloo, and 
he subsekently died at St. Heleny ! There’s where 
the gratest milingtary man this world ever projuced 
pegged out. It was rather hard to consine such a 
man as him to St. Heleny, to spend his larst days in 
catchin mackeril, and walking up and down the 
dreary beach in milingtary cloak drawn titely round 
him, (see picter-books), but so it was. ‘ Hed of the 
Army!’ Them was his larst words. So he had bin 
He was grate ! Don’t I wish we had a pair of his 
old boots to command sum of our Brigades !”
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This pleased Jerome, and he took me warmly by 

the hand.
“ Alexander the Grate was punkins,”* I contin- 

nered, but Napoleon was punkinser! Alic, wept 
becaws there was no more worlds to scoop, and then 
took to drinkin. He drowndid his sorters in the 
flowin bole, and the flowin bole was too much for 
him. It ginerally is. He undertook to give a 
snake exhibition in his boots, but it killed him. That 
was a bad joke on Alic !”

“ Since you air so solicitous about France and the 
Emperor, may I ask you how your own country is 
getting along ?” sed Jerome, in a pleasant voice.

“ It’s mixed,” I sed. “ But I think we shall cum 
out all right.”

“ Columbus, when he diskivered this magnificent 
contlneiJt, could hav had no idee of the grandeur it 
would one day assoom,” sed the Prints.
“it cost Columbus twenty thousand dollars to fit 

out his explorin expedition,” sed I. “If he had 
bin a sensible man he’d hav put the money in a hoss 
railroad or a gas company, and left this magnificent 
continent to intelligent savages, who when they got 
hold of a good thing knew enuff to keep it, and who 
wouldn’t hav seceded, nor rebelled, nor knockt 
Liberty in the hed with a slungshot. Columbus 
wasn’t much of a feller, after all. It would hav bin 
money in my pocket if he’d staid to home. Chris.

[* Some pimjikins, an American expression of praise or con
gratulation used in opposition to the equally elegant phrase 
“small potatoes.”]
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ment well, but he put his foot in it when he saled 
for America.”

We talked sum more about matters and things, and 
at larst I riz to go. “ I will now say good bye to 
you, noble sir, and good luck to you. Likewise the 
same to Clotildy. Also to the gorgeous persons 
which compose your soot. If the Emperor’s boy 
don’t like livin at the Toolcries, when he gits older, 
and would like to imbark in the show bizniss, let 
him come with me and I’ll make a man of him. 
You find us sumwhat mixed, as I before obsarved, 
but come again next year and you’ll find us clearer 
nor ever. The American Eagle has lived too 
sumptuously of late—his stummic bccum foul, and 
he’s takin a sllte emetic. That’s all. We’re gettin 
ready to strik a big blow and a sure one. When 
we do strike the fur will fly and secession will be in 
the hands of the undertaker, sheeted for so deep a 
grave that nothin short of Gabriel’s trombone will 
ever awaken it! Mind what I say. You’ve heard 
the showman !”

Then advisin him to keep away from the Peter 
Funk* auctions of the East, and the proprietors of 
corner-lots in the West, I bid him farewell, and 
went away.

[♦ At the petty auctions a person is employed to bid on articles 
put up for sale, in order to raise their j rice. In America such a 
person is called a Peter Funk; prubaHy from such a fi ditious 
name having frequently been given when articles were bought 
in. In this country th© whole tribe of seedy attendants at mtfck 
auctions are termed duffers. Sixty years ago they were called 
vu/Ztrs.]
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There was a levee at Senator What’s-his-name’s, 

and I thought I’d jine in the festivities for a spell. 
Who should I see but she that was Sarah Watkins, 
now the wife of our Congresser, trippin in the 
dance, dressed up to kill in her store close. Sarah’s 
father use to keep a little grosery store in our town, 
and she used to clerk it for him in busy times. I 
was rushin up to shake hands with her when she 
turned on her heel, and tossin her hed in a con- 
temptooious manner, walked away from me very 
rapid. “ Hallo, Sal,” I hollered, “ can’t you measure 
me a quart of them best melasses ? I may want 
a codfish, also !” I guess this reminded her of the 
little red store, and “ the days of her happy child
hood.”

But I fell in with a nice little gal after that, who 
was much sweeter than Sally’s father’s melasses, and 
I axed her if we shouldn’t glide in the messy dance. 
She sed we should, and we Glode.

I intended to make this letter very seris, but a few 
goaks may have accidentally crept in. Never mind. 
Besides, I think it improves a komick paper to publish 
a goak once in a while.

Yours hluchly,
WARD, (Artemus.)

M

    
 



ADDITIONAL SKETCHES,

NOW FIRST COLLECTED.

ARTEMUS WARD’S BROTHER.

[A short time since a letter appeared in a Xew York journal 
professing to be from a brother of Artemus Ward. There were 
some persons who looked upon the communication as actually 
coming from Artemus’s pen, and treated the fresh signature as a 
piece of humour on the part of the author; but in Mr. Ward’s 
‘^Letter from Richmond” (see Arhi/iust U’rrr/i, His Trart-b^ 
p. 155), he thus denounces the fictitious Olonzo

“ Afore I comments this letter from the late rehil capitol I 
desire to cimply say that I hav seen a low and bkurrilus coat in 
the papers from a certin puraon who singes hisself (Henzo Ward 
& sez he is my berrutber.* I did hav a berruther of that 
name, but I do not recugnise him now. To me he is wuas than 
ded ! I took him from collige sum 16 years ago and gave him a 
good situation as the Bearded Woman in my Show. How did he 
repay me for this kindness? He basely undertook (me day 
while in a Backynalian mood on rum A right in sight of the 
aujience in the tent) to stand upon his bed, whareby he betray’d 
his sex on account of his boots & his Beard falliV off bis face, 
thus rooinin’ my prospecks in that town, A likewise incurrin’ 
the seris displeasure of the Press, which sed boldly I was triflin’ 
with the feelin’s of a intelligent public. I know no such man as

* Two or three scamps in the United States have endeavoured 
to pass themselves off as brothers of Artemus Ward. He has no 
brothers living.
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Olonzo Ward. I do not ever wi.-sh his name breathed in my pre
sents. I do not recognise him. I perfectly disguMt him.’’

The New York journal inquestion introduced < donzo’s letter 
with these remarks:—

“ The following quaint letter, from a t^ntleman who pr» fesses 
to be the brother of the celebrated Artemus Ward, reached us the 
other day, by regular mail, and give it because it embraces 
so much of the special kind of hum< ur fur which Artemus is so 
renowned. The whole family seems to be labouring under a very 
bad ‘ spell,’ which ia a disorder that in their ca-.e, hjwever, seems 
to operate as disease does upon certain oysters, in producing a 
^earl where we might only expi*ct putridity]

Shecargo, March 11 th, 1865.
To thee Edytur of the Sunday Times, N. T.:

yeres ago, wile in indiam)pelers, injjnia, I rote 
to Mr. Prentiss, of the Looseville Jurnil,* regarding 
thee wareabouts of my berother, Artymus Ward, off 
hoom i have not heered sints he was a boi

“And we romed the fields together,”

happe as a hlackeral in Kashmeer Sox. There was 
four off us berothers, all bois. Thee follerin is a 
pedagog off our family. Our parents, off which 
there was 2, consisted of our father 
namely -,

Hanner and Erysipelars Ward.
(my father) was given heavily to Plugg 
which he chawed incessantly, though 
done rair was his best hold. He was a man that 
could not go long between drinks ; the kamil did not

* Mr. Prentice, editor of the Loiihriile waa one uf the
wittiest men connected with the press of the United States.

and mother,

The latter 
toba ker, of 
Biled Bacon    
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perdominate in him ; and Heving took him at the 
age of sicksty, after 2 dais cikness. The following 
is applicable to his case :

“ Oakum! Oakum! with me.”—S. Sp^are,

After the old man’s deth our mother was left with 
the 4 bois aforesaid, 'ivhizz, namely, i. e.:

Erysipelars, (named after father.}
Artymis, (the Long Lost.)
Rodney and Myself.
Olonzo, (named after olonzo of plzarronean cele

brity.)
My eldest berother, Ery, w’ent into the Wool 

bizziness, while Rodney went out to Origgone territ- 
tery and M-barked into the Fur trade. Ery did 
poorly at the Wool and busted, but Rodney is still at 
the Fur coini/ig money.

Artymis, at the tender age of eleving, was suddenly 
misst from hoam. In this konnexshin I would 
remark an old stockin belongin to mother, containing 
fore dollers in Cilver and fifty too sents in Kopper, 
disappeeied about the same time. There was a 
party of akrowbats, of dubble somerset prokJivitys, 
in our naburhood a few dais preevis, and by many it 
was supposed Arty had been inviggled

“ To leve his ga and happi hoam 
Sands eyes, sands teeth brushes, 
Sands pale ala. 
The worrold is all a stage, 
The rest is lemon and vanilla."—.Tati: s/wnr.

At all evinks I have never heern of him but once.
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i.e., when I rote to Mr. Prentiss, who did not ancer 
mi letter, he being engaged in translatin a French 
letter sent him by Miss Soosan Monday, a noted 
goriller of the femail gander. Off her more hereafter ; 
but Ravenous on our mutton, as the French have it. I 
heerd that mi berother, A. Ward, had becum ritch, 
he having been to Salt Lick Citty, among the Mormen 
and women, (he was alius given to the latter, even 
from a child,) and that moreover and above, he had 
got a sho of wacks figgers, and nevertheless was 
perfeckly decayed with money—in which event I 
would remind him-

“I still live.”—TPeiJ.

And as his absents cost me many teers, (I carried 
aul the water and chopt aul the wood for too yeres 
after his* leving us) and as I am his ony curviving 
berother in poor suckemstances, (Ery being ritch and 
Rodney when last heard from was in a big contrack 
for furnishing phine-toothed kombs for the confederut 
army, with his hed quarters at Richmund,) therefore 
I do think Arty might come and see me. He is ever 
welkome to mi poor but happi hoam. Owe, owe, 
berother ! if this shood meat your i, think kindly off 
one who loves not wisely but too well; but owe, 
owe, deer Artymus ! do not try to shale me.

Olonzo Ward.

Deer berother, don’t! don’t!! go back onto 
me. o. w.

“ Why do I weep 4 thee.” o. w.
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BETSY-}AIN RE-ORGUNISED.

I NEVER attempted to re-Orgunize my wjfe but 
onct. I shall never attempt agin.

I’d bin to a public dinner, and had allowed myself 
to be beTrayed inter drinkin’ several peple’s healths ; 
and wishin’ to maik ’em as Ro-Bust as posserble, I 
continner’d drinkin’ thur healths until mi O\v n becum 
afflicktid. Consekens was, I presunted myself at 
Betty’s bedside late at nite, with considerbul licker 
koncealed abcmt my persun.

I hed somehow gut per.seschun of a hosswhip on 
my way hum, and rememberin’ some kranky obser- 
vashuns of Mrs. Ward’s in the mornin’, I snapt the 
whip putty lively, and in a very loud voyce I said, 
“ Betsy, you need re-Orgunizin ! I have cum, 
Betsy”—I continnered—crackin’ the whip over the 
bed—“ I have cum to re-Orgunizeyer ! Ha-ave you 
per-ayed to-night ?”

#»#**#

I dreamed that nite that sumbody had layd a hoss
whip over me sev’ril conseckootive times, and when 
I woke up I found she had.

I haint drunk mich of anythin’ sence, and ef I 
ever have anuther re-Orgunizin’ job on hand I shall 
let it out.

* See Artemus Ward's Letter to the Prince r f Wales on the 
occasio ' tf his marriage, p. 1G3, Artemus H ard His Trare/s utmjuy 
he Mfjrnums,
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BRIGHAM YOUNG’S WIVES.*

Frends and Feller Passingers,—I’m e’en a 
most tiard ov statin my convieshuns regarden them 
Mormoness plooralyties, which sits theirselves round 
Mister Yung’s grate table when the dinner-bell booms 
merryly thruout the long and short ov this ere land.

Heavy figgerin isn’t my berthrite; it’s the 
contemplativ what’s the pecoolar olFshute of 
massiv brane.

“ But how many wives has he T'
Wall, all A. W. nose abowt it is thet his 

contemplativ wun day used up the MulteplyKashun 
tabul in kountin’ the long Stockins on a close line in 
Brigham’s back yard—and he soddingly had to leave, 
fer the site made him dizzy. It was too mutch for 
him.

nobil 
these

luvly

Yures abstractid,

WARTEMUS HARD.

* The circumstances connected with this little incident are 
narrated at length in I^Ir. Ward’s Traced among the Mormonb^ re
cently published by Mr. Hotten,
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TAVERN ACCOMMODATION.

Artemus Ward narrates that travelling with his 
show out West he one night put up at a tavern where 
all the beds had been previously bespoke.

He finally got accommodation in the back yard 
under a hay-cart, and he says he would have got on 
very comfortably but the unfeeling hired man came 
in the early morn, hitched a horse up, and drove oft 
with the bed-clothes !

The covering was snatched away so suddenly, 
Artemus says, it gave him a bad “ kold”—and a very 
lively illustration of the sleeping accommodation in 
that part of the world.
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A. WARD’S FIRST UMBRELLA.

[A friend of Artemug Ward’s sends the following, with the 
Qgquest that it may be included in the present edition.]

The solumncholies hev bin on-to A. W. now and 
agin, as it dus tn most ov the four-lorned human- 
naturs in this Vayl of Tares. She’s tickled me con- 
siderabull sumtims—only it was the wrong wa. 
Most human naturs git tickled the wrong wa 
sumtim^.

She was heviest onter me the fust yeer I ever owned 
a Umbrellar. I was going on 18 yeer old then, and 
praid for rane as bad as any dride-up farmer. I 
wantid tu show that umBrellar—I wantid tu mak 
sum persnul apeerents with that brellar—I desirud 
Jim parker and Hiram Goss to witness the site—I 
felt my berthWrite was bowned up in that brellar— 
I wantid to be a man !

I’d un-hook’d frum Betsy Jain fur a spell—{cotiji- 
denshal, leastways, I hadn’t commenced cortin up to 
her rite down in ernest then)—and kum evenin I 
went over to the Widder Blakes. I’d the umBrellar 
along, and opun’d it outside the door—pretendin I 
couldn’t klose it like, so that the dawter could hev
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a good L.uke at my property. But it wuz no use ; 
the new Brellar didn’t take, and Sally sed she thort I 
“ needn’t cum agin !”

I hev bin many wheres, and seen sum few in this 
erthly Tavernknuckle, but ov all the solum hours I 
ever speeriunsed the 1 ookepied in going hum that 
partickler nite frum the Widders was the most 
solumm.

I’d a mind to throw awa that Brellar mote ’n onct 
as I went along.

AN AFFECTING POEM.

“ Poor Jonathan Snow 
Away did go
All on the ragen mane.
With other males
AU for to ketch wale«
& nere come back agen 
The wind bloo high, 
The billers tost
All hands were lost,
And he was one,
A spritely lad.
Nigh CI.”
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“THE BABES IN THE WOOD.”

[The following amusing critique or report of Artemu«i Ward’ll 
favourite lecture, entitled “ The Babes in the Wood,” was written 
the day after its first delivery in San Francisco, California, by 
one of the contributors to the (inhim Era. As an imitation of 
A. Ward’s burlesque orthography it is somewhat overdone; but it 
has, nevertheless, certain touches of humour which will amu'-e the 
English reader. Why the lecture is called “ The Babes in the 
Wood” is not known, unless it is because they are Wards.—Ed.]

Nite befoar larst was an Erer in the annals of 
Sand Francisco ; yis, an Erer ; I sa it, and I guess I 
know what a Erer is ! I gess I do ! Its some
thing like this noosepaper, for instance ; something 
that’s gut a big Injin onto it; though the Big Injin 
Fryday Nite had his close on, which this moril 
Jemal’s Injin hasn’t, bein’ intended to represent that 
nobil read man of the forrist, of hoom the poet 
sweetly sings :

“Low, the poor Injin! hooso untootered mind
Clothes him in frunt—Butt leaves him bare behind!”

However, let that parse.
I hearn thare was to be a show up to Mr. Platt’s 

Haul on the occashun allewded to -, so I took Maria 
An an’ the children—with the excepshun of the 
smollest wun, which, under the inflewence of tired
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Nachure’s sweet restorer, Missis. Winslow’s Soothin’ 
Syrup, was rapped in barmy slumbers—up to 
prayer-meetin’; and after havin’ excoosed myself 
to the pardner of my boosom, on the plee of havin’ 
swallered a boks of Bristol’s Sugar-Coated Pills, I 
blipt out and went down to the Haul, thinkin’ I 
would have a little relaxation. Prubably Mariar An 
thought so too. (That are a double entender, but 
I didn’t intend it.) Although I arrove quite airly, I 
found a few individooals—I mean to sa’ I found but 
few who ware not—already in the Haul. I would 
not on no account whatsumdever, no how you can 
fix it, deceeve nobody nor nothin’, for I am a pieus 
man, and send my wife to church, and addhere 
to the trooth ; and yit, I ventoor to assurt, that I 
never in all my born dase beheld so menny fokes 
befoar—stop, I er slitely—I had a seat in the rear.

It seemed as tho’ the hole populashun had turned 
out, en massy, to welcum the gratist wit of his age.— 
He is older than me.

The curtin roze—no, I do not desire to misrepre
sent fax—there was no curtin—I think thare should 
have bin !

The lectoor commenced at a few minutes past 
ate—precisely. The gay and gifted Artemus stepped 
to his place, and after acknowledging my presence 
by a polite bow, proceeded to define the platform on 
which he stood—Oregon pine. The papers, with 
thare usuil fidelity to fax, had stated that the enter
tainment would consist only of a lectoor, & that the
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kangaroo & wax-figgers would not be introdooced— 
“ dooced queer,” thinks I, and I soon discovered 
the telegram ; for Mr. Ward used a number of 
figgers—of speech.

Thare ware also severeil animils thare, thare was, 
tho’ I don’t know whether they belonged to him, as 
they was scattered thro’ the ordgunce, and was boys- 
terous to a degre—yis two degrese.

Some of the funniest of the fundymentall principles 
of the lectoor escaped me—rather I escaped them— 
partly owin’ to the fokes squeeging in at the dore, and 
partly owin’ to a pretty but frail gurl wayin’ all the 
way from 200 up to 250 lbs. avoirdoopois, which 
sot herself rite onto my lap.

IMr. Ward statid that he would not give a fillo- 
soffical lectoor—nor an astronomical lectoor—nor— 
did he say what kind of lectoor he would give. The 
subjec was, however, the “ Babes in the Wood.” 
He has had the Babes in the Wood sum time. 
Mr. Ward is not rich—but is doin’—as well as could 
be expected.

It is one of the lectoors you read about, you 
know—here. Yis, I sa it’s a great moril lectoor; 
I sa it boldly, because I’ve heerd—of it.

