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TI^R. PUNCH, the embodiment of Christmas, stands in the Christmas market-place with his S eventeenth 

V olume. His leaves, like the leaves of seasonable and mysterious Mistletoe, are—Mr. Punch would 

modestly observe—suggestive of many kindred delights. They tell of holyday and good humour, though of 

a somewhat different sort to the dim Mistletoe age, when Punch lived with tho Druids, and eut his Mistletoe

bough with knife of virgin gold; by no means i|ie sort.of knife ^hat has since nibbed goose-quills.

■
• M r. Punch is warmed to the very core of jhis heart feel that his Christmas Volume, like aforesaid

Mistletoe, is everywhere a bit of honseholH braverv — an indispensable illustration of the genial time. 

There is a pretty, even a touching^roaembla?^' c ';v>'eei? the ^ o k  and the plant (the latter only being 

parasitical). . .

As the wot^'dove is tho especial loyeer of tho Mistletoe, so arc the quills the wood-dove the 

quills of all others with which Punch Jelighi^ to set forth his leaves.

As t..e M istletoe will grow anywhcrl, and come out tfhder any stress o f place or circumstance, sot o ^

have the leaves of Punm  heen put forth in sl rangesi, and, ^xcept to eagles, inaccessible whereabouts.

Punch always strikes to the centre of his .»bject— so does the Mistletoe. "A  number of seeds,” 

says Learned D octor L i Ndley, discoursing of the Mistletoe, “ a number of seeds were glued to the surface
^-----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

    
 



IV PREFACE.

of a cannon-ball; all the radicles were directed to the centre of the ball.” Is not this faculty wonderfully 

the faculty of Punch? Put him upon the surface of anything, even of a cannon-ball; and, unerringly, he 

strikes to the very centre of the iron cruelty.

The Mistletoe that grows upon oak is of every sort of Mistletoe the best; possessing virtues of 

superior and more mysterious kind. Now, the British Oak—the particular tutelary oak that has been 

a hundred times felled to the earth, and with it all England—that very oak is the roof-tree of Punch’s 

Office, 85, Fleet Street. (See “ Ye Handboke of London ”  by P etrus C unninghamus.)

Therefore, and for the above parallels is it, that Punch puts in a claim that his Christmas Volume

may be received only as so many leaves of Christmas Mistletoe. Therefore is it, that the spirit of Punch 

will rejoice itself ubiquitously in every bough in every room and in every H all; therefore is it, that ahke

from the mantel-piece of the poor, as from the walls and roofs of the rich and the well-to-do, he wishes

one and all

^  iRcrrtcr (fllirtstmas anh a Snappier Neto ^car!

CAUTIO N!

M r. P unch, desirous of combining the best counsel with the best mirth, is tremblingly auxious to 

inform the Young—especially Young Ladies—that, of those very Mistletoe Berries that seem so bead-like 

and so innocent, b ir d l im e  is  o f t e n  m a n u f a c t u r e d , wherewith unconscious Birds of Paradise arc frequently 

caught, and—what is dreadful to reflect upon—caged for the natural term of tlicir life !    
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POLITICAL PANTOMIMES.

jANttARv. — London actors act 
plays at Windsor. Pretty mess, no 
doubt, they've made of it. Humph ! 
Think the re 's  somebody, the letters 
of whose name are D aookrwood, 
ouijht ratlier to have been there. But 
the old Manager cry—the old cant— 
“  No Talent in the Provinces.”

F ebruary.—l>etermine to  leave 
these Goths (after my beneflt)t and 
strike for the Metroi>oli8. All my 
points last night flew over their heads. 
Nobody but boy tha t brings niy bundle 
has a true feeling for the art. Down, 
busy devil 1—down ! Let roe think 
of JoHK K sM iaE, Kdmuwd K ra.v, 
and other lions, like myself, fettered 
in t!>e country—other eagles, cliained 
to bam-doors. Yet then—even then— 
‘twas the old story : ” No Talent in 
Uie Provinces.”

March.— Oh . the degradation of 
making a  benefit! Bang at boarding- 
school—had tickets In my hand. A 
pampered mental, in the form of a 
housemaid, cried—'* My good man, 
we doji't want no lucifers ! ” Will 
certainly write to London. Yes ; I 
will take the London Public by the 
throat, and make them confess there 
is (I mean, there tons) Talent in the 
Provinces.

A p r il .—A dro 'dful house for my 
bfn. Am somewhat like lago, can
not ”  distinguish a benefit from an 
injury.”  Nevertheless, there is balm 
for hurt minds. Cu ff , tite tailor— 
and tho* he*s a tailor, is he not a 
m an?—Cuff gave mv health at the 
Blue Pig, when the play was over, as 
” a man not able to ite a d  in the shoes

of Kd.mund K ran, and for this reason 
— they were too little for him .”  Am 
£ 2  out of pocket; still, it is cheering 
to know tha t one true critic—and 
that (̂ ’itic a  creditor—acknowledges 
Talent in the Provinces.

May.—W rote to  London for engage
ment. No answer. I t  is thus tlie 
Metropolitan despots treat Talent in 
the Pruviuces.'

J unk.— London Manager comes to 
**star.” I act sublimely. Have an 
opening offered me by Manager for 
London. Sow  they s l i ^  have Talent 
from the Provinces I

J i  LY.—Come to London. Open 
with thermometer a^O O , and with 
audience about 50. n e a r  actors ma
levolently whisper, ”  A nice slow 
coach; but who expects Talent from 
the Provinces ? ”

A ugust.—Am shelved, but take my
lalaiy.

/ Treasurer every week 
SKPTK.MR. I mumbling as he |>nys me, 
OcTORKR. I “  H its is Talent from the 

'  Provinces! ”
Novkmbkh. — New P by . F irst 

actor taken ill ihy the KherifT) in 
Cursitor Mreet. Get his original part. 
Bursts of applause. All the Press 
exclaim to this effect:—”  Where has 
this genius been hidden ? ^V'e did 
not believe there was such Talent in 
the Provinces I ”

Dbci mbkr.—”  S ta r” it a few nights 
(taking half-recctpU) in my old coun
try circu it; and must confess tha t I 
was astonished - more, 1 was surprised 
—to And so very Httls in the
Provinces.
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T H E  L A D Y ’S A L M A N A C K .

T hk W oman’s S ph brk .—B lackbeetlei, spiders, an ts, mice, croesiogs. long-bearded French
men, monster dogs, milliners’ bills, fast men, and certain gentlemen after dinner, are all so 
many objects of W om an’s Fear.

T ub Bk»t  P a r t n e r s .—The oldest for whist, the youngest for dancing, and for marriage— 
whichever you can.

T ub  Best V is- a-Vis.—The Parson a t St. George’s, Hanover Square-
“  The Child is F a th e r to the M an,”  says W ordsworth ; b u t, as ladies never grow older than 

thirty , the Girl m ust be (Grandmother to  the Woman.
ITow TO Mak e  t h e  B est V inroar .—A young gentleman treading upon a  young lady’s dress 

m akes a  good sharp Vinegar; but a  friend bnng  brought in to  dinner w len  there is nothing 
b u t cold m eat, produces the most piquant quality, the smallest drop of which makes a  woman’s 
tongue quite sm art for hours afterwards.

Colds — Voung ladies should take care not to  sit near the p ia n o ; for it is a well -known fact 
th a t th a t instrum ent has caused more Dreadful Colds than all the thin shoes and draughts in the 
world. The most l>eautiful creatures, who were perfectly well and laughing the minute before, 
have no sooner approached Grand i roadwood than they have b ^ n  suddenly seised with a sore 
throat, and have lost in a  minute the use of the ir voice. This complaint is less taking as the 
young lady grows older, and rarely has any effect in  a  family where there are several sisters.

T he  Matrimonial Market .— Buy in the cheapest, and s d l In the dearest
How TO Make a Bonnet.—Take a  walk on a tine day down Begent Ftreet. Make 1 long 

stop a t each bonnet-shop — miss '2 or 3 of the first ; pull up a t fourth, and fix your husband's 
attention with a good running “  H e m ' ”  Drop 1 “  P e t ” and 2 “  D ucks; ” pass your arm 
smoothly through his. Fine-draw 2 or 3 sighs, and draw him gently inside. Work several 
rounds of open smiles, and run off a  long chain of ** Loves.” Do not miss a single point, 
but take up with a  fine snap every ** N ot,” and cut ft in»tantly. I f  there is any di&iculty, 
knit your brows, and purse your lipe, and prepare to castoff after the crochet foshion. Kepeat 
this a t every shop, and by running the same rig the whole length of the street, you will be sure 
to have a  veiy pretty bonnet by the time you r e a ^  home.

H bavbn-rorn Smi'ocibrs.—Every woman Is bom  with a  natural taste for smuggling. 
This may be accounteii for by the spirit of contradiction there is in the sex, which makes them 
consider it a duty to  oppose ifae recognised customs of every country.

F em inin e  P bovxrb.—Love me, love my cat.
Courtship.—A lover should be treated with the  seme grntleness as a  new glove. The young 

lady should pull him  on with the utm ost tenderness at first, only making the smallest advance 
a t a  tim e, till she gradually gains upon him , and twists him ultimately round her little finger; 
whereas the young lady who is hasty, and in too great a  hurry , will never get a  lover to take her 
hand, but be left with nothing but her w its a t her fingers’ ends.

Little Foot Pixije. “ l.***^> M*'*'*, Ruvme t<> Cu p i d ! ”
Malta. “ Wiiv,  StuMd itinMPJi to C upid— Don’t it, St u p id ! ”

“ T h e  d p a r  G ir l s  r e a l l y  m u st  h a t e  po h k  n e w  B o n n ets , lo r  t h i t

CANNOT POESIBLT W EAR THOSE NA8TT, SIIABBT, DIRTY, OLD W INTER lllIN C S  
ANY LONGER.”

A n O ld I 'an ce . - T li .re  li » very prclty i1»iice, which yonn , ladle* nr* very fond of lied lns 
their i nreiita, and w hhh la genernlly plajeil to  a very prelty tuna, hu t which I aa never Iceen 
dearriheri yet ihe  tollowlna are Ihe prlnrliwl tlgurea ol thia popular danca, which, for the want 
of a better name, wo will call ‘ La F i.ii'TAT** n :

FjRbT I'io t RE. (B</o»-c SupperL—Th« M y  npd gentlen an m eet, fake bands, and retire 
to a secret com er In the room. They sit. exihai ge glancvR. sn<ile, and Join in a general round 
of conversation. 1 he getitleinnn n akes the first advance, the lady the second. This continue* 
several times, when Miui tnn comes forwnid. and tbe gcntlenmu goes ofl‘ to fhe right, ai.d the 
Uidy to tbe left, and Mamma is left to go through tbe i,h a \n t iir$ Ihim et by herself.

Hrcond I- iourb . {At aS’wpper 1 he gentleman hands across chicken, hum. jelly, and trifle, 
whichore (ukeii by the Indy, aad empty plates relum ed. Ih ey U k ew ln e  and balances. lt«>nb<ns 
and crackers are exclinnged several times, mheu M anima come* aero** f irm  the other side, and 
Dauuhter glisses nut of the room. Gentlenian aita opposite to pigeou-pie, and goes dowu the 
niidale of the lobster salad and up again.

T hird  Set. (.A/fcr —Lady chaste* out of the room. Gentlemnn followi. Grand
galop to Conservatory. I’ouisette from corner to  com er, in c lu d in g  with a quiet set on 
ottoman, la d y  drops her g love; the genllem an/«i7 la and pockets the  snme.
Ditto n lth  bouquet. They Join hands, talk, laugh, nod, and whisper to side faces, whru Mamina 
comes down the centre, and galop* ac ro u  to lady. 'They dos-d-dos, and tbe dance U con

cluded hy the daughter being pouiaetted round the Conservatory, and c> as8«xed up to bed. The 
gentleman doea the cat-a/»cr itu l  out of tbe house, advances to  a lantern, sets to  a cigar, and 
promonades slowly h( me.

VAtrABLB Ai TiCk TO T stcht GrNTi.itMVN...-Our old gnindmolher used to say to our old 
grandiatl er, ** I t ‘s uselesi qunmlUng, my dear, for you know we m ust make it up aeain.”

F emale ExTnAVA«A>ci.—The incurable love of “  bargains.”
“ W hen thing* get to the worst, they geaeralh take a  turn for the better.” 3bi» p m e ib  

applies m ore particularly to  a lady’s silk dresa—wlhen sbe cannot get a  new one.

LADira’ Bports and F astimbs.—The greatest amusement, when you hsve nothing else to 
do. IS iho)>ping. It can l>e indulged also a t  the very rbeapest rate ; (or you can ei Jo> a  good 
hour’s entertainm ent for a yard of ribbon, or run  through a bankrupt’s i tw k  mtrely lo ra  paper 
of pin*.

Another iport—Is putting jo u r  husband’s papers to rights. I t Is best to  he i-nsent when 
he atU irpt* to look for anytning, so to he a  witness of his distress and confusion.

l .i’flOAoB.—A lady who had  a  steamboat ^^ll of luggw e. n»: de an exnjse for it bv saying. 
”  she wa*going to  Uome, and wouldn’t  for the world bo with, u i the T blrt) nine Articles.

    
 



THE TRAFALGAR REVOLUTION.
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THE SWELL MOBSMAN'S ALMANACK.
J anuary.—Seating in Parks. Good 

eggseuse for tumblin against elderly 
coves, wich, if your ‘and is found in 
their pockits, vy, ’ow can you help It ? 
Also, ven gents break th ro ’ into Ser
pentine, pockits m ust be turned out 
or th ty  ’ll never drie.

F ebruary. — Q ueen  opens Par- 
liment. Nuffin to  bo done in the 
line ; but pickins a  goin 'in  and out of I 
Park. N.IL Forennersaln 'tnogood ; | 
their chains mostly mosaic, and their | 
fogies fetches next to nothin’. Rowdy ! 
ain’t to be expected.

March. — In vindy and dusty 
veathcr, keep to thoroughfares. A detU 
to be done in ridicule and ticker line, 
as ladies is a keepin' dresses down, and 
old coves oldin hats on. Also busses 
veil filled this month, and may be 
recomnieuded.

A pRit. — Greenwich Fair 'ad a 
carakter; but, speakin’ from eggs- 
perience, the rix is more thau its 
vorth, havin' myself had three months 
a t Hrixun for sixpennuth coppers, a 
key, two thimbuli, and some ginger- 
bred.

May. — P lant about Kxeter *A11. 
Take old ladies on way to 'All, as they 
generally hempties into the plate. The 
yite chokers may be tlngured on their 
itiy 'ome, as they mostly brings hoif a 
pockLtfull.

JuNE. — Hepsom, in course, Has- 
cot, and the oUier races. Reginners 
’ad better vork on the ropes, as carridge 
business requires fashunabul exterior 
and hassurance. Plate may be nabhed 
heasy, as tigers not so sharp after 

* Itmcheun.

J uly. —Attend 'Logical Gardings 
regulation Sundays, and fo.shunabul 
places of Vrorahip. Prayer books is 
a  drug. Hevening parties attended, 
and principal the .tres, Iho’ since 
they 've  got so low, nothin’ vorth 
speakin' of to be done there. Y oung 
’ands may be put on, as business tho’ 
triflin’ is safe.

AUGUST.—Nobilaty begins to leave 
town. StearaboHts in good order this 
month, ’specially Sundays. Reginnei's 
should remember, if eotched may be 
ducked.

SKrTKMRKR.— 'Waterin’ places, if 
no objeckshun to travel. If  eqtialnted 
with furin languages, somethin’ con
siderable may be done in sea-goin’ 
steamers, as coves, ven sick, takes no 
notice whose ’and is in tiieir pockits.

OcTOBKR.—A werry dull month in 
London, and tho Prowinces may be 
vurked with advantage. Railway 
stathuns ’olds out good prospect for 
sharp ’ands, ns there is a deal coinin’ 
and goin' about this time, and werry 
slack look-out kept.

Novkaibrr.—I’r ’nps the best month 
for the old 'uns, which, remember weu 
you 've eased a  cove in a  fogg, never 
cut away in an ‘urry, or crushers stops 
you. Lord Mare's Show used to be 
good, hut don’t draw the crowds it did 
some yeres ago.

I )kck.m» rr .—You may keep your 
’and in about .Pantomime tim e; but 
werry little money in pejuil’s pockits 
this mouth, byreaaon of ( ‘risnius bills.

H yatteudin’ to the abov’, the young 
fnnily man will be ab’e to support 
hlNself in dssency and comfort.

j v )

T .T .. I I L jU i
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I

E V E R Y B O D Y ’S A L M A N A C K .
KITCHEN MEA

SURE.
From, a contem  ̂

plated work  ̂
to he catted 
** Arithmetic 
fortheAi'ea.'''' 
T hrk k oM hats 

make —one gera> 
Ilium.

Two pairs of 
trowsers make— 
one goldfinch.

Three dress- 
coats make—one 
set of basins.

Six double 
waistcoats make 
—one single jiink.

Eight suppers 
make — one po
licem an’s respect.

Three months' 
wages make—one 
policeman's love.

F our pounds of 
candles make— 
one pound of 
kitchen*sluff.

Two Sundays 
a t Chapel make— 
one new beau.

Three follow
ers make—one
cousin.

GOOD NEWS FOR 
THE ARISTO
CRACY, IN 
APRIL.

About tiiis time 
Spring Onions 
come in.

M o r i c r

S P E C I A L
'Co n s t a b l e s

- A
M b

- -  /

i H m  1 1 1 1

SPECIAL CONSTABLES. DISTRIBUTION * OF

M umorandum for L awvkrs.— I’repare in January  for the turm oil of Term. If  you have 
writ out against two parties, recollect the old saying, F irst come, firat sen ’ed ." January  is 

a  m onth always dear to  the lawyerH, but far dearer to their clients. I t  is under the patronage of 
J anus, who wore a  double face, and  entered two apiiearances a t once—doubtleM for the sake 
of encouraging the ]>rofes8ion.

TiiiNua TO BK UxMR.MnRRRD. — W alters, W atermen, Poor Jacks, G rottos, Guy Fouxes, 
Sweepers, and the day of a  itill l>eing due.

THE WAY TO 
WIN A HUS
BAND.

I f your sweet
heart happen to 
call about supper- 
timo, go down 
into the kitchen, 
and take a  inut- 
ton-chop. Broil 
nicely over a red 
fire, and  set be
fore him , with 
pickles and a Jug 
of good ale.
W hisper softly 
in Ills hearing, 
the words—“ 1 
did it. *' You 
will find this a 
very likely way 
indeed to  win 
him.

HOW TO GET A 
NEW SUIT.

(io to  M. JlJL- 
1.1 rn's Promenade 
('oncerts an 1 re
fuse tu take your 
hat off during 
" G o d  save the 
Queen : ” which 
will induce inine- 
body to »io it for 
you. Seize him, 
in n tu n i ,  by the 
collar. Tlieru will 
)>rolmbly ensue a 
iciiftlu, in which 
you will get your 
coat torn off your 
buck. H ringauac
tion a t law against 
your adversary for 
damages, and the 
result will certain, 
ly be anew  suit.

Steam  • bout.—
Noali’s Ark. with 
the unclean things 
predominant.

SPECIAL CONSTABLE GOING ON DUTY.

T im e — TVpo m  Ote M oryting .
Captain oj the Beat. “ O h ! AVe  have  ju st  looked  in  to say that  it  is  tovr  u r n  to go on D uty. T h e  

UoOKKUY AT THE HACK OF SLAUGHTER’S Al.LKY 18 YOUR BFAT, 1 RELIEVE. YoU W M L LOSE NO TIME, IP YOU PLFAS^, 
FOR i t ’s a DREADFUL NFIGHUOIRHOOD, AND ALL TH E T oL ltB  HAVK BEEN W lT IID lU t^K — INURED, SEVERAL MOST I HITAL 
AND SAVAGE ATTACKS HAVK TAKEN PLACE ALREADY!”

T h i .nos to bk Avoidkd.—Hritish Hrnndy, Quack yedfeines. I.oid .Mayors' Sbowe, the 
Thirteenth 8eat in Omnibuses, the lO-ports of Protectionist Bpeethes, Had Jokes, Infant 
Prodigies, and IVrfuet Substitutes for Silver.