The structoor of the lectoor was as they sa in 
architectoor of the compost like ordoor ; first a 
stratter of this, then a stratter of that; that is to sa’ 
—kinder mixed, you know. It was on the aneck- 
dotale plan, and speakin’ of aneckdotes reminds me 
of a little story—it is wun of Mr. Ward’s, by the
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way; it will bare repitition—it has, so far, stood it 
very well. It is of a young made, hoose name it was 
Mehitabull—some of it, at least—enuff—for the 
present porpussus—and of a nobil and galyunt lovyier, 
which his naim it was John Jones. This young man 
was a patrut, tho’ oppoged to coershun. The enrolin 
officer going his rounds was beheld bj’ this young man 
wile yit he was afar off, the site was not a welcum 
wun to John, and it propelled him to seek proteck- 
bhun of his plited wun, in hoose hous he was at that 
critical moment. Time was preshus. What was 
too be dun ? The enemy was now neer at hand : 
“ Git under my hoops,’’ sez Mehitabull. The 
heroick youth obade.

After a pause the offisser hentered the manshun. 
“ Is thare any men in this ’ere hous sez he. 
“ Not as I nose—on,” replied the damsell.
“ Then,” sez the offisser, “ I gess I’ll stop awhile 

myself.”
He stopped a our. After witch he stopped 

dnuther our ; after witch he continuood to stop.
During this time John Jones was garspin’ for 

breath. At last he felt he cood endoor it no longer, 
without—ingoory to his helth. 
of his strong hold and 
“ I think the draft will 
draft of are.”

“ You air—in favor
the offisser.

“Yis, and of ventilation.’’

He put his hed out 
sed to the amazed offisser, 
doo me good—I mean the

of the Proclamashun ?” bed
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The young man was not drafted, but he is still 

single—single-ar to say.
The abov is a correct report of the story as I 

heern it—I only heern the naims , fansy has supplide 
the rest.

P.S.—I larfed all the wa home; observin witch 
severU peple gave me the hole walk, evidently taking 
me for a hilarious loonatic.

A. Ward will shortly lecshoor on Asstronmy, I 
heer, partickly upon the Konstlashun ov the Suthern 
Cross, tuhich he pertends he has found out to be a 
Mulatto.
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MORMON BILL OF FARE.

BRIGHAM young’s HOUSES.

Brigham’s Wives live in these houses. They live well at 
Brigham’s, the following being the usual

BILL OF FARE.

SOUPS, ETC.

Matrimonial Stews (irilh pretty Piekles.}

FISH.

Salt Lake Gudgeon.

ROAST.

Brigham’s Lambs (Sauce piquante}.
Minced Heart (.l/ormon styU).

BROILED.

Domestic Broils (Family style).

ENTREES.

Little Deers.

COLD.

Raw Dog (fj la Injun}. 
Tongue lints of it}.

VEGETABLES,

Cabbage-head, Some Pumpkins, Rc.

DESSERT.

Apples of Discord, a great many Pairs, 
Mormon Sweet-Hearts, Jumbles, 6cc.

    
 



MISCELLANEOUS.

MARION.
A ROMANCE Ob THE FRENCH SCHOOL.

I.
------, Friday,------ , ISGO. 

Always to hear the moaning of<)N the sad sea shore! 
these dismal waves!

Listen. I will tell you my story—my story of love, of 
misery, of black despair.

I am a moral Frenchman.
She whom I adore, whom I adore still, is the wife of a 

fat marquis—a lop-eared, blear-eyed, greasy marquis. 'A 
man without soul. A man without sentiment, who cares 
naught fo» moonlight and mu-ic. A low, practical man, 
who pays his debts. I hate him.

n.
She, my soul’s delight, my empress, my angel, is superbly 

be.intiful.
I loved her at first sight—devotedly, madly.
She (lashed past me in her etiiijie. I saw her but a 

moment—perhaj a only an instant—but she took me ciiptive 
then and there, forevermore.

Forevermore!
I followed her, after that, wherever she went. At length 

she came to notice, to smile upon me. My motto was tn 
a Cl I Ilf! That ia a French word. I got it out of the back 
part of Worcester’s Dictionary.

in.
She wrote me that I might come and see her at her own 

house. Oh, joy, joy unutterable, to see her at her own 
house!

N
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I went to see her after nightfall, in the soft moonlight.
She came down the gravelled walk to meet me, on this 

beautiful midsummer night—came to me in pure white, her 
golden hair in splendid disorder—strangely beautiful, yet in 
tears I

She told me her fresh grievances.
The marquis, always a despot, had latterly misused her 

most vilely.
That very morning, at breakfast, he had cursed the fish

balls and sneered at the pickled onions.
She is a good cook. The neighbours will tell you so. 

And to be told by the base marquis—a man who, previous 
to his marriage, had lived at the cheap eating-houses—tq be 
told by him that her manner of frying fishballs was a 
failure—it was too much.

Her tears fell fast. I, too, wept. I mixed my sobs with 
her’n. “ Fly with me I" 1 cried.

Her lips met mine. I held her in my arms. I felt her 
breath upon my cheek! It was Hnnkey.

“ Fly with me. To New York ! I will write romances 
for the Sunday papers—real French romances, with morals 
to them. Aly style will be appreciated. Shop-girls and 
young mercantile persons will adore it, and I will amass 
wealth with my ready pen.’’

Ere she could reply—ere she could articulate her ecstasy, 
her husband, the marquis, crept snake-like upon me.

Shall I write it ? He kicked me out of the garden—he 
kicked me into the street.

I did not return. How could I ? I, so ethereal, so full of 
soul, of sentiment, of sparkling originality I He, so gross, 
so practical, so lop-eared 1

Had I returned, the creature would have kicked me 
again.

So I left Paris for thia place—this place, so lonely, so 
dismal.

Ah me 1
Oh dear!

THE END.

    
 



East Side Theatricals', 185

EAST SIDE THEATRICALS.

The Broadway houses have given the public immense 
quantities of Ceutial Park, Seven Sisters, Nancy Sjkes, 
and J. Cade. 1 suppose the Broadway houses have done 
this chietiy because it has paid them, and so I mean no dis
respect when I state that to me the thing became rather 
stale. I sighed for novelty. A man may stand stewed veal 
for stveral years, but banquets consisting exclusively of 
stowed veal would become uninteresting alter a century or 
so. A man would want something else. The least par
ticular man, it seems to me, would desire to have his veal 
“biled,” by way of a change. So 1, tired of the thread
bare pieces at the Broadway houses, went to the East Side 
for something fresh. 1 wanted to see some libertines and 
brigands. 1 wanted to see some cheer!ul persons identified 
with the blacksmith and sewing-machine interests triumph 
over those libertines and brigands in the most signal manner. 
I wanted, in short, to see the Downfall of A’ice and '1 riumph 
of A'irtue. That was what aileii me. And so 1 went to the 
East Side.

Ptxir Jack Scott is gone, and Jo. Kirby dies no more on 
the East Side. They've got the blood and things over there, 
but, aliis! they're deficient in lungs. '1 he tragedians in the 
Bowery and Chatham-street ot to-day don't surt the 
shingles on the roof as their preilecessors, now cold and stiff 
in death, used to when they threw themselves npm their 
knees at the footlights and roarixl a red-hot curse alter the 
lord who had carried Susan away, swearing to never more 
eat nor drink until the lord's vile heart was torn Irom his 
bo<ly and ther-rowu to the dorgs—rattling their knives 
again.st the tin lamps and glaring upon the third tier moot 
fearfully the while.

Glancing at the spot where it is said Senator Benjamin 
used to vend second-hand clothes, and regretting that he 
had not continued in that comparatively honourable vocation 
instead of sinking to his present position—woudering if Jo. 
Kirby would ever consent, if he were alive, to die wrapped
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up in a Secession flisj!—gazing admiringly ujon the un- 
osrentatii ns signboard which is suspended in front of the 
Hou. Jz/.y Lazarus’s tavern — glancing, wondering, and 
gazing thus, I enter the Old Chatham theatre. 'Ihe pit is 
full, hnt people fight shy of the boxes.

The pl ay is about a servant girl, who conies to the nietro- 
pi lis frum the agricultural districts in short skirts, speckled 
hose, and a dashing little white hat, g iily dccktd with 
jirettypink ribbons—that being the style of dress invariably 
worn by servant girls from the interior. She is accom
panied by a chaste young man in a short-tailed nil coat, 
who, being very desirous of protecting her from the tempta
tions of a large city, naturally leaves her in the street and 
goes off somewhere. Servant girl encounters an elderly 
female, who seems to be a very nice sort of person indeed, but 
the jouug man in a short-tailed coat comes in and thrusts the 
eldeily female a.side, calling her “a vile hag.” Thia pleases 
the pit, which is ever true to virtue, and it accordingly cries 
“Hl! hi! hi!”

A robber appears. The idea of a robber in times like 
till se is rather absurd. The na st adroit robber would eke 
out a mi-crdile siilisisteuce if he attempted to follow his 
jirofchsion now-a-ilays. I should prefer to pub’ish a daily 
pi[ er in Chelsea. Nevertheless, here is a robber. He has 
b'cn J laying jioker with his “dupe,” but singularly enough 
the dupe has won all the money, I’liisdispleases therobber, 
ail 1 it occurs to him that he will kill the dii[ie. He accord
ingly slicks him. The dupe staggers, falls, says “ Hearest 
Eliza !” and dies. Cries of “ Hi! hi! hi 1” in the pit, while 
k gentleman with a weed on his hat, in the lioxes, st ites that 
the J rice of green simlts is five cents a quart. This 
.amiounceniei t is not favourably received by the jiit several 
niemliers of which come hack at the weeded individual with 
some advice in regard to liquidating a long-standing account 
for beans and other refreshments at an adjac uit re.stauraut.

d he robber is seized with retieir.-e, and says the money 
which he has taken from the dupe’s jockets “scorches” 
him. Robber seeks refuge in a miser's drawing-room, where 
he stays for “seven days.” There is a long chest full of 
money and diamonds in the room. The chest is unlocked, 
but misers very frequently go off and leave long chests full 
of money unlocked in their drawing-rooms for seven days,
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and this robber was too much of a gentleman to take advan
tage of this particular miser’s absence. By-and-hy the miser 
returns, when the robber quietly kills him and chucks him 
in the ehe.st. “Sleep with your gold, old luan!” says the 
bold robber as he melodramatically retreats—retre.its to 
a cellar, where the servant girl resiilcs. Finds that she was 
formerly his gal when he resided in the rural districts, and 
regrets having killed so many persons, for if so be he hailn’t 
he might marry her and settle down, wherea-s now he can't 
do it, as he says he is “ unhappy.” But he gives her a ring 
—a ring he had shilen from the dupe—and tlies. I’reaently 
the dupe, who has come to life in a singul.tr but eminently 
theatrical manner, is brought into the cellar, lie discovers 
the ring upon the servant girl’s finger—servant girl states 
that she is innocent, and the dupe, with the remark that he 
sees his mother, dies, this time jiositively without reserve. 
Servant girl is taken to Newgate, whither goe,s the robber 
and gains admission by informing the turnkey that he is her 
uncle. Throws off his disguise, and, like a robber l«ild and 
gay, says he is the guilty party and will save the servant 
girl. He drinks a\ial of poison, says he secs A/x mother, 
and dies to slow fiddling. Servant girl throws herself upi 11 
him wildly, and the virtuous young party in a short-tailed 
coat comes in and assists in the tableau. Bobber tells the 
servant girl to take the party in the short-tailed coat and 
be happy, repeats that he sees his mother (they always do), 
and dies again. Cries of “Hi! hi! hi!” and the weeded 
gentleman reiterates the price of green smelts.

Not a remarkably heavy plot, but quite as bulky as the 
plots of the Broadway sensation pieces.
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SOLILO(iUY OF A LOW THIEF.

My name is Jim Griggina. I’m a low thief. My parients 
was ignorant folks, and as poor as the shadder of a bean 
pole. My advantages for gettiu’ a eddycation was exceedin’ 
limited. I growed up in the street, quite loose and per- 
miskis, you see, and took to vice because I had nothing else 
to take to, and because nobody had never given me a sight 
at virtue.

I’m in the penitentiary. I was sent here onct before 
for priggin’ a watch. 1 served out my time, and now I’m 
here agin, this time for stealin’ a few insignificant clothes.

I shall always blame my parients for not eddycatin’ me. 
Had I been liberally eddycated 1 could, with my brilliant 
native talents, have bin a big thief—1 b’leeve they call ’em 
defaulters. Instead of confinin’ myself to priggin’ clothes, 
watches, spoons, and sich like, I could have plundered 
princely sums—thousands and hundreds of thousands of 
dollars—and that old humbug the Law, wouldn’t have 
harraial a hair of my head! For, you see, I should be 
smart enough to get elected State Treasurer, or have 
something to do with Banks or llailroails, and perhaps a 
little of both. Then, you see, I could ride in my carriage, 
liye in a big house with a free stun frunt, drive a fast team, 
and drink as much gin and sugar as 1 wanted. A inwesti- 
gation might be made, and some of the noosepapers might 
come down on me heavy, but what the d------1 would I
care about that, havin’ previously taken precious good care 
of the stolen money ? Besides, my “ party” would swear 
stout that I was as innersuut as the new-born babe, and a 
gmeat many people would wink very pleasant, and say, 
“ Well, Griggins understands what Ac’., ’bout, he does!”

But havin’ no eddycation, I’m only a low thief—a 
stealer of watches and spoons and sich—a low wretch, 
anyhow—and the Law puts me through without mercy.

It’s all right, I a’pose, and yet I sometimes think it’s wery 
hard to be shut up here, a wearin’ checkered clothes, a
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livin’ on cold vittles, a sleepin’ on iron beds, a lookin’ out 
upon the world through iron muskeeter bars, and poundin’ 
stun like a galley slave, day after day, week after week, and 
year after year, while my brother thieves (for to speak 
candid, there’s no difference between a thief and a defaulter, 
except that the latter is forty times wus-s) who have stolen 
thousands of dollars to my one cent, are walkin’ out there in 
the bright sunshine—dressed up to kill, new clothes upon 
their hacks and piles of gold in their pockets ! But the Uiw 
don't tech ’em. They are too big game for the Law to shtxit 
at. It’s as much as the Law can do to take care of us 
ignorant thieves.
, Who said there was no difference ’tween tweedledum and 

tweediedee'? He lied in his throat, like a villain as he wasl 
I tell ye there’s a tremendous difference.

Oh that I had been liberally eddycated!

Jim Griggins.

Sing-Sing, 1860.

TOUCHING LETTER FROM A GORY MEMBER

OF THE HOME GUARD.

Broadway, Dec. 10, ’61.
Dear Father and Mother:

We are all getting along very well. We mess at Del- 
inonico's. Do not repine for your son. Some must suffer 
for the glorious Stars and Stripes, and, dear parents, why 
shouldn’t I ? Tell Mrs. Skuller that we do not need the 
blankets she so kindly sent to us, as we bunk at the St. 
Nicholas and .Metropolitan. What our brave lads stand 
most in need of now is Fruit Cake and Wattles. Do not 
weep for me.

Henry Adolphus.
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SURRENDER OF CORNWALLIS.

It w;is customary in many of the inland towns of New 
England, some thirty years ago, to celebrate the anniversary 
of the surrender of Lord Cornwallis by a sham representa
tion of that important event in the history of the llevolu- 
tionary War. A town meeting would be called, at which a 
company of men would be detailed as British, and a rniii- 
jiany as Americans—two lealing citizens being selected to 
represent Washington and Cornwallis in the mimic sut- 
render.

'1 he pleasant little town of W------ , in whose schools the
writer has been repcateiily “corrected,” upon whose ponds 
he has often skated; ujion whose richest orchards he luis, 
with other juvenile bandits, many times dashed in the silent 
midnight; the town of W-------, where it was jiopularly
believed these bandits would “ come to a bad end,’l resolved 
to celebrate the surrender. Rival towns had celebrated, 
and W------ determined to eclipse them in the most signal
manner. It is my privilege to tell how W------ succeeded
in this determination.

The great day came. It was ushered in by the roar of 
musketry, the ringing of the village church bell, the 
Eipeaking of fifes, and the rattling of drums.

I’eople poured into the village from all over the county. 
Never had W------ experienced such a jam. Never had
there been such an onslaught upon gingerbread carts. 
Never had New England rum (for this was before Neal 
Dow’s day) flowed so freely. And W------ ’a fair daughters,
who mounted the house-tops to see the surrender, had never 
looked fairer. The old folks came, tex», and among them 
were several war-scarred heroes who had fought gallantly 
at NIonmouth and Yorktown. These brave sous of 7<» 
took no part in the demonstration, but an honoured bench 
was Set apart for their exclusive use on the piazza of Sile 
Smith’s Store. When they were dry, all they had to do

    
 



Surrender of Cornneallis. igi
was to Slug out to Sile’s boy, Jerry, “ A leetle Ni-w Euglan’ 
this way, if i/(<« please.” It was brought forthwith.

At precisely 9 o’clock, by the Fehooluia,ster’s neW' “ Lepeeu” 
watch, the Aiutriean and British forces marched ou hi the 
village green and place<i themselves in battle array, remind
ing the ajiectator of the time when

“Brave Wulf drew up his men 
In a style m i.st pretty, 

On the Plains of Abraham 
Belore the city."

The character of Washington had been assigned to 
’^<£uire WoihI, a well-to-do and influential farmer, while 
that of ('ornwallla had been given to the village lawyer, a 
kind-hearted but rather pompous person, who.se name was 
Caleb Joue.s.

'.S.piire Wood, the Washington of the occasion, had met 
with many unexpected dittieiilties in preparing hi.s forces, 
and in his perplexity he hail emptied not only his own 
canteen but those ot most of his aids. 'I'he consispience 
was—mortifying as it must he to all true Americans— 
blushing as I do to tell it, Washington at the eoiumence- 
meiit of’the mimic struggle was most unqualifiedly drunk.

The sham light commenced. Bang! bang! hang! from 
the Americans—bang! bang! bang! from the British, 
'lhe bangs were kept hotly up until the powder gave out, 
and then came the order to charge, liundrcihs of wisiden 
bayonets Hashed fiercely in the sunlight, each soldier taking 
Very good care not to hit anybixly.

“ Ihaz (hie) riglit,” shouted B’ashington, who during the 
shooting had been racing his horse wildly up and down the 
hue, “ thaz right! G'i« it to ’em! Cut their tarnal hcaiIs 
off!”

“ On, Bomans !’’ shrieki d Cornw.illis, who had once seen 
a theatrical perforniance and remembered the hi roic appeals 
ot the Thespian belligerents, “on to the tray ! A’o sleep 
tdl moruiu’.”