Spoktino .Mrmoranda.—He careful not to  have your pockets swept dean out by a  Herb? 
Sweep. Hy the way, it is understi.od tha t, in consequence of Uie declared illegality of all 
Sweeps, these concerns will endeavour to shelter themselves under the name of Hauion«urs.

stea m -hoat

sta t ist ic s .
Of three thou

sand passengers 
•inharking at 
H ungerfe^  in 
August, ]H4H, 
twelve liundred 
and four pot into 
the wrong v e n d , 
seven hundred 
and fifty-su land- 
<d a t the wrong 
piem, and the re
mainder reached 
their proper desti
nation. O flhtrty- 
six ca]>tains of the 
iron ItoaU.twonty- 
four have wives, 
and twelve fiiini 
lies. lOigliU'en had 
served in the Ma
rine Stores, and 
two had se«n no 
service btil a  Mue 
and white dinner 
service, o f  two 
bottles of ginger 
beer tha t travelled 
in the Moonlipht 
during the year, 
one was told to a 
Juveuilt pas>en- 
ger, and the re- 
niaining one blew 
off itx own head, 
in a slate of fear
ful femicntution, 
off Hattersea.

HOW TO CALCU
LATE INTEREST.

Of a book -  by 
the reader keep
ing awake over It.

o f  a  sto ry -b y  
the listener not 
yawning at It.

Of a  pluy—hy 
taking the average 
of ooughs in each 
scene.

Things to he i 
forgotten hy | 
liisiorical y 
Painters, j  

Fori}et~- j
'Jliat the  Body j. 

of Harold was ; 
found after the | 
battle of Hastings, j 

'Jiiat Alfred | 
ever let the Cakes I 
b um  on the Netit- I 
herd 's hearth. \ 

T hat M argaret 
of Anjou met with • 
a  robber. |

That ICIeanor i 
sucked poison 
from her hus- j 
baud’s arm. i

That Phillipa I 
interceded for the I 
Burghers of 
Calnis. ,

'1 hnt I>on Quix
ote fought with 
the wind'idll 

Tlmt the Vicar 
of Wakefield had 
a  son named 
Moses.

DKI'IMTIONS. 

lu —
Things more ho
noured iu the 
breach than the 
observance.

D t/ fy  — A tax 
equally heavy on 
the Custom-house 
and on the cou- 
sdi-nce.
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THE RETROSPECTIVE ALMANACK.
BV A N K R V O rS  M AN IN  SBARCH O f  QUIXT Q D A RTRBS.

J anuary.->F inding England in 
a very unsatisfactory state, with ap . 
prehensions from Chartism, resolved 
on going abroad.

FKaKUARY.- Settled in Paris. De< 
mocratic Club constituted on first 
floor under my apartm ent. Barricade 
under window—[rarter look up arms, 
and I prepared for revolutionary bier.

Masch.—Got death of cold stand* 
iiig a t window with rushdght. Had 
to atteud planting Tree of Liberty 
and blessing some Feet in hot water 
—mind ditto. Fled, after disposing 
of furniture a t great lose, and nerves 
much shattered. Betermlued to take 
up abotle in despotic country.

April . —Settled in Milan—Revolu- 
Uon. House bombarded from citadel, 
and self injured by piano thrown on 
head from first floor. Fled after 
again disposing of furniture, and 
nerves entirely ruined. Determined 
to seek shelter under moderate go
vernment.

May.—Arrived at Berlin. Revo
lution arrived shortly after. House 
mode ft military quarter, and self shot 
at several times. Fled, after again 
disposing of furn iture; determined to 
try  very strong despotism, and not 
take a  house.

J unk.—At hotel in Vienna. Go
vernment upset the day after arrival ( 
self in cab Uuilt up into barricade, 
and  shot over for several hours. A t
tempting to leove City, was afresfVi 
as I’Topagandist, and remaioed in 
prison ft fuytnight, having lovt papers.

J uly,—At  a  loss where to  g o -  
determined to Xry small Germ&n State. 
Arrived a t Hesse D arm stadt; found 
Students deposing Electoi and break
ing windows. Forced to drink great 
quantities of beer, to serious detri
ment of constitution, now thoroughly 
ini)>aired, and fraternised with agidnst
my will 9 A fr titr  EngldniXer.

A ugust.—Tried Frankfort, capital
of V%xHed Germany;—found Assembly 
by the ears. I>ropi>ed in for two days 
of street-fighting, which I begin to 
get used to.

hRPTKMUBit.—Came to B russe ls- 
very dull. No revolution expected. 
Found Quiet intolerable after excite
ment of last six months, and left.

OcTOBaa.—Travelled about; looked 
out for some place with revolution 
exi>ected. Could not find any, as 
revolutions over for the year every
where. Rome recommended.

Nt VRMBaa. —Arrived a t Rome just 
in lime for the attack on the Uiiirlnat. 
Joined Popular Club, and fraternised 
with CtcanowHAU'Kio. Gave Pope 
letter of introduction to  friends in 
England.

D kcrmbsr.—-Interesting excursion 
to .North Italy, to Muzzini, and week's 
campaign with insurgents about Lego 
Di Guarda. Price set on my head by 
R adktski. 8a«^ advertisement in 
Tinxet imploring i<^ to  return to dis
tracted relatives. I m ' t  intend to go, 
having made arrangements for Propa- 
gandist visit to KusHia and Constan-, 
tinople.

    
 



PUNCH’S ALMANACK f o r  1849.

THE A R T I S T ’S A LM A N A C K .

TBRUS USED IN ART.
C<*(owr.>-Wh«t ladles ought to do whea they recetre a  oomplimant, and out-at-elbows 

gentlemen really do when waited upon with a little account.
Ilr tod th .—A ouality to be looked for in l<>w Comedy and high Art.
//uNdHf'P.—That dexterity wtiieh, whether shown wiih mauLsticki or *' m auleys," pro> 

duces striking effects.
Liphi aud  8A->de.—The days when a  patron calls with a  commission for a  picture, and 

the landlord with a request for the rent
CUixing. A trick practised by old masters on pictures, and modern cooks on hams and 

tongues. The necessity of it in Art is apparent from the name, “  painters and glasiers."

THINGS TO BE ,
REMEMBERED
BY PolURAIT
PAIMKHS.

lirmember—
Tliat if you 

always ** hold the 
m irror up to  Na
tu r e . '  yours will 
certaiuly not be 

the g la u  of 
Foshion."

T h a t, as you 
m ust inaks faces, 
you may us well 
iniike pleasant 
ones.

'1 ha t you must 
draw on your 
imagination for 
sp irit to p u t into 
your sitters ' mugs.

T hat when N a
ture and Art come 
into coiliiioti. 
N ature m ust go to 
the wall.

T ha t you must 
never |>alnt flat, 
though you may 
flatter.

T ha t he who 
only pain ts what 
he sees, d i^ radea 
himself in to  a  
Daguerreotype.

T ha t N ature 
holds your I . 0 . 11.; 
and why? Be- 
cause A rt owes 
everything to  N a. 
ture , and  do n 't 
pav—a t least in 
th is country.

Chiaroscuro,— A  word to be used when you have got nothing else handy.
Mel'ouf >ess.— A quality much adm ired in the old masters. I t is given by a  Jew  Inoker 

with yellow vam isb, liquorice-water, and turf-smoke.

PRINCIPAL SCHOOLS OP PAINTI.NO.
The R vzantinb, the FtoaRNTiwK, the i o.u a n , the Vr^rariAN, the  Boloo nsss. the 

N kwma.n SrsKKT.the C 'upaTo.ei 8thert . the 8 r . .MaRTi.v'ti Lamb, and the R ovai. Ai 'Adbmv. 
Thu first hve schools flourished ab ro ad ; as for the last, the schools themselves are a t  home, but 
the schoolmasters abroad.

M oral A<y(rcffon.—W hat the best of us may coma to—The Vernon G allery !

ARTISTIC MEMS.

JA.*f.,FBB..MA1t 
—W ork up your 
Spring, summer, 
and autum n 
sketches, as the 
B ear, hibernating, 
consumes his in 
ternal fat.

Ap r il . — Paint 
up for the A ca
demy, and down 
for the Art-Union 
priBe-holdcn.

May .—1 he Aca
demy o|>eTi8 If 
your picture is 
hung, let us hope 
the work is os well 
drawn as quar
tered.

J u n e , J t 'L v , a nd  
Ana. — Connois
seurs come out 
very strong; and, 
if active, you may- 
catch some of that 
rare species) the 
Purchaser, on the 
floe Qiomings 

Sap. A.SD Oct. 
— During these 
months you may 
go to Mother .Na
ture, and rob the 
old lady of as much 
as you can carry 
away in your port, 
folios She has 
rich banks for you 
to draw on, and 
you may change

SEASIDE, SATURDAY EVENINQ.-THE ARRIVAL OF THE “ HUSBANDS BOAT.’
your paper into 

' . i f  you get hercash
to iedorie it.
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THE WIFE’S ALMANACK.
J anuary. (T uings to b* Done.) 

— Weddiug-Day I*arty on New 
A'ear’s Day ; m arried thirteen years 
to CiOTORED. Dance, and a  round 
game. Kill two holidays with one 
Sandwich.*—'lake  tlie children to 
Pantomime, i /  possible with orders.

F kbruary.— K«ep J u jja ’s 12th 
birth-day. Huy a UtUe j>resent for 
Gotobbd. For fortnight no fU h; no 
puddings. Think of soineUtintj nice 
towards end of inuntli for Qotohkd’s 

^ 8U]))>er8. Induce Ootorkd (only just 
for once) to look iu with me a t bwAN 
dt K uoar’s.

March.—R esolve to insist upon 
fur tippet and cuffs, or resolve to 
atfcfi mjf death, or keep a t home till 
mild weather.—Leave off inufi'uis.— 
Samuel eleven years old ; keep 
the day. — Expect a present from 
Gotohkd.

A pril,—T reat Gotorkd with a mVc 
ijuat ter of house-lamb ; we ‘re both so 
fond of it.—To make up Income Tax, 
leuvooff tires. Must save somewhere ; 
the rates so dreadful.—J iu t  look in  
a t S wan \  I^duaii’s.—K eep Mahv 
A n .ne’s K l̂h hinh-day.

May.—(io with children to P^xeter 
Hall and Mn. ItobKRT .Munt(U)mery . 
Little dears! let ’em enjop li/e vihWe 
they can.— W alk to Swan *  IId- 
oak 's : no ftmes these for mone^' on 
busses.—Keep J oseph 's iUh b irth
day : first gooseberry pudding ; «7ta/- 
ever tlic price of goobcberiies, teill 
have a pudding.

J unk. Children home for holidays: 
as a duty, take 'em to Madame *1 uk- 
SAUU'a, and everywhere, to openOtslr

minds. Go to Swan 8c E doah' r.— 
I.OUI8A eight years old ; keep it with 
wild beasts and fireworks at Surrey 
Gardens.

J uly.—Talk to Gotohkd about 
leaving town.—Calculate the cost till 
end of m onth, which will be fiext to 
iiothinff.—Can't go to sea-side a frigh t; 
therefore go to bwAV 8c I 'duar’b.

August.—At  Margate happy, and 
thinking of nothing but (.iOtobko'k 
coming down on Saturdays- Lot iba 
and P ktkh'b birtb-dnys both falling 
this monti), keep 'em toge ther-m ust 
save somewhere. D on't go of all to 
Swan fit Kdoah 'h.

Ski'tkmbkr. — Pack up ami get 
home. Set houae to  rights. Keep 
K r n v 's  5th birth-dny; and for u 
change, go somewhere else —not 
Swan 6s I dgar 's .

October.—Make Gotobkd live 
close and quiet, to  snve for 'M argate; 
don't buy for myself so mneh <u a 
piece tape. A quiet juvenile party 
for G eoruy s birth day—Malaga ami 
I>ound*cako the ileur thing only four 
years.—Hardly believe I once think 
of Swan E doak 'k.

N ovemhkh. Don’t  stir, and see 
nobody: must save for Christmas.— 
J u s t afew friends - S a i.lv three years 
old. Go fur Christuuis gowu to b wa n 
6s F d u a k ’b .

Deckmrkr.—Hoys home. Mince* 
pies. A love of A l u r k e y  from Norfolk. 
—Dear baby’s b ir th -^ y , C'hrJ5tma.t 
Kve. Pliim-piiddin^HlF as balloon. 
DcliglitfuU hrlstmas ftKy \ all so happy 
and so gny~ I wearing new gown from 
bWAN I duau'b.

P A R K S  \sIt !--pJtf.f.HTl    
 



PUNCH’S ALMANACK f o r  1849.

AUTUMNAL FASHIONS FOR LADIES.

THE T R A V E L L E R ’S A L M A N A C K .
I T H R  R KS T  T R A V K L L IM O  C O M PAN IO .VS .

I A GOOD (lij^estimi. a keen razor, an e:wy pair of boots, a 
MimKAYS Un'id noitk^ a  friend who Isn’t ridijetty, a  very 
elastic pbrtnrintHUU, a  le ite ro f credit a spare a \le  a  loleraace 
of Sarlic, ilje habit of ma tlmj tlie host of everything, and a hide 
itnnervious t> It flats, K sharps and the otlier bed-fo lows 
tha t the misery of tr.ivdting nmko.s a lunn ivcqnainted witli.

'V H A T TO A V O tD ,
O S  A RH IV IN O  
A T A HTRANGK 
PLACie.

Hon’t take a  la- 
HU'tit lie place.

I>on*t think it 
necesnary to •• do ’’ 
your chnrohos and 
picture galleries 
against tinio.

Don't admire 
everything.

Don't admire 
nothing.

W H A T  TO O IW K R V K .

A regard to the 
prejiulices of otlier 
nations, and the 
credit of your own.

USKFOI- R R I^B tPT S .

For keeping your 
teniper. — Never 
K«t into a  pasHlon.

Por getting on.
^ N e v e r  be in a 
hurry.

I ’or avoiding ex- 
tn rtlo n .-  Lodge at 
Hie i)e»t hotel,
*hd hny a t the 

shop,
I 'o r avoiding 

*»dslakes. Don t 
c*pre>*s opinions.

^ '• H O K l a m  FOR
THAVku.rrh.

WJ^ A wheel is 
without grease, so 
» A niau without 

»noney, and a  f a -

teiuL.

T H IN 0 8  TO UKMR.MRKR.

7f«'mr/»6.'r tha t France, S p d n , (lennany, Italy, are not 
England, and behave yourself accordingly.

Itcinc'/ib^r th a t losing your tciiipur and losing your keys are 
equally inexcu.sable while truvelHiig.

Ht-mcmber not to foiget anything. *

Rcinemher th a t you 'ro certain of a  stopp.ige in the City. 
Hcm^mhec th a t a carpet-bag is never full, and a c.tb.nnu 

never aatisHcd.
R-'membcr tlie waiters on all occasions.
Remember th a t foreigners w ill judge the house from the 

brick, so behavL^ike " a  brick ” on all occasions.

I’.very traveller 
wears ro lourcl 

. 8]N>ctacles, and
■ > should allow for

the elTvCt on men.

[R
; mamieri, and land

scapes.

Patience Is a
moral mosquito- 
net.

T ira  NKXT DK.ST THING TO KKKIMNG YOUU OWN HUNTkRH, TO HIHE
KNOW TH K III m siN B S S .

Politcneiis Is like 
an a r  cushion-— 
there n ny  )>e uu- 
thing solid in it, 
bu t it cases jolts 
wonderfully.

There is no com- 
nuinity all rogues, 
»ny more than a  
currency all bad 
money. To Imve 
nny ch.'ince of 
passing, both must 
bosiiaringly mixed 
with the genuine 
article.

I f  a great man 
has on some occa
sion steamed in the 
tam e lioat, or run 
in the same train 
with you, don’t  
liogin your anec> 
dotes, when you 
get home, with—* 
“  U’heii 1 was tra* 
veiling with so and

Always buy your 
sketches ready
made. It saves 
time, and they are 
certain to l>e better 
than any you can 
make yourself.

    
 



THE GREAT SEA SERPENT.
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THE PHRENOLOGICAL ALMANACK.
J a n u a r y . — Calculation is  brought 

into requisition for the purpose of as
certaining the amount of Christmas 
bills; audComparison.which is always 
odious, comes into play for the purpose 
of comparing the am ount of the bills 
with the means of ineetiug them.

F e b r u a r y .—Aniativeiiees shows it- 
self about Valentine's l>ayy and the 
flame of love resorts to  Hath (pO!-t), 
to  allay its con>iuming fires. Adhe
siveness becomes a prominent organ 
with ri'ference to i I e r  M a j k b t y 's  
head, in the shape of postage stamps.

.Ma r c h . — InhabUiveness becomes 
very faint in this month among those 
who are not quite prepared to pay 
their rents, and who accordingly quit 
their habitations before quarter day ; 
but T i m e  may be strougly uianifesteii 
in the cerebral organisation of the land
lord, and prompt him to keep pace 
with the movements of his tenant.

A p r i l .—About the first of the 
month Cautiousness vs ill nmterially foil; 
bills will be accepted on the one hand, 
and  discounted on the other, with the 
utm ost laxity.

M A V.—Tune will be predom inant in 
this mouth, when tho Opera season 
will be a t its height, and Combative
ness will be found in some foi ce at tho 
p it entrance of the Opera.

J u n e .—Colour, Form, and Indivi
duality will be the organs in vorae 
during tills month, when the Exhibi
tions of "aintings will be open. Indi
viduality will have the most powerful 
effect, and will send many individuals 
to  Trafalgar Square to see their own 
portraits a t the Royal Academy.

•Tuly.—I n this month Locality, 
or Memory of place, will induce many 
to  recollect Marg.ite with affection, 
and Causality will be in great request 
by husbands, who will be called upon 
to  explain why the usual excursion to 
the sea-side cannot be taken.

A ugust.—Marvellousness develops 
itself generally throughout the coun
try, which marvels at the length of 
time the Parliament has sat, and the 
little amour t  of business tha t has been 
got through in the period.

S eptem ber .—In order to gratify 
the organ of Rventunlity, or a  desire 
for the narration of occurrences that is 
sure to  arise in this dull month, the 
newspapers resort to a  strong develop
ment of Size, and give exaggerated 
magnitude to late gooseberries, or 
early cabbages. j

October. — Destructivenesa, the * 
lawyer's great organ, wlilch has been 
dorm.int during the Long Vacation, 
comes into new uctivity ut the close of 
this month ; and Acquisitiveness, or a 
desire for Costs, resumes Us playful 
iuHuonce.

Novembeb.—This is the month 
when Alimentiveness revels In the 
enjoyment of Lord Mayors' dinners, 
and the rest of the feasting which 
Iniitativeness renders common a t this 
period.

l)BrK.uRRR.—If Self-Ksteem and 
Approbutiveness can fairly assert 
themselves in tliis munth, on a  review 
of the passing year, the Chrlitin.'is 
mav be devoted to .MirthfuIueM, and 
will be further sweetened by i ' 
free vent to the oriuui of Uenevol

giving
)Teuce.

    
 



    
 



AS IT W A S.

H ilary.—On mild days, run with 
Pytchley or burst with lliirdwick. In 
frosty mornings, sparnng will keep 
your pins and pegs in tine order. 
Strong and warm night-caps used, for 
which “  lambswool ' is a good mate
rial, and may be thus made:—Giu, 
rum ,strongale, andspice. Cambridge 
prefers “ Bishop,” from respect to 
KsBiblishmeut, wliile Oxford leans to 
“  CardiuaL"

£artfr.--M any  Cantabs sold in New
market Many books made about this 
time. Throughout May, Cam and Isis 
covered with eigh'-onrs, ** Youth at 
the ]>row, aud Folly a t the helm ” 
The favourite bumped," u h ic h is a  
s(op})cr to his backer. (Oh !) Cram 
for Oxford collections and Cam>)ridge 
exainiuations. Wet towels round head 
much worn in evenings and cards cut 
tiU examinations shuhled through.

L. F ac.^M uny It ending parties go 
out, to Jersey, Guernsey Isle of 
Wight, Normandy, Wales, aud Scot
tish Highlands. Libraries of these 
parties consist of cigar-cases, spirit- 
fla 'ks, tishing-rods, rifles, sketching- 
stools, and small-talk; a little game 
amt H great deal of time killed.

Michaelmas.—Freshmen come up, 
and stale jokes played off. Ten men 
asked to breakfast with Vice-ChauceU 
lor. Town-and-Gowu Itows Himnsh 
during November, and many Hargees 
give aud take bloody noaes. Damp 
weather invites to frequent drains. 
Dog-tlghting vainly struggled with, and 
denouncing long ticks gone through 
as usual

H ilary.—Ho'ft plunge into your 
problems. A dose of Political Kconomy 
before breakfast will brace system, 
and a good grind a t Mill will warm 
you. A t breakfost-tnble, le t fossil 
bones of extinct species divide atten
tion with broiled ditto of existing 
animals. Let use of globes supersede 
tha t of gloves. To bed on stUl' dose of 
mixed Matbematics.

Easier.—Now canter over domains 
of Modern History- taking care not 
to fall into erroneous theories. The 
Mny-tly suggexu studies in Entomo
logy, aud Faley and Falieoutology 
may he carried on together, ('on- 
vcr&axioues in fa-hion among the 
young men this month, in which Tea, 
Toast, 'ilieology, Ethics, I’neuuiatics, 
Kotany, Mineralogy, Civil l.aw , aud 
Cheniiatry, are seived u]). The only 
feuit-days feasts of Keason, and flow 
of CopuB aud Episcopus (or Bishop) 
stopped for flow uf soul

L. F«c.—beveml Heading parties 
go out — to look for North Pole by light 
of magnetic dip. Several eggs boiled 
by euthusiastic students in Grout 
Geyser, aud vapours of Grotto del 
Cane analysed in Dog-days. Hriti'«h 
grasses greedily devoured, and insects 
of our island Ml impaled.

3/tc/kicfmoi. - Youthful devotee of 
Science received to bosom of Alma 
Mater. Many accidents from playing 
at Chemistry. Cam aud Isis set on 
fire in attem pt to discover Perpetual 
Motion. .Man from public school be
takes himself to Mutheniaties. Found 
to have escMi>ed from privutu asylum.

[ b s a D UOKT a n d  fcVAMS, r a i N T C t S ,  W U lT i .y R lA R I .}

    
 



MR. BRO W N ’S LETTERS TO A Y O U N G , MAN ABOUT TOWN.

GREAT AND LITT LE DINNERS.

TT has been said, dear Bob, 
*- that I  have seen the maho
ganies of many men, and it 
13 with no small feeling of 
pride and gratitude that I  
am enabled to declare also, 
that I  hardly remember in 
my life to have had a bad 
dinner. Would to Heaven 
that all mortal men could say 
likewise! Indeed, and in the 
presence of so much want and 
misery as pass under our ken 
daily, it is with a feeling of 
something like shame and 
humiliation that I  make the 
avowal; but I  have robbed 
no man of his meat that 1 
know of, and am here speak
ing of very humble as well 
as very grand banquets, the 

which I  maintain arc, when there is a sufficiency, almost always good.
Yes, all dinners are good, from a shilling upwards. The plate of boiled 

beef which Mary, the neat-handed waitress, brings or used to bring you 
in the Old Bailey—1 say used, for ah me 1 1 speak of years long past, 
when the cheeks of Mary were as blooming as the carrots which she 
brouglit up with the beef, and shejtnay be a grandmother by this time, or 
a pallid ghost, far out of the regions of beef;—from the shilling dinner of 
beef and carrots to the grandest banquet of the season—everything is 
good. Tliere are no degrees in eating. I  mean that mutton is as good 
as venison—beef steak, if you are hungry, as good as turtle—trqttled 
ale, if you like it, to the full as good as Champagne;—there is no 
delicacy in the world which Moksirur Trancatelli or Monsieur 
Boyer can produce, which I  believe to be better than toasted dieese. 
1 have seen a doEen of epicures at a grand table forsake every French 
and Italian delicacv for boiled leg of ixrrk and pease pudding. You can 
but Ire hungry, and eat and be happy.

What is the moral 1 would deduce from this truth, if truth it be F 
I  would have a great deal more hospitality practised than is common 
among us—more hospilality, and less show. Properly considered, the 
quality of dinner is twice blest; it blesses him that gives, and him that 
takes ; a dinner with friendliness is the best of all friendly meetings— 
a pompous entertainment, where no love is, the least satislactory.

Why then do we of the middle classes, persist in giving entertain
ments so costly, and beyond our means F This will bo read by many a 
man and woman next Thursday, who are aware that they live on leg of 
mutton themselves, or worse than this, have what are called meat teas, 
than which 1 can’t conceive a more odious custom : that ordinarily they 
are very sober in their way of life; t hat they like in reality that leg of 
mutton better than the OAindimeiits of that doubtful French artist who 
conics Iroiti the pastrycook’s, and presides over the mjsterioiis stew- 
pans in I he kitchen; why then on t heir company dinners should they 
Hare up in the magiiiliceiit manner in which tliey universally do F

Flverybody has the same dinner in London, ami the same soup, 
saddle of mutton, boiled fowls and tongue, en(rc‘es, champagne, and so 
forth. I own myself to being no better nor worse than iny neighbours 
in this respect, and rush olV to the confectioner’s for sweet s, &c.; hire 
sham butlers and attendants; have a fellow going round the table with 
still and dry champagne, as if 1 knew his name, and it was my custom 
to drink those wines every day of my life. 1 am as bad as my 
neighbours; but why are we so bad, 1 ask F—why are we not more 
reasonable F

I f  we receive very great men or ladies at our houses, I  will lay a 
Wager that they will select mutton and gooseberry tart tor their dinner;

forsaking the entries which the men in white Berlin gloves are handing , 
round in the Birmingham plated dishes. Asking lords and ladies, who 
have great establishments of their own. to French dinners and deli
cacies, is like inviting a grocer to a meal of figs, or a pastrycook to a 
banquet of raspberry tarts. They have had enough of them. And great 
folks, it they like yon, take no count of your feasts, and grand prepa
rations, and can but eat mutton like men.

One cannot have sumptuary laws now-a-days, or restrict the gastro- 
nomical more than any other trad e : but I  wish a check could be put 
upon our dinner-extravagances by some means, and am confident that 
the pleasures of life would greatly be increased by moderation. A man 
might give two dinners for one, according to the present pattern. Half 
your money is swallowed up in a dessert, which nobody want s in the ! 
least, and which I always grudge to see arriving at the end of plenty. ; 
Services of culinary kickshaws swallow up money, which gives no- , 
body pleasure, except the pastry-cook, whom it enriches. Everybody ' 
lives as if he had three or four thousand a year.

Somebody with a voice potential should cry out against this over- I 
whelming luxury. W hat is mere decency in a very wealthy man is 
absurdity—nay, wickedness, in a poor one: a frog by nature, I  am an i 
insane, silly creature, to attempt to swell m y^lf to the size of the ox, 
my neighbour. Oh, that I  could establish in the middle classes of ; 
London an Anti-oiFree and Anti-Dessert movement! I  would go down , 
to posterity not ill-deserving of my country in such a case, and might be , 
ranked among the social benefactors. Let us have a meeting at W illis’s I 
Rooms, Ladies and Gentlemen, for the purpose, and get a few philan- i 
thropists, philosophers, and bishops or so, to speak! As people, in 
former days, refused to take sugar, let ns get up a society which shall 
decline to eat dessert and made-dishes.*

In this way, 1 say, every man who now gives a dinner might give tw o: 
and lake in a host of poor friends and relatives, who are now excluded 
from his hospitality. For dinners are given mostly in the middle classes 
by wiw of revenge: and M r. and Mas. Thompson ask Mr. and 
Mrs. J ohnson, because the latter have asked them. A man at this rate 
who gives four dinners of twenty persons in the course of the sea^n, 
each dinner costing him something very near upon thirty pounds, receives 
in return, we will say, forty dinners from the friends whom he lias 
himself invited. That is, Mr. and Mrs. J ohnson pay a hundred and 
twenty pounds, as do all their friends, for forty-four dinners of which 
they partake. So that they may calculate that every time they dine with 
their respected friends, they pay alxnit twenty-eight shillings per tele. 
What a sum this is, dear J ohnson, for you and me to spend upon oiir 
waistcoats ! What does poor Mr*. J ohnson care for all these garish 
splendours, who has had lier dinner at two with the dear children in the 
nursery F Our custom is not hospitality or pleasure, but to be able to 
cut otf a certain number of acquaintance from the dining list.

One of these dinners of twenty, again, is scarcely ever pleasant, 
as far as regards society. You may chance to get near a pleasant 
neighbour and neighbouress. wlien your comer of the table is possibly 
comforrable. But there can be no general conversation. Twenty people 
cannot engage together in talk. You would want a speaking-tninipet 
to communicate from your place by the lady of the house (for 1 wish to 
give my respected reader the place of honour) to the lady at the opposite 
corner at the right of the host. If jou have a joke or a mot to make, 
you cannot utter it before such a crowd. A joke is nothing which can 
only get a laugh out of a third part of the company. The niost eminent 
wags of my acquaintance are dumb in these great parties; and your 
raeuntew or story-teller, if he is prudent, will invariably hold his tongue. 
For what can be more odious than to be compelled to tell a story at tha 
top of your voice, to he called on to repeat it for the benefit of a disl.-^t, 
person who has only heard a part of the anecdote F There are stories

* Ms. RsoWk her* snnmsrstss thrM n tr tu ,  which, h* confuMS, h* esn-sot rsslit, and 
liksw tnprcurvsdisherriM stdesw rt: but the principle t i  good, theughlhem eniiw eak.
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of mine which would fail utterly, were they narrated in any but an 
under tone ; others in which I  laugh, am overcome by emotion, and so 
forth—what I  call my stories. Nowit is impossible to do justice
to these except in the midst of a general hush, and in a small circle ; so 
that Lam commonly silent. And as no anecdote is positively new in 
a parly of twenty, the chances are so much against you that somebody 

I should have lieard the story before, in which case you are done.
Tn these large assemblies, a wit, then, is of no use, and does not have 

a chance; a raconteur does not get a fair hearing, and both of these real 
■ ornaments of a dinner-table are thus utterly thrown away. I  have seen 
! J ack J olliffe, who can keep a table of eight or ten persons in a roar 

of laughter for four hours, remain utterly mute in a great entertainment, 
smothered by the numbers and the dowager on each side of h im: ana 
Tom Yaesold, the most eminent of our conversationists, ^ t  through a 
dinner as dumb as the footman behind him. They do not care to joke, 
unless there is a sympathising society, and prefer to be silent rather 
flian to throw their good things away.

What I  would recommend, then, with all my power, is, that dinners 
sliould be more simple, more frequent, and should contain fewer persons. 
'J'en is the utmost number that a man of moderate means should ever 
invite to his tab le ; although iri a great house, managed by a great 
establishment, the case may be different. A man and woman may look 
as if they were g l^  to see ten people: but in a great dinner they 
abdical e their position as host and hostess,—are mere creatures in the 
hands of the sham butlers, sham footmen, and tall confeci loner’s emis
saries who crowd the room,—and are guests at their own table, where 
tliey are helped last, and of which they occupy the top and bottom. I 
liaye marked many a lady watching with timid glances the large artificial 
rwjor-dmo, who officiates for that night onl.v, and thought to myself, 
“  Ah, my dear madam, how much happier might we all be if there were 
but half the splendour, half the made dishes, and half the company 
assembled.”

If  any dinner-giving person who reads this shall be induced by my 
representations to pause in his present career, to cut off some of the 
luxuries of his table, and instead of giving one enormous feast to 
twenty persons, to have three simple dinners for ten, my dear Nephew 
will not haye been addressed in vain. Everybody will be bettered; 
and while the CTests will be better pleased, and more numerous, the 
host will actually be left with money m his pocket.

UNTRUTH VERSUS UNFAIRNESS.
AH IHCOME-TAX SONNET.

W ith disappointment, lo ! the Statesman’s eye 
Scans the amount, ridiculously small,
Of last year’s Income-Tax, as raised on all 
Trades and Professions. Wherefore this, and why P 
’Tis clear that Government cannot rely 
Upon the statement, under Schedule D,
Made of i(s gains by British industry.
But pause, ye Lej?islators, ere ye call
This same deception fraud. Confess,—you must.
I f  ye with aught of conscience are endowed—
A lax unequal is a tax unjust.
Jlen  deem not Truth to cozeners’ questions owed—
Few to mislead a rogue would hesitate
Who asked them where they kept their cash or plate.

LORD STANLEY’S LAPSUS LINGU.E.
I n a magniloquent after-dinner speech the other evening at the 

Man.' îon House, delivered in acknowledgment of the toast, “ Lonn 
S t a n l e y  and the House of Peers,”  the noble Lord whose health had 
been coupled with that of his Order, is reported to have made the 
following inconsiderate assertion:—■

' ' From whatever sphere men may seek to win their laurels, whether from the chiircht 
the army, the navy, or the bar, it ia to the House of Lords that they will look, aa to the 
place which is to witnew the eathroneneut of tbeli: genios, ax^ the final consommatioa 
• f  their ambition/'

We had no idea that the Church was a “ sphere ” from which anybody 
sought to win “ laurels.”  We always imagined that the palm, not the 
laurel, furnished the reward of merit in that institution. We never 
thought that the candidates for the crown of the Church, Icmked 
forward to any such honour as the “ enthronement ”  of their “ genius 
still less that they expected the House of Peers to witness the final 
consummation of their ambition. We supposed that they had renounced 
ambition, with all other mundaue pomps and vanities, and that a Bishop 
had an eye to sometliing beyond a Bisboprick, even though accompanied 
by a seat in the House of Peers. We had, indeed, heard opinions con
trary to these expressed by certain pei^ns, whom we had always been 
accustomed to regard os low revolutionists—violent, misguided men. 
I t  is a sad pity that the Conservative Loan Stanley should have un

warily confirmed the allerations of such people, by letting fall the fore
going remark. We mignt not have been surprised to hear such an 
observation at the “ Square and Compasses,” after a bread-and-cheese 
dinner in an atmosphere of beer and pipes • but we are a.stonished that 
it should have been made, and by L ord Stanley of all men, at the 
L ord Mayor’s banquet, in one redolent of venison and turtle, and the 
bouquet of Burgundy ana Claret.

'VVIITY ANTICS AND ANTIQUITIES.
Our old friends the Archseologists, seem to be driven up into a 

comer for fresh subjects of research, and having exhausteu almost 
every barrow in the kingdom, till it is as empty as that of a sold-out 
fruit-woman on a Saturday night, there is scarcely anything now-a- 
days—not even a bone—into which the pickaxe of inquiry can be 
thrust, in the hope of being able to pick a bit.

One of the fraternity of Archieologians allowed his veneration for 
antiquity to carry him to such wild extremes, that from the very old, 
he has pounced upon the very young, and quitting the encampments, 
fortifications, &c., &c., he has taken refuge in the Nursery songs of our 
most tender-aged juveniles. He has actually seized the infantine ditty 
of “ High diddle diddle,” and made a clutcli at the fabulous “  cat ” 
whose vague connection with ” the fiddle,” has been the subject of 
Nursery song. He then rushes off to mount the imaginary “ cock
horse” on which infants are snlTered to ride to Banbury Cross in 
pursuit of a beldame on a milky nag—the aforesaid beldame having 
oells on her toes, and no doubt a most effective clapper in her mouth, to 
say nothing of the rings on her fingers, a fact suggestive to us of the 
propriety of wringing her ears for her folly and absurdity.

I f  the archmolojiists are so fearfully at a loss for tlicmes of a dignified 
class, some attention might at lea.st be paid to  the suhstauliality of the 
subjects selected, and it would be desirable to abandon the apocryphal 
“ cat and fiddle,” for the more easily intelligible “ shoe,”  lived in by the 
“ old woman ”  of antiquity. There would at least be something more 
lofty in the pursuit of the elevation of the abode in question, than in 
sounding the depth of the feline artesian to which grimalkin was happily 
consigned, and even a survey of the ground on which the shoe is 
supposed to have stood, miglit throw open to  the observation an 
extensive area.

ll ie  same spirit of research might be made to take a physiological 
turn if applied, not simply to the houses of nursery lore, but to the 
builders and architects of such dwellings. The house that J ack built, 
would be a fine study, but J ack himself would be a still nobler subject 
for the antiquarian to dwell upon.

I t  might be asked who was J ack,—was he the same J ack that went 
up the hill with J i ix f  Did he originate the popular measure which 
bears his nameP Was the fracture of J ack’s crown, simple or com
pound, or merely one of those vulgar fractious wliich carry little 
interest P The above will be sufficient to show the great mine of 
inquiry that lies unexplored, if the Archaeologians aye disposed to go 
into the better class of nursery tr ^ tio n s ,  and leave their cats, cock
horses and other inferior animals, for J ack, Jtoi<i Ike rest of the 
great family of fabled humanity.

Definitions.
By Out o f  IA< “ Counoa:'

P rison.—A cage for birds of unfashionable feather.
M emory.—A bundle of dried time.
Castle in the air.—A structure which usually consoles thesrehiteot 

for a hovel on earth.
D ark Ages.—A long night, with many thieves about and few 

policemen.

    
 



p l e a s u r e s  of  h o r s e k e e p in g .

M b. Haioos (at an alai'mini/sacrifice) oKrs bid  op H obse N o. I, and goes o u r  fob a R id e  in  th e  Codntbt upon No. 2.
Carman. “ F ell down, has h e , S i b ! Ah ! he  looks as if  he could be w erbt cleteb at that.— W ebbt ohkkbd thing. S ib , fob 

A Oss to pall down, S ib . Osses costes a good bit o’ M oney—leastways, G entlemen's Osses does.— Now, j i s r  look at my little Os«, 
S ib , and h e ’s a p o o r  M an's Oss, h e  is . H r don't no pallin’ about.’’ (Exit.)

The E xcursion M ania.
'F h *  mania for ercursious on a 

wliolesale plan is becomini! very 
prevalent. We liave lately heard of 
an enthusiastic speculator, who has 
chartered one of the fleet of Two
penny steamers, which has got tlie 
name of tlie Twopennp Butter, and 
who proposes an erciirsion to 
Chelsea aud baok, via Hungerford. 
A quarter of an liour will be allowed 
at the Suspension Bridge to exa
mine the wonderful ohain of circum
stances, as well as the circumstances 
of the chains forming that astound
ing triuniiih of enthusiasm over pru
dence, which led to the throwing of 
this bridge over the river. The 
return tickets will be available for 
two successive hours, and a Cice
rone will be in attendance at the Old 
Swan, for the convenience of parties 
waiting to engage with him.

lUVWT.LL HXAMINATIOK PAPER.

I p you had a hypochondriac under 
your ,; care, why would you send 
him to Mr. W yld, M.P., (Map- 
publisher) F

Because he would try to  make 
kimmap-pv (him happy). Let the 
Grand l)uke of Bad’un Bad’un beat 
that if he can !|

Mb. B bioos ridbs (!) home, and wondebs what Mns. B bioos
W ILL SAY !

The British Lion once more.
A t  the Drury Lane Protectionist 

Meeting, a M r . B o s a n q u e t , who is  
also, according to the Timet, called 
ill the agricultural tongue, Bus- 
siNKi, is reported to have obliged 
his audience with the subjoined bit 
of natural history:—

“ The Dritieh Lion is % lojral lion, but he 
ii a bold one; and when you do put him 
upon his leg* he may be easy Ut put up, 
but bo U an awkward animal to deal with 
when he is awake."

The loyalty of the British Lion is 
not of a very active nature, since he
displays,it m nothing but in being 
a supporter of the Royal Arms. 
No doubt he is bold as brass, the
material of which he is very often 
made. I t is less than t he trut h to say 
that “ he is an awkward animal to 
deal with when he is awake.” He 
is awkward at all times; but his 
awkwardness would never be dis
covered if it were only shown in his 
waking moments. The truth is, that 
he is always asleep and it is no use 
for B p s s in k y  to try to wake him.

Q. E. D.
A. R o t h s c h il d  has papered 

London with placards.—As lie must 
be returned, what makes the man 
do itP

B. Why, don’t ” Mantiert make 
the man?”
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THE BANSHEE OF DRUEY LANE,
Thhough the lone pit-benches sighing, moaning from the texes dim. 
Wailing up the gallery staircase, shrieking in the lobbies grim.
Flits the Banshee of old Drury—Dmry dusty, Drury dreary—
Dumb, where Shakspeake’s words once echoed; dark, where gas

lights once shone cheery.
Now no more from maiden voices those deserted benches hew,
“ Apples, oranges and biscuits—soda-water, ginger-beer
Now no more on boxing-nights the gallery-whistle pierceth shrill, 
Jostermonger costermonger greeting, with hoarse—“ Halloo, Bill !”
Debardeurs and gents no longer quaff their gooseberry Champagne;
.1 u l l ie n ’s waistcoat, wig, and wristbands hold no more orchestral reign ;

Now no more with caracoling Caholine the sawdust s tirs ;
Chirpeth Aubiol no longer, bound no more the voltigeurs.
Opera banished—horses vanished—Shakspeabe laid upon the shelf,
A weary time hath Drury’s Banshee had the building to herself.
Till last week, old keys were turning in old locks all stiff with rust. 
W ith a sweeping of old cobwebs, and a raising of old d u s t;
And the Baimhee hewd tlie sweepers talking, in their besoms’ pause. 
Of the meeting that was summon’d tjbither in Protection’s cause:
How there would be, if not seven, at least one R ichmond in the field. 
Until Cobden’s hash was settled, and (dorn-Law Repeal repealed.
Came at last the time appointed; through the dusty panes the day 
Shot some thin blue beams of sunshine, sunshine that had lost its way j
In  the flies the puzzled Banshee heard the speechifying flow.
From the entry of the chairman, till reporters rose to go.