“Let eout all their bowels,” ytUed Wm^hington, “and 
down with taxation on tea!”

d'he lighting now ceased, the oppising forces were pro
perly arranged, and Cornwallis, dismounting, prep.tred to 
present his s word to Wa-^-hington according to programme.
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As he walked slowly towards the Father of Ills Country he 
rehearsed the little speech he had committed for the occa
sion, while the illustrious being who was to hear it was 
making desperate efforts to keep in his sadille. Now he 
would wildly brandish his sword and narrowly escape cut
ting off his horse’s ears, and then he would fall suddenly 
forward on to the steed’s neck, grasping the mane as drown
ing men seize hold of straws, lie was giving an inimitable 
representation of Toodles on horseback. AU idea of the 
magnitude of the occasion had left him, and when he saw 
Cornwallis approaching, with slow and stately step, and 
sword-hilt extended toward him, he inquired—

“ What-’n devil you want, any (hie) how ?”
“ lieneral Washington,” said Cornwallis, in dignified and 

impressive tones, “ I tender you my sword. 1 need not 
inform you. Sir, how deeply------”

The speech was here cut suddenly short by Washington, 
who, driving the spurs into his horse, playfully attempted to 
run over the commander of the British forces. He was not 
permitted to do thia, for his aids, seeing his unfortunate 
condition, seized the horse by the bridle, straightened Wash
ington up in his saddle, and requested Cornwallis to proceed 
with his remarks.

“(leneral Washington,” said Cornwallis, “the British Lion 
prostrates himself at the feet of the American Eagle 1”

“ Eayh! Ea(;le!” yelled the infuriated Washington, 
rolling off his horse and hitting t 'omwallis a frightful blow 
on the head with the flat of his swonl, “ do you caU me a 
Eiiijle, you mean, sneakin’ cuss'?” He struck him again, 
sending him to the ground, and said, “ I’U learn you to call 
me a Eagle, you infernal scoundrel 1”

Cornwallis remained upon the ground only a moment. 
Smarting from the blows he had received, he arose with an 
entirely unlooked-for recuperation on the part of the fallen, 
and in direct defiance of historical example. In spite of the 
men of both nations, indeed, he whipped the Immortal 
Washington until he roared for mercy.

The Americans, at first mortified and indignant at the 
conduct of their chief, now began to sympathise with him, 
and resolved to whip their mock foes in earnest. They 
rushed fiercely upon them, but the British were really the 
stronger party, and drove the Americans back. Not content
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with this they charged madly upon them, and drove them 
from the field—from the village, in fact. There were many 
heads damaged, eyes draped in mourning, noses fractured, 
and legs lamed. It was a wonder that no one was killed 
outright.

Washington was confined to his house for several 
weeks, but he recovered at last. For a time there was a 
coolness between himself and Cornwallis, but they finally 
concluded to join the whole county in laughing about the 
surrender.

They live now. Time, the “ artist,” has thoroughly 
whitewashed their heads, but they are very jolly still. On 
tpwn meeting days the old 'Sijuire always rides down to the 
village. In the hind part of his venerable yellow waggon is 
always a bunch of hay, ostensibly for the old white horse, 
but really to hide a gla^s bottle from the vulgar gaze. This 
bottle has on one side a likeness of Lafayette, and upon the 
other may be seen the Ooddess of Liberty. What the Little 
contains inside I cannot positively say, but it is true that 
’S(iuire Wood and Lawyer Jones visit that bottle very fre
quently on town meeting days, and come back looking (pute 
red in the face. Al'hen this redness in the face becomes of 
the blazing kind, as it generally does by the time the polls 
close, a short dialogue like this may be heard :—

“ We shall never play surrender again, Lawyer Jones!”
“ Them days is over, ’Squire Wood 1”
And then they laugh and jocosely punch each other in 

the ribs.

THE WIFE.

“ Home they brought her warrior dead: 
She nor swooned, nor uttered cry. 

All her maidens, watching, said, 
‘ She must weep or she will die.’"

The propriety of introducing a sad story like the fol
lowing, in a book intended to be rather cheerful in its 
character, may be questioned; but it so beautifully illus
trates the firmness of woman when grief and despair have
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taken pn.'iflpMsion of '' the cbiunbers of her heart,” that we 
cannot refrain from relating it.

Lncy M------ loved with all the ardour of a fond and
faithful wife, and when he upon whom she had to con
fidingly leaned was stolen from her by death, her friends 
and companions Siiid Lucy would go mad. Ah, how little 
they knew her!

(iazing for the last time upon the clay-cold features of 
her departed husband, this young widow—beautiful even in 
her grief: so ethtreal to look upon and yet so firm !—hxjking 
for the last time upon the dear, familiar f.ice, now colt and 
still in death—oh, looking for the last, last time—she rapidly 
put on her bonnst, and thus addressed the sobbing gentle
men who were to act as pall-bearers :—“You jiall-bi’arers just 
go into the buttery and get some rum, and we’ll start this 
man right along!”

A JUVENILE COMPOSITION.
ON THE EI.Ll’H.VNT.

The El ‘phant is the most hirge.st Annymile in the whole 
world. He eats hay au<l kakes. You must not giv the 
Elephant Tobacker, becoz if you do he will stamp his grate 
big feet upon to you and kill you fat.dly Ded. Some folks 
thinks the hlephant is the most noblest Annymile in the 
world, but as for IMe giv Me the American Egil and the 
Stars iS£ Strijies. Alexander Pottles his Peace.

A P< lEM BY THE SAME.
SO5IE VEKSLS .srol.LSlID BY 2 OF IIY I’NCLES.

Uncle Simon he
Clum up a tree
To see what he could see
AVhen presentlee
Uncle Jim
Clum bi'side of him
And 6(juatted down by he.

THE END.
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THE DRAFT IN BALDINSVILLE.

[Since the publication of A. Ward a bock in thia country, the 
Editor has received the following piece of drollery, with the 
request that it be included in any new issue of “ the showman's” 
literary labours. Aa with the other chapters, a few foot-notes 
have been added which may render more clear some of the allu
sions to matters peculiarly Transatlantic.]

If I’m drafted I shall resign.
Deeply grateful for the onexpected honor thus 

confered upon me, I shall feel compeld to resign the 
position in favor of sum more worthy person. Mo
desty is what ails me. That’s what’s kept me under.

I meanter-say, I shall have to resign if I’m drafted ; 
^verywheres I’ve bin inrold. I must now, furrinstuns, 
be inrold in upards of 200 different towns. If I’d 
kept on travelin’ I should hav eventooally becum a 
Brigade, in which case I could have held a meetin’ 
and elected myself a Brigadeer-ginral quite onanimiss. 
I hadn’t no idee there was so many of me before. 
But, scrlsly, I concluded to stop exhibitin’ and make 
tr.icks for Baldinsville.. My only daughter threw 
herself onto my bcxjsum, and said, “It is me, 
fayther! I thank the gods !’’ She reads the New 
York Le.tger,
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“ Tip us yer bunch of fives, old faker !” said Arte
mus, Jr. He reads the New York Clipper*

hly wife was to the sowin’ circle.-}- I knew she 
and the wimin folks was havin’ a pleasant time slan
derin’ the females of the other sowin’ circle (which 
likewise met that arternoon, and was doubtless en
joyin’ theirselves ekally well in slanderin’ the fust- 
named circle), an’ I didn’t send for her. I alius like 
to see people injoy theirselves.

My son Orgustus was playin’ onto a floot.
Orgustus is a ethereal cuss. The twins was 

bildin’ cob-houses in a corner of the kitchin.
It’ll cost some postage-stamps to raise this family, 

and yet it ’ud go hard with the old man to lose any 
lamb of the flock.

An old batchelor is a poor critter. He may have 
hearn the skylark or (what’s nearly the same thing) 
Miss Kellogg and Carlotty Patti sing he may have 
hearn Ole Bull fiddle, and all the Dodworths toot, 
an’ yet he don’t know nothin’ about music—the real,

[* Tho New Ytirk Ln1atr presents readera with vpry 
similar to those in our Fum'lif Herald and Land'at Juurntd^ and is 
thus in great favour with romantic young ladies. The New 
York Ct>p/>er is the organ of the inuoic-halls and sporting circles, 
and indulges in similar language to that which is so admired by 
readers of HtlPs Life in Land>tn.'\

[f ‘‘Quiltings’* and “sewing circles” are peculiar features in 
New England female s’Tiety. In thia country tea-drinkings are 
the fashi n, bat the old Puritans never countenanced idleness, and 
80 introduced meetings where the women Could fulfil the laws of 
their religion and batihfy their t< rgues at one an 1 tl e a-une time. 
Tho originator of the ‘‘to.sing eirclo” was a deduclly ’’uto 
porbon.]

    
 



Artemus Ward.198
genuine thing—the music of the laughter of happy, 
well-fei children ! And you may ax the father of 
sich children home to dinner, feelin’ werry sure 
there’ll be no spoons mi.ssin’ when he goes away. 
Sich fathers never drop tin five-cent pieces into the 
contribution box, nor palm shoe-pegs off onto blind 
bosses for oats, nor skedaddle to British sile when 
their country’s in danger—nor do anything which is 
really mean. I don’t mean to intimate that the old 
batchelor is up to little games of this sort—not at all 
—but I repeat, he’s a poor critter. He don't live 
here he only stays. He ought to ’pologize, on 
behalf of his parients, for bein’ here at all. The 
happy marrid man dies in good stile at home, sur
rounded by his weeping wife and children. The 
old bachelor don’t die at all—he sort of rota away, 
like a polly-wog’s tail.

My townsmen was sort o’ demoralized. Theie 
was a evident desine to ewade the Draft, as I ob- 
sarved with sorter, and patritism was below Par— 
arid Mar too. f A jew desprit.] I hadn’t no sooner 
sot down on the piazzy of the tavoun than I saw 
sixteen solitary hossmen, tidin’ four abreast, wendin’ 
their way up the street.

“ What’s them ? Is it calvary ?”
“ That,” said the landlord, “ is the stage.* Six-

[* The post-oiBce conveyance for letters—the coach or stage 
which contracts for the carriage of the mails. In new or thinly- 
ppoplccl districts, where the roads are uncared for, the stage
driver carries his letter-tiag on horseback, when the weather 
reodirs the highway impa»aah!e for vehicles ]
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teen able-bodied citizens has lately bo’t the stage line 
between here and Scootsburg. That’s them. They’re 
stage-drivers. Stage-drivers is exempt!”

I saw that each stage-driver carried a letter in his 
left hand.

“ The mail is hevy to-day,” said the landlord. 
“ Gin’rally they don’t have more’n half-a-dozen 
letters ’tween ’em. To-day they’ve got one apiece! 
Bile my lights and liver !”

And the passengers ?”
“ There ain’t any, skacely, now-days,’’ said the 

landlord, “ and what few there is, very much prefier 
to walk, the roads is so rough.”

“ And how ist with you ?” I inquired of the 
editor of the Bugle-Horn of Liberty, who sot near me.

“ I can’t go,” he sed, shakin’ his head in a wise 
way. “ Ordinarily I should delight to wade in gore, 
but my bleedin’ country bids me stay at home. It is 
imperatively necessary that I remain here for the 
purpuss of announcin’ from week to week, that our 
Govment is about to tube vigorous measures to put down 
the rebellion L”

I strolled into the village oyster saloon, where I 
found Dr. Schwazey, a leadin’ citizen, in a state of 
mind which showed that he’d bin histin’ in more’n 
his share of pizen.

“ Hello, old Beeswax,” he bellered “ how’s your 
grandinams ? When you goin’ to feed your stuffed 
animils I”
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What’s the matter with the eminent physician ?” 
I pleasantly inquired.

“ This,’’ he said ; “ this is what’s the matter. I’m 
a habitooal drunkard ! I’m exempt!”

Jes’ so.”
“Do you see them beans, old man?” and he 

pinted to a plate before him. “ Do you see ’em ?”
“ I do. They are a cheerful fruit when used 

tempritly.”
“ Well,’’ said he, “ I hain’t eat anything sihce 

last week. I eat beans now because I eat beans 
then. I never mix my vittles !”

“ It’s quite proper you should eat a little suthin’ 
once in a while,” I said. “ It’s a good idee to 
occasionally instruct the stummick that it mustn’t 
depend excloosively on licker for its sustainance.”

“ A blessin,” he cried—“ a blessin ontd the hed 
of the man what invented beans ! A blessin onto 
his hed !”

“ Which his name is Gilson ! He’s a first family 
of Bostin,” said I.

I

This is a speciment of how things was goin’ in my 
place of residence.

A few was true blue. The schoolmaster was 
amfjng ’em. He greeted me warmly. He said I was 
welkim to those shores. He said I had a massiv mind. 
It was gratifyin’, he said, to see that great intelleck 
stalkin’ in their midst onct more. I have before had 
occasion to notice this schoolmaster. He is evidentl> 
a young man of far more than ord’nary talents.
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The schoolmaster proposed we should git up a 

mass meetin’.
The meetin’ was largely attended. We held it 

in the open air, round a roarin’ bonfire.
The schoolmaster was the first orator. He’s 

pretty good on the speak. He also writes well, 
his composition bein’ seldom marred by ingramma- 
ticisms. He said this inactivity surprised him. 
“ What do you expect will come of this kind of 
doin’s? Nikilfa------ ”

“ Hooray for Nihil!” I interrupted. “ Fellow
citizens, let’s give three cheers for Nihil, the man 
who fit!”

The schoolmaster turned a little red, but repeated 
—» Nihilft.”

“ Exactly,” I said. “ Nihil ft. He wasn’t a 
strategy feller.”

‘‘ Our venerable friend,” said the schoolmaster, 
smilin’ pleasantly, “ isn’t posted in Virgil.”

“ No, I don’t know him. But if he’s a able-bodied 
man he must stand his little draft.”

The schoolmaster wound up in eloquent style, and 
the subscriber took the stand.

I said the crisis had not only cum itself, but it had 
brought all its relations. It has cum, I said, with a 
evident intention of makin’ us a good long visit, 
goin’ to take off its things and stop with us. 
wife says so too.

This is a good war. For those who like 
w^ar, it’s just such a kind of war as they like, 
bet ye. My wife says so too. If the Federal army

It’s 
My

this
I’ll
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succeeds in takin’ Washington, and they seem to be 
advancin’ that way pretty often, I shall say it is 
strategy, and Washington will be safe. And that noble 
banner, as it were—that banner, as it were—will be a 
emblem, or rather, I should say, that noble banner—as 
it were. My wife says so too. [I got a little mixed 
up here, but they didn’t notice it. Keep mum.]

Feller-citizens, it will be a proud day for this 
Republic when Washington is safe. Gloucester, 
Massachusetts, is safe. Gen. Fremont is there. No 
danger of Gloucester, Massachusetts, as long as 
Gen. Fremont’s there. And may the day be not 
far distant when I can say the same of Washington. 
But if it is saved, it will be by strategy. Vermont 
will soon be safe. Gen. Phelps is cornin’ home. 
Let us all rejoice that Vermont is about to be safe. 
My wife says so too.

The editor of the Bugle-Hom of Liberty here arose 
and said : “ I do not wish to interrupt the gentleman, 
but a important dispatch has just bin received at the 
telegraph office here. I will read it. It is as follows : 
‘ G foment is about to take •vigorous measures to put down 
the rebellion V ” [Loud applause.]

That, said I, is cheering. That’s soothing. And 
Washington will be safe. [Sensation.] Phila
delphia is safe. Gen. Patterson is in Philadelphia. 
But my heart bleeds particly for Washington. My 
wife says so too.

There’s money enough. No trouble about money. 
They've got a lot of first-class bank-note engravers 
at Washington (which place, I regret to say, is by
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no means safe) who turn out two or three cords* of 
money a day—good money, too. Goes well. These 
bank-note engravers make good wages, I expect 
they lay up property. They are full of Union sen
timent. There is considerable Union sentiment ia 
Virginny, more specially among the honest farmers 
of the Shenandoah valley. My wife says so too.

Then it isn’t money we want. But we do want 
men, and we must have them. We must carry a 
v/hirlwind of fire among the foe. We must crush 
the ungrateful rebels who are poundin’ the Goddess 
of Liberty over the head with slung-shots, and 
stabbin’ her with stolen knives ! We must lick ’em 
quick. We must introduce a large number of first- 
class funerals among the people of the South. Betsy 
says so too.

This ’war hain’t been too well managed. We all 
know that. What then ? We are all in the same 
boat—if the boat goes down, we go down with her. 
Hence we must all fight. It ain’t no use to talk now 
about who caused the war. That’s played out. The 
war is upon us—upon us all—and we must all fight. 
We can’t “ reason” the matter with the foe—only 
with steel and led. When, in the broad glare of the 
noonday sun, a speckled jackass boldly and mali
ciously kicks over a peanut-stand, do we “ reason” 
with him ? I guess not. And why “ reason” with 
those other Southern people who are trj'in’ to kick 
over the Republic ? Betsy, my wife, says so too.

[* In allusion to tho national measurement of firewood, a cord 
of wood being 8 feet long, 4 feet wide, and 4 feet high,]
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I have great confidence in A, Linkin. The old 

fellow s heart is in the right place, and his head is 
clear. There’s bin sum queer doin's by some of his 
deputies—civil and military—but let it pass. We 
must save the Union. And don’t let us wait to be 
drafted. The Republic is our mother. For God’s 
sake, don't let us stop to draw lots to see which of us shall 
go to the rescue of our wounded and bleeding mother. 
Drive,the assassins from her throat—drive them into 
the sea ! And then, if it is worth while, stop and 
argue about who caused all this in the first place. 
You’ve heard the showman. You’ve heard my wife 
too. Me and Betsy is I.

The mectin’ broke up with enthusiasm. We 
shan’t draft in Baldinsx ille if we can help it.

Your’s considerably,

A. WARD.
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MR. WARD ATTENDS A GRAFFICK

[Rhnr ly after the puhlieation in this country of 1/7* ///>/.*? TTV/r// 
Ills Hook. I n’c»“ived from a friend the following article, purporting 
tn have b< en sMittpn by Mr. W. during a stay in Bristol. The sketch 
appeared in the Liristo! Jiuorii,* and, upon writing to The editor 

•for further iritnrrnatinn concerning it, I received from that gentle
man such a cautious reply as enntirmed & previoua suspicion that 
“the shopman” had not visit«’d the great western city, and that 
the article was either a concoction in Mr. Ward’s style, or one 
of the papers of Josh B Hings, an imitator of Mr. W., slightly 
altered to suit the locality ot its republication. \\ hether these 
conjectures are correct or not, the article is here given for the 
English reader's criticism, and, although not equal in humour to 
A. Ward’s more successful pieces, cnrtain pleasantries of expression 
and droll extravagances observable in it will, at least, repay 
perusal.]

Wall, we had a just sittled down to our wine, 
when sez the Squiref soddenlick, “ Mr. W., would 
you like to go to a Graffick ?”

[* Prefixed to the article in the /u -o/'d the following:— 
“A letter has just been shown to us, of which we Bubj<»iu a 
portbm, from which it will appear that 51r.-----  (we fluppresa
the name for obvious reas ms i is not the only illustrious American 
who is 8«jouming at present at Clilton. Arteinus Ward has 
retired for the present from his pnJessional duties, in conse
quence of the rough treatment which he lately received in the 
S fUthern btatoa. His admirers have sent him to England to 
recruit, and he was last week at Chiton, and dined with Mr. ——. 
We are vi< lating no literary confidence in menti »ning the above, 
as Mr. Ward is combining business with pleasure, and his letters 
will appear in the Snr York Tribune^ to which journal he has 
temp»»rarilv attached himself aa special European correspondent.” 
—Ed. /<

[f S»>metimes pronounced “ S^ir^RE,” in New England phra
se 4» gy, a magistrate, or justice of the peace, bee foot-note, 
p. 42.]
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“ What’s a Graffick ?” sed I.
“ A Pictur-shew,” sed he, “ with a swoiree be

tween, and all the fashionables of this interestin 
location there.”