"  Hark.”  she said, “ Old Farce reviveth—L is t o n  on that stage we’ve 
heard;

But your Bosanquets and Bookebs we than L iston more absurd.
“ ’Tragedy,”  she said, “ reviveth—what were Kean’s and K emble’s 

tones.
To L obd Malmesbobt’s oration o’er the British Lion’s bcmes ?
“ W'hat the witches’ cauldron steaming to wild Downshibe’s ‘hell- 

broth’ slab f
W hat the raving of Ophelia to the madness of McN ab ?

“ Opera,”  she said, “ reviveth—Balpe or W allace proud might be 
'Thus to make two thousand flats accordant in a single key.

“ What are J ullien’s monster concerts to the orchestra below,
When in Young’s mouth Pe e l ’s the serpent, and when Dukes their 

trumpets blow ?

“ E’en the Cirque," she said, “  reviveth—what is Aubiol’s grace or 
strength,

'To the way that Bookeb jumpeth to conclusions, any length P

“ What was Caboline to E llman—on his hobby as he flies.
Ever moving in a circle, throwing dust in people’s eyes ?

"  What, thro’ hoops or over garters, fair Anato’s leaping acts.
To a Beeesfobd’s or R ichmond’s leap o’er figures, and through facts?

“ Ancient glories kindle round me—old renown reseeks the Lane— 
Fwce and music, play and horses—Drury is herself again.”

TH E OBSEQUIES OF AN OLD. NUISANCE.
N otwithstanding the devoted attentions of the Attorney-General, 

Sib  F bedebick 'Thesiger, and other professional friends, the poor 
old Palace Court is sinking rapidly, and. indeed, under such attacks as 
have rapidly succeeded each other lately, caimot survive much longer. 
All is arranged for the sad event of a dissolution, now, certainly, 
impending. The poor old sufferer has made the following brief w ill:—

1, Palace Court, being weak of body, and much troubled in mind, do 
hereby make my last will and testament.

Uetu. My quirks, quibbles, and quiddits, all and sundix wheresoever 
situate, I  bequeath to my unnatural relation, New County Court, hearing 
he is much in want of the same, and cannot boast a decent pleading to 
his back. I  hereby forgive my said relation for his wicked attacks on 
me, and for the unpleasant comparison between me and himself of which 
he has been the author, and to which 1 partly attribute this my 
sore sickness.

Ilem. My curse I  bequeath to my prothonolary, in trust, to lay it 
at the door of J acob Omnium, and the author of a ballad called “J acob 
Omnium’s Oss.”

Hem. My bills of costs, I  bequeath to my attorneys, and I  wish they 
may get them.

Item. My sinecures I  bequeath to the nation, for such compensation 
as Parliament may be pleased to give.

Ilem. My memory I Bequeath to universal odium and contempt.
This Will has been duly attested by the four attorneys and six 

bairisters who have so long shared the shelter of the testator’s roof, 
amidst a most affecting scene of partings and regrets. 'The sufferer 
dies hard, and rallies at moments for the most desperate struggles, but 
is growing hourly weaker.

Every arrangement has been made for the funeral, of which we owe 
the following programme to the courtesy of the Chief Usher, so long a 
confidential servant of poor P. C.:—

Clerk in tears, serving 
a Declaration.

Two Attorney’s Clerks carrying Attachments.
Clerk in  tears, offering 

a Plea.
An A ttomey of the Palace Court 

with Particulars of Demand.
A Barrister blowing his own Trumpet in Morning Gown, and tearing bis W ig. 

Flotbonotary and Registrar, with sinecures reversed.
Judge of Court smashiug his last Demurrer. *

Usher of Court bearing rolls of 
Court w ith Banner,

These rolls were our bread.”
S ib  F beiabick Thesigsb as Chief Mourner.

Deputy Prothonotary 
in hysterics.

Deputy Registrar in a 
stra it waistcoat.

THE COFFIN OF THE COURT.
(The Four Bsundsters of the Court holding up the comers of the Bill of Costs.) 

Attomies of the Court, two and two,
Plaintiffs with their families, in deep mourning ot Defendants
huzzaing. Ink, weepers of red tape, and pounce waving their

strewed upon thmr Beads. hats.
The Public rejoicing.

The cortege will sturt from Southwark, near the Mint, and deposit 
its sad burden in the immediate neighbourhood of the Superior Courts, 
where arrangements have been made for its reception.

OMNIBUS REFORM.
“  Sib,—In your valuable No. 411,1 threw out certain suggestions 

for the improvement of Omnibusses. I  recollect babies were amongst 
them. No less vitally important than babies are gentlemen’s neckcloths.

“ Nothing so becoming as a well kept neckcloth and an orderly collar; 
show me a thousand men, and I  will pick out the genileman at once 
and seize him by the neck.

“ Now our Omnibusses are so badly ventilated, that I  defy vour best 
starched gentleman to preserve either the one or flie other, ll is  neck
cloth drops from exhaustion, long before he has reached Starch Green, 
and his collar falls down, loses its colour, and turns black, as if it had 
got a sudden attack of tlie black jaundice.

“ Look at me, s i r ; I  send you two neckcloths; one is a spotless 
pattern of the one I  wear every day, the other is the miserable tiling

No. 1. No, 2.
I  tore from my bosom, with indignation, after leaving a Bayswater 
’Bus yesterday. Did vou ever see such a ohou-fallen or a hang-dog 
look as it has P How hold and erect is its brother P i call them Rectitude 
(No. 1), and Shame (No. 2).

Our Omnibusses MUST be ventilated. 1 give notice I'sholl ride in 
Cabs till they are.

“ Talk of foul a’r in the mines ! Why it is nothing to the atmosphere 
we breathe in an Omnibus: I call them vehicles for apoplexy; it takes 

i  away my breath to tliink of it.
I “ I  hope there will be nothing heard in London shortly but ‘ Ventilate 
i  our Omnibusses.’ 1 shall go to the Botanical Gardens nest Wednesday, 
and start the cry myselt. Hoping you will be there to assist me, Sir,

“ I  remain, Yours, as before,
(only with my collar considerably less up)

“ A CoNElBMED BaUUELOB.”
“  My washerwoman will call for the collars on Saturday.”
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MATRIMONIAL AEBITEATION INSTEAD OF WAR.
EBSONS addicted to Matri

mony, may be pleased 
to leam that a Society 
is about to be formed, 
under the title of— 
“ The - Mateimonial - 
Akbitration-instead- 
oe-War-Society.” I t  
is principally composed 
of husbands who have 
deeply felt the absurd
ity of going to war 
with their wives, when 
the matrimonial differ
ences could probably 
have been better ar
ranged by friendly arbi
tration. The Society 
does not for a moment 
pretend that Matrimo
nial War can ever be 
totally done away with. 
TheyareMrfectlyaware 
of the difficulties that 
men have to contend

with in making their wives listen to reason, and they are painfully 
sensible of the many obstacles Umt ladies have to overcome, before 
they can get their liusbands to do as they wish them to do. Extra
ordinary cases of course will arise, when both parties will not be 
able to agree^ and when arguments are of no vmue in calming the 
passions of either man or wife. Arbitration is not meant to apply to 
such cases, for neither side is in a fit state to listen to i t ; but inasmueh 
as most Matrimonial Wars are followed by Arbitration, it is proposed 
that it be tried first before the mischief be done, instead of afterwards, 
when the mischief is already done. I t  has been calculated by a gentle
man who has ^cu liar sources of information in the highest as well as 
the lowest circles of society, that no less than 20,562 cups and saucers 
are broken every year in London alone. The velvet gowns, also, and 
the whitebait dinners and opera boxes, that are annumly expended in 
celebrating the peace after along Matrimonial War, would be sufficient, 
if collected into hard money, to pay off the National Debt in a very 
few years.'*

The Society, however, does not wish to curtail these enjoyments, as 
they maintain that it would be extremely unkind, not to say injudicious, 
to deprive any lady of her just rights; moreover, the committee is most 
anxious to gain the active co-operation of the ladiM, and feels that it is 
only to be done by making every possible concession which the fair sex 
has a right to expect, if not to demand. The above privileges, therefore, 
will be secured to them in their unbroken entirety, and not the sbghtest 
interference be attempted to deprive them of imy little advantage which 
wives arc generidly sure to gam from carrying on a slight periodical 
war. Hysterics, nervous' head-aches, losses of appetite, and stamping 
fils, will still be guaranteed to them by the Society, which pledges 
itself, likewise, to use its best exertions in upholding in its full integrity, 
the valuable prerogative, which ladies have enjoyed from time immemo
rial, of “ keeping their bedrooms ” as long as they please, from the 
moment that they have a “ disagreeable word ”  with their husbands.

The proud object which “ The Matrimonial-Arbitration-instead-of- 
War-Society*’ wishes to effect, is to prevent those fretful fracat and 
distressing exposes which, it is found, lower the character o f both man 
and wife in the estimation of their friends and servants, besides 
providing mplhers-in-law with opportunities for making mischief. 
Statements will be made under seal of the strictest confidence to a 
competent committee, selected from the best husbands and wives in the 
world, who will repair in person to the seat of war, and endeavour by j 
arbitration, to soothe the irritated feelings of the contending parties, 
and to remove, bv patient investigation, all absurd prejudices and 
jealousies. This dangerous task will be confided to persons of the 
most undaunted courage, who have often proved themselves equal to 
the greatest Matrimonial emergencies. If they fail, however, in their 
benevolent endeavours, theyiWill then leave the belligerents to them
selves, who must settle their differences in the best manner they can.

The Committee is also happy to state that arrangements have been 
completed with the Morning Fast, not to allude 6y any innuendo wliat- 
ever, to any Matrimonial difference, as long as negociations are pending 
with the ^c ie ty , or to publish any facts—even under the disguise of 
initials—until the affair has been given up by the Committee as per
fectly hopeless, and all arbitration despaired of, when a notice will be 
served upon both parlies that the ^ i e t y  no lonp r holds itself 
responsible for the consequences; and if they fight, that they must do 
so at their own cost and peril.

A detailed prospectus, and a list of patrons and subscribers will be

published in a few days. In  the meantime, the Committee is most 
proud to state that Mss. Cauble has sent in her adherence to the 
principles of the Society. With such powerful influence, the cause 
must nourish, and the Utopian day is already looked forward to when 
Matrimonial War will be unknown on the surface of the globe, and 
will only be mentioned in terms of astonishment and horror, that such 
an atrocity could ever have existed in an age that pretends to be in 
the least civilised. The Society is deserving o f  the support of 
every respectable married man and lady, and we are glad to state that 
the yearly subscriptions will be so smeul as to come within the means 
of everybody. _______________________

THE FATE OF DEU RT LANE.

Aftee all the discussion that has taken place upon the future lessee- 
ship of this great national establishment, it seems that neither 
Anderson nor Stammers is yet the lessee—and, as friends to both, we 
would say of each, the less he has to do with it the better. But the 
house has been taken by some very nice young men for that very small

farty^ the Protectionists; instead of an attempt at the revival of the old 
Inglish drama, a scarcely less arduous effort is to be made to revive the 

new English farce of the Agriculturist. The fact is, that the tine of 
heavy countrymen went out with E mery, and we do not expect that the 
nobodies who are being brought up to London as “provincial celebrities,” 
will revive the taste for the rant of outraged farmers, broad-dialected 
victims of oppression, and other effete nuisances. If  the Protectionist 
party really wish to become popular on the boards of Drury Lane, they 
had better try even that desperate expedient, the regular drama, than 
hope to take the town by storm with their noisy httle bits of rustic 
character.

The names of the performers are not very illustrious, but a Me . 
Booker, who has eome out rather strong in figures, might, perhaps, 
take the Michael Cassios—by which we mean, the arithmeticians in 
general. This may not be q^uite agreeable to Mr. Anderson, the 
intended lessee; and as to Mr . Stammers, he is quite forgotten,—unless, 
indeed, we are reminded of his name by the hesitating mode of delivery 
in which the performers in possession of Drury Lane, are apt to express 
them ^ves. __________________

THE FREN CH  COCKATRICE IN  ROME.
A VERY full and excellent book has of late been written on domestic 

fowls. But there is one curious circumstance connected with the 
subject—and well-attested by the wisdom of our ancestors—altogether 
omitted. We find no account of the Cockatrice that, upon the best 
authority, is a snake that, under the frequent name of basilisk, was 
wont to be called the little king of serpents. Now, the cockatrice, or 
basilisk, according to liigh authority, was hatched from a cock’s egg. 
“ A basilisk”—says the grave Scaliger—“ wasfound in Itome in the 
days of L eo the I  ourth .” And in the luckless, shuffling times of Pros 
THE N inth, whole flights iff basilisks—hatched from cock’s eggs—have 
alighted in destruction on the roof-tops of the Eternal City.

Baron Cuvier takes the cockatrice in hand, and declares the thing 
to be a thing fabulous. “  I t  was most absurdly imagined,”  says the 
Baron, “ to proceed from the eggs of old cocks. Aldrovandus and 
several other writers have given figures of it.”  Again, in the history 
of the French Itoyal Academy, is an account of cock’s eggs, laid at 
Montpellier; “ One of these egg«, opened in the presence of several 
savans, was found devoid of yolk, but exhibiting a coloured particle in 
the centre, which was considered as the young serpent.” To produce 
this serpent, it was necessary, in the olden day, that the egg should be 
“  hatched under a toad.” In our time—for the cockatrice is proved to 
be not fabulous—the French produce the reptile under a frog.

The cock—the old Gallic cock—has laid eggs for Rome. Thq glorious 
On DiKOT throws the shells into the Eternal'C ity; they burst, and the 
desolating snake—produced by Cock and Frog—“ strikes its victim 
dead by a single glance.”

Q entish Rnormi-ties.
Really some boundary should he put to the young gentlemen’s ties. 

They protrude so much on eadi side, that you can scarcely pass down 
Regent Street without having the sharp end of a JoinviUe tbnist into 
your face. Ladies are great victims to these enormous ties. I t  is time 
some limit was put to the growth of these public excrescences, for, if 
they keep on growing, no young gent will be able to go through 
Temple Bar unless he slides in sideways. We propose that policemen 
be armed with large shears, and empowered to lop oft’ all the Joinvilles 
and Beauforts that stick out more than six indies beyond each shoulder. 
This is very hberal measure, and should satisfy the most fastidious.

N otwithstanding General Oudinot’s inglorious success before 
the walls of Rome, very few people would like to stand in the French
men’s breaches.
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A H IN T  TO OUR ROYAL ACADEMY.

Tite Exhibition of Pictures at the Tuileries 
has lowered its catalogue from one franc to 
ten sous, and more than this, the admission, 
five or six days out of the week, is free. We 
boast of our liberal institutions, but liberal as 
they are, you cannot get into one of them 
without paying—and pa.ving, in many in
stances, very dearly too. Madame T ussaud 
only charges sixpence for her catalogue, why 
eovudn’t the Royal Academy do the same? 
They might make up the difference by charging 
something extra for their Chamber of Horrors, 
we mean the Octagon Room, or by turning 
that abode of darkness into a place for re
freshments.

We do not see why the Royal Academy 
could not print its catalogue for one half the 
price, and charge admission only on one day 
of the week, the Saturday, as the Tuileries 
does, and the receipts even of that day be 
nven, as in France, to some poor artists’ 
fund. This would be a picture of Charity, 
which we are extremely anxious to see every 
artist of the Academy trying his hand upon. 
The sooner it is exhibited, the better we 
shall be pleased at this masterpiece of English 
Art.

ASTLEIAN HISTORY OF THE INDIAN WAR.
VEuf book-worm boasts 

of the Bodleian Library: 
we will wager Lombard 
Street (Whitefriars) to 
a chainy orange, (if any 
fruit • thus fettered can 
be found.) that the Bod
leian Library will con
tain nothing half so 
striking as may be met 
with in the Astleian 
Library, should such a 
collection ever be formed. 
Until we saw the other 
night the amphitheatrical 
version of the Indian 
War, we had no idea of 
the circumstances out of 
which it arose, and we 
confess ourselves tho
roughly confounded by 
the flood of light let in 
upon the subject by the 

. . -  ,. , Astleian dramatist.
So far from British or Indian policy having had anything to do with 

the Indian War, it seems, according to Astley’s (tnie) Bill, that the 
original cause of hostility, commenced in a row that occurred in the 
course of

Scene I .—A  Publie House in Gravesend.
A dispute with a turbulent beadle is the first glimpse we get of the 

Indian war, which begins to develop itself in

Scene II .—Grand Indian Festival,
where Shere Singh is having a pas de deux danced before him, while 
he sits upon the sawdust, with a fair captive by his side, who turns out 
to be Mrs. Captain Best, of the Bungay Rifle Corps. Our old friend 
A]A!r«_is enjoying i\\ei ballet (in which by-the-by. all the dancers turn

who it appears has 
low or why—rushes

_______  „ ______ , ________ _ be Captain Best in
disguise and who requests permission to “ strike his light guitar.” 
Shere Singh assents, and the light guitar being struck, emits the 
sound of an entire orchestra, rather overloaded with brass, to whose 
sounds dancing is resumed, until an explosion is heard “ without,” 
and the cry “ The Punjaub is attacked” b^omes general. Shere Singh 
rushes out, consigning his captive [Mrs. Best) to the minstrel [Captain 
B. in disguise); a recognition lakes place between the Beadle premier 
of the Punjaub and the British Officer, and the Scene finishes up with

a rich bit of pathos, relieved by a slight seasoning of low oomedy. 
The next incident in this “ strange eventful history ” is the “ Bivouac 
of the British Army,” introducing the whole of the original Astleian 
stud of goats, cows, zebras, poneys (Jerusalem and other); but the 
effect was somewhat marred by an inquisitive horse, who would get up 
before his time in spite of his being sat down upon by six Sepoys, whom 
the obstinate brute dislodged, as if with a cool determination to ascer
tain the state of the pit, and stare out of countenance the front row of 
Ihe gallery.

After the bivouac there was a “ Front Scene,” in which Lord Govgh, 
surrounded by a brilliant Staff of three, makes a spiriied speech from a 
horse which seemed alternately disposed to jib through the canvas flat 
at the back, or plunge forwards into the orchestra. Lord Gough was 
understood to say, as connectedly as his oseillating horse would let him, 
that “ The Indian hound should be taught to shrink from the British 
bulldog,”  or words to tliat effect.

After a few intermediate scenes, in which the Gravesend Beadle, a 
comic Marine, Shere Singh, and a musical Vivandiere take part, the 
attack begins uponMooltan with a squib, and a company of Lancers— 
“ Two’s Company” in this case—rushes on. clashing their swords 
against the wooden pike-staffs of the Indians, whose weapons are as plain 
as a pike-staff, in the amphitheatrical version of the onslaught.

The melee now beeomes general, and dolls dressed in regimentals are 
thrown down by the property man, to represent the killed and wounded, 
for the horses to gallop over t hem. The contest is continued with such 
fury that, leaving the fortifications of Mooltan, the combatants pour 
into the circle usually set apart for Ihe horsemanship, and Shere Sinoh 
being eventually killed, walks out bowing from tlie ring, amid the 
applause of the audience. The band strikes up “ Rule Britannia,” Lord 
Gough forms the centre of a tableau lighted by red fire, and the curtain 
descends on the dramatic abridgment of the “ History of the W ar in 
India.” We must, in justice, confess that nothing is wanting to give the 
fullest effect to the illusion, and that the abridgment is considerably 
better calculated for stage representation, than the most elaborate 
despatches, detailing the minutest incidents of an affair which could 
not have been better got up in India, under L oud Gough, than at the 
foot of Westminster Bridge, under Mu. B a t t v , Stage Manager.

Red R epublican M artyrs.
The greatest personal sacrifice we have yet heard of among the Red 

Republicans in France has been the simultaneous abandonment of their 
beards by the Socialists, who until latterly cultivated these hirsute 
emblems of a desire to beard the Government. Many of the Reds 
feeling conscious that they had experienced only a hair’s b re a th  
escape from the hands of justice, have divested themselves of all super
fluous hair that could only serve to remind them of their recent danger. 
The Anti-beard movement has, we understand, raised razors in Paris 
at least two per cent, and soap, which lately remained on hand, has 
met with generak countenance.
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T H E  S L A N G  O E  T H E  S O N G -W E IT E E S .
W e have from time to time endeavoured to check the fashionable song

writers in their search after the sentimental; but though we have suc
ceeded occasionally in pulling them up rather short, we find the balladist’s 
Pegasus like the Astley’s Maz«ppa—'K\i\\ the sieve of oats attracting 
him at the wing—“ again urging on his wild career.” W'hen the as
tonished world was asked by the music-sellers, whether it would love 
somebody or other “ then as now s '"  we were not surprised when the 
music-sellers, responding to their own query—because they thought it 
likely enough to answer—replied, “  Then as how I ’ll love thee more,” 
or words to that effect. I t  is a well established fact, that in purchasing 
a song, no one thinks of looking beyond the first line, and as in legal 
conveyancing, so in the cpnveyance of a ballad from the shelves of the 
publisher, the first requisite is to make a good title.

Talk of the burdens on land : we are convinced that a committee of 
inquiry into the burdens of songs would, in many quarters, be consi
dered a subject of far greater interest. Though good beginnings may 
be followed by the most lame and impotent of endings, it matters 
nothing to the ballad-loving public, who are so caught by the idea of 
being loved “ then as now,”  that they never stop to inquire the existing 
quantity of affection, or to ascertain the character of the individual who 
is called upon to say whether the supply will be kept up at a future 
period. We have heard of tragedies sustained by one scene, comedies 
kept alive by one situat ion, and farces rescued from failure by a single 
joke—which is not unfrequently an old one; but however apocryphal 
these things may be, there is no doubt of the fact that fashionable 
ballads are held up in public favour by a single line. Their existence 
may be said to hang by a thread, aud that thread is one which there is 
often the utmost diiTiculty in unravelling. We shall be exceedingly 
happy to supply the principal music publishdts with a series of these 
lines at the mere price of a song—say a hundred guineas—and we beg 
to throw off the following as a few samples:—

“ Oh, don’t I  love you rather, still?  ”
“ Ihey tell me thou hast pas?d the Court.”

“ I  dare hot use thy cherish’d name!’
But perhaps the music publishers, before they venture to give us our 

terms—moderate as they are—will desire to see a song regularly per
fected for publication, and we therefore beg to submit the following, 
which is enriched with the whole of the three gems we have so lavishly 
thrown down in the shape of titles, and which, in the plenitude of our 
poetical wealth, we embody in a single ballad :

Oh ! don’t I  love you rather still P 
Are all mv pledges set at nought P 

Dishonour’d is affection’s billP 
Or pass’d is Love’s Insolvent Court P 

Is memory’s schedule coldly filed 
On one of Cupid’s broken darts P 

Is  I I ymen’s balance sheet compiled—
A bankrupt’s stock of damaged hearts ?

Verse.
I  dare not use thy cherish’d name—

Would’st thou accept were I  to draw ?
The God of Love may take his aim.

But with an arrow made of straw.
Each fonder feeling that I  knew 

A lifeless heap of ruin lies ;
Yes, false one—ticketed by you.

“ Look here !—Alarming Sacrifice!! 1 ”

THE FORTUNE OF WAR.
I t is gratifying to know that military men have a way opened to 

them of earning a shilling a day, and glory, without danger, or any

treat fatigue. “ Our brave fellows ” (as private soldiers are called in 
espatches and “ Military Reminiscences” ) may now taste the excite

ments of war amidst all the blessings of peace, and imbibe the porter 
of Bakclay between every bite of the blank cartridge, thus securin;
^ L    1 t ̂   T  - A - ^ aL a I a W V n A  _ .  S* a_ iS 1 .  .  J

Equestrian Military Spectacle, entitled Mooltan and Goojerat, or The 
Conquest of the Sikhs” at Astley’s, have so raised the value of the 
soldier in the commercial market, that the rival ^ licem an  is looking 
bluer than ever from sheer envy. On the arrival of dusk, every evening 
just now  ̂ there is such a cannonade—such discharges of musquetry— 
such springing of mines—such a “ jolly row,” in short—that it seems as 
if the continent had come to pay us a visit, and several old ladies have 
been frightened into fits, from au idea that the “ Cbartishes ” had risen, 
and had got beyond the power of the “ specials ” and their staves. 
Colonel Sibthorp should really make a point of asking a few questions 
on the subject in the House.

OUR OWN CORRESPONDENT.
The competition which prevails among the daily news-Mpers forces 

"our own correspondent” into the thick of every battle, thefocus of every 
bombardment, the crest of every barricade, and between the folding 
doors of every cabinet, so that it is no wonder if he becomes occasion
ally rather “ bothered.” He is required to catch the manners living as 
they rise, to condense rumours into facts, fermentation into opinions, 
unaccomplished theories into accomplished facts. He must not be more 
than twenty-four hours behind the times, and is therefore thrown 
upon first thoughts, whereas second thoughts are best. Besides as idle 
news is better than no news at all, he may always say something in one 
letter, if only to contradict it in his next.

Thus he may inform his journal in No I, that, “ The insurgents of 
Tchzrkjniet have been exterminated by the Imperialists under Schlick, 
and the city reduced to a heap of ruins.”

No 2. hastens to correct the utterly groundless report of No I, and 
to announce on “ authority that maybe reUed on,” that Tchzrkjmet, 
like Mother H ubbard’s dog, is on its legs again, and that the 
“ national flag is now flying over the Domkirche,”  as “ our own corres
pondent ” can distinctly perceive through “ our own ” telescope.

No. 3 corrects No. 2, and announces that “ the flag described as 
national in our last, is the Imperial banner of the Black Eagle,” that 
“ the Imperialists have crossed the Waag in triumph, on the surrender 
of Tchzrkjmet,” and that “ the notorious P u l z t z t k w c h y  has escaped 
with the contents of the Treasury, and is believed to have escaped to 
London in the disguise of a waiter seeking a situation at the Sabloniere.” 

An illustrated journal of the same week, however, gives us “ the
trait of the illustrious P u l z t z y k w c h y  in his uniform of Commandant 
of the important fortress of Tchzrkjmet, which continues, thanks to his

glorious resistance, to hold the Imperialists at bay.”  Really, the name 
of these flying reporters ought to be changed to that of " our own con
tradictories,”  for why should they be called “ correspondents,” when no 
two of their letters correspond with each other 1
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M a NMEHS and CVS'TONS . o f  >  ENG-LYSHE )N 1849- Kl° 17

> A . V T e w o P  H ^ L oK D E  hys C k v k f t  G r .o v m >d e .

M r. P ip s  h is D ia ry .
Monday, June 18,1849. T his Day a grreat Cricket Matcli, Surrey 

against England, at L ord’ŝ , and I  thither, all the way to St. John’s 
Wood, to see the Place, having often heard talk of it, and the Playing, 
which Mr . L ongstoppe did tell me was a pretty Sight. Paid 6rf. to be 
let in, and 2d. for a Card of the Innings, and bought a little Book of the 
Laws of the Game, cost me 1j . 6d. mote, thoui^h when I  bad got if, 
could hardly understand a Word of i t ; but to think how much Money 
I  spend out of Curiosity, and how inquisitive I am, so as to be vexed to 
the Heart if I  cannot thoroughly make out every Thing I  see ! The 
Cricketing I believe very fine ; but could not judge of i t : for I  think I 
did never before see anv Cricket since I  was a little Varlet Boy at 
Sehool. But what a Difference between the Manner of Bowling in 
those Days, and that Players now use! for then they did moderately 
trundle the Ball under-hand ; but now they fling it over-handed from 
the Elbow, as though vicioiulv, and it flies' like a Shot, being at least 
Live Ounces and a Half in Weight, and hard as a Block. I  saw it strike 
one of the Bat-men on the Knuckles, who Danced and shook his Fist, as 
methouglit well he might. But to see how handy some did catch it, 
though knocked off the Bat by a strong Man with all his Force ; albeit 
now and then they missing it, and struck by it on the Head, or in the 
Mouth, and how any one can learn to play Cricket without losing his 
front Teeth is a Wonder. The Spectators aitting on Benches in a

Circle, at a Distance, and out of the Way of the Ball, which wa.s w ise; 
but some on a raised Stand, and others aside at Tables, under a now ot 
Trees near a Tavern within the Grounds, with Pijies and B eer; and 
many in the Circle also Smoking and Drinking, ami the 
tinually going the round of them to serve them Liqu'”' and loliacco. 
But all as quiet as a Quakers’ Meeting, except when a good lit made, 
or a  Player bowled out, and strange to see how grave and so emn they 
looked, as if the Sight of Men in white Clothes, knocking a Bali about, 
were Something serious to think on Did hear that many had Wagers 
on the Game, but doubt it, for methinks tlierc had been more Liveliness 
if muoli Betting, and Chance of winning or losing Money. 1 he Com
pany very nnmenous, and among them some in Carnages, and was glad 
to see so many People diverted although at what I could not tell. But 
they enjoyed themselves in their Way, whatever tliat. was, and I m mine, 
thinking bow droll they looked, So earnestly attending to a niere Show 
of JJpxterity. I, for my part, soon out of Patience with the I.engtli ot 
the Innings, and the Stopping and Interruption after each Kim, and so 
away, more tired, I  am sure, than any of the Cricketers. Yet I do fake 
Pride, as an Englishman, in our Country Sport of Cricket, albeit 1 do 
not care to watch it playing: and certainly it is a manly Game, throwing 
open the Chest, and strengthening the Limbs, and the Player so often 
in Danger of being hit by the Ball.

    
 



PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 13

MR. BROWN'S LETTERS TO A YOUNG MAN ABOUT TOWN.

ON LOVE, MAIUIUGE, MEN, AND 'WOMEN.

OB Brown is in love, then, 
and undergoing the common 
lot 1 And so, my dear you 
are this moment enduring the 
delights and tortures, the 
jealousy and wakefulness, 
the longing and raptures, the 
frantic despair and elation, 
attendant upon the passion 
of love. In the year 1812 (it 
was before I  contracted my 
alliance with your poor dear 
aunt, who never caused me 
any of the disquietudes above 
enumerated) I  myself went 
through some of those mise
ries and pleasures, wliich you 
now, O jmr nephew, are en
during. I  pity ana sympa
thise with you. I  am an old 
cock now, with a feeble strut 
and a faltering crow. But 1 
was young once; and remem
ber the time very well. Since 
that time, amavi amantes: if 
I  see two young people happy, 
I  like i t : as I  like to see 
children enjoying a panto
mime. I  have been the con

fidant of numbers of honest fellows, and the secret watcher of scores of little 
prettv intrigues in life. Miss Y., I  know why you go so eagerly to balls now, 
and Mu. Z., what has set you off dancing at vour mature age. Do you fancy, 
AIus. Alpha, that I  believe you walk every day at half-past eleven by the Ser
pentine for nothing, and that I  don’t sec young O’Mega in Rotten Row f . . . 
And so, my poor Bob, you are shot.

If  you lose the object of your desires, the loss won’t  kill you; vou may set that 
down as a certainty. If you win, it is possible that you will be disappointed; that 
point also is to be considered. But hit or miss, good luck or bad—I  should be 
sorry, my honest Bon, that thou didst not undergo the malady. Every man ought to 
be in love a few times in his life, and to have a smart attack of the fever. You are 
the better for it when it is over; the better for your misfortune if you endure it 
with a manly heart; how much the better for success if you win it and a good wife 
into the bargain! A h! Bon—there is a stone in the burying-ground at Funchal 
which I  often and often think of—many hopes and passions lie beneath it, along 
with the fairest and gentlest creature in the world—i t ’s not Mrs. Brown that lies 
there. After life’s fitful fever, she sleeps in Marylcbone burying-ground, poor dear 
soul! E mily Blenkinsop might have been Mrs. Brown, but—but let us change 
the subject.

Of course you will take advice, my dear Bob, about your flame. All men and 
women do. I t  is notorious that they listen to the opinions of all their friends, and 
never follow their own counsel. Well, tell us about this girl. What are her 
qualifications, expectations, belongings, station in life, and so forth?

About beauty I  do not argue. I  take it for granted. A man sees beauty, or that 
which he likes, with eyes entirely his own. 1 don’t say that plain women get 
husbands as readily as the pretty girls—hut so many handsome girls are unmarried, 
and so many of the other sort wedded, that there is no possibility of establishing a 
rule, or of setting up a standard. Poor dear Mrs. B rown was a far finer woman than 
E mily Blenkinsop, and yet 1 loved her little finger more than the whole hand which 
your aunt Martha gave me—1 see the plainest women exercising the greatest 
fascinations over men—in fine, a man falls in love with a woman because it is 
fate, because she is a woman; Bon, too, is a man, and endowed with a heart 
and a beard.

Is  she a clever woman ? I  do not mean to disparage you, my good fellow, but 
y o u ^ e  not a man that is hkely to set the Thames on lire; and 1 should rather like 
to see you fall to the lot of a clever woman. A set has been made against clever 
women from all times. Take all Siiakspere’s heroines—they all seem to me pretty 
much the same affectionate, motherly, tender, tliat sort of thing. Take Scott’s 
ladies, and other writers’—each man seems to draw from one model—an exquisite 
slave is what we want for the most part, a humble, flattering, smiling, child-loving, 
tea-making, piano forte playing being, who laughs at our jokes however old they 
may be, coaxes and wheedles us in our humours, and fondly lies to us through life. 
I never could get your poor aunt into this system, though I  confess I  should have 
been a happier man had she tried it.

There arc many more clever women in the world than men think for—our habit 
is to despise them ; we believe they do not think because they do not contradict us : 
and are weak because they do not struggle and rise up against us. A man only 
begins to know women as he grows old; and for my part my opinion of their 
cleverness rises every day.

When I  say I  know women, I  mean I  know that 
don’t  know them. Every single woman I  ever knew is a 
puzzle to me, as I  have no doubt she is to herself. Say 
they are not clever P Their hypocrisy is a perpetual marvel 
to me, and a constant exercise of cleverness of the finest 
sort. You see a demure-looking woman perfect in all her 
duties, constant in house-bills and shirt-buttons, obedient 

j to her lord, and anxious to please him in all things; silent,
I when you and he talk politics, or literature, or balderdash 
I  together, and if referred to, saying, with a smile of perfect 
j humility, “ 0 , women are not judges upon such and such 
I m atters; we leave learning and politics to men.”  “  Yes,

E  P olly,” says J ones, patting the back of Mrs. J .’s 
good-naturedly, “ attend to the house, my dear; 

j th a t’s the best thing you can do, and leave the rest to 
I us.” Benighted idiot! She has long ago taken your 
I measure and your friends’; she knows your weaknesses 
! and ministers to them in a thousand artful ways. She 
I knows your obstinate points, and marches round them 
j with the most curious art and patience, as you will see 
: an ant on a journey turn round an obstacle. Every 
I woman manages her husband: every person who manages 
. another is a hypocrite. Her smiles, her submission, her 
I good-humour, for all which we value her,—what are they 
but admirable duplicity ? We expect falseness from her, 

'and order and educate her to be dishonest. Should he 
upbraid, I  ’ll own that he prevail; say that he frown, I  ’ll 
answer with a smile;—what are these but lies, that we 

' exact from our slaves ? lies, the dexterous performance of 
‘ which we announce to be the fem^e virtues : brutal Turks 
that we a re ! I  do not say that Mrs. Brown ever obeyed 

i me—on the contrary: but I  should have liked it, for I  am 
i a Turk like my neighbour.

I  will instance your mother now. When my brother 
\ comes in to dinner after a bad day’s sport, or after looking 
' over the bills of some of you bovs, he naturally begins to 
be surly with your poor dear mother, and to growl at the 
mutton. What does she do ? She may be hurt, but she 
doesn’t show it. She proceeds to coax, to smile, to turn 
the conversation, to stroke down Broin, and get him in a 
good-humour. She sets him on his old stories, and she 
and all the girk—poor dear little Sapphiras !—set off laugh
ing; there is that story about the Goose walking into 
church, which your father teUs, and your mother and sisters 
laugh at. until 1 protest I  am so ashamed that I  hardly 
know where to look. On he goes with that story time 
after time: and your poor mother sits there and knows 
that I  know she is a humbug, and laughs o n ; and teaches 
all the girls to laugh too. Had that dear creature been 
bom to wear a nose-ring and bangles instead of a muff and 
bonnet, and a brown skin in the place of that fair one with 
which Nature has endowed her, she would have done 
Suttee, after your brown Brahmin father had died, and 
thought women very irreligious too, who refused to roast 
themselves for their masters and lords. I  do not mean to 
say that the late Mrs. Brown would have gone through 
the process of incremation for me—far from i t : by a timely 
removal she was spared from the grief which he* widow
hood would have doubtless caused her, and 1 acquiesce in 
the decrees of Fate in this instance, and have not the least 
desire to have preceded her.

I  hope the ladies will not take my remarks in ill part. 
I t  I  die for it, I  must own that I  don’t think they have fair 
play. In  the bargain we make with them I  don’t think 
they get their rights. And as a labourer notoriously does 
more by the piece than he does by the day, and a free man 
works harder than a slave, so I  doubt whether we get the 
most out of our women by enslaving them as we do by law 
and custom. There are some folks who would limit the 
range of women’s duties to little niore than a kitchen range 
—others who like them to administer to our delectation in 
a ball-room, and permit them to display dimpled shoulders 
and flowing ringlets—just as tou have one horse for a mill, 
and another for the I ’ark. But in whatever way we like 
them, it  is for our use somehow that we have women 
brought tfp; to work for us or to shine for us, or to 
dance t o  us or what not. I t  would not have been 
thought shame of our fathers fifty years ago, that they 
could not make a custard or a pie, but our mothers 
would have been rebuked had they been ignorant on these 
matters. Why should not you and I  be ashamed now 
because we cannot make our own shoes, or cut out our 
own breeches? We know better: we get the cobblers 
and tailors to do that—and it was we who made the

VOL. XVII,
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laws for women, who we are in the habit of saying are not so clever 
as we are.

My dear Nephew, as I  grow old and consider these things, I  know 
whicn are the stronger, men or women; bnt which are the cleverer, I

BnowN THE E ldek.

COWAKDY! COW AEDY! CUSTARD!

H e who in yonth has been occasionally deficient in courage may 
remember to have been addressed in the above terms, and to have been 
recommended, at the same time, to make a meal on the contents of the 
paternal mustard-pot. A similar recommendation might at the present 
moment be made to a certain secreta^ of the Republic of San 
Salvador, now resident at Rome, who joined the remainder of the 
Consuls in a protest against the bombardment of the Eternal City.

After the names of J ohn F reeborn, consular agent to her Britannic 
Majesty; J ean Bravo, consul of Denmark, and a few o thers; we have 
the signature of “ A. Shaking, secretary of the Republic of San 
Salvador.” The nervousness of this secretary, under the dread of 
bombardment, must have been something truly horrible to have set 
him A Shaking in the manner describeo; and the Republic of San 
Salvador, though it cannot be said its representative at Rome is no 
great shakes, must feel rather humibatea by the ague-like condition 
mto which the secretary allows himself to be thrown, by the siege 
operations of the French army.

THE MONSTER PANORAMA MANIAS.
W e have long ago come to the conclusion that the present is the age 

of Monsters, a conviction that wae not disturbed by asslight outbreak of 
Dwarfs a year or two ago, for there is sdways a tendency in extremes to 
meet, and if a Giant starts a show, it is ten to one but a Dwarf will set 
up next door to him. We began with Monster M eetings; we have 
since had Monster Concerts, but Monster Panoramas are the latest 
monstrosity to which we have been subjected. The rival American 
rivers have brought an overflow to the banks of their respective pro
prietors, and the Mississippi, as well as the Ohio and the Hudson, have 
for some time had the tide of success nianing in their favour.

We have pften wondered that no native artist has adopted the Yankee 
notion, and made a Panoramic Painting of the New River, beginning at 
the mouth of Sir  H ugh Mtddelton’s head—who. by th e  way, must 
have suffered severely from water on the brain, considering that Jiis head 
has been for the last century or so a tremendous reservoir.

I t  appears from our contemporary the Builder that three English
draughtsmen have lately been 
up the Nile, for the purpose of 
taking a rough draught of its 
waters, and we are shortly to 
have a Panorama of that mte- 
resting river. We can imagine 
the exertions made by the artists 
in their process of taking their 
sketches from the spot, and we 
can fancy one of them mounted 
on a camel, the camel’s hair 
being from tune to time cut to 
replenish the brushes, while the 
hump of the brute might be con
verted into a sort of easel very 
^ i l y .  Whatever mav be the 
intrinsic merits of the forth
coming pieture—and we have no 
doubt they will be g ^ t ,—we 
ought to take into consideration 
the courage of the artists in 

exploring such a river as the Nile, and looking all its perilous features 
in the face, particularly when some of those features iuchide the mouth 
and teeth o f  that a—a
dental phenome
non—umom we
should not like — ^
accidentally to 
encounter — the 
Crocodile. I t  is 
all v e ^  well for 
an artist at times 
to allow his sub
ject to run away
with him in the enthusiasm of the moment, bnt no painter finds the 
clutch of a Crocodile agreeable to his palette. We fear that the 
draughtsman on the Nile rould scarcely ever feel his leg at ease in a 
place where so many gaping-mouthed monsters are ready to come as

residuary legatees into possession of the limb of any one who, while 
putting his best leg foremost, is compelled to leave his worst leg a 
little way behind him.

We cannot, of course, look for any high degree of finish in these 
' '  ' I, whose merit is measured by their mileage rather than by the

talent the artists have displayed, for we presume that the colours can 
be laid on with nothing more delicate than a mop in the production of

' Sir ,

OUR UNHEALTHY COURTS. 