“ Don’t care if I duz,” sed I, “ perwided u go the 
Ticket.”*

“ Sertingly,’’ said he. “ Mr. Ward, you are my 
guest for the evening.”

So we put on our go-to-meetings, and yaller kid- 
skins, and sot off. There was a purty tidy fixin of 
shrubs and statooary as we went in (but nuthin ekal 
to the Bowery Saloon, New York !) and stairs up 
and stairs down, and gals in opera clokes ascendin 
and D-scendin.

First we go up into a big room with a blaze o’ 
lite and a crowd of cumpany. The Squire whispers 
to me, and sez he’ll pint out the lokial celebrities. 
At the end of the room is a great pictur, representin 
a stout femail on a tarnation dark back-ground. The 
critturs scrowded up to it, and looked on in hor. 
Presently I feels the Squire nudging me.

“ Do you see that individooal,” sed he, “ with Hya- 
cinthian curls, and his eye in a fine frenzy rollin’ ?

r* In thia instance apparently refers to payment for the 
entrance card, althoiish it may apply to the vulgar Transatlantic 
phrase, “Go the Ticket,” i.e., the entire scheme—witness all 
offered in the programme—an expression that arose from tho 
printed list of political candidates used at an election. According 
to circumstances, a man is said “To 00 THE Ticket,” or “tlo 
the STRAIGHT Ticket,” i.e., the entire list containing the “regular 
nomination” of hi.s party; “To <iO A scratch Ticket." a ticket 
from which the names of one or more of the candidatc.s are 
erased; to go a “split Ticket,” one representing dilierent divi
sions of his party, Ac.]

    
 



Mr. JVard attends a Grajfick. •iQ’j

That’s the great art critic, who lays down the lor for 
Bristol and ets vicinity.”

So I pushed up cloas, and sed I to the creteck, 
“Wall, Mister, what, dew think of that air piece of 
canvas staining ?”

At first he Ide me loftily, and made no reply. At 
last he spoak (with grate deliberashun). “ Not yet 
have I mastered the pictur. I’m a studyin of the 
onperfectly-seen vizionoimies behind. Them guards 
is a phernomenon. The sOul of the painter has pro
jected itself thrugh the august glooms.”

“Don’t see it,” sez I. “Them shadders want 
glazin—and the middle-tints is no whur. Gue^s if 
Hiram Applesquash (our “ domestic decorator” to 
hum) had pertrayed them guards, he would hev 
slicked off their Uniforms as bright as a New England 
tulip.” •

The creteck regarded me With Contemptoous in- 
dignashun.

“ Hullo !” sed I next, “ whose been and stolen a 
signboard, and stuck it up in this refined society ?”

“ To what do you defer ?” sez he, still very 
fridgid.

“ To that corpulent figgur,’’ sez I, “ in military 
fixins.”

“ That, sair,’’ sez he, with severity, “ is a portrait 
of his Majusty the King of Denmark, lately dis- 
Eased.”

“ A portraickt of his cloze, you mean,” sez I. 
“ Is that sprorling pictur a work of art ? (N.B.
This I sed sarcasticul.) Hiram A- touched off a new

    
 



2o8 Artemus Ware/.

Sign for the Tavern at Baldinsville jest before I saled, 
and his * President’s Head’ would bete this by a long 
chalk any day.” With that I scowled at the Creteck, 
and left him looking considerable smawl pertaters.

Arter this we went down into the Cole-hole, wich 
they had cleaned out for the night and white washed. 
Here I own was buties of natur. I always had a 
liken for water-colar painfin, and sometimes make a 
sketcht in that way myself. Me and Squire tried to 
get a good look, but was engulphed in an oshun of 
hot galls, who kinder steamed again. The gas, close 
over our heads, nigh made our brains bile over, so 
sez I, “ Let’s make tracks* out of this. Squire. It 
ain’t civet (Schakspar) here. This parfume of hu
manity is horrid unhandsome.”

“ Let’s have a cup of coify,” says he, “ to repare 
exhorsted natur.’

“ A sherry cobbler would be more to the purpose,” 
says I, “ but if they hev none of them coolin drinks 
at art sworricks, here goes for the Moky.” (N.B. 
This I sed ironical. Korfy at sworricks is usually 
burht beans.)

So we med our way into another room, with 2 
bar-counters, and a crowd of people puihin and 
drivin to get forrerd. They knocked and elbered 
me about till I felt my dander riz. “Come on, 
Squire,” sez I, setting my arms a Limber ; “ take care, 
my old coons, of your tendur Korns and Bunyanj.

[♦ Til gn, to run, a figurative espreAsion of We=itpm nr'gin:—
* Ho enr p pl innvnpnr not nopin’«if njp. ‘-h-h T: for I had just enrn- 

men.’t J MAk . TKA«.kb 4,3 jou uuiut'iu.”—' I- L i'l £ jland, Ciu 2 J

    
 



Mr. Ward attends a GraJJick. 209
Look out for your ribs, for Fv crooked my elbers,” 
and forrerd I goes with Squire follerin’ in my wake. 
Bimeby a woman’s long skirt gets between my legs, 
and I spins round and goes kerslash* into the 
stumuck of a fat old gentleman, who was just 
blowin his third cup. He med a spaired his breath 
though! kerslap* I goes into his Wastecote, and 
kesouse* goes his coffy over his shoulders onto hed 
and neck of a bony old made with a bird of Pardice 
in her artificial locks.

“ Beg your pardon, marm,” sez I, as soon as I 
could speak.

She looked imprekashuns, and turned away ortily, 
mopping herself down with a laced nose-rag.

The Old gentleman was more cholerick. “ Cuss 
your clumsiness,” says he, “ can’t you come to a 
graffick'wuthout punching your ugly hed Into other 
people’s stumucks ?”

“ I didn’t go for to do it,” ses I, “ and jest put the 
Saddl on the right hoss, mister,” I continerred. “ If 
this femail behind didn’t carry so much slack fore
sail, she wuddn’t hev entangled my spars and careened 
me over.”

Arter this I would try no more of their all-fired 
corfy. Squire------ had had enough of the Sworrick,
so we made tracks for the Ho-tell.

“ Bring-up a quart of brandy,” sez the Squire, 
“ and a bilin o’ lemons and sugar. Mr. W.,” sez he.

[* A variation of the Amorioanisms Kfiwutie, Kejthsh^
i.e.., the ijoi'-e luude by a boiy falling into tho water. S«‘o foot
note, p. 26. J

    
 



210 Artemus Ward.

“ there’s not much of me left. Let’s liquor up! 
Let’s have a smoke and a cocktail.”* So we mixes, 
and had an entertaining discorse on polite literatoor. 
“ Dod-rabbitf the sworrick,” says Squire. “ Say no 
more about it. I was a fool, Mr. Ward, to prefare 
it to your amusin an inshstructive conversashun.”

After a while we got cheerful and sung “ale 
Columby” (it’s a fine voice the Squire has for a 
doo-et). Respect for the so-shul Borde makes me 
now cave inf and klose my commoonication. Squire 
------  is a grate filantherpist, but he’s not grate at 
stowing away his lick-er. I tuk him to bed after 
the gd tumbler, that the cuss of a british Waiter 
might not see one of us free & enlightened citizens 
enable to walk strate. He said it was a wet night, 
and demanded his umburella. Likewise he wouldn’t 
hev his boots off, for fere of catchin cold. I put the 
candle in the wash-basan that the critter mightn’t set 
hisself on fire, and left him in bed with his umburella 
up, singing “ Ale columby.”

Arter that I went down and finished the ma- 
hdgany.§

A. WARD.

[* A stimulating hpverage, made of brandy or gin, mixed with 
sugar and a very little water. See Don GauUler's Da^/ads."^

If An American euphemism for a profane oath.]
[J See footnote, p. 45,]

Brandy and water, the ruddy appearance of which indicates 
that very little of the latter has been used in its compcsition. 
iSpanish is tho stronger, and HondarO)} the milder mixture.]

FINIS.

    
 



• (Z/cltcllogllC of Useful^ Curious^ and

Interesting Books Published or Sold by 
JOHN CAMDEN ROTTEN, 

74 & 75, PICCADILLY, LONDON, W.

♦ ♦ 
.*

Those Books offered at one-fourth of their published prices are 
warranted to l>e as clean andas perfect as when sold at the full prices.
Note,—In order to insure the. correct delivery of the A-CWJCL works, 
or I’ARTICUTAR EDITIONS, spccifcd in this list,'it is necessary that the 
NAME of the PUBIISHER SHOULD BE DISTINCTLY GIVEN, oMenCISC tlw 
purchaser will probably receive books of a different character from 
those which were ordered. Stamps or a Post Office Order may l^e 

'remitted direct to the Publisher^ icho will forward per return.

Anacreon’s Odes. Paris, 1864. Didot’s exquisite
Edition, printed in very beantiful (ire^k characters^ with French notes^ 
each jKtge ruled with red lines, izmo. Illustrated with 54 charming 
Photographs, from compositions by Girodet, in the purest 
CLASSICAL style, AND OF MOST SURPASSING BEAUTY AND SOFTNESS. 40S,

The original drawings co.nt £5,000. The volnme is, without exception, the most 
lovable bw>k ever sent forth by a prodigal publisher.

Now ready, New asd Poi’vlae Edition, post 8vo, pp, 336, price is.. 
Anecdotes of the Green Room and Stage; or, 

Leaves from an Actor's Note-Book, at Home and Abroad. By 
GEORGE YANDENHOFF.

Mr. Vandenlioff, who earned for himself, both In the Old and New Worlds, the title 
of Tbb Classlc Actok. has retired from the Stage. His Reminiscences are extremely 
interesting, and include Original Anecdotes of the Keans (father and son), the two 
Kembles, Macready, Cooke, Liston, Farren, Elliston. Braham and his Sons, Phelp-s 
Buckstone, Webster, Chas. Mathews; Siddons, Vestrls, Helen Faucit, Mrs. Khbett, 
Miss Cashman, Miss O'Neil, Mrs. Glover, Mrs. CHins. Keaa, lUcliel, Kiatori, and many 
other dramatic celebrities.

Archaeological Proceedings held at Winchester in 
1845. The thick handsome voL, published by the Institute in 1846, 
8vo, pp. 6co, with numerous beautiful and most curious Wood 
Engravings of Ancient ArchiTectt ral and other Remains in Hamp
shire, with Facsimiles and Etchlsgs on Copper, 8vo (^sells at X'l los.), 
only 89. 6d.

This js a scarcr volume. Amongst the very Interesting contents may be 
particularised the Abchitectcral Hiptort of old Winchrstkr, Painted and 
SItained Glass in the County, Arcirnt Srals and MSS., Surmamka, Nicknames, 
Palacbs, Round Tablks, Mint and Excua^joes, Coins, Monuments, Brasses; 
the ancient Castles, Churchrs, ruioRiLS, &c.

f JoIm Camden HoUen, 74 and 1^, Piceadillj/, TF.
• • A

    
 



CHEAP AND CUlllOVS BOOKS.

ani

THE

AN INTERESTING VOLUME TO GENEALOGISTS AND ’ 
ANTIQUARIES.

Now ready, half morocco, handsomely printed by Whittingham 
Wilkins, price ys. 6d.,

Army Lists of the Roundheads and Cavaliers in 
the Civil War: Giving the Names of all the Officers in 
Royal and Pabuamentaby 2\.rmies of 1643, now first reprinted 
from the comparatively unknown originals, and Edited, with Notes, 
by EDWARD PEACOCK, F.S.A. In 4to, with elaborate floreated 
capitals.

These most carious Lisis show on which side the gentlemen of England were to he 
found daring the great conflict between the King and the Parliament. As illustrations 
of County History they arc exceedingly interesting. The Mterary antiquary and the 
genealogist will And much new and out-of-the-way matter in them; and there are but 
few families In England who cannot claim a relationship to one or other of the names 
mentioned in the Royalist or Roundhead lists. Only a vert few copies have been 
MOST CAKEFULLT BEPXiKTED on papfT that Will gladden the heart of the loeer of Choice 
Looks.

o Now ready, 12mo, in binding after a pattern of the period, very choicely 
printed, by Whittingham and Wilkins, price 63. 6d.,

THE EARLIEST KNO^VN LONDON DIRECTORY.
A Collection of the Names of the Merchants Living 

IN AND ABOUr THE CITY OF LONDON; very iisefull and 
necessary. Carefully Collected for the Benefit of all Dealers that 
shall have occasion vrith any of them, directing them at the first 
sight of their name to tho place of their abode. London: Printed for 
Sam Lee, 1677. Seo Review in the 77w<#’.s, Jan. 22nd.
This curious little volume has been reprinted verbatim from one of the only two 

copies known to be in existence. It contains an Introduction pointing out some of the 
principal persons mentioned in the list For historical and genealogical parposes the 
little bcog Is of the greatest value. Herein will be found the originators of many of 
the great Arms and copartnerships which have prospered through two pregnant centu
ries, and' which exist some of them in nearly the same names at this day. Its most 
distinctive feature is the early severance which it marks of ^goldsmiths that keep run
ning cashes,’ pr^ursors of the modern bankers, from the mass of ths merchants of 
London. Here also will be found in the general list some of the entertainers of the 
wits of their day; Fountain, the father of the wealthy knight with whom Swift was 
familiar, as shown in bis letters to Stella: Kiffen, the sturdy Baptist, whom James 11. 
could neither affright nor seduce; Bathurst, with Bragg bis connexion, the Vansittarts, 
Van Mllderts, Ducanes, Beckfords, Pspillons, Burdetts, Bladulpha, and Holfords. Here 
are Russells, Temples, Palmers, and Harveys, latter near kinsman of Dr. William 
Harvey, who discovered the secret of our own circulation. Only two originals ar© 
known, and one of these recently produced £30 at public auction. The little book Is 
curious, among other things, as containing the name of Alexander Pope, the father 
of the poet, among the merchants residing In Broad Street. The names of the 
Messrs. Hoare, the eminent bankers of Fleet Street, at the sign of the * Leathern 
Bottle’—the house, by the way, where Oliver Cromwell kept his money—occurs in the 
Directory, as also do those of the Messrs. Child, the well-known bankers of Temple 
Bar.” Oklt a vert few copies have, beem reprinted on paper made to resemble 
THE original.

John CamJen iJetten, Ti and 75, Ptccaddly, IF.

    
 



CHEAP AND CCniOUS DOQKS.

This day, on tinted paper, price 33. 6±, bj- post 33. lod^
Artemus Ward—His Book. Edited, with Notes 

and Introduction, by the Editor of the “ Biglow Papers.” One of 
the wittiest and certainly the most mirth-provoking book which has 
been published for many years.

The author has recently been delighting his countrymen with lectures on “The 
Babes in the Wood,” “ Sixty Minutes in Africa,” and “ Life among the Mormons,” and 
it is exi>ected will shortly visit tills country, to take for a time the late Albert Smith's 
place among us.

“ He is os clever as Thackeray in Jeaines’s dialogue and Policeman X’s ballads. . . 
There is no merriment in him: it is all dry*, sparkling humour."—

“ Genuine humour..........He is likely to take with the British public.”—Globe.
Bryant the poet pays him a high compliment......... Exceedingly amusing.”—.

Pall Mall Gautte.
“We never, not evenin the pagesof our best hamoriat8,rcadanything8olaughable 

and so shrewd as we have seen in this book bythemirthful Artemua”—Pttblic Opinion.
“ V'e can heartily commend it to every one of our numerous readers, not an indi

vidual of whom, we are assured, will regret the small sum expended on it should he 
become a purchaser.”—Wetiern Daily New$.

Beeton’s (Mrs.) Book of Household Management; 
Comprising a History of the Origin, Properties, and Uses of AU 
Things connected with Home Life and Comfort; Information for 
Mistresses and Servants, and Sanitary, Medical, and Legal Informa
tion. 1864. Very thick fcap. 8vo, over i.iio pages, woodcuts 
AND PLATES PRINTED IN COLOURS, neothf half-hound, 58. lod.

*.* Iin>i.«rxN8XBLE TO KVKBV Housihold — Containing in Itself, besides being a 
Complete Coojcebt Book, all that Is ever wanted to refer to in Housekeeping; with 
a valuable Index/ot iMtant Reference.

Beijeau’s (P. C.) Book of Dogs; the Varieties of 
Dogs as tffey are found in Old Sculptures, Pictures, Engra^-ings, 
and Books. 18G5. Ilalf-morocco, the sides richiy lettered in gold, 7s. 6d. 

In this very interesting volume are 53 plates, facsimiled from rare old 
Engravings, Paintings, Sculptures, &c., in which may bo traced over 
100 varieties of Dogs known to the aVneients.

•** The volume forms a handsome small 4to, is printed on tinted paper, and con
tains numerous admirable facsimiles by Mr. B^Jean. Some of the dogs, from the 
engravings by Albert Purer, arc tho veritable Scotch terriers of Leech, so familiar to 

' all readers of Punch. The book is a most pleasing and satisfactory combiaatiou of 
modern and antiquarian Interest. *1 he regular price of the book is los. 6d., but Mr . 
Hotten can sell a copy for 7a 6d.

Book of Common Prayer, according to the Usage 
of the Church of England. Pickering’s sumptuous Folio Edition, 
Printed, Bed and Black, in Bold Old English Leiter, on the 
finest vellum jya^ier—s. truly regal volume, and one of the few books 
printed in the present century which will compare with the works of 

* tho early printers. Half-vellnm, very neat 'seUs 4,‘7 78.), only 388., 
or bovnui in luilf-^iioroeco in the liovburghe style, £2 7s. 6d.

*«* Admirably adapted for use in the pulpit er reading-stand. TTtfA lovers of Choice 
books U is not unfre/juently termed the ” CATuoBAt Eoinoar.”

John Camien Ilotten, 74 anJ 76, J’iccai/Hfp, W.

    
 



CHEAP AND CURIOUS BOOKS

Baron Munchausen, Aventures de. Illustrated
WITH 220 If’ANTASTIC AND EXTRAORDINARY WoOD ENGRAVINGS BY 
GUSTAVE DORE. 4to, cloth elegant, 19s. 6d. 'With a portrait of 
the renowned Baron, and his Motto, ‘‘Mendace Veritaft”

NOTHING CAN EXCEED THE DROLLERY AND HUMOUR OF THESE WONDERFUL 
AND INIMITABLE ILLUSTRATIONS.

YORKSHIRE BIBLIOGRAPHY. ' ‘
Now ready, 8vo, half morocco, very neat, price 5s. 6d.,

Bihliogi'aphical Account of nearly 1,500 Curious 
and Tare Books, Tracts, MSS.., and Engravings relating to the 
History and Topography of Yorkshire, collected by Mr. Hotten, 
with numerous Descriptive Notes, Literary Anecdotes, etc., illus
trated with curious wood engravings from blocks formerly inc the 
posseFsion of the eccentric John Cole of Scarborough^ interleaved 
for MS. notes, additions, etc. 1863.