To the Editor o f “ Punch’'

to awumulate, continues to disgrace the lemslature and the period
............................... .................................. hboi ■ ■ '

dug
has been done to rectify the arrangements of the Patent Office, wliich 
are such as to smother nine-tenths of our inventive population. The

“ The foul and filthy dens iu the ncig! 
and Lincoln’s Inn yet remain in as disgusting a state as ever.

urhood of Chancery lisne
Hetothini

these works, which literally illuatrate the maxim as to A rt being long 
and Life being short, for he must have a long life indeed who hopes to 
see the end of the lengths which our modem artists are going to.

" All the agitation whicli lias been raised against tlie Metro
politan Nuisances has, alas ! only verified (he old vulgar proverb as to 
the consequences of stirring anything that is unpleasant.

“ Those sinks of iniquity in Doctors’ Commons, the Ecclesiastical 
cesspools, exist still in ^  their otl'ensiveness. The Arches Court 
abomination in particular, in which ttie rubbish of ages has been allowed

ipite of their 
fho have the

noisome abuses of the Palace Court are unabated, m 
nqtorions enormity. .That drain upon the vitals of all 
misfortune to get within its influence, in the Court of Chancery,— 
the worst Court in Ijondon,—is still open, poisoning the atmosphere far j 
and near, like any Upas. |

“ The unwholesome condition of Westminster Hal' »candalou8 to  | 
that Parliament to whose place of meeting it is oontignons. In ' 
of these localities the fever of litigation rages with pestilential violence; 
and their atmosphere is intolerably oppressive, cs^cially to the poorer 
classes. I t  was hoped that a noble and learned Lord was about to 
sweep them clean; but for that purpose I am afraid we want a new 
Bkopgham. The nation, in the meanwhile, is welcome to the servioea 
of your humble servant,

“ Besom."

Is  th a t a  Site to  show Anybody P
A B ill is passing through the legislatwe on the subject of sites for 

schools. We understand that a certain simple-minded Member intends 
moving the introduction of a clause restraining anybody belonging to 
any school from “ taking a sight ’’ at any schoolmaster.
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EECIPROCITY. A POLITICO-ECONOMICAL IDYLL.
JONATHAN.

Sweet sounds the water-power of yon cascade.
Sweet are the sounds by bones and banjo made.
But sweeter far, I  guess, than lyre or riU,
The chink of dollars toted to the till.

JOHN.
Fair in her erinoline, moves yonder belle,
Fair is the price at which my goods I  sell 
But fairer t o  than price-list, or than maid,
Was the Protection once enjoyed by trade.

JONATHAN.
I  calculate, J ohn Britisher, that we 
Of folks on airth are slickest, and most free;
To whittle, whop, trade, trot, drink, dive, or do.
We challenges the world, includin’ you.

JOHN.
Oh, J onathan—^New Englander, methiuks.
You must have been indut^ng in strong drinks;
Had not that vile Free-Trade brought England down,
I  *d show how Britons can do Yankees brown 1

JONATHAN.
Though free from all restrictions'there you stands.
While Shipping Laws and Tariffs tie my hands.
Riled to compete. New York State me has back’d 
To dig this neU agin you, th a t’s a fact 1

Agreed!—yet stay ; a weaael catch asleep;
Though CoBDES-ridde^ still is J ohn Bc u . deept 
How can such competition equal be;
Unless you’ll grant me Beciprodtj/r

JONATHAN.
I  ’ll mve yon that or a n ^ t—my dander|s rij!—
But nrst explain what that you ask for is.

JOHN.
Our Laws have loowd my hands, wliile yours, more kind.

My limbs must be tied up ’ere I  begin.
For how, my friend, can my free hands e’er hope 
In  wielding tools with your tied hands to cope f 
N ot so—my teachers in Protection’s school 
Have taught to me, thank Heaven, a wiser rule, 
Never to part with aught that cramps one’s powers. 
Unless our rival’s hands be loosed, like ours.

JONATHAN.
Enough. But say—was he m  taught your school 
A ’tarnal knave, or a ’tarnation fool P 
Were but my hands like yours, loose at my side. 
Darn’d if I  'd  ever ask to have ’em tied.

A L L ’S W ELL THAT ENDS W ELL.
W e are happy to find, that, in addition 1  ̂ Young England parlies, 

Tory parties, Whig parties, Radical parties,, and Charter parties, we 
are likely to  have at last a good water jiarty in the country, for the 
purpose of obtaining purity in what may be fairly called one of the 
great elements of society. There is at last something in the wind, on 
the subjeot of what has too long been suffered to exist in the water. 
The existing companies will find that, though we have hitherto allowed 
them to lay, J^^t as they liked, we have resolved to use sJl our
might to reject the existing main, and summarily to put out the pipes of 
those wlio are determined to make us go through thicX and thin for a cup 
of tea from our own cisterns.

There i> no Place like the Hom e Office.
T he answer to a public deputation is generally a promise "  to con

sider.”  Eahl Grey might certainly be called the most promising man 
of the administration. He could issue promissory notes, whichshould 
run t h u s “ In  three months’ time I  promise to consider, &c.” They 
wouU save a deal of worry and expectation, if well circulated amongst 
public bodies, for a deputation would know at once what to expect. 
As it is, people say that, despite the long time the Home Secretary 
takes “ to consider,’’ his decisions are never worlh the smallest consi
deration. They declare “ he is the very slowest Minister, considering.” 
I t  would seem that, in the Government team, “ the Grey is not the 
best Horse.”

GRAND BANQUET TO MR. PUNCH.
I n imitation of the Sovereign of these dominions— 
whose example a person as distinguished even as 
Mr. Punch may be proud to follow—the acknow
ledged Sovereign of the Press has graciously con
descended to accept the hospitality which some of 
his subjects hav t ventured to offer him. The first 
of a series of entertainments was the other day given 
to him by Mb . D unup, that very distinguished sub
ject, who has on more than one occasion entertained 
the world at large, and who, preliminary to his being 
gazetted as C.B., Common Bankrupt, or presented 
at court—that court whose brightest ornaments are 
in basso relievo, or, in other words, where insolvents 
stand out in base relief—was permitted to  entertain 
his Fleet-Streatian Majesty.

At precisely five o’clock. Punch, accompanied by 
Toby, who wore the collar of his own order, arrived 

at the grand staircase of Mb. D unup’s chambers. The popular air 
of “ W ho’s that knocking at the door?” was immediately struck 
up from the inside, and was replied to bv “ Come, if you dare,” 
in a minor key through the major key-hole. The outer door was 
immediately thrown open sufficiently to aomit the distinguished guests, 
but was immediately closed on its being ascertained that the sheriff, 
with a promptitude that did him credit, had despatched two or three of 
his officers to render good service of various writs, had there been an 
opportunity of doing so. Mr. Punch was accordingly received with a 
saW n from Mb . Dcnhp, followed by a slam of the outer door, which 
served as an efficient substitute for a royal salute, echoed as it was by the 
battery of the officers on the outside, who, after a few volleys of aouse, 
retired.

Mb . Dhnup received his visitors upon a raised mat, and having 
thus placed himself on the high ropes, he was enabled to assume 
a becoming dignity. Having led the way along the hall of hat pegs, 
the floor of which was covered with cloth of the richest oil, from 
the manufactory of Shith  and Baber, and worthy of the palace of 
Axi Baba himself, Mb . Ddnhp proceeded past the celebrated Dunup 
diamond—the well-known black one—which was placed in the helmet of 
one of his ancestors, a helmet coM-scoop given him by his grandmother. 
Mr. Punch was then conducted to the inner apartment, where the banquet 
;^as laid out in toe most tasteful manner. Everything—including the 
plate—was of British manufacture; and a brass band stationed outside, 
having struck up “ A l idea di quel meiallo,” the effect was quite 
electro-cal. On a temporary buffet—made of the wash-hand stand, 
and covered with a piece of carpet from one of the Minsters, either 
Ax or Kidder, we are unable to say which, stood a handsome china 
salver, containing the whole of Mb. Dunup’s stock of silver— t̂hree 
shillings, with a fourpenny bit—which had been displayed with a due 
regard to effect on this occasion. Over the mantel-piece was 
pasteA what Me. Dunup calls the Magna CJuarta, or Great Bill of 
his Family—being a bill for £20, accepted by one of his ancestors, 
and unsullied by that appendage in the comer, which has placed 
so many of Mr. D unup’s notes or bills among the Notabiliaof our 
commercial history. Punch sat in the place of honour, Toby standing, 
as he always does, on his own right, and Mb. D unup placing himself 
opposite.

The Banquet was of the most gorgeous description; consisting of 
beef thoroughly a-la-mode, and salad, such as might suit the fastidious 
taste of even a Saladin. The potatoes were of remarkable size and 
symmetry; while a dish of French beans, which graced the end of 
the table, may be pronounced something; very rare, for there were 
not more than ten of these verdant luxuries. By way of tit-bit in the 
centre, or more properly speaking, centre-bit, was a patty of veal and 
ham served up sstb vel-an-tnt, or under a cover.

The second course consisted of a delicious ris-au-lail of Patna Bice, 
with the appropriate motto, ‘‘ Jiiisia ieueatis, amici,” worked in beet
root round the edge of it.

The Dessert consisted of a pine-clad pottle of strawberries, one'of 
which was snapped at bv Toby, who, hearing the word hautboy pro
nounced, mistook it for * H o ! boy!” and clutched the fruity morsel. 
We had almost forgotten to say tliat the wines were also of truly 
British manufacture; and that the beers included the choicest ginger, 
as well as the strongest double X.

After the Toast, Toby favoured the company with “ The Bonny Bark” 
in six sharps, and at this moment the lighting of the gas-li^ht in the 
court below produced an effect which the distinguished visitors went 
to the window to admire. During this incident, tea was served by an 
officer of the Native IVa-poys under a slight discharge of gun-powder 
and canister; after whidi the illustrious guests descended to the street, 
Mr. D unup whistling “ Such a getting down Stairs,” and eseortinjg 
them to one of the innumerable ’busses that had been provided for their 
—and the general—convenience.
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p l e a s u r e s  o f  H O R S E K E E P IN G .-H O R S E  N o. 3.

Mk. Bkiggs, determined to have no more inferior H orses, gives a good round sum tor “ A Clever Cob—up to great
WEIGHT— AND THAT A CHILD MIGHT BIDE.”  H e  HAS SOME FRIENDS (WHO REALLY KNOW WHAT A UORSE IS) TO DINE WITH HIM, 
WHOSE OPINIONS HE WISHES TO HAVE.

T in t Friend. “ Ah—vert nice—very nice—but not my sort—been knocked about a good deal, I  should say—driven 
IN A Butcher’s Cart, perhaps, and sold because he wasn’t fast enough.”

Second Ditto. “ He hasn’t been down, Briggs, has h e ? I s that a scratch, or is  it only the ligh t? ”
Third Ditto. “ Does he shy at all? H is eyes don’t look quite the thing.”
Fourth Ditto. “ I  TELL YOU WHAT, B r IGGS, YOU MUST HAVE HIM LOOKED AFTER A LITTLE BETTER, OR HE *LL VERY SOON HAVE 

A CRACKED HEEL.”
Fifth Ditto. “ That iiock seems rather queer,” &c., &c., &c.

A REGISTERED SHERIFF.
I t used to be said that the Battle of the Constitution is to be fought 

in the Registration Courts, but it is now quite certain tliat the Battle of 
the Shrievalty of London is to be fought in the Registration Paletots. 
N icoll, who has long professed to clothe even a Falstaff with elegance, 
and would cheerfully register the tonnage of that ton of man in a 
registered over-coat, has been elected Sheriff of the first city in the 
world. Happily for those who live in fear of the officers of the 
Sheriff, they may now go and enter an appearance for £11 5j . at the house 
of the Sheriff himself, by endorsing themselves in one of his registered 
wrappers. Who need fear the utmost rigour of the law, when its moat 
formidable officer devotes himself to no other kind of rigour, than 
rigging out those who come to him, with “ cash down,” for an over
coat ? To those who are in hot water, the aqua-scutum of the Sheriff 
will prove an inestimable blessing.

There is som e P leasure in being  in  Parliam ent.
SlBTHORP says, “  A Member of Parliament has i hree pleasures in

friend the Colonel is rarely disappointed in.
pleasure i

STOCK €N  TRADE FOR SALE.
Mr. P unch is instructed to offer to Public'Competition, a Prime 

Assortment of Damaged Goods, the Stock in Trade of M r. 11. 1) isbaeli, 
M. P., whose recent I’arliamentary Failure, in connection with the 
State of the Nation, has created such universal excitement. 'These 
Articles, having been smMlied by the C hancellor  of t h e  E x c h e q u er , 
are now to be peremptorily disposed of as Broken-Up Materials, which 
Noblemen and Gentlemen will find quite capalilo of being worked up 
again into Speeches adapted to the meridian of Protectionist meetings.

The following are among the principal Bargains -A Miscellaneous
Collection of Facts in proof of the distress of the Nation, onW a little 
exaggerated, among which will be found some unsound Statistics 
wortliy the attention of Interested Parl ies.

8on»o
A Mass of Kubbish con-

argument with Country Gentlemen. A Large Quantity of Clap-trap, 
somewhat the worse for wear, but which may always be aepended upon 
to draw down the Applause of the unsophisticated. The Facts, Figures, 
Arguments, Statistics, &c. will be put up in Lots, and knocked down 
in succession to the best bidder.

"  P ax V o b i s c u m .” — The French artillery at Rome has been called 
“ The (Canons of the Church.’
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LOOK A-HEAD! WHAT AH! YOUR HAT!

An enormous amount of humiliation seems to have come down upon 
the devoted heads of various individuals now about town, for such an 
assemblage of “ shocking bad hats ” has never been seen since the day 
when the cry of “ What a shocking bad h a t! ” was ringing in the ears 
of nearly every one of us. The present race of hats is so utterly 
uncouth, that we really wish for even that enormous instalment of 
Eastern despotism—a H atti Scheriff—to be enforced against those 
hats for the p i lo s e  of putting them down in a summary manner.

We are inclined to believe that almost every one of these hats could 
tell a tale about its wearer, and that castor-ology would be a science no 
less interesting than phrenology, if we were to take the trouble to 
study it. The odious affair known vulgarly as the Wide-awake speaks 
loudly of slang and snobbishness, while there are others in the variety 
of hats which must be felt to be understood, and which really are felt 
when you look into them. The Gibus hat speaks 
of the elasticity of youth, and is a type of the 
buoyancv with which the crushed heart resumes its 
former shape, and springs as it were to life when 
roused by a pressure from within; but there are 
other hats which, utterly without nap, seem to 
speak of the total absence of rest for the head within 
them. A few years ago England thrust its head 
into gossamer, a proof of light-headedness which was scarceljr creditable 
to our natural ^ o d  sense, but perhaps our recent rush into velvet 
betrays a softness in the upper story, which is scarcely more to our 
credit. Wo would not be considered captious, but we certainly think 
the heads of the people were never more open to criticism on the score 
of hats than at the present moment.

PROTECTION POR EVERYBODY.

_ E vehtbodt, seemingly, is crying out for Protection. The Protec
tionists demand it, and SiB Cilshles N apiee is calling for Protection 
for the British Navy. Then there is Protection for the Colonies, which 
England, if she is a good parent, ought certainly to grant, for every 
good mother is bountt to do the best for her chiloren.

To listen to all these cries for Protection, one would imagine that 
everyone was in the most unprotected state. You would fancy 
everybody was attacking his neighbour, and that nothing was safe, 
excepting Punch and the Bank. Our simple advice is, “ Let every one 
protectliraaelf.”  Why, look at ns. Our columns are pilfered in 
every direction. Our jokes are stolen by the dozen, and yet do we cry 
out for "  Protection ?’ N o ! R ogers’s bank was not broken by the 
loss of a paltry £10,000. We only laugh at the robbery, and go on 
circulating more jokes. Depend upon it, the best Protection in the 
world is for everybody to do his best. Perfection is its own Protection.

A CHANGE EBOM BAD TO WORSE.

The Protectionist party, since it has taken M e . D israem for its 
head. IS known by the title of “ The‘The U n-stable Mind.”

_ "  W HERE’s TOHR MANNERS P ”

th w  ‘■or the City, as they ^ id
Jewry. London should be represented by the Old

GBAND ELECTION EOR THE PREMIERSHIP OF 
ENGLAND.

This Election, which had excited a deal of interest amonMt all 
parties, came off by appointmient in the House of Commons, on Miaiday 
evening, the 2nd of July.

The proceedings were opened by Mr . D israeli. He said, “ H e had 
great pleasure in rising to propose a dear friend of his to fill the 
situation of Premier of England. He had known him from his earliest 
childhood, and the acquaintance, which had been kept np now for along 
series of years, without a moment’s interruption, had ripened, he would 
say, into love. He would not weary the Assembly with a catalogue 
raisonnS of all his talents and virtues. They were known to all the 
world, and had endeared him to everybody—but this he would boldly 
state, that he knew no man better qualified to fill the present vacancy 
than his honourable friend. (Cn'e* o f 'N am e! Nam e!’) Without 
further preface, then, he begged to propose for the Premiership of 
England his dear friend, Mb . Benjamin D israeu, a gentleman for 
whom he had always entertained the very highest respect.”

A great confusion here ensued, amidst loud cries of “ Don’t  you wish 
you may get i t ? ”  and other elegant interrogatories generally put to 
candidates at elections, when

The Speaker, upon obtaining silence, took the liberty to observe that 
no one had seconded the NominatiML

Mr. D israeli rose ap in , and said, “  that it gave him the greatest 
pleasure to second the Nomination of the honourable gentleman above 
named-;-a gentleman, the longer he had known him the more he had 
loved him—a gentleman—”

Here the noise was so great, that it was impossible to understand a 
single word of the honourable gentleman’s speech. He spoke for several 
hours, but not a person seemed to be sensible of what he was saying. 
At last a

Mr . R oebuck, who had been very prominent in the opposition, came 
forward to be informed if there was not some slight mbtake ?

Mr. D israeli said, “ No mistake whatever.”
Mr . R oebuck. “ 'Then, if I  understand you rightlv, you seriously 

propose Mr. Benjamin Disraeli as the fittest and most qualified 
person to sit in the House as Premier.”

Mr . D israeli. “ Precisely.”
This announcement was received with the loudest laughter, and the 

House broke up.
Second E vening’s E lection.

Tlie proceedings commenced amidst the greatest hilarity, by Lord 
J ohn R ussell demanding a poll.

Mr. D israeli had to express his astonishment at the noble Lord 
taking him in this way by surprise.

L ord J ohn was no less astonished when the' honourable gentleman 
had had a whole week to canvass the House. He certainly should not 
give way.

A scrutiny was demanded, and the Speaker declared the state of the 
poll to be as follows:—

Votes for L ord J ohn R ussell . . 296
Votes for Benjamin D israeu , . . 156

Majority for Lord J ohn 110
L ord J ohn R ussell was accordingly declared to be elected.
Thus terminated this extraordinary Election, the result of which had 

been long anticipated by everjbody, and against which there has bwn 
one universal outcry, viz., that it could not possibly have been productive 
of any good, and has only been the cause of the greatest interruption to 
business.

Mr . D israeli has not been heard of since.

The Law of Precedence a t C ourt
There is but one person who has the privilege of preceding the 

Queen, not only at the Coronatioi^ but on all state occasions, and he, 
from his elevated position, is entitled, not merely to sit above H er 
Majesty, but also to turn his back upon h e r; and, moreover, is allowed 
to keep his hat on all the while in the royal presence. 'Who cw  he beP 
As the reader will never guesR we do not mind telling him ; he is 
The State Coachman.—PascA’s Pocket Mirror i f  Eligveile fo r  the 
JVaiiicoat Pocket qf Eeerybodg.

WE like to encourage genius.
T he following is the effort of Punch’t  youngest contributor:— 

“ TVhen is a tailor like a cricketer P ”  . .
“ "When he is ‘ stomped out ’ from * musing his lip !  ’ ”

I t  isn’t  so bad for a  youngster, is it ?
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A VERY BAD SURGICAL CASE.
One of the worst surgical cases we hare 

heard of for some time, is the case of the 
Assistant-Surgeons of the Navy, who, though 
almost always men of mature a^e, are shoved 
like a “ parcelof boys”  down into the cock
pit with the midshipmen. By professional 
rank and pay, they are perfectly qualified to 
join at least the Ward-room M ess; but the 
Admiralty authorities, who care for no messes, 
apparently, but those of their own friends, 
leave the Assistant-Surgeons to take their 
chance among the practical joking of the 
Middies, and to the society of the Mates, 
with whom—we mean nothing disrespectful 
to either party—the studious professor of 
Surgery finds himself very ill-mated.

I t  has been recommended over and over 
again by Committees and Commissions, that 
the Assistant-Surgeons should be placed on 
board ship in a class better suited to their 
intellectum and social position; but the Ad
miralty remains entirely deaf, and labours, we 
fear, under that very acute sort of deafness, 
to which those who won’t hear are liable. 
The ear-trumpets of Punch are known to be 
very jxiwerful; and we shall certainly try the 
effect of one on behalf of the Naval Assistant- 
Surgeons, if they cannot otherwise render 
their complaints audible.

Enihutiattic FUkerman. “ W hat a bore ! J ust l ik e  ur  L uck. No soonfb have I got mt 
T ackle readt, and settled down to a B ook, than there  cores a confounded B ite  I ”

A TRIFLE FOR LORD JOHN.

W hat is the meaning of Finality ? 
Government without an end.

PUNCH’S PREE ADMISSION TO THE EXHIBITIONS OF LONDON.

A FREE ADMISSION TO BURFORD’S PANORAMA.

ow comfortable it is to run from one 
continent to the other merely by 
descending a flight of stairs, more 
especially when you are not stopped 
by a revolution on the landing-place!

The globe at BuRFORD’sPanorama 
is divided into floors; each room ge
nerally contains a different quarter. 
At present, there is Europe on the 
first floor, whilst Asia is up on the 
third-i»ir back; Pompeii, very pro
perly, is down in the kitchen, buried 
probably in the dust-bin, as best 
befitting a city of ashes.

What is railroad travelling com
pared to the speed with which one travels in this Panorama? You 
ascend twenty steps, and h o ! presto high-cockolorum-jig, you arc 5076 
feet above the level of the sea; in less than two minutes you have 
jumped from Leicester Square to the highest point of Mont Kighi. A 
comet could not have done it quicker.

Look down upon that monster twelfth-cake, of which the snow forms 
the sugar, and the pretty cottages the ornaments;—you behold Switzer
land. I t  seems as if it’had been tossed in a blanket and broken all to 
bits, but it looks so nice, that we beard a young lady say. she should 
like to cut it into slices, and send a bit to each of her friends.

Did you ever see such a heap of mountains ? Primrose Hill collapses 
into a gooseberry by the side of them^ Holbom Hill sinks into a 
mushroom, whilst its neighbour. Snow, hides its Saracen’s Head from 
very shame, and rings the bell of St. Sepulchre’s for its own burial. 
How they all came here is a marvel; they must have been very 
difficult to pack. Our private opinion is, that the skies must have 
rained mountains at some time or other, and that these were a few 
of them. Depend upon it, each glacier was only an enormous hail
stone in the days when the Titans used to play at snowballs, and 
throw Mont Blanc, Schreckhom, and the other little hillocks, at 
one another.

I t  seems very absurd for us to go all the way to  Wenham I^ake for
ice, when there is more than sufficient here to supply all the G u n t e r s  
in the world till the last minutes of the Last Man. Why not impoi 
glacier or two as a sample F 'Ihey would do deliciously for sherry'
cobblers; whilst the confectioner would make his fortune who opened

with the ifer (Place; for, as its name implies, it must be brimful of 
ices. There is fhe celebrated Todi, also; why, the very thing for 
whiskey-drinkers 1

Now the summer ha.s come, there will be no spot in London more 
agreeable to visit than Switzerland. The snow looks so fresli and cool. 
I t will be like sitting in an ice-house. We should not be surprised if 
M r . B o r f o r d  kept liis wine in the Finstcr A ar-lloru! How deliciously 
iced it must b e !

There is one great comfort about the Panorama. However much 
the continent may be closed by revolutions against travelling, Leicester 
Square is always open, and the excursionist can make tlie ffrand (our of 
Europe in it, without any fear of an amateur brigand, with a Tyrolean 
hat and red feathers, popping at him behind a rood-cross in the name 
of freedom! Moreov 
shilling in his pocket.

popi
of freedom! Moreover, lie requires no passport as long as he has a

We will now run up stairs and stroll through the “ Valley of Cash 
mere.”  You may well exclaim “ How lovely! ” Do you not long for a 
horse to scamper over the beautiful country P Would it not be even a 
deliglitful place for picnics, and for regattas, and water-parties! If 
anything, there is rather too much water, and the place lias a slight 
touch of the ague. We imagine the natives must move about with cork- 
belts, for every other street is a canal, and the children must swim long 
before they know how to walk. By the way, we are inclined to think 
that a Cashmere washes, for the one before us appears to be soaking in 
one immense tub of water.

Do you notice the river—it is our school friend, Ilydaspcs—how it is 
covered with floating gardens P These arc made of weed.s, firmly 
matted together, over which is thrown manure and soil. Flowers^ 
fruit, cucumbers, the lovely nelumbiiiiu and the curious sinhara—in 
fact, all the delicacies of the season—grow to great luxuriance on these 
swimming flower-beds. We have a great mind to try something of 
the sort, by planting one of Dii. A rnott’s ^ u a tic  mattresses with 
sunflowers and a gooseberry-bush, and sending it adrift on the river.

Cashmere is in rather a tom  and tattered state at present. The Sikhs 
have been playing (we cannot lielp it) Sikhs and sevens with it lately. 
Nature, however, will not be conquered, and the valley can still validate 
its claim of being one of the most beautiful spots in the world. How 
can it well be otnerwise when it wears upon ite brow a diadem like

t h e  rOONCH m o u n t a in s ,

which are evidently so called after u s ; only we wish they h.ad been
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christened in good English, instead of that broad Scotch. The inha
bitants of these mountains, we are told, already perpetrate puns. Let 
us hope these poor misguided people will soon see the error of their 
ways, and strive to become civilised members of the community, and 
do greater honour to the proud name they bear.

CONGKATULATORY ODE TO THE FREN CH  ON TH EIR  
TRIUM PH  AT ROME.

Brave citizens of France, proclaim tkfele.
For you have laid the Roman Eagle low;

W ith pomp and pageant, therefore, celebrate 
Your glorious triumph o’er a stronger foe; .

Stronger in cause—in justice and in right—
A vast advantage ; but availing not 

When match’d against the more substantial might 
Of rifle-bullet, rocket, shell, and shot.

By patriotic ardour long repell’d.
Your warlike banner still ye dared advance;

Numbers and skill alone your hopes upheld.
Yet victory has crown’d the brow of France;

You should exult, then, o’er the prostrate F ree ;
Yes, ye should glory o’er the vanquish’d Brave,

As might the victors at Thermopyl®
Have held their orgies on the Spartans’ grave.

Oh valiant Oumnot ! Courageous band.
In  whom Rome’s awful walls awoke no dread,—

Those walls by Freedom’s living warriors mann’d.
And watch’d by spirits of the mighty dead—

Honour to you, ye brave! From sire to son 
Your fame to latest ages handed down.

Divide the glory of the Goth and H u n ;
Share Alaric’s and Aitila’s renown.

Come, sing aloud the Marseillaise with glee.
For tyranny by Frenchmen’s aid restored:

Raise ye the strain, “ Mourir pour la patrie.
On having smitten patriots with the sword:

Come, ye sincere repuolicans of France,
Come forth, whilst crackers bounce and cannons boom. 

Around your Trees of Liberty to dance.
And trample on the liberty of Rome.

H E WON’T BE BEAT.

Some people are fond of liaving the last word, but D r. R eid, the 
great ventilator, will assuredly not he satisfied unless he can have the 
last blow. He has actuaUy petitioned the House of Commons in favour 
of his system. We cannot wonder at the coolness of a gentleman who 
lives in such a frosty world as D r. fe .m  has chosen to make “ a world 
of his own; ” but the idea of petitioning the very assembly, against 
which he has been dealing his “ heavy blows and great discouragements” 
for the last two or three years, and soliciting the sufferers from the 
system to sanction its re-aaoption, is really preposterous. D r. R eid’s 
ventilation has been so frequently denounced by Members of the 
Commons, that, unless they have learned from him how to blow hot 
and cold, they cannot turn round and give it their patronage. We 
should be delighted to give D r. R eid a fair chance, but we cannot 
stand timiely by and see the British Legislature deliberately blown to 
shivers by his windy processes. ,

MR. D ISRAELI’S GREAT FEATURE.
"  The great feature of the day,”  says Mr. D israeli, ” is perplexity 

and inability.” Really, if we had been asked for a definition of the long 
speech, of which the above forms a part, upon the State of the Nation, 
we doubt if we could have said anything better than

The preat fnAtnre of Mb. P ibbabu’b Bpeoeh is perploxlty and inability.*'

We scarcely know, in fact, which abounds most.
The great remedy for the above state of things is. “ Elect Mr. D israeli 

Prime Minister;*^ such a remedy, we we sadly afraid, would only 
increase the “ perplexity.” and establish still more clearly tlie "inabiRty,” 

of the honourable gentleman, who so modestly proposes himself as 
Premier of England.

By-the-by, if any one had questioned us as to what was Mb. D israeli’s 
“  great feature,”  we certainly should say, looking at the result of all 
his divisions, ‘̂ Decidedly the N oes it is promment in everything to 
which he has given his countenance.

BCyTHSCHILD TOB EVSB I

INTELLIGENCE OF THE PEOPLE.
W een there is a talk of any Extension of the Suffrage, it is naturally 

enough usual to inquire how f p  the Intelligence of the People would 
justify their being entrusted * 
with the right of voting for 
Members of Parliament. As 
f u  as the amount of intel
ligence can be gathered from 
the conduct of the people at 
public meetings of a political 
character, we regret to say 
the account is somewhat beg
garly. The late election for 
the City of London presented 
a very poor result with re
ference to the wisdom of the 
masses, who had nothing 
better than bellowing and 
roaring to offer, by way of 
criticism, on the merits of the respective candidates.'’ One of onr staff 
of private reporters attended at the nomination, but he was coippell^

to furnish us with a pictorial 
sketch of the proceedings, 
which consisted of the emis
sion, from several hundred 
open mouths, of a quantity of 
“^sound and fury, signifying 
nothing.” Nothmg mse was 
audible during the attempts 
of L ord J ohn Manners to 
^d ress the multitude, whose 
intelligence never reached 
beyond such a remark as “ Go 
home,” "  I t  won’t  do here,” 
or some other observation of 
akm t equal profundity. Such 
ejaculations do not say very 
much for the sagacity of the 
people from whom they 

emanate, and who can seiunely lay claim to a voice in the representation, 
when the only use to which the voice appears to be put is such as the 
election for the City of London has just exemplified.

m  tumnnsl

THE CRY OF THE STATION CLERKS.

W e have often pitied the fate of the nnfortunate Station Clerk, 
doomed to fill up the intervals between the arrivals of the different 
trains, by starting off in a train of thought, or to amuse his leisure by 
listening to the porter’s account of luggage and parcels to be forwarded

a branch of Porter’s Statistics which must be remarkably devoid of 
interest.

For the Station Clerk the only excitement is the arrival and departure 
of the up m d down train—the only phtfte, by the way, of the ups ^ d  
downs of life with which he has an opportunity of becoming familiar. 
From year’s end to year’s end he must oe at bis post, with nothing to 
vary his dull routine, unless a collision happens to give a little life to 
the scene, by causing the death of a few passengers. Sometimes he may 
be allowed a little bit of garden where he grows some h ^  peck of p ^  
in the course of the year, imtil some rude engine, rushing off the rails, 
crushes the tender plant with its rude tender.

The Hermit of Vauxhali is a  joyous reveller compared with the 
Railway Station Clerk, in some remote places on a line (like some of 
those on the South Eastern, for example) where the traveller never 
stops, and whose names are almost unknown to the most acute of 
geograpliers. There is a victim at Plnckley, and another at Eden- 
bridge, whose seclusion is only internipted by the shriek of the whistle, 
and the useless stoppage of the train to wit down an ideal passenger, 
who never alights, or to take up some i^antom wayfarer, who never 
makes his appearance.

We have heard a great deal about the horrors of the Solitary System 
as applied to criminals, but how much worse is it to visit such a syst«n 
upon the innocent Railway Station Clerks! To add to the miseries of 
their condition, they have no respite from that fate, but are compelled 
to remain perpetually at their posts without a holiday.

An effort is being made to obtain for them this boon, and w t  who are 
strong adherents of the maxim that “ All work and no play makes J a c k  
a dull boy,” having also an inherent hatred of dulness, shall be glad to 
lend our aid to the oppressed Station Clerks in their very reasonable 
demand for a holiday.
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T he R-Ov/eK. ShoWE: AT CItYSV K

Mr. P ips  his D iary .
Saturday, June 9,1849. My Wife holding me to my Promise to take 

her to the Chiswick Plower Show, and I  could not break i t : for cer
tainly the poor Wretch do drudge in the House like a Slave; and so 
often as I  go out for Pleasure myself, methinks it were well to ?ive her 
a Treat now and then, to ease my Conscience, and keep her quiet also. 
So took her, though our two Tickets together came to lOi., and we 
thither in an Omnibus, and the Fare doubled on the Occasion, instead 
of H. cost me 2j . more, which made me mad. A rare Sight, nigh 
the Gardens, to look out on the Line of Carriages behind us, and me- 
thouglit how mean and paltry it seemed to be riding in an Omnibus; and 
was in some Trouble lest any of our acquaintance should be in the Car- 
ri^ e s , and see us Tight. At the Passage to the Gardens beset by Fellows 
with Shoe-Brushes and Clothes-Brushes, importunate to brush my Coat 
and Boots, that were cIcm  enough, but only to earn 4cf. or Orf. Our 
Tickets delivered, and we into the Grounds with a Stream of Company, 
and followed them and our Ears to a Band of Musigue, the Horse 
Guards’, playing hard by a Grove of Rhododendrons in full Bloom, and 
a Mob of Beauties round about them more blooming still. Heard a 
Medley-Piece of Scraps of most of the Operas that I knew; which was 
better Musique than I  expected. Then to the Tents, where the Prize- 
Flowers are shown, on high Stands as long as a moderate-sized B arn; 
and there a pretty Display of Orchids, Azaleas, Cactuses, Pelargoniums, 
and Heaths, very rare and curious, and a few choice R oses; but 1 
expected to see Roses as big as Cabbages. Many of the Flowers

finely variegated, and giving forth a Perfume sweeter than Atkinsok 
his shop. Strange how to some of the Pelargoniums were given the 
names of Gwsi, Ai.boni, Mario, and other Opera Singers; and Mm 
W agstafi’e do say it is Musique in a Flower-Pot. After seeing the 
Flowers, to stroll about the Walks and among the Trees, and view the 
Flowers without Stalks, which 1 do admire most of all, nnd a brave 
Show they were, drest out in their gayest, and smiling n.s if resolved 
to look as pretty as they could; and looking all the brighter for t he 
Sun shining without a Cloud to be seen: whereby put of I am for 
my Wife’s pink Bonnet, which, if spoiled by the iLiin ')-*]ial at th.^ 
Show, had been £2 2r. gone. The Bands from T’ime to Time beat a 
March about the Garden; when to see the line Ladies and Gentlemen 
follow at the Soldiers’ Heels, natural as rf«ged Street-Children ! At 
last all played together, and ended with uod Save the Q«re«; when 
the Flowers wheeled away. But the Company remaining, some sitting on 
Benches to make a Lane, and the Rest ol the Multitude walking up and 
down to be seen, and the Beauties showing off their Graces, which 1 did 
inspect from Head to Foot. My Wife beginning to admire a certain 
Satin; so knowing what this signified, away, and home to a Leg of 
-Mutton; thinking of the State of the Nation, which should not be so 
mighty gloomy to judge of it by Chiswick Flower Show, and wondering 
how much all the Finery there cost, and where all the Money could 
have come from.
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Oficr. In Lombard-atreet, in tbe Precinct of Wbitefriare.io the City of Loudon, and p ibltahel by them at Nu. t)j ,Fieot-*treet, in the Parieb of St. Uride'a, in the City of Lund9a.>~SATunD*T, J u li litb.UM 9.
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Mil. BROWN’S LETTERS TO A YOUNG MAN 
ABOUT TOWN.

ON LOVE, MAKRIAGE, MEN, AND VOMEN.

ONG years ago, indeed 
it was at the Peace 
of Amiens, when 
with several other 
young bucks I  was 
making the grand 
tour, I  recollect 
how sweet we all 
of us were upon the 
lovely D uchess of 
Montepulciano at 
Naples, who to be 
sure was not nig
gardly of her smiles 
in return. There 
came a man amongst 
us, however, from 
London, a very 
handsome young 
fellow, with such an 
air of fascinating 
melancholy in his 
looks, that he cut 
out all the other 
suitors of the 

Duchess in the course of a week, and would have rfiarried her very likely, 
but that war was declared while this youth was still hankering about his 
Princess, and he was sent off to Verdun, whence he did not emerge for 
twelve years, and until he was as fat as a porpoise, and the Duchess 
was long since married to Genekal Count Raff, one of the Emperor’s 
heroes.

I mention poor T ibbits to show the curious difference of manner 
which exists among u s ; and which, though not visible to foreigners, is 
instantly understood by English people. Brave, clever, tall, slim, dark, 
and sentimental looking,*he passed muster in a foreign saloon, and as I 
must own to you, cut us fellows o u t; whereas we English knew in
stant ly that the man was not well bred, by a thousand little signs, not 
to be understood by the foreigner. In  his early youth, for instance, he 
had been cruelly deprived of his A’» by his parents, and though he tried 
to replace them in after life, they were no more natural than a glass 
eye, but stared at you as it were in a ghastly manner out of the conver
sation, and pained you by their horrid intrusions. Not acquainted with 
these refinements of our language, foreigners did not understand what 
T ibbits’ errors were, and doubtless thought it was from envy that we 
conspired to slight the poor fellow.

1 mention M b. T ibbit.s, because he was handsome, clever, honest, and 
brave, and in almost all respects our superior; and yet laboured under 
disadvantages of manner which unfittea him for certain society. I t  is 
not Tibbits the man, it is not T ibbits the citizen, of whom 1 would 
wish to speak lightly; his morals, his reading, his courage, his generosity, 
his talents are undoubted—it is the social T ibbits of whom 1 speak : 
and as I do not go to balls, because I do not daflce, or to meetings of 
the Political Economy Club, or other learned associations, because taste 
and education have not fitted me for the pursuits for which other persons 
are adapted, so T idbits’ sphere is not m drawing-rooms, where the k, 
and other points of etiijuette are rigorously maintained.

1 say thus much because one or two people have taken some remarks 
of mine in ill part, and hinted that I  am a Tory in disguise; and an 
aristocrat that shoidd be hung up to a lamp-post. Not so, dear Bob ; 
—there is nothing like the truth, about whomsoever it may be. I  mean 
no more disrespect towards any fellow-man by saying that he is not 
what is called in Society well-bred, than by stating that he is not tall or 
short, or that he cannot dance, or that he docs not know Hebrew, or 
whatever tlie case niay be. I  mean that if a man works with a pickaxe 
or shovel all day, his hands will be harder than those of a lady of fashion, 
and that his opinion about Madame Sontao’s singing, or the last new 
novel, will not probably be of much value. And thougli I  own my con
viction that there are some animals which frisk advantageously in ladies’ 
drawing-rooms, whilst others pull stoutly at the plougli, 1 do not most 
certainly mean to reflect upon a horse for not being a lap-dog, or see 
that lie has any cause to be ashamed that he is other than a horse.

And, in a word, and as you are what is called a gentleman yourself, I  
hope tuat Mr.s. Bod B rown, whoever she may be, is not only by nature, 
but by education a gentlewoman. No man ought ever to be called 
upon to blush for his wife. I  see good men r u ^  into marriage with 
ladies of whom they are afterwards ashamed; and in the same manner 
charming women linked to partners, whose vulgarity they try to screen. 
Poor Mrs. Botibol, what a constant hypocrisy your life is, and how you

insist upon informing everybody that Botibol is the best of men! 
Poor J ack J inkins ! what a female is that you brought back from Bag- 
nigge Wells to introduce to London society! a handsome, tawdry, 
flaunting, watering-place belle; a boarding-house beauty: tremendous in 
brazen ornaments and cheap finery.

If you marry, dear Bob, 1 hope Mrs. R obert B. will be a lady not 
very much above or below your own station.

I  would sooner that you should promote your wife than that she 
should advance you. And though every man can point you out in
stances where his friends have been married to ladies of superior rank; 
who have accepted their new position with perfect grace, and made 
their husbands entirely happy; as there are examples of maid servants 
decorating coronets, and sempstresses presiding worthily over Baronial 
Halls i yet I  hope Mrs. R obert Brown will not come out of a palace 
or a kitchen: but out of a house something like yours, out of a family 

, something like yours, with a snug jointure sometlmig like that modest 
portion which I  dare say you will inherit.