Only Fifty Copies have been printed on thick paper, for the use of Yorkshire 
Antiquaries and Topoirraphers.

WELSH BIBLIOGRAPHY.
Now ready, 8vo, half morocco, very neat, price 48. 6d., 

Bihliogi’aphical Account of nearly 1,000 Curious 
and rare Books, Tracts, J/SS, and Engravings relating to the 
History and Topography of North and South Wales,-collected by 
Mr. Hotten, with numerous Descriptive Notes, Literary Anecdotes, 
etc., interleaved for MS. notes, additions, etc., iUustrated with curious 
wood engravings from old chap-books and ballads * *

Only Fifty Copies have been printed on thick paper, for the use of Welsh 
Antiquaries and Topographers.

:^’EW work by the late douglas jerrold. .
Brownrigg Papers, by Douglas Jerrold. Edited by 

his Son, BLANCHARD JERROLD. Coloured Illustration by 
GEORGE CRUIKSHANK. 8vo, Bella at 103. 6d.; a few copies 
offered at 48. 6d., cloth gilt.

*»♦ Containinj; some of the most characteristic pieces from the pen of the master
wit, now first collected. “Henry Brownrigg” was the favourite noin‘de-plume of the 
author. A most bntertaining volcue. »

Burke’s Genealogical and Heraldic History of 
Extinct and Dormant Baronetcies. 1838. Xvo. f ine Portrait 
of Jarnses J., and uptoards of 1,000 Coats or ^Vrms, engraved on 
Wood, neatly bound, half-morocco, los. 6d. ,

*♦* An invaluable work of reference; giving the Linkaob of nbasly a Thousand 
Fauilibs with minute and accurate details of the allianoes, fortunes, and memorable 
events of each generation; the search for which, thiot^h public and private records, 
occupied the Author many years.

John Camden 74 and 75, Z^ccadtl/y, IF. , ,

    
 



CHEAP AND CURIOUS BOOKS.

Cambridge Slang Phrases — Gradus ad Canta- 
brigiam; or, Guide to the Academical Customs and Colloquial, or Cant 
Terms, peculiar to the University of Cambridge. 8vo, coloured 
HUMOROUS EXGRAtTNGS, 3s. 6d.

Without tho Illustrations the book is common enough.

Cheke’s (Sir J.) Gospel according to St. Matthew, 
and part of St. Clark's Gospel, translated into English, with 
and seven Original Letters. 8vo, new cloth, with facsimileplates, 23. 6d.

Sir J. Cheke was Tutor and Secretary of State to King Edward VI., and, towards 
the close of his life, embraced the Catholic Faith. The very peculiar nature of this 
old Translation Is explained in the Introduction, by J. GOODWIN. A vert vai.c- 
▲BLE SPECIUEN OF THE ENGLISH LANGUAGE in 1550.

. This day. Collected Edition, cloth, neat, is. 6d.; by post, is. 8d.,
Cornish Tales, in Prose and Verse, by J. T. Tre- 

gellga. With a Glossary.
•** This Collection comprises all the best stories of the author, who made a fame 

peculiarly his own by a wonderful power of story-telling and mimicry. The book 
includes Trcmnan, the Ht. Agnet Bear Hunt, the Queen't Washing Day, the Perran 
Cherry-leam. Grammar t Cat and Ourt, the Squire's Tame Conger, Rozzy Paul and 
Zacky Martin, Josee Cock, and ten other inimitable stories.

AN EXTRAORDINARY BOOK.
Beautifully printed, thick 8vo, new half-morocco, gilt back, 149. 6d.,

Contes 'Drolatiques (Droll Tales collected from the
Abbeys of Loraine). Par Balzac. With Four Hundred and Twenty- 
five Marvellous, Extravagant, and Fantastic Woodcuts by Gustave 
Dore.

Themost singulardesignaevcr attempted by any artist. This book Is a fund ot 
amusement. So crammed is it with pictures that even the Con^cntt are adorned with 
thirty-three illustrations. Now the reader is made to smile at the mishaps of some fat 
monks; then a battle scene, with fighting men jammed in Inextricable confusion until 
the picture becomes painful to look at, occupies his attention; next, some portraits of 
fellows who would pass for Plato’s firemen, all seared, as though they had been for a 
thousand years stirring molten lava; then knights making love, and kissing through 
their visors; then dreamy old German ciUes, with diablerie, or satanella, going on 
right and left—but all so quaint, So wonderful, that the beholder confesses he never 
looked upon the like before.

I
John Camden Hotten, H and *15, Piccadilly, W.

    
 



CaEAP AND CURIOUS BOOKS.

Common Prayer. Illustrated by Holbein and 
Albert Durer. Facsimile of the Prayer Book of Queen Elizabeth, 
adapted to the present Reign, with wood-engravings of Albekt i 
Durer’s ‘‘Life of Christ,” ricJi woodcut 23orderon qnqtj page of Fruit . 
and Flowers; also the Dance OF Death, a singularly curious secies 
after Holbein, with Scriptural Quotations and Proverbs in the Margin. 
Sqr. 8VO, eloth neat, exquisitely printed on tinted paper, price loa. 6d.

This book, from the variety and quaintness of the borders surrounding 
each page—resembling some of the beautiful early printed Missals—is 
worthy of the most elaborate binding. Few modem works sustain the 
character of a rich exterior. This volume, on the contrary, on account , 
of the softness and beauty of the paper, appears to the greatest advan- . 
tage in the most brilliant covers. Mr. Hotten has just had some copies 
bound as samples of the artistic beauty which may be displayed in binding.

1. In dark morocco, very plain and neat, avtth block in the
Elizabethan style imi’ressed on the sides, gilt edges^ 17s. 6d. 1

2. In the finest polished gros-grained Levant morocco, the back and
sides simply but elegantly gilt, crimson, dark blue, or green, cut 
from carefuUy^select^ skins^ tho edges gilt and burnished, 30a. ,
In a very splendid piece of dark blue morocco, admirably polished, 
the sides and back hand-tooled in gold to a very pleasing and 
original design of entwined laurel-leaves, the edges gilt, 483. 6d- 
In rich brown morocco, blind-tooled and inlaid with red jSIaltese 
crosses on the back, and elegant Latin crosses on the sides, all bor
dered with a fine thraad of gold, carmine edges, gaufir^ed with a 
diaper in gold, 435,
In very choice red morocco, the sides covered with hand-tooling in 
gold of singular beauty, delicacy, and finish, 558.

Another, in fine open-grain crimson morocco of great beauty, 
with an inlaid monogram of very artistic, design, in dark blue 
morocco, within a frame, also inlaid in dark blue, ornamented with 
hand-tooling to a very chaste Ihdian design, solid gilt edges, 638. 
A5OTHER, in olive morocco o^ a very .subdued and rare tint, with 
similar monogram and border, the edges gilt in dull gold, 63s.

A very sumptuous specimen of Inlaid Maioli Binding, dark blue 
morocco, with an elaborate design, inlaid in red and green morocco, 
defined with gold lines—reprc^uced from an antique volume of 
great value, .£’6 68.
The same design, hand-tooled in gold on dark blue morocco, X*3 z 58. 
In the Grolier style, with the peculiar and favourite interlacings , 
carried out in red and green morocco on a dark blue ground, with 
great precision and good taste, .£5 10s.

10. A similar pattern, hand-tooled with great accuracy in gold, on a 
choice piece of dark blue morocco, X‘3 Ss.

This edition has been prepared exprsulif for Mr. HoUen. All the latbst alterations 
in the Common Prayer Book of oar Established Church are given. Several new and 1 
most curiously-engraved woodcut borders have been added. It is only necessary to . 
remark that the old edition, without these improvements, sold for £l Is. per copy.

3-

4-

5-
6.

7-

8.
9-

John Camdtn Soiton, H and Ih PkcatUUy^ H'

    
 



CHEAP AND CURIOUS ROOKS.

A GARLAND OF
Christmas Carols, Ancient and Modern; including 

several never before given in any collection. Beautifully printed by 
^VhittiDgham, fcap. 8vo., price 43. 6d-
*** This Garland comprises tho>e delightful Carols that for generations have 

charmed the good people o( our country at the festive season. They have been col
lected from every’ source that would afford materials, including rare old broadsides, 
ballad-sheets, chap-books, and the various other kinds of street literature. None have 
been included but what were genuine, and no modem adaptations or imitations are 
given. Several of the Legendary Carols possess all the delightful characteristics of 
■our niost admired old ballads.

Cicero de Officiis, &c,, &c. The exquisite Diamond 
Type Edition, 48mo (sells at 6s.), only is. 6d.

Artistically bound in morocco, with exquisite taste and neatness, los. 6d.; 
or with the sides delicately tooled, 12s. 6d.

Costume. Picturesque Representations of the 
Dress and Manners of the English. Royal 8vo., with iTETr 
COLOURED KMOKAVINGS of the Various classes of English .Society fiftg 
years ago, half crimson morocco, Roxburghe stylo, vert scarce, i i s. 6d.

Crests, Orders, Mitres, Crowns, Flags of all 
Nations, Ciioicfi JIonooramh. FAIRBAIRN'S CRESTS of the 
Families of Groat Britain anti Ireland, z toIs., largo 8vo, fine im- 
prfAsiuii.i on India paper of the 2,100 Esgraved Chests, c/otA gilt 
(sells at £3 ’58.), 283. only. i860.

A book invaluable to the Heraldic Student and the Genealogist, with an Appendix 
of all the MorroKs used by the Nobility, translated, &c.
------------------------- . 2 vols. 4to, an extra large paper 

coi'v, An^morocco, top edge gilt (sells at X'8 83.) £3 i8s. i860.

Dante’s Divina Commedia. The exquisite diamond 
TYi»B EDITION, 2 vols. 48mo (sells at los,), only is. 6d.

Artistically bound in morocco, with exquisite tasto and neatness, 21s.; 
or, with the sides delicately tooled, 253.

In a few days, in 8vo, handsomely printed.
Diamonds and Precious Stones: their History, 

Value, and Properties, with simple tests for ascertaining their 
beautt; by H. Emanuel, F.R.G.S. With numerous illustrations, 
coloured and plain.

Although this Work is intended as a plain and practical Guide to Bayers and 
Sellers of Precious Stones, the History and Literature of the subject have not been 
overlook^. Anecdotes of the peoalUr accidents and strange fortune which hare 
attended some Jewels are given, and what is hoped will be found a valuable Biblio
graphy of the subject is added as an Appendix at the end.

*

I
John Can^tn 74 i iccadUl^^ IF. ■

    
 



CHEAP AND CURIOUS BOOKS.

THE FAMILY HISTORY OF THE ENGLISH COUNTIES.
Now ready, >in 8vo, on tinted paper, nearly 350 pages, very neat, 

price 5s.,
Descriptive Account of Twenty Thousand most 

CURIOUS AND RARE BOOKS, Old Tkaci-s, Axciext Manu- 
SCRIPTS, Engravings, and Privately Printed Family Papers, relating 
to the History of almost every Landed Estate and Old English 
Family in the Country; interspersed with nearly Tiro Thousand 
Original Ajiecdotes, Topographical and Antiquarian Notes, by JOHN 
CAMDEN HOTTEN.

Br FAR THK LARGEST COLLECTION OP ENGLISH AND WELSH ToPOORAPHT AND 
l-'AiiiLr History ever Formed. Each article has a small price affixed for the con
venience of those who may desire to possess any book or tract that interests them. 
16^* FIFTY COPIES ONLY HAVE been printed on thick PAPER; these arc 

interleaved with writing paper for MS. additions, and bound in half-morocco, 
price 12s. 6d.

Thick 8VO, published at £i 58., only 12s. 6d.,
Dictionary of Americanisms; Words and Phrases 

usually regarded as peculiar to the United States. By John Russell 
Bartlett. Third and Best Edition.

The irork extends to 560 page&, and presents to the En<jHdi reader 
a body of adniirahlg-selected extracts from the humorous and dialectical 
literature of the United States, '

It Is a curious fact connected with Slang, that a great number of vulgar words 
common in England are equally common in tlie United States; and when we remember 
that America began to people two centuries ago, and that these colloquialisms most 
have crossed the sen with the first emigrants, we can form some Idea of the antiquity 
of popular or street language. Many words, owing to the caprices of fashion or 
society, have wholly disappeared in the parent country, whilst in the colonies they are 
yet heard. The words skink, to serve drink in company, and the old terra michino 
or MKRJtixo, skulking or playing truant, for instance, are still in use in the United 
States, although nearly, if not quite, obsolete here.

Now ready, only a few copies for sale, original price 5s., now offered , 
at 28. 6d., a

Dictionary of the Oldest Words in the English 
LANGUAGE, from the Semi-Saxon Period of a.d. 1250 to 1300; 
consisting of an Alphabetical Inventory of Every Word fouxd in 
THE PRINTED EnGUSH LITERATURE OF THE I 3TH CenTURY, by the latO 
HERBERT COLERIDGE, Secretary to the Philological Society. 
8vo, neat half-morocco.

An invaltiftbld work to historical students and those interested in linguistic pur
suits. “ The present publication may be considered as the foundation-stone of the 
Historical and Literary Portion” of the great Enolisr Dictioxart now in prepa
ration by the PhiloloRical Society. “ Explanatory and etymological matter has been 
added, which, it is hoped, may render the work more generally interesting and useful 
than conld otherwise have been the case.”

John Camden HoUtn, 74 anc? Ibf Picondill^f TT.
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CHEAP AND CVPIOVS BOOKS.

HERALDRY OP WALES.
Only 50 copies printed, in marvellous facsimile, 4to, on old Welsh paper, 

half-morocco, i2s.6d.,
Display of Herauldry of the particular Coat Armours . 

now in Use in tho Six Counties of North Wales, and several others 
Elsewhere; with tho Names op the Families, whereby any Man 
knowing from what Family he ia descended may know his particular 
Arms. By JOHN REYNOLDS, of Oswestry, Antiquarian; with 
NEARLY ONE HUNDRED COAT .iVRMOUfiS BLAZONED IN THE OLD STYLE, 
Chester, printed 1739.

From a Unique Copy, of priceless value to th© lovor of ITeraldry and Genealogy. 
The work on FamUn Hittory issued privately by this autlior in th© same year
is comparatively common, yet copies of this have reused tverUy guineat. A few 
copies have been taken off in marv'ellous facsimile, on old Welsh paper. They have 
cost pioro than the price asked. The owner challbnoes ant rACSiMn.E-BXPERT or 
ARTIST IN THIS COUNTRY OR KLSEWHBRg TO PRODUCE ANTTHINQ MORB LIKB UNTO A 
VERITABLE OLD BOOK THAN THIS. riiotozlDCOgraphy is a sliallow pretence when com
pared with IL

WINDOW TRACERY IN ENGLAND.
8vo, 300 pages, published at £i la, only 7a 6d.,

Freeman’s (Ed., M.A., Author of the “ History of 
Architecture”) Origin and Development of Window Traoery in 
England; with nearly 400 Illustrations.

Originally Issued by Mr. Parker 6f Oxford, to whom the antiquarian world is 
indebted for so many admirable works on ancient architecture. This work gives an 
interesting and minute account of tlie most beautiful or remarkaUe windows existing 
in old English churches, castles, family mansions, Lu evezy' connty of England and 
Wales.

Fun (the Comic Weekly Journal and Rival to
Ptindt). A. Completo Set from its Commencement in September, 
1861, to September, 1864. 6 vols., 4to, hunueeds of huhorous
'iroovcvTS, fomry boards (sells 17a.), 188.

Contains many very clever cartoons and comic woodcats by Mathew Morgan, one 
of the most notable of our rising caricatoriata

Forster and Foster Family. Some Account of the 
PRDIGREE of the FORSTERS of <'old Iltshdon^ in tho County 
Palatine of Durham. Also, the Fosters of other parte of England. 
By JOSEPH FOSTER. 4to, printed on Jine tintetl
with Emblazoned Coat Ar-mour of the Family of Forster, or 
Foster, iss. 6d. Sunderland, itrinted 1862.

Privatelt Printed por the Family, andoniy a eeryfev topiet. The Inforroation 
supplied is of the most reliable character, and jost the kind that one desires to know 
respecting departed worthies. A capit^ Index concludes the volume.
—n ■ ' ' - I .1,

i
Joltn Camden noUen, 74 and 75, Piccadilly, H'.
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CHEAP AND CUBfOl’S BOOKS.

AN ENTIRELY NEW BOOK OF DELIGHTFUL FAIRY TALES. 
Now ready,.square iimo, handsomely printed on toned paper, in cloth, 

green and gold, price 4s. 6(1 plain, 5s. 6(1. coloured (by post, 6d. 
extra).

Family Fairy Tales; or, Glimpses of Elfland at 
Hoatherston Hall. Edited by CHOLJIONDELEY PENNELL, 
Author of “ Tho Naturalist Angler,” “ Puck on Pegasus,” (tc., 
adorned with bexutiful Pictures if “Mr Lord Liov,” “King 
L'ggebmuggeb,” and other great folks.

CONTENTS.
The Groat Forest.
The Legend of the Little Flower. 
“ Patch or. The Smile Fairy. 
Tho Story of the Spring Fairies 
A Fable with a Moral.

The

3Iy Lord Lion.
The Blue Fish. •
King Uggermugger; or.

Princess Silver-Silk.
See Me. Spider Face.

*** This charming volume of Original Tales has been universally 
praised by tho critical press. From a groat many reviews tho following 
notices are selected;—

“When children have grown weary of boisterous play, and settled down on chair 
and footstool and rug, round the brightly-glowing fire, Mr. Cliolniondeley Pennell’s 
•Fairs' Tales’ will make their influence felt; cheering them up to renew their Joyous 
laughter, and eventually sending them to bed with a store of droll fancies and pretty 
thoughts—thoughts and fancies which they will think about as they fall asleep, and 
dream about as they wake up on the following morning.”—Athenceum.

They fully deserve the care which has preserved them, and hi their present dress 
will afford amusement at tiie fireside at which they may be read. We may instance in 
particular the story of ' The Blue Fish* as one of the best Fairy Tales we have seen. 
The collection is excellent; the illustrations good.”—London Reeiew.

“The tales are of the most charming kind we have read Kir a long time, and, we 
have no doubt, will cheer many a fireside. Our author is ns tender as he is quaint and 
humorous, and seems to have imbibed the true spirit of fairy and legendary lore. The 
illustrations nave our heartiest admiration. Mus Edwards works with a pencil as 
graceful as it is feclle."—Header.

In fcap. 8VO, cloth, price 33. 6d., beautifully printed,
Gog and Magog; or, the History of the Guildhall 

Giants. With some Account of the Giants which Guard English and 
Continental Cities. By F. W. FAIRHOLT, F.S.A.
WITH ILLUSTRATIONS ON WOOD BY THE AUTHOR, 

COLOURED AND PLAIN.
The critiques which have appeared upon this amnsinff little work have been 

unlfonnljr favourable. The Athaiaam pronounces it a perfect model of successful 
antiquarian exposition, readable from the first line to the last. The Ari Journal 
devotes a considerable space to tlie little work, and con^atnlates the author upon his 
joccess. The Leader contributes two fnll pages of eulngv. The builder directs its 
readers to purchase it. The Critic says, in a lorig article, that it thoroughly explains 
who these old Giants were, the position they occupied in popul.ir mvthology, the origin 
of their names, and a score of other matters, all of much interest in throwing a light 
upon fabulous portions of our history.

John Camden UoiUn, 74 and 73, riecadilff, IF.

    
 



CHEAP AND CURIOUS BOOKS.

Genealogy and Family History. Stemmata 
CHICHELEANA; or, A Genealogical Account of the Families 
derived from Tiios. Chichele, of Higham Ferrars, Northamptonshire. 
Orford., ^Vith tho Rabe Supplement, so often wanting., con
taining Corrections and Very Large Additions, Oxford, 
z vols. in I, 4to. Plates of monuinents, uncut, beautifdly preserved, 
with rough edges, 178. 6d.

*,• PRivATtLT pkisted. compiled by Dr. Bknj. Bccklfr. The 2 vols. contain 
over 700 carefully-prepared Tables of Descents, Pedigrees, and Genealogies of 
Families of the Nobilitt and Gentry, in which may be found traces of the blood of 
Thos. Chichele, of Higham Ferrars [obit. a.d. 1400],' all of whom are entitled to 
become candidates for Fellowships at All Souls'College, Oxford, by virtue of their 
consanguinity to Archbishop Chichele, the founder.

This work has long been scarce, the supplement extremely so, and has generally 
brought at auctions upwards of £z. Mr. Hotten having fortunately lighted upon a 
few copies which had lain unnoticed in an old warehouse, bought them in one lot, and 
is thus enabled to offer them so much below their intrinsic value. Amongst the 
]>edigree8 ocenr the descendants of the Tracet, Digby, Shirley, Knatcrbull, Dering, 
Chkknock, Sheldon, Bertie, Ferrers, Anstis, Stonor, Montagu, Symek, Lynch, 
Wild, Kent, and hundreds of other old English Families.

“ FAIRY BOOKS FOR BOYS AND GIRLS.”
Grimm’s Goblins; the Best Legends of all Nations 

and Languages. Upwards of 350 Stories. irZM IToof/cuZs and Pic
tures PRINTED IN Colours by “Phiz ” (^Hablot K. Browne). 4to, 
fancy boards {published at ^s.y, offered at is. bd.

UNSDBPA8SKI> BT AMT OTHBR li<K>K FOR CHILDREN IN 1T3 VaRTBTT OF AXUSINO 
STOR1K5*. The *Illustration», by H. K. Brownk, are mostly printed in Colours by 
Edmund Evans, and are singularly clever and striking.

Gray’s Poems, square 12mo, the Classical Edition, 
VERY EXQUISITELY ILLUSTRATED with I7«« 6^ Birket Foster^ and 
defiyhifnl little idyuettes by Harry Rotjers (sells at 5s.), 33. 6d. only.

A HKKFKCT GKM. It Is, perhaps, the most elegant little volume of the kind produced 
in the present century.

La Legende de Croque-Mitaine 
Illustrated with nearly loo 

By GUS-

Gustave Dore, 
RecueilUe par Ernest L'Epine. 4to. 
31ARVELLOUS, EXTRAVAGANT, AND FANTASTIC WOODCUTS. 
TA YE DORE, 193. 6d.

In thjs muff volume Dor^ has surpassed all bis former efforts. The 
ILLUSTRATIONS ARE, WITIIOUT EXCEPTION, THE MOST WONDERFUL EVER PUT 
INTO A BOOK.

Homed Ilias et Odyssea. 2 vols. The Exquisite 
Diamoxd Tyfe Eomos, 4imo (sells at iis.), only 23. 6d.

Artistically bound in morocco, with exquisite t.aste and neatness, 213.. or, 
with the sides delicately tooled, 253.

John Camden Ilotien, and 75^ fiecadiify, IF

    
 



CHEAP AND CURIOUS BOOKS.

Hair, Whiskers, Beard, Mustaches, &c. The Whole 
ART OF HAJR-DRESSING, with ample rules for ladies, women, 
valete; directions for persons to dress their own hair, /alse hair, 
perfumery,&c.; by James Stewart, the Trwfitt of George Ill's time. 
1795. 8vo, pp. 435, 38.6d. only.

With ten most curious Engravings of Beauties and Fashionable Beaux of the time, 
showing the extraordinary Headdresses, Topknots, Pigtails, Love^curis, Wige, &c., 
then woriL

Halliwell’s fJ. 0., F.R.S.) Notes of Family Exciir- 
SIGNS IN NORTH WALES, taken from Rhyl, Abergele, Llandudno, 
and Bagnor, small 4to, pp. 231, very choicely printed, 38. 6d, 
Chiswick Press, i860.

Only a very limited number of copies have been privately printed by the ^ccom* 
plish^ author. A better man could not have been selected to visit the Xorthem part 
of the ancient Principality for the purpose of writing a readable book, descriptive of 
its glorious scenery, TrwlUions, Folklore, and Natural Antiquities. All the Ancient 
Wells, Castles, Old Hoiuet, Hills, Waterfalls, Caves, Cromlechs, and Druidical llemains 
are described. We have, also, some curious particulars about those venerable country* 
men of ours, the old British Giants, Akcieivt Leokxds and Faiut Tales are also 
given, together with interesting particulars of tho various ascents of Snowdon. It is 
an interesting book, and should be offered at 10s. 6d. instead of the 38. 6d. now asked. 
Only a few copies remain.

THE BEST GUIDE TO HERALDRY.
Heraldry, Historical and Popular. By Charles

BOUTELL, M.2V. Demy 8vo, with 750 Iuajstrations, 9s. 6d.
** All the devices blazoned off the shield 

In their own tinct.”—Idylls of the Kino.
It is the aim of this Manual Io inquire into the true character and right office of 

Heraldry, and to describe and illustrate both its action in past times in England, 
and its present condition as it is in use amongst ourselves.

In the great and general Art-Revival of our own tiniea, Heraldry now appears to 
be in me act of indicating its title to honourable recognition as an Art-Science, that 
mt-y be agreeably as well as t^vantagcously studied, and very happily adapted in its 
practical application to the existing condition of things.

Pp. 336, handsomely printed, cloth extra, price 33. 6d.,
Holidays with Hobgoblins; or. Talk of Strange 

Things. By DUDLEY COSTELLO. With Humorous Engravings 
BY George Cruikshank,

Amongst the chapters may be enumerated:—
Shaving a Ghost.
Superstitions and Traditiona 
Monsters.
The Ghost of Pit Pond.
The Watcher of the Dead.
The Haunted House near Hampriead.
Dragons, Griffins, and S.*ilamander8.

Alchemy and Gunpowder.
Mother Shipton.
Bird History, 

itchcraft and Old Bogncy.
Crabs.
Loiistcra,

i The Apparition of MOTsieur Bodry.

John Camden Hotten, 74 and 15, Piccaditlg, W.

    
 



CHEAP AND cunrous BOOKS.

Now ready, handsomely printed, price is. 6d.,
Hints on Hats, adapted to the Heads of tlie People, 

by HENRY MELTON, of Regent-street. With curious Woodcuts 
of tho various styles of Hats worn at different periods.

Anecdotes of eminent and fashionable personages are given, and a fund of interest* 
ing information relative to tlie History* of Costume and change of tastes may be found 1 
scattered through its pages.

This day, handsomely hound, pp. 550, price 7s, 6d.,
Histoiy of Playing Cai’ds, with Anecdotes of their 

Use in Ancient and ^Iodern Games, Conjuring, Fortune-telung, 
and Card-Sharping. Edited by the late Rev. Ed. S. Taylor, B.A., 
aud others. 1U/7A Sixty curious Illustrations on toned paper.

• . With Anecdotes of
Card Revels and Blind Hookey . 
Piquet and A’'ingt-et-un.
WmST AND CrIBBAGE, ■ I ■ :
Old-Fashioned Tricks. ■

Skill and Sleight of Hand. 
Gambling and Calculation. 
Cartomancy and Chuting.
Old 6.ufEs and Gaming-houses.
“ A highly-entertaining volume.”—Morning PoU. ’
Tills most amusing work, introdneing the reader to a curious chapter of our social 

history^ gives an interesting account, replete with anecdotes, of the most popular and 
widely-knovrn pastime which has ever been invented by man for his amusement A 
more instructive and entertainiag book could not be taken in hand for a pleasant 
hour’s reading.

Hone’s Every-Day Book and Table Book; or, 
Everlasting Calendar of Popular Amusements, Sports, Pastimes, 
Coremonies, Manner^ Customs, and Events, incident to each of the 
365 Days in Past and Present Times:—Year Book of Daily 
Recreation and Information, forming a complete History of tho Year, 
and a perpetual Key to the Almanack, together foxxr very thick vols. 
8 VO, with SEVEN HUNDRED AND THIRTY WOODCUTS, TZeiT doth^ gOod 
j>ai>er (sells at 34s.), only 24s. The same in half calf, neat, 36s.

One of the most delightful works that can be im^ined for baif.hoor readinga Wm. 
Hone was one of the voy' few anthors who could invest generally dry subjects with a 
peculiar charm that made them readable.

How to See Scotland; or, a Fortnight in the High' 
lands for i‘6. Price is.

A plain and practical guide.

Hunter’s (Rev. Jos., Historian of Yorkshire) Hallam-
SHIRE GLOSSARY. Il'w. Pickering. 1829. Crown 8vo, cloth, 58.6d.

Thia book may serve as a model to all intending glosaariata Copies have long been 
scarce. In the Appendices are contained reprints of ** Rxr*9 Catxlogub or Woana 
BKA.KD Ilf THB WEST RiOIKO OF YOUKSHIRE, 1718,” and “ WATBOK’S VOCABCLABT O» 
ClfCOMMOlt WOBbS l^BD IB HALIFAX''

John Carted tn Hotttn^ Ik and PiecadiUjft W,

    
 



CHEAP AXD CVRIOVS BOOKS.

Horace. The Exquisite Diamond Type Edition. 
48mo. Defeated io Lord Sifencer (sella at 6s.\ only is. 6(1.

.xVrtiatically bound in morocco, with exquisite taste and neatness, 103. 6d.; 
or, with the sides delicately tooled, 128, 6d.

. Horatii Opera. Eidot’s Exquisite Edition, in small 
iut very Iryible ijute, with nujierocs most beautitcl Photographs 
FROM Paistixgb by M. Barrias, with Views op Horace's Vh-la, and 
THE various spots IMMORTALISED IN HIS POEJIS. 3O8.

Bound in the finest jiolished morocco, exquisitely finished and gilt, 453.; or, 
with elaborately-tooled sides, after an ancient pattern, 55s.

The archseolopical part is from an actual survey of tho localities by Benouviile. 
Tuts LITTLE Volume is the most beautiful edition of Horace ever Published.

EVERY HOUSEKEEPER SHOULD POSSESS A COPY., 
Xow ready, in cloth, price 23. 6d., by post, zs. 8d., the 

Housekeeper’s Assistant; a Collection of the most 
valuable Recipes, carefully written down for future use, by Mrs. B----- ,
during her forty years’ active service.

*** As much as two guineas has been paid for a copy of this invaluable 
little work.

“ Truly a * Housekeeper’s Assistant.' We should think the little book would very 
quickly find a place in all the housekeepers* rooms in the country. Ko instructions 
appear to be given but those which are of the greatest service to persons in the charge 
of family arrangements.”—Illustrated Neat.

Jeffery’s (Fred. J.) Genealogical Chart (Enlarged), 
showing all the Branches of the House of Oldenburg, commonly 
styled Schleswig-Holstein, now living and ox^upying the Thrones of 
Denmark, Russia, Oldenburg, and Greece, and formerly those of 
Sweden and Norway. Price is. 6d.

An interesting Genealogical elucidation of the recent Danish difficulty. The typo
graphy Uexquisite, and by the adoption of*variou81y-colonred Inks, the whole of this 
difficult question—in its genealogical aspect—is laid plainly before the eye of the 
student

THE ORIGIXAiTeDITIOX OF JOE MILLER’S JESTS. 1739.
Joe Miller’s Jests; or, the Wit’s Vade Mecum, 

being a Collection of the most Brilliant Jests, the politest Repartees, 
the moat elegant Rons Mots, and most pleasant short Stories in the 
English Language. An interesting specimen of remarkable fac
simile, 8vo, half morocco, old Dutch paper sides, price 9s. 6d. JxAndon : 
jirintfd by T. Head, 1739.

The book is well known, or rather the Jests are, for the veritable first edUion of Joe 
Miller is one of the rarest books in the English language. With regard to the contents 
of Joe Miller's Jests, the plain-spoken words are neither better n«r worse than thm^e 
in any other similar collection of the period. It Is to be regretted that the author did 
not employ expressims a little less coarse than he has done: his wit and pungency, 
however, it is impossible to deny. Only a very few copies ot this humorous book have 
)>een reproduced.

John Canden Hotten^ 74 and 75, Piccadilh/, W.

    
 



CHEAP AXD CriiTOVS BOOKS,
— ----- ------------------------------- 1—,-----

Letters of the Marchioness Broglio Solari, one of 
the ilaids of Honour to the Princess Lamballo, drc.; with a Sketch 

- of her Life, and Recollections of Celebrated Characters. Fcap. 8vo, 
beautifully printed by Whittingham, price 28. (Intended to have 
been sold at 53.)

The Marchioness Bioglio Solari was the natural grand-daughter of Lord Hyde 
Clarendon, and consequently one of the collateral branches of the Queens Mary and 
Anne, and their grandfather, the great Chancellor of England. She played an im
portant part in the French Revolution; was the friend of Emperors and Princes; 
was intioiately acquainted with George the Fourth, Burke, Sheridan. Madame de 
Stael, the Duke of Wellington. Sir Robert Peel, Sir H. Davy, Paganini, &c., of most 
of whom she gives characteristic anecdotes. The Marchioness endured many troubles, 
was robbed of her fortune, and for some time obtained her living as an actress at tho 
theatres of London and Dublin. This work was published by an intimate friend, and 
the entire impression (with the exception of a few copies) parsed into the hands of tne 
family. It is believed that only 150 copies were printed. The book (by those who 
know of its existence) has always been considered as a sopprttitd vork.

Linley’s (Geo., the Song-Writer) Modem Hudibras; a 
Poem, in Three Cantos. 8vo, 4s.

A rattling satirical poem, the title to which gives a very fair idea of its nature. 
Social abuses, the sighs and groans of gentility, the trickeries of literature, the cash* 
prices of art and musical criticisms, and a score of other subjects engage bis satirical 
pen.

Xow ready, 8vo, price is,,
List of British Plants. Compiled and Arranged by 

ALEX. MORE, E.L.S.
This comparative Litt of Britith Plantt was drawn up for the use of the country 

botanbr. to show the differences In opinion which exist between different authors as 
to the number of spedes which ought to be reckoned witliin the compass of the flora 
of Great Britain.

Second Edition, fcap. 8vo, neatly printed (price is.), only 9<L,
Macaulay, the Historian, Statesman, and Essayist: 

Anecdotes of his Life and Literary labours, with some Account of 
his Early and Unknown Writings.

The tine paper edition, cloth, neat, with a Photographic Portrait 
(//<€ on/y one knotm to hare been takeii) by Maull and Polyblank 
(price 28. 6d.). a few copies only at is. 6d.

Includes Anecdotes of STD>«ir Sxrre, Moorr, Rogrrs, and Ix>RD Jkitfret; 
and gives numerous exaxnples of Lord Macaulay’s extraordinary memory and great 
powers of conversation.

Map of Munster (1560—80), including “ye cyties 
Corke, Lymeryke, Waterforde," Ac., z feet square, with both the 
Old English and Irish Names. Coloured Facsimile, giving very 
minutely all the Places. 43. 6d.

John Camden Hott tn, 74 and 15, PiccadifJy, TT.

    
 



ClfKAP ANU CCItlOUS ndoKS.

■ Now ready, price 5s.; by post, on roller, 5s. 4d.,
Magna Charta. An Exact Facsimile of the 

Ori^nal Document, preserved in the British Museum, very carefully 
drawn, and printed on fine plate paper, nearly 3 feet long by 2 wide, 
with the Arms and Seals of the Baro.vs elaborately emblazoned 
IN Gold and Colours, ad. 1215.

Copied bt express permission, and the only corveei drawing of the Great Charter 
erer taken. This important mcmcHial of the liberties and rights of Englishmen is 
admirably adapted for framing, and would hang with propriety from the walls of every 
house in the conntry. As a guarantee to the purchaser tliat the facsimile is exact, the 
publisher need only state that Sir Frederick Madden has permitted copies to hang for 
public inspection upon the walls of tho Manascript Department in the British Museum. 
It was executed by Mr. Harrison, under whose auspices the splemMd work on the 
Knights of the Garter was produced some years a^. Hamdsomelt framed and 
GL.IZBD, IH carved OAK, OF AN ANTIQUE PATTERN, 22S. 6d. /t M Uniform with the 
“ Ron of Battle A Wry.”

A Fold Translation, with Notes, has jnst been prepared, price 6d. It has been 
very beautifully printed on a large sheet of tinted paper by Messrs. Whittingham and 
Wilkins. It may be framed and hung be^de the original, or can be pasted at the back, 
according to the taste of the purchaser.

Map of Ireland, 1567. Facsimile of an extremely 
curious and interesting old Map, about 2 feet square, giving the 
Names of tho different Tribes, Towns, Villages, Castles, &c., with the 
Names and Territories of the various great Landed Proprietors in 
those days; also the Coats of Arms of the old Irish Nobles. 48. 6d.

-----------------------------------------------------------------------------,------------  
PRIVATELY PRINTED HISTORY OF THE MILLAIS FAMILY. 
MUlais Family, the Lineage and Pedigree of, record

ing its History from 1331 to 1865, by J. BERTRAND PAYNE, with 
Illustrations from Designs by tho Author. Folio, exquisitely printed, 
on toned paper, with the following Etchings, &c., price 28s.:—

The/ Millais Asms, Crest and Motto, exquisitely' engraved by 
John EvTEatEn JIillais.
Arms of the Payne Family, 
Arms of William Henry Millais, of Kingston, Surrey. 
Arms of George Henry Millais.
Etching of the old Keystone of the Great Entrance Arch, at Tapon, 
S. Saviour.

Pedigree of tho Millais Family, with numerous , engraved Coats of 
Arms, from John Millays, of 1331, to 1865.

Arms over the Principal Entrance to Elizabeth Castle, Jersey. 
Tapon Farm, the ancient residence (for three centuries) of tho 
MiUaia Family.

Of this beantifal volume only sixty conns have been parvATrLV ranrran for presents 
to the several members of the family. The work is magnlllcencly bound in blue and 
gold, the /'lenr-ds./ys and eight-pointed star ornamenting the sides in gilt. These are 
believed to be the only etchings of an Heraldic character ever JuiffneJ and enpFaeed by 
the di|tingulsbed artist of the name.

I.

3-
4-
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John CamJtn J/otlfn, 74 anJ 75, ir.

    
 



'CHEAP AND CrPIOUS BOOKS.

Mediseval Writers of English History, Gibson 
(Wm. Sidney, author oftk^ History of Tyn(>month\ Remarks on the. 
A popular Sketch of the Advantages and Pleasures derivable from 
^lONASTic Literature. 8vo, i3r6d. PieJeeHny, 1848.

An interesting survey of the famous old English Monaitic "Writers, to whose pens 
we are solely indebted for the History of England from the Invasion to the reign of 
Henry VIII.

Miniatures from Manuscripts of the 14th and 
15th Centuries, Four diffenent Collections, each containing ten of the 
FINEST AND MOST EXQUISITE ILLUMINATED JIlNIATUKE PAINTINGS KNOWN 
TO EXIST, in bright and delicate Colours heightened in Gold and 
Silver, -IS. 6d. each. .

Prrfkct Gkms. The faces are equfff to the finest miniatures on ivor>'. The cos- 
tumce are resplendent in colour and gold. Of very great use to those whe occa
sionally illuminate, as showing the vkrt hi,ghbst pekfection up the ancient abt.

Monastic Ruins of Yorkshire, from their Foundation 
to their Decay, by Archdeacon Churton, with magnificent Litho- 
graplis in imitation of tho Original Drawings, by W. Richardson, 
2 vols., imp. folio, proof impressions, with initial letters coloured 
(published at i8s), only £5 i8s.

This imposing work is exactly similar, and in everj’ respect equal, to the celebrated 
Sketches of the Holy Land, by Da\*id Roberts. Although it is now offered at a great 
redaction, tlie difflcnlty of reproducing the iltustralions insures the work being soon 
sought after, even at a premium on the published price.

Musee Francais et Musee Royal; ou, Recueil des 
Tableaux et Bas-Reliefs qui composent les Galeries Napoleon et 
Royale, par Robillard-Peronville et Laurent. Paris, 1816-18.

* Both Series Complete, together 6 VoIaS., atlas rouo, X18 iSs.
Now offebbd at a lower price than ox ant previous occasion. The “ Musee 

Francais," in 4 vols., was published in 80 livndsons at 48 francs each, being 3,MB 
francs; with the ** Mu^e Royal” the 6 vols. were published at over <500! Copies when 
sold by auction have never brought less than £50; and it is believed that tlie lowest 
price they have ever sold for on any previous occasion is £35.

The work comprises upwards of 500 large plates in the finest style of Line En
graving, from the most celebrated Paintings and Statues in the World, witli 
Descriptions and very masterly Dissertations, in French and English, on the state of 
the Fine Arts in various ages, Illuftrated with Vignettes.

It is possible that a passing apprehension that the Louatc might not always be 
allowed to retain the Art Treasures for which he had laid most of the countries of 
Europe under contribution for its choicest piece,-, led Napoleon to think of forming 
this splendid series of Line Engrarings, the cost of which, for engraving alone, ex
ceeded seventg-five thousand pounds sterling^ defrayed mostly from the Imperial Trea
sury. Since tlie publication of these volumes many of the paintings and sculptures 
liave been claimed and restored to their rightful owners; and the dispersion of so 
many choice gems enhances tiie valneof the work which describes than in a cidieeted 
form.

J/r. Hotten keeps sets richlg bound in ha^ red morocco, appropriately gilt.

jQhn Canuien Hoitmy H and Fi^adiUy^ IT.

    
 



CHEAP ASD CVlHOrS BOOKS.

Musee Secret de Naples. — A most curious work 
in a case, privately printed in Paris, representing sotne of the ntore 
remarkable ‘^Peintures, Bronzes, Mosaiques,” <tc., depicting tlw CiniE- 
MONIES OBSERVED AT THE EARLIEST KNOWN FORM OF WORSHIP.

Paris^ MD.CCC.XL.
The “ Secret Museum” at Naples, from the extraordinary nature of its contents,has 

always excited ttie liveliest cariosity amongst antiquaries and students.

Mundy’s (Gen.) Pen and Pencil Sketches in India;
or, JOURNAL OF A TOUR IN INDI^V. 3rd edition, with many 
illustrations. 8vo (sells at 58.), only zs. 6d.

An exceedingly amusing and instructive volume, giving Eumpeans an admirable 
idea of the every-day life of a resident in India. The autiM>r visited every p^riion of 
cur vast empire in company with Viscount Oimbermere. The hunting stories and 
exploits are admirably told.

Nell Gwyn, the Story of, and the Sayings of 
Charles the Second, related and collected by PETER CUNNING
HAM, F.S.A., small 8vo, beautifuUii printed^ with nvwerous woodcuts 
relating to Nell Gwynxe, cZo^A gilt (sells at 69.), zs. 6d.

Novum Testamentum Graecum. The exquisite
Diamond type edition, with a beantijnl Prontispie.ee of l>a Vincis
J^st .^npiwrtengraredh ff Worthington^ 48010 (sells at los. 6d.), only is. 

Artistically bound in morocco, with exquisite taste and neatness^ 1 is. 6d.;
or, with the sides delicately tooled, 139, 6d.

Ornamental Art, the Treasury of. Illustrative of 
Objects of Art and Viriii, photographed from the originals in the 
Museum of Ornamental Art, and drawn on stone by F. Bedford, with 
descrij^ive notices by J. C. Robinson, F.S.A., imp. 8vo, 71 plates., 
richly illuminated in colours and gold (pub. at £3 133. 6d.), elegantly 
bound in cloth ej'tra^ gilt edges., new^ Xi ^s.

The prejudice is gradually decaying which assigned an inferior status in Art to 
every production not a picture oc a statue; and in this book n choice selection of the 
finest specimens of ririil is made to combat those naiTow ideas of the subject which 
are still popular. The esthetic value and practical utility of such art is proved thus 
in a most attractive and magnificent woy. The above is owe op the most magnio 
EICEST VOLUMES OF ORNAMENTAL ArT (ANCTEKT JeWFLLFRT, CaRVIKQS IN WdOD 
ARD IvoRT, Cashmere Shawls, Axcikkt-Mktal Work, Scclptube, Glass* 
Work, &c. &c.) ever rxoLrcED in ant covntkt.

The »tontt have been deUroyedt and Mr. J/otten hat the fev remaining copies.

Petrarca. The exquisite Diamond type Edition, 
48mo. (sells at 6s.), only is. 6<3. Artistically bound in morocco, 
■with exquisite taste and neatness, i os. 6d.; or, ■with the sides delicately 
tooled, IIS. 6d.

John Camdtn UoUon, nnit PiccadiUv, IF
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t CHEAP ASD CCRIOVE HOOKS.

Pansie; the Last Literary Effort of Nathaniel 
HAWTHORNE.-

*,* All that remains of Hawthorne’s nnlinishe'l Romance—a little sketch full of 
that quaint and delightful genins which gave to the world “The Hoose with the 
Seyeu Gables” and “ Twice-told Tales.”

Philobiblon. Excellent Traite sur I’Amour des
Livres^ par Richai’d de Bury. Small 8vo, haif-morocco^ very ncat^ 
EXQUISITELY PRINTED ON RIBBED PAPER, 123. 6d. 1856.

Only a small number of copies were printed. This edition contains numerous notes 
on the ancient manuscript copies existing in the old Cathedral Libraries.

This day, in 2 vols., 8vo, very handsomely printed, price i6s.,
' THE HOUSEHOLD STORIES OF ENGLAND.

Popular Romances of the West of England; or, the
DROLLS OF OLD CORNWALL. Collected and Edited by 
ROBERT HUNT, F.R,S. .

*** For an Anah/sis of this imitoriant ivork see printed description^ which 
may obtained gratis at the. Publisher's,

The Work is in Two Series. The Firtt embraces the Fabulous Agr, or Pre-his
toric Pkuiod; the Second, Thk Rouakcrs and Superstitions op Historic Times. 
Many of these Stories are remarkable for their wild poetic beauty; others surprise ns 
by their qua|ptneiw; whilst others, again, show forth a tragic force which can only be 
.a.ssociated with those rude ages which existed long before the period of authentic 
hlstorj’.

31R. George Cruikshank has supplied two wonderful pictures as illus
trations to the work. One is a portrait of Giant Bolster, a personage 
12 miles higlt. The perspective of this extraordinary figure is one of the 
most marvellous pieces of drawing that ever came from Cruikshank's 
magic pencil. The ailist acknowledges that it is his most daring con
ception.

Ci* A limited number of proofs, on India paper^ have been struck off, 
price 7s. 6d. the two illustrations.

THE NEW BOOK OF HUMOROUS VERSE.
Now ready, in square 8vo, handsomely printed by Clay, cloth extra, 

full gilt (price 7s. 6d.), a few copies at 38, 6d. each,
Puck on Pegasus. By H. Cholmondeley Pennell. 

With Numerous Illurtkatioss by .John Leech, George Cruik- 
SHANK, Tessiel, “ Piiiz” (Haklot K. Browsk), and Julian Portch.

“ Humorous Poetry of the genuine Ingoldsby or Bon Gaultier kind, with Pictures 
by the right Artists, is always welcomed by the reading public. The illustrations of 
‘ Puck on Peg.x*u8’ are by John Leech, George Cniiksliank, Tenniel, Phis (Hiblot K. 
Browne), and Julian Portch, names redolent of mirth and humour.”—London Keriew.

John Cam-hn Ilottei^ and PiccatHUy, IF.

    
 



( HEAP AND CUEIOUP BOOKS.

Now ready, Second Edition, in binding ornamented with postage stamps, 
price IS., by post is. id.,

Postage-Stamp Collecting, a Standard Guide to;
Or, A Complete List ©f all the Postage Stamps known to exist, with 
their Values and Degrees of Rarity. By Messrs. Bellars and Davie.

This Second Edition givejt vpn ards of 300 noi iu the
2/reeiov8 issiie.

A new handbook is about to appear, with the title, ‘ Standard Guide to 
Postage-Stamp CoUecting^ with their Values and Degrees af Parity' n work upon 
which the authors, ilesars. Bellars and ITavie, have been enjraged f-jr three years. 
It will include an account of the Mormon Stamp issued b}' Brigham Young in 1^52.” 
—Xondon Review.

Unexceptionable in the quality of the paper, clearness of print, &c., it affords an 
addition to the scientific knowledge attainable by means of the study of postage 
stamps. A table of characters affords the possessor^n opportunity of obtaining an 
acquaintance with the shape and comparative rarity of stamps. This insight into 
the marketable value and scarcity of postage stamps is a new feature in books on the 
subject. The exact words of the inscription on the stamps is greatly conducive to 
facility of identification, and the queer characters on the Moldavian, Russian, &c., 
stamps, copied without error, demonstrate the extreme care with which the work 
must have been got up. The index and money table appended will be found very 
conveuient”—The Stamp Collector^ Magazine.

The ihthbbto Unknown Poem, written by John Bunyan, whilst 
confined in Bedfoj-d Jail, for the Support of his Family, entitled,

Profitable Meditations, Fitted to Man’s Different 
CONDITION: in a Conference between Christ and a Sinner. By 
JOHN BUNYAN, Servant to the Lord Jesus Christ Shzj/Z 4Z0, 
half-ntorocco, rerg neat, price 7s. Cd, The few remaining copies now 
OFFERED at 4s. 6d.

This very/ipteresting literary memorial of the Author of the celebrated Pilgrim’s 
Progress has been choicely reprinted by Whittingham, from the only known copy 
lately discovered by the publisher. It has been edited, with an Introduction, by 
George Offor, Esq. The impression is limited.

“ A bighlyJntcreeting memorial of the great allegorist”—Athenoeum.

Roberts’ (David) Sketches of the Holy Land, Syria,
Idumea, Arabia, Egypt, and Nuhia, tritk t»'o hundral and jr/ijl 
xjilmdid l!thogriti>hic plates, from those of Louis Ilagke, and Historical 
and Descriptive Notices hy the Bev. 6. CROLY, LL.D. Library 
edition, 6 vols., 4to, hound in 3, cbimson morocco gilt, gilt edges (sells 
at Xii 318.), only £4 i8s.

Ib, 6 VOLS. Half morocco, very neat, £4 48.
Ih. 6 VOLS. In cloth, elegant, £3 i8a.

7oA» Camien UMat, 74 and 75, Pkeaiint, IF.

    
 



4 CHEAP A.\’D CURIOUS ROOKS.

This day, on toned paper, price 6d.,
Robson; a Sketch, by George Augustus Sala- 

An interesting Biography of the great Serio-Comic Actor, with 
sketches of his famous characters, “Jem Baggs,” “Boots at the 
Swan,” “ The Yellow Dwarf,” “ Daddy Hardacre,” &c. Anecdotes of 
the old Olymp ’u' Theatre are also given.

Rodd’s Collection of Scarce and Curious Portraits, 
to illustrate Grainger’s History of England, forming a Supplement to 
Jiiduirdson's well-known collection, above 50 plates, faithfully copied 
from Rare Origixals, 2 vols in i, 4to, half bound, neat, e<f^cs uncut, 
LARGE PAPER, I 2S. 6d. Only.

A very interesting collection. Many of the portraits are from unique copies.

ILLVSTILVTED EDITION OF ROGERS’ POEMS.
Rogers’ (Samuel) Poems, 1860. The Author’s 

Luxurious Edition, with the delightful Vignettes of W. IL Turner, 
Stothahd, Flaxsian, and others, Engraved in tub most deijcate 
AND iughly-finished STTLE by FiNDEN, 8vo, with jwrtruit and 
memoir, fine wrRESSiONS, doth gilt (sells at 281), 83. 6d.

A few picked copies liave been selected and bound to various patterns 
in the besj morocco.

Morocco, very plain and neat, with a simple gold tiire.vd around 
THE bides, gilt EDGES,'173. 6d.

In polished morocco of the very finest grain, with bevelled 
BOARDS, VERY HIGHLY FINISHED, THE EDGES GILT AND BURNISHED, 25s.

Now ready, in 4to, very handsomely printed, with curious woodcut 
initial letters, by Whittingham and Wilkins, extra cloth, i8s.; or 
crimson morocco extra, the sides and back covered in rich fleur-de-lys, 
gold tooling, 558.,

Roll of Carlaverlock; with the Arms of the Earls, 
Barons, and Knights who were present at the Siege of this 
Castle in Scxitland, 28 Edward I., a.d. i 300; including the Original 
Anglo-Norman Poem, and an English Translation 0^ the MS. in the 
Briiiah Museum; tho whole newly edited by THOMAS WRIGHT, 
Esq., M.A, F.S.A.

A very handsome volume, and a delightful one to lovers of Heraldry, as it Is the 
iarlUst blazon of amts known to tiuL ** It contains the accurate blazon of above one 
hundred Knights or Bannerets of the reign of Edward 1., among whom were the King, 
the Prince of Wales, and a greater part of the Peers of the realmthus affording 
evidence of the perfect state of the Science of Heraldry at that early period. Tur akxs 
AKK EXQUISITELY EMCLAZOXEB IS GOLD AXO COLODSS.

John Car/ulcn Hoittn^ and PiccadiUjf^ IF.

    
 



CHEAP ASJj CURIOUS HOOKS.

Now ready, uniform with “ Magna Chart a,” price 58.; by post, 
on roller, 53. 4d.,

Roll of Battle Abbey; or, a List of the Principal 
^VABRIORS who camo over from Normandy with AViluam the 
Conqueror and settled in this country, a.d. 1066-7, from Authentic 
Documents, very carefully drawn, and printed on line plate paper, 
nearly three feet long by two feet wide, with the Arms of the pris- 

• ciPAL Barons elaborately ejiblazoned in gold and colours.
A Miw CORIOUS DOCCHRNT, and of the greatest interest, ns the descendants of 

nearly all these Norman Conquerors are at thia moment living amongst us, bearing the 
old Anglo-Norman names, slightly altered, but little dreaming of the relationship 
betwixt them and the bold warriors who fought and won at Hastings nearly n thousand 
years ago. The writing, of the period, is very legible. Ao names are beiieted to be 
in thii "^Battel Roll” which are not fully entitled to the distinction. Handsojcei.t 
FRAMED AMD CLAZED, IN CARVED OAK, OF AN ANTIQUE PATTEBM, price 323. 6d.

NEW DICTIONAliY OF COLLOQUIAL ENGLISH.
Slang Dictionary; or, The Vulgar Words, Street 

Phrases, and “ Fast” Expressions of High and Low Society ; .many 
with their Etymology, and a few with their History traced. WlTU 
CURIOUS ILLUSTRATIONS. Pp. 32S, in 8vo, price 6s. 6d., by post, 7s.

ei?" One hundred and forty' newspapers in this country alone have 
reviewed with approbation this Dictionary of Colloquial English. Tho 
Times devoted throe columns to explain its merits, and the iittle John 
o' Crmt's Journal gave its modest paragraph in eulogy. “ It may bo 
doubted if there exists a more amusing volume in the English language.’’ 
—Spectator. “Valuable as a work of reference.”—Saturday Rerieir. 
“All classes of society will find amusement and instruction in its 
pages.”—Times.

Literary Slang. 
Heligious Slang. 
Fashionable Slang. 
Military Slang. 
City Slang. 
Sporting Slang.

University Slang. 
Dandy Slang. 
Legal Slang. 
Theatrical Slang. 
Shopkeepers' Slang. 
Street Slang.

•** With this work is incorporated The Dictionary of ifodtrn Slang, Cant, and 
Valgar Worth, Issued by “a London Antiquary” in 1859, The fir.'t edition of that 
work contained about 3,000 words; the second, issued twelve months later, gave up
wards of 5,«oo. Both wJilions were reviewed by the critical press with an approval 
seldom accorded to small works of the kind. Daring the six years that baveeJajMed, 
the compiler has gone over the held of unrecognised Enghwh once more. The entire 
subject has been resurveyed, outlying terms and phrases have been brought in, new 
street-words have beon added, and better illustrations of old colloquial expressiuiiM 
given. The result is the volume before the reader, which offers, for his amusement 
ur instruction, nearly 10,000 words and phrases commonly deemed ** vulgar,” but which 
art* used by the higliest aud lowest, the best, the wisest, as well as the worst and most 
ignorant ot sockty.

John Cam Un H and lb, PiccadiUjf IT, »

    
 



'CHEAP ANb CCIUOCS BOOKS.

Shakspeare’s Dramatic Works. One of a few Copies
ON A FINE AND BEAUTIFUL PAPER, the printing by Whittingham of 
Chisnick, the iixustrations by Stothard, trZfA diarmiitg little oima^ 
mental head-pieceSf half morocco, very neat, top edge crimsoned, contents 
lettered, 10 vols., post 8vo (sells at X6 153., unbound), 58s. only ;'orj 
in yellow (or green) calf extra and delicately-tooled backs, £5 i8s. 
Whittingham, 1856.

The only really handsome and readable edition of Shakapeare, oourenient in a^ze 
and accurate in text, ever printed. A choicely-printed edition has long been a poii- 
live want. I can recommend the above in the strongest terms. Bur a 
NUMBER WRRK PRINTED ON THIS BKaUTIFOL PAPER, W'lTH GLORIOUS MARGINS.

Stokes (H. Sewell of Truro) the Vale of Laiiheriie, 
and other Poems, 8vo, best editicfn^ ivith numei oiisT:i^TKD Illustrations 
DKricTiNO THE Lovely Scenery of the Xeighbourhood (sells at 
12S. 6d.), perfectly netc and freshin cloth^ elegant^ for 3s. 6d. Long
man, 1853.

U was quite by accident that the publisher fell in with a few copies of this delightful 
volume at an exceedingly low price, lu the old book market copies have been scarce 
for some time past. Amongst the Illustrations maybe enumerated the Vai.e of 
Lanheknk—Nunnbrtof Lanhkrke AMD Church of St. Mawgax—Ancibnt Cross 
IX Mawgan Cucrchtaku—Turguurion - Bat^Thr XoKw&oiAx's Rock, and the 
Eyrt.

Tasso, la Gerusalemme Liberata. The exquisite 
Diamond Type Edition, 2 vols., 48mo. (sells at los.), only zs.

Artistically’bound iu morocco, with exquisite taste and neatness, zis. 
or, with the sides delicately tooled, Z5s.

Ten Thousand Wonderful Things, comprising the 
Marvellous and Rare, Odd, Curious, Quaint, Eccentric, and 
Extraordinary in All Ages and Xatioos, in Art, Xature, and Science, 
including many Wonders of the World. By ED. FILLIXGHAM 
KIXG, M.A. Post 8vo, 684 pages, with upwards of 400 very 
INTERESTING WOODCUTS, COMPRISING NEARLY EVERYTHING NOTICEABLE IN 
Xature and Art, neatly halfdfonnd morocco^ doth sides^ 4X. lod. only. 
most amusing at the same time that it is a very instructive volume. It contains 

the pith of Notes and Queries, the whole of Mr. John Timbs’ labours in the world of 
literary curiosity, the essence of half-a-dozen Encyclopaedias, the marrow of such 
journals as the old Penn)/ Magazine, and admirable selections from the most rare, 
quaint, and marvellous books In the British Museum and elsewhere. Op«ii the work 
at any page, and the reader is sure to be edijied and interested—and this is more than 
can be said of one book in ten thousand.

Terentius. The exquisite Diamond Type Edition, 
48mo. (sells at 6s), only 1?. 6d.

Artistically bound in morocco, with exquisite taste and neatness, 103, 6d; 
or, with the sides delicately tooled, iza. 6d.

John Camden Hotten^ 74 and PiccaUljy^ IT.

    
 



CHEAP AND CVIHOVS BOOKS, /
LIFE AND ANECDOTES OF THACKERAY.

Now ready, in post 8vo, beautifully printed, price 7s. 6d.,
Thackeray; the Humourist and the Man of Letters. 

The Story of his Life and Literary Ijibonrs. With some particulars 
of his Early Career never before made public. By THEODORE 
TAY’LOR, Esq., Membre de la Soci^-te des Gens de Lettres.

Illustrated with a raoTOGRAPme PoRTKAiT (o«e of the most cnxRACTEBiSTic known 
io have been by Ernkst Edwards, B.A.; view of Mr. Thackehai’s hoc.sk,
built after a favourite design of the great Novelist's; facsimile of his handwriting, 
long noted in London literary circles its exquisite neatness; and a curious little 
sketch of his coat of arms, a pen and pencil humorously introduced as the erest, the 
motto “ Nobilitas kst sola vruTUs” (Virtue is the sole nobility}.

Includes anecdotes oT the London Literati during the past thirty years; cccount 
of the Thaceb&at family, showing the origin of their connexion with India; Thacke
ray’s SCBOOL-DATS at the Charterhouse; his career at Cambridoe ; residence in Gkr- 
MANI, and Art-studies in Paris; literary apprenticeship in London; his connexion 
with “ Fraser” and .Maginn’s staff; his marriage; partiality to Kensington as a*place 
of residence; his publication of “ Vanity Fair,” and the establishment of his fame; 
with many other interesting matters connected with his literary career.

i2fch Thousand, boautifully printed, izmo, neat, is.; by post, is. id., 
THE CHOICEST HUMOROUS POETRY OF THE AGE.

The Biglow Papers. By James Bussell Lowell.
*♦* Edition hat been Edited with additional Notet explanatory of the pertont 

and subjecti mentioned therein^ and ii the only complete and correct Edition publithed 
in this eonntry. ,

“ The celebrated ‘ Biglow Papers.”—Times^ July 25th. •
** The Rhymes are as startling and felicitous as any in * Iludlbras.’ * Sam Slick* is 

mere pretender in comparison.”—Blackwood's Magazine.
“ The fun of the ‘ Biglow Papers’ is quite equal to the fun of the * Ingoldaby Legends.’ 

This is the real doggerel, the Kabelaiesquc of poetry.”—Eraser.
.In Edition with Colqbmed iLWSTRAnoNS ly George Crctk- 

SHANK haa^teen prepared, strongly bound in cloth, price 3s. 6d. per copy.

ANECDOTES OF THE “LONG PARLIAMENT" OP 1645.
Now ready, in small 4to, half morocco, very choicely printed by 

AVhittingham, with floreated capitals, price 7s. 6d.,
The Mystery of the Good Cause: Sarcastic Notices 

of those ^lembers of the Long Parliament that held Places, both 
Civil and Military, contrary to the Self-denying Ordinance of April 3, 
1645; with the Sums of’Money and Lands they divided among them
selves.

Gives many carioas particulars about the famous Assembly not mentioned by his
torians or biographers. It iias just been very carefully reprinted from the excessively 
rare original. The history of almost every county In England receives some iUuslra- 
tion from it. Genealogists and antiquaries will find in it much interesting matter.

John Camden Ilotiirti Ik and 15^ PiccadiU^j IF.

    
 



CHEAP ASD CURIOCS BOOKS.

GUNTER’S CONFECTIONERY’.
Now ready, handsomely printed, post 8vo, with numerous Illustrations, 

price 68. 6d,,
The Modem Confectioner: a Practical Guide to the 

latest and most improved methods for making tho various kinds of 
Confectionery; with the manner of Preparing and Laying out 
Desserts; adapted for Private Families or Large Establishments. 
By WILLIAM JEANES, Chief Confectioner at Messrs. Gunter's 
(Confectioners to Her Jlajesty), Berkeley-square,

*,* A new and reliable work on tlie making of Confectionery and the Laying out 
of Desserts has long been wanted. No pains have been spared to make the present 
book a useful and safe guide to all Cooks and Housekeej>er8 in private families or 
large establishments. The Name of the Chief Confectioner at the justly-celebrated 
house of Gunter & Co., in Berkeley-square, Is a sufficient guarantee of the usefulness 
of the book.

“ Tho most important work which has been published for many years upon the art 
of making Confectionery, Pastry, and on the arrangement and general ordering of 
Desserts.”-—Daily xVews.

** The language is so simple that a child can with ease understand the longest 
recipes.**—Obterrer.

“All housekeepers should have it.”—Daily Tdeyraph.

Now ready, in cloth extra (only a few copies for sale), price 158.,
The Noble and Gentlemen of England; or, Notes 

touching tnh Arms and Descents of the Ancient Knightly and Gentle 
Houses of England arranged in their respective Counties, attempted 
by EVELYN’PHILIP SHIRLEY’, Esq., M.A., F.S.A., one of the 
Knights of the Shire for tho County of Warwick, 4to, handsomely 
PRINTED, pp. 321, with numerous heraldic illustrations.

A very interesting work on the English Families now existing, that were regularly 
established either as tniffhtiy or ffeni/e houses before 2500. It notices also the ancient 
and present estates of these county families. The work possesses considerable value 
to those who are Interested in genealogical and heraldic studies.

SHAKESPEARE’S ENGLAND.
Thombury’s (Walter) Shakespeare’s England: 

Sketches of Social History in tho Reigx of Elizabeth. 2 vols. 
crown 8vo. J^/bfished by Lonomax of 2ix., o/t/y 91/.^ quite perfect^ 
and nendy bound in doth.

Two most interesting and bsaoxblc volumes, thoroughly entering into the spirit of 
that most romantic period of English history, containing Chapters on the Streets of 
Old London, Mansions and Palaces Bear Gardens, Bautuoloxew Fair, Eliza* 
RRTHAN AUUSRMRNTS, CURIODe UlSHKS, DRIITKS, SUPBUTITIONS, ALCHKMT, WlTCH* 
CRAFT, HbVBLS, YoUTHFCL SpORTS, &C. &C.

John Camdtn HotUn, 71 and 16, Piceadillf, IF.

    
 



CHEAP ASD CITRIOVS BOOKS. t

Tobacco; its History, Cultivation, Manufacture, ' 
and Adulterations. By ANDREW STEINMETZ, izmo,, 98.

A cnrlons little Book of nearly 200 pazes, relative to the often-repcated question, “ IS 
'SMOKING INJURIOUS TO HEALTH?"

The author, however, speaks somewhat in favour of the habit.

Now ready, 8to, price is..
Traditionary Anecdotes of Shakespeare, collected in 

Warwickshire in tho year 1693, from the original MS. Edited by 
J. P. COLLIER.

Trelawny’s (E, J.) Recollections of the Last Days of 
Shelley and ByrOn. 8vo, Jine itortiail and plate (sells at 98.), 
only 38. 6d.

Trelawny was the intimate companion of Byron and Shelley, and was the first to 
find the body of the latter after the unfortunate accident which was the cause of his 
death. The book gives many particulars never before made public.

Now ready, on toned paper, handsemely printed, price is. 6d., 
"Vere Vereker’s Vengeance; A Sensation in Several 

PAROXYSMS, BY THOMAS HOOD, idiotically illustrated by 
WILLIAM BRUNTOX. •

One of the most amusing volnmes which have been publish^ for a long time. 
For a piece of broad humour, of the highly-sensational kind, it is perhaps the best 
effort of Mr. Hood’s pen.

Vii^ilii Opera, ed. Joannis Bond. Didot’s exquisite 
tf/i-.ibn. in small but I'eig legible Igpe^ WITH NUMEROUS MOST REAunFUl. 
Photographs, from Paintings by M. Barrias. 24mo. 35,.

The tnost exquisite Classicallg illustrated edition 0/ Virgilerer published.
Choicely bound in morocco of the finest quality, tooled and gilt in the 

most finished stylo, 58s.; or with elaborately tooled sides, .after an 
.ancient pattern, X'3 5s.

BEST FRENCH LESSON BOOK EVER PUBLISHED.
Ordinary price, 58., a few copies now offered at 38. 6d., 

Vocabulaire Symbolique. A SymboEc French and 
English Vocabulary, for Students of every age. By RAGOXET. 
Illustrated by many hundred Woodcuts, exhibiting familiar objects 
of every description, with French and English Explanations, thus 
stamping the French terms and plirases indelibly on the mind.

Joht^ C9inden Uotitt, and li, Piccadillyf TT.

    
 



CHEAP ASb CURIOUS BOOKS.

Walton’s Lives of Donne, Wotton, Hooker, Herbert, 
and htnderson. 48010. The Exquisite Diamond Type Edition. 
Portiiits (sells at 68.), only is. 6d.

Artisiifiany bonnd in morocco, with exquisite taste and neatness, 10s. 6d.; 
OT, with the sides delicately tooled, iis. 6d,

INTERNATIONAL EXHIBITION OF i86i.
Waring’s Masterpieces of Industrial Ai’t and Sculp- 

TURE, at the Exhibition of i86i. 3 vols. fouo, an original Sdb-
scriber’s Copy, perfectly clean, in Parts (cost A" 18 188.), Aii iSe.

The publishers destroyed the stones on the closing of the subscription list, and no 
more copies were printed than those subscribed for.

Now ready, price zs.; by post, on roller, 23. 4d.,
WaiTant to Execute Charles I. Au Exact Facsimile 

of this Important Document in the House of Lords, with the Fifty- 
nine SiGNATUKES of the Regicides, and Corresponding Seals, admi
rably executed on paper made to imitate the original Document, 
22 in. by 14 in.

•
Copied by kxf^^s permission.—King Charles 1, January 20th, 1648, was brought 

from St. James’s tf^ir R. Cotton’s house (now the Speaker’s residence), and was four 
days arraigned at the bar of the House of Commons by Bradshaw, and seventy-nine 
Judges Commissioners, named for his Trial. The original document was kept in tho 
Old House of Peers’ Library, and being saved from the Fire, was preservetl in the 
Poet’s Tower, and is now under the librarian’s care at the House of Lords. Some ot 
the Regicides died in America, while many of tfie children of those cxecuted-at the 
Restoration betook themselves to that country', and laid the foundations of many of 
the first families in New England. Handsomely framed and glazed, in carved 
OAK, OF an antique PATTERN, I4A. fid.

Now ready, safe on roller, as.; by post, is. 4d.,
Warrant to Execute Mary Queen of Scots. The 

Exact Facsimile of this Important Document, including the Signa
ture of Queen Elizabeth And Facsimile of tho Great S-eaJ, on tinted 
paper, made to imitate the original MS.
I praise and thank my God that it pleases Him to put an end by thia to the many 

miseries and calamities that they have compelled me to endure: for, since nineteen 
years up to the present moment, I have been constituted a prboner, and very evilly 
entreated by the Queen of England, my sister, without ever having injured, as God ia 
my principal witness.”—Mary't Reply to my Lord Beale, who eommUtioned to in. 
form her of Elizabeth'i Sentence of Reath. Uahdsoxxlt framed xjtd glazed, ix 
CARVED OAK. OF AN ANTIQCK FATTERM, 14a. 6d.

John Camden UMon, etnd *1^ Piccadilbj^ W.

    
 



CHEAP ASb CURIOUS BOOKS,

ark.
LAINS in

ANTIQUITIES OF DENMARK AND ENGLAN
Worsaae’s Primeval Antiquities of D 

Translated and applied to the Illustration of similar
England by W. J, Thoms. 8vo. Ahownding with finely^htt^Vood 
Engrarings by .Jewitt. K new copy in cloth, 3s. 9^ (sells at 
IOS. 6d.)

The history and account of Ancient Denmark, its Monoubnts, Bcrial Mounds 
Sepulchral Stones, and Fire Beacons, its Giant and Fairy Lobe, offer many 
curious points of resemblance to our own early history. Whilst the Antiquities of 
Kome, Greece, and Egypt have been carefully examined and systematically described 
by English writers, the primeval national antiquities of the British Islands have never 
hitherro been brought into a scientific arrangement. The close connexion which in 
the old time existed between Denmark and the British Islands renders it natural 
that British antiquarie.s should turn with interest to the antiquities of DesTnark, 
and compare tliein witli those of their own countrj'. The book has long been 
SCARCE. •

Now ready, with nearly 300 Drawings from Nature, 2s. 6d. plain, 4s. 
coloured by hand, Tho

Young Botanist: a Popular Guide £0 Elementary 
Botany. By T. S. RALPH, of the Linneari Society.

*»♦ An excellent book for the young beginner. “ The plan which has been 
adopted is as simple as the author has found it to be in his power to follow out As 
few hard names as possible have been employed, and when so used will generally be 
foun^ accompanied with some fimlliar expression which can be adopted as a 
substitute. The objects selected as illustrations are either easy of access as specimens 
of wild plants, or are common in gardens.

This day, neatly printed, price is. 6d., by post is. 8d.,
MEXTxkL EXERTIOX: ITS IXFLUEXCE OX HEALTH.

By Dr. BRIGH2VM.
Edited, with additional Notes, by Dr. ARTHUR LEAKED, 

Physician to the Great Northern Hospital.
This is a highly'important little hook, showing how far we may educate the mind 

without injuring the body. A chapter, full of interest, is given on the education ot 
scientific and literary men, the excitement they live in, their health, and the age they 
generally attain.

The recent unlimely death/ of Admiral Filzny and Mr. Preecott, whose minds gave 
way under ercesnre ukxtal luUfi illaetrate the importance of the evdijeet.
The work is not written in a dry, sdentific style, bat is of that anecdotal and popular 
character which befits it for general perusaL

*** (i),y difficulty occurs in tJif supply^ postagc-sUtuips may be remitted
direct to the Pablishcry who will forward ^wr return. Post Office 
Orders payable at Piccadilly. Parcels io the value of zl. sent, 
carriage paid to any reasonable distance.

John Camden Idoilen^ Ik and tby riccadilly^ n”.
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The Reader is requested to note the follonvin^ 

’ ■ announ^nents of New and Interesting Boohs:—

THE

History of Signboards,
FROM THE

Earliest Times TO THE Present Day.

With ANECDOTES of FAMOUS TAVERNS, REMARKABLE 

CHARACTERS, Ancient MARTS of BUSINESS, 

COFFEE and other OLD HOUSES in the 

large and small Towns up and 

down the Country.

By JACOB LARWOOD, assisted by another OLD HAND.

tSSr Neaj-ly 100 moat curious Illustrations on Wood are given, showing 
the various old Signs which were formerly hung from Taverns and other 
houses.

'JtJm Camtltn Hotten, 74 and Piccadilly, II'.

    
 



IN ACTIVE PREPARATION.

In 1 vol., small Svo,

A Pedlar’s Wallet. By Dudley Coste

Uniform with tho CHOICEST JESTS, exquisitely printed,

Choicest Humorous Anecdotes and Short
Stories in the English Language.

Uniform with tho above, exquisitely printed, Tho

Choicest Epigrams in the English Lan-
guage.

y
Uniform with the above, exquisitely printed, Tho

Choicest Humorous Poetry in the English
Language.

The above are the result of many years’ literary toil in 
tho byeways and highways of English Literature. Readers who 
found amusement in the recently-published “ SLANG DIC
TIONARY” will not regret any acquaintance they may form 
with tho above.

Juhn Camckn Hotten, atuJ Piccadilly.

    
 



Ono ‘Volume, exquisitely printed from silver-faced typo, 
price ds. 6d.,

CHOICEST JESTS OF

ENGLISH WITS;

From the Rude Jokes of Ancient Jesters to the refined 
and impromptu Witticisms of Theodore Hook and 

Douglas Jerrold; including

THE CREAM OF JOE MILLER:

Comprising the best Sayings, Facetious and Merry, 
■which have contributed to give to our country the name of 

Merry England.

Selected and Edited by

W. MOY THOMAS, Esq.

This work has been in preparation since 1858. Nearly 

500 curious old Jest Books and collections of famous Wirnassis 

aro being esaminod for matorials. It is belieTed that no similar 

compilation issued since tho days ■when Jack Jlottloy compiled 

tho book of Jests usually attributed to “ Joe Miller” ■will bo 

found to excel tho above for true wit and refined humour.

^alm CainJcn Hotten, and Piccaddlj.

    
 



Now ready, on toned paper, handsomely printed, price Is.

er
cngecnce^

A SENSATION
IN

SEVERAL PAROXYSM^

BY

THOMAS HOOD,

IDIOTICALLY ILLUSTRATED BY

WILLIAM BRUNTON.

One of tho most amusing volumes which have been 
published for a long time. For a piece of broad humour, of 
the highly sensational kind, it is perhap'' uie beat cJeit of 
Mr. Hood’s pen.

John Camdtn Hotten, 74 o/.i. 75, Piccadilly
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