I I  remember when Arthur Rowdy (who I  need not tell you belongs to 
the firm of Stumpy, R owdy & Co, of Lombard Street, Bankers,) married 

I L ady Cleopatra ; what a grand match it was thought by the R owdy 
family: and how old Mrs. R owdy in Portman Square, was elated at 

; the iaea of her son’s new connexion. Her daughters were to go to all 
I the parties in London; and her house was to oe filled with tne very 
! greatest of great folks. We heard of nothing but dear L ady Stone- 
j HENOE from morning till n ight; and the old frequenters of the house 
I were perfectly pestered with stories of dear L ady Zenobia and dear 
L ady Cornelia, and of the dear Marquis, whose masterly translation 

I of Cornelius Nepos had placed him among the most learned of our 
 ̂nobility.

I When R owdy went to live in May Fair, what a wretched house it 
I was into which he introduced such of his friends as were thought 
worthy of presentation to his new society 1 The rooms were filled with 

! young dandies of the Stonehenge connexion—beardless bucks from 
i Downing Street, gay young sprigs of the Guards—their sisters and 
I mothers, their kitli ana kin. They overdrew their accounts at R owdy’s 
‘ Bank, and laughed at liim in his drawing-room; they made their bets and 
; talked their dandy talk over his claret, at which the p<»r fellow sate ijuite 
i silent. L ady Stonehenge invaded his nursery, appointed and cashiered 
I his governess and children’s maids; established her apothecary in 
I permanence over him : Quarrelled with old Mrs. R owdy, so that the 
! poor old body was only allowed to see her grandchildren by stealth, and 
; nave secret interviews with them in the garden of Berkeley Square;I  made R owdy take villas at Tunbridge, which she filled with her own 
family; massacred her daughter’s visiting-book, in the which L.adt 

' Cleopatra, a good-natured woman, at first admitted some of her hus- 
i  band’s relatives and acquaintance; and carried him ab ro ^  upon excur- 
‘ sions, in which all he had to do was to settle the bills with the courier,
I And she went so far as to order him to change his side of the house 
I and his politics, and adopt those of L ord Stonehenge, which were of 
I the ^ e  of the Druids, his lordship’s ancestors but here the honest 
I British merchant made a stand and conquered his mother-in-law, who- 
I would have smothered him the other day for voting for R othschild.
1 If it were not for the Counting House in the morning and the House 
of Commons at night, what would become of R owdy P They say he 

j smokes there, and drinks when he smokes. He has been known to go 
! to Vauxhall, and has even been seen, with a comforter over his nose, 
listening to Sam Hall at tlie Cider Cellars. All this misery and mis- 

; fortune came to the poor fellow for marrying out of his degree. The 
clerks at Lombard Street laugh when liORD Misletoe steps out of his 

I cab and walks into the bank-parlour; and R owdy’s private account 
 ̂ invariably tells tales of the visit of his young scapegrace of a brother- 

I in-law.

I A Little N ut for the Alarmists.
, There is one comfort if the French ever do bombard London, as 
they have done Rome, they cannot do much injury to our public 

I buildings. The National Gallery, fqy instance, let it be battered ever 
j so much, could only be improved, and the “ finest site in Europe”  
I might have some claim to its title after the rubbish which has been 
allowed to accumulate there in the name of the Fine Arts, had been 

i swept away by a few friendly shells. Our statues would be equally 
protected from injury. In  fact, we doubt if there is a capital in the 
world so strongly fortified in the above respects as London.

TO ASCERTAIN THE STATE OF THE COUNTRY.

Take a pair of Compasses and the Supplement to the Timet, and 
measure with the former the list of “ Marriages ” in the latter. An 
average of from sixty to eighty lines of “ Marriages ” may be relied upon 
as an indication of prosperity. As the resources of the country expand, 
matrimony is contractea, and that portion of the Timet elongates ; as, 
for all that Mr. Disraeli may say of our desperate state, we are very 
happy to remark that it has been doing lately.

voi, XVII,
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BAKINGS CABEFULLY ATl’ENDED TO IN  ALL 
COUETS OF LAW.

■VVe have all heard of Chakekt, the meat Fire-King, who used to 
wash his hands ia boilin" oil and take a foot-bath in mwten lead. H e 
could sit on the hob whilst the kettle was boiling for tea, and would 
take his own pie to the baker’s, and remain in the oven with it all the 
time, in order to see that nothing was taken out of it. Mr . Brief
less— our Briefless — everybody’s Briefless — for not to know 
Briefless argues yourself unknown—has been fired with the same 
emulation, and is determined to put out Cuabert and his little bit of 
fire. He is about to undertake a feat that will hand his name down to 
after-generations on a hot plate. He has announced his intention of 
going into the Criminal, or any Law Court, with a leg of mutton and 
potatoes, and not to come out till they are done deliciously to a 
turn.

We are aware that B riefless adorns everything he touches; and 
we sincerely hope, for his sake, that in this instance the potatoes will 
be done as completely brown as his warmest wishes could desire; but 
still we have our fears that he will never return alive to tell us of the 
dangers he has run in shutting himself up in one of our dread legal 
ovens. Should he succeed, we hope he will not forget to invite us, nis 
dear friend Punch, to the dinner, so that we may congratulate him over 
a cup of that Sack which we ar^ positive will be one day the family seat 
of the Brieflesses, upon his extraordinary good luck in having, pulled 
his leg so skilfully out of the fire.

PROGRESS OP.PARLIAM ENTARY JOKING.
Several Irish members surrounded Mr. R oebuck as he was passing 

tlnough the lobby the other evening, and, after scuffling with him for a 
few minutes, succeeded in fixing something round his neck. The 
Honourable Idember quite unconscious that he was carrying anything 
about him, entered the House and took his seat amidst the loudest 
laughter from the Hibernian bepphes. He turned round to inquire 
into the cause, when there was discovered upon his back a copy, 
written in large characters, of the inscription borrowed from Copper- 
field, of “ Mind, he bites.”  The ofl'ensive placard was imlignantly 
tom off, and loudly scouted by every respectable member of the House.

We understand, that later in the evening, the same placard was 
humorously tendered by Sir  R obert I’eel to Mr . D israeli, but, 
with great mock politeness, that even made M r. Plumptre laugh, was 
declined by the tmented representative of the Unstable Mind.

Im p o rtan t Solution.
I t has long been a matter of doubt which was the greater nuisance of 

the two. D ust or Mud P Most people have given the preference to 
Dust, hut the law upon the subject has been for ever set at rest, we 
think, by the watering carts, who, one and ail, have recently laid 
doum Mud.

THE UNREASONABLENESS OF SCIENCE.

An individual named Charles Cameron, a chemist, has put an 
advertisement in the Times, addressed tp the Subscribers to  the Royal 
General Annuity Society, soliciting their votes at their next election, 
on the 30th instant, ana also to Non-Subscribers, requesting pecuniary 
assistance; for every five shillings on the day of election would, he 
says, secure him five votes. The claim of this Mr . Cameron to the 
consideration of the benevolent rests principally on the circumstance 
that “ he was the first who discovered and made public that splendid 
light which has long been employed at the Polytechnic for displaying 
the minute wonders of creation by the op^ue microscope, to the 
gratification and mental improvement of millions.”  A mighty pretty 
title this to national gratitude! The idea ot any body thinliing to be 
rewarded for discovering a new light, or contributing m any way to the 
enlightenment of his countrymen 1

To have tlie slightest reasonable expectation of a decent annuity, a 
man ought to have cut an army to pieces ; or destroyed a fleet; or 
burnt an arsenal; or at least blown up a bridge. Not any mischief in 
the world has Mr . Cameron done, and yet here he comes forward to 
ask for remuneration. W hat do we, the British public, care about 
science or those who cultivate it F what good docs it do us to know 
Mything about the minute wonders of creation F Talk of the gratifica
tion and mental improvement of millions ! The misery and destruction 
of millions would have been a better recommendation for Mr. Cameron. 
But, as he is now in the seventy-fourth year of his age, and for the 
last two years has been in extreme distress from having lost the use 
of his right arm ; whilst, since the gold medal of the Society of Arts has 
been twice awarded to him, there can be no doubt of his scientific 
m erits; it is very probable that some weak-minded persons may be 
disposed to succour him, and, we reluctantly pander to the morbid 
susceptibility of such people by stating that any contribution for that 
purpose may he sent to J oseph Clinton R obertson, Esq., Editor of

azme, 166, Fleet Street, before the 30th inst. 
of estimation in which science and scientific men

the Mechanics’ M;
Considering the kini 
are generally held among us, we do not wonder that Mr. Cameron has 
been for three years an unsuccessful applicant for the bounty of the 
Annuity Society; and now tliat he has once more applied for it we con 
only say we wisn he may get it.

SANITARY AND PRISON D ISC IPL IN E .

W e feel called upon to direct public attention to a notable project, 
which has been devised by certain enlightened persons, for improving 
the health of H er  Majesty’s subjects.

I t  is proposed to found in the principal town of each county in Great 
Britain and Ireland a model Hospital, lor the reception of all manner of 
patients indiscriminately, no matter whether the diseases they are 
troubled with are slight or serious.

No attempt will be made to draw invidious distinctions between the 
inmates of these Hospitals by establishing separate wards for persons 
affected with fevers, or other dangerous and infectious disorders.

Tribunals and Otiioers of Health shall be created by Parliament, and 
commissioned to send to  the Hospitals of their respective districts any 
person or persons convicted of laDouring under any kind or form of 
malady, for a time proportionate to the gravity of their respective 
disorders. A t the expiration of such term each patient is to be dis
charged, cured or not cured.

Through these arrangements vast numbers of youths, of from seven 
to fourteen years of age, having colds in the head and stoniaoh-aolies, 
will be placed, for the removal of these ailments, in contact willi people 
lying ill of Typhus and Small-pox, for periods of from seven days to a 
month and upwards, at the end of which they will bo restored to 
Society, wherewith it is presumed they will be then qualified to 
mingle, by the salubrity of the atmosphere they will have been 
inhaling.

I t  is believed that this plan will operate as effectually for the miti- 
p tio u  qt disease, as that of sending urchins guilty of petty larceny to 
herd with felons and assassins has answered lor the diminution of 
crime.

Legal Larknesa.
We read in the Daily News, that “ the Courts of Law at Halifax 

were adjourned in consequence of the darkness.” The delays in our 
Courts of Law may arise probably from a similar cause. For instance, 
the darkness that reigns m the Court of Chancery is so impenetrable, 
that, when once a case is taken into tlie precincts of it, it is impossible 
to get tlirough i t ; the darkness in the Palace Court is no less obscure, 
for it is well known that every defendant who attempts to move in it 
is sure to be instantly floored.
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I

A LEAP OP HISTOEY POE MACAULAY.
English History to be pro

perly appreciated, should be 
viewed like scene^ainting, 
from a distance, it' looked 
at too near, it  appears all 
confusion and a daub. To 
admire it in all its wonder
ful details, you should cross 
the Channel; the effect upon 
you will be quite astonishing. 
For instance, only view it 
from any of the g ^  lights at 
Paris—and there is no light 
like it for increasing the
distance—and you will no 
longer believe it was the 

! JUK f l  fill I colourless, flat
thing vou were in the habit 
of studying in your avmfchair 
at home. I t  must im all 
humility be confessed that
the French Stage abounds
with historical incidents, 
which cannot be found any

where in H ume or Smollett, or Maktineau, or Macaulay. We 
strongly advise the latter, if he is at all anxious to collect new facts, to 
reside in the Boulevard du Crime for six months. Half a year’s 
simple course of the Parisian theatres will yield him more rich 
material than if he were to hunt all his life, through every musty 
authority that was put upon the record in the British Museum. His 
Continuation would continue to be even more amusing than it is.

The following incident in the life of Chaeles the Second may 
perhaps serve as a fair sample of the immense mine of wealth, that at 
present lies buried in that unexplored field of our national manners and 
Customs.

The subject is Let Beautes de la Cour, recently produced at the Vaude
ville theatre. The heroine is an orange-girl, who, of course is N ell 
G wynn; the TCutleman who is flirting with her, is, strange to say— 
for French authors are not always so accurate—Charles the Second.

They are in a public-house, where they are joined by a mob of 
oyster-girls, fisbwomen, and other ladies who follow the itinerant pro
fession of crying sprats, flowers, and periwinkles. There are also a 
few gypsies, but the gypsies are no more real than the oyster-girls, or 
the ladies who sell the sprats, violets, or fried soles. They are all 
disguised. Their real profession is nothing more than to be the 
prettiest women of the reign of Ciiari,es the Second, copies of whom 
the reader has doubtlessly seen at Hampton Court, or in M r. Planciie’s 
very pretty picture of a Lyceum piece “ The Court Beauties’'

The Duchess or Portsmouth has an organ round her neck, and 
that handsome woman with the can of hot potatoes is the Countess op 
GnAMMONT.

The Duchess and Countess, and the whole fishy and vegetable tribe 
of Beauties, have come to cut out " N elly; ” Charles’ flirtation 
is intemipted. He only tightens hb  Garter, and loves his beautiful 
orange-girl all the more.

As for N elly when she learns th ^  her cherished life-guardsman is 
the King, she does not love him a bit the less, but warbles a couplet to 
the tune of “ God save the King” and sells her oranges just as before, 
for two a penny.

But in the Second Act she has lost her basket. >%<t is living in the 
palace in the capacity of Maid of Honour. 'I'he Queen does not like it 
at all, but N elly assures her she has no reason to be jealous. The 
King annoys her. There is a dreadful scene in the throne room; the 
Queen rushes to the rescue of the poor orange-girl. N elly claims her 
protection. “ Ah, what do I  see?” exclaims N elly, “ can it be 
possible P Yes! No ! i^es! I t  i s ! ” and there is a grand discovery—not 
of a mother nor of an old aunt, nor even of a foster-sister,—nor is there 
an examination of arms nor the usual recognition of strawberries, nor 
any of the old conventional discoveries that have possessed the stage 
ever since Scribe and SAPnio have written for it,—but simply th is :— 
N elly discovers in the Queen an anonymous old woman, wlio, three 
years ago gave her sufficient money to buy a stock of playbills, and started 
her in life with her first cargo of “ apples, oranges, and ginger-beer.”

N elly has not forgotten so much kindness. She rob the Queen of 
her husband—never ! The King is smartly told to “ Go and remember, 
& c.; ”  whilst the grateful orange-girl marries a French seigneur, who has 
been following her through the palace all this while, without a  single 
person asking him “ what might be 1 he nature of his bu.siness P ”

C harles is fairly lost in astonishment,—and so are we,—and if 
M acaulay does not avail himself of the new source of information we 
have pointed out to his notice, we sliall decidedly say that as an 
histonan he is not at all equal to Bapin.

THE NATIONAL HAPPY FAMILY.

The wonderful results of intellectual and moral supremacy over 
inferior natures is strikingly exemplified in the harmony amid an
tagonism displayed in that curious and well-known collection, the 
Happy Familjj which is gratuitously exhibited from morning to night 
daily by Mr . J ohn Bull to all Europe, and the World. I t  is curious 
to see how peacefully in this odd assemblage, the old French fox with 
his cubs can lie down with the little terrier, a native of the same 
country, called Blanc, when there used to exist such enmity between 
them ; and on what excellent terms are the Austrian owl and the 
Polish rats and mice. A pair of furious Mountain bulls, named Hollin 
and Boichot, have lately been added to the collection, and some 
Italian greyhounds are shortly expected W the proprietor.

I t  is the confident opinion of Mr. Bull that the most opposite 
tempers may, by his system, be caused to agree; so that the Gallic 
Cock and the Roman Eagle might in his establishment, be brought to 
billing, if not to cooing, and the Russian Bear to embrace his com
panions with a fraternal hug. This interesting illustration of the 
power of mind peculiarly human, is exhibited at Me . Bull’s shop, and 
lie asks no remuneration whatever for showing it, but we hope i t  will 
be an inducement to strangers to come and deal with him.

THE PILG RIM  OF LAW.

MONUHE.NI TO THE MEMORY OP THE PALACE COURT.

The approaching abolition of the Palace Court brings powerfully to 
mind the many weary pilgrimages that have been performed by suitors 
within its dreary precincts. I t  is seldom that Poesy weaves her 
garlands in gloomy conjunction with the fetters of law, but Apollo 
cannot refrain from sweeping his harp-strings in tuneful measure, at a 
moment when the sweeping measure for the removal of the Palace 
Court is on the eve of accomplishment. The Pilgrim of I.iaw is supposed 
to warble his pathetic lay after the fashion of out old friend the Pilgrim 
of Love.

A Lawyer who sued in the Palace Court crossed me,
As I, to avoid him, had walk’d sundry rounds ;

I  knew very well what a sum it would cost me.
When he proffered a writ for a debt of three pounds.

To plead to an action a man but an ass is.
You’d better fake judgaient at once, sir, instead :

The eyes of the Lawyer shone bright through his glasses.
As he thought that to save me my friends might be bled.

“  No, no ; ”  I  exclaimed, “ ne’er on them will 1 draw;
No rest but the Bench for the Pilgrim of Law.”

TO CORRESPONDENTS.

Alma has not “ a local habitation or a name ” in Bigot’s Direetory. 
Will he send his address P

To EVERY BODY ELSE. We will NOT rctum  rejected articles! I t  is 
quite enough to read them.
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Old Gentleman. « W hat the deuce is the reasom, S ib, you doe't
ANSWER WHEN YOU ARE CALLED?”

(The reason i$ obvious. The poor child has his mouth fu ll of green 
peas and jam tart,)

HALF A WORD ABOUT A BIT OF IRELAND.
As the thoufthtful reader of this admirable miscellany has, no doubt, 

made up his mind, if not his carpet-bag, to attend the Queen to Ire
land, he will—providing that his money nold out—assuredljr proceed to 
Killamey. Haply the aforesaiih'thoughtful reader may desire to travel 
with a harmonising companion—a genial friend. All the b e tte r; the 
desire does honour to him ; but is nevertheless to be enjoyed with cool 
ju d ^ e n t—wise caution. There are many qualities required in a com
panion of the road; but this we take to be the really golden one 
whereby to choose a travelling friend. Let him have a sweetness of 
temper that no accident of way or weather can curdle—but let him, 
above all, go forth with a blank cheque. The mere thought of it makes 
all things so bright and smooth, and gives a delicious confidence in the 
chimney-corners of your inn. The cheque may, perhaps, never be 
wanted; it is about ten to two it comes back a virgin strip, and about 
five hundred to one, it does not. The enlargement of mind acquired by 
travel, is apt to confound all monetary calculation. Many a prudent 
fellow, pursing his gold for a trip, is assured that he carries from home 
more than money enough to wander, regardless of expense, together 
with funds sufficient tohuy gowns or trinkets—as the land may be— 
for his wife and all his daughters. With this sustaining thought he 
crosses the threshold. Mark his return. His portmanteau, it may be, 
contains one pin-cushion—two cockle-shells biting a bit of cotton 
velvet—for the younaest girl. He tenderly embraces the partner of 
his bosom, and blandly begs her to send out the fare (two shillings) to 
the cabman at the door.

Enough. Quitting this humiliating weakness of our common nature, 
let us at once take the road. As many thousands of the London 
Saxon will, in a week or so, proceed to behold their ferocious faces 
reflected in the dark waters—and never was water so soleirmly black— 
of the Lakes of Killamey, we propose to gossip a little by the way, bene
volently anticijoating the pleasures of the traveller.

You leave Dublin—(we shall be with H er Majesty at the proper 
season)—with a surprised admiration of the combined elegance and

strength of the Dublin station; light as web and strong as adamant. 
A few miles, and upon the left is a magnificent specimen of the Round 
Towers of Ireland. Of the use and purpose of the Round Towers there 
have been a hundred theories; none convincing, launch—it was to be 
expected— has at once hit the mark. Hear the truth ;—

The Round Towers of Ireland, grandly developing the national 
character even in the dawn of time, by combining public beauty w ith 
public utibty, were neither Mtars, nor towers, nor monuments,—but 
Money-Boxes eor the P eople 1 The slit—or we should rather say 
the traces or ruins of the slit—through which the Celt dropt h u  gold 
and silver savings (before the pickpocket Saxon made saving impos
sible), with a good pair of spectacles is clearly discernible. The Round 
Towers may henceforth be received as imperishable monuments not
only of the money power of Ireland, but of the forethought, the perse
verance, and the frugality of the Celt. The Saxon may boast of his 
Bank of England, but wnat a lath-and-plaster thing of to-day is the
Bank of Abraham N ewiand to the Round Towers,—the stone 
Savings’ Banks of K ing M alachi? They loom from out the dinmess 
of antiquity,—the guardian granite L. S. D. of prosperous Erin.

On we speed through Tipperary. Beautiful fields; though—is it the 
sun P—there is a strange red glow upon the changing com. “ Thurles! ” 
And foolish Smith O’Brien stands face to face with the Detective. 
Well, the repealer has lost the game, and—it is idle to whimper—he 
must pay the stakes. Nevertheless, there is a little bird in Phoenix 
Park,—a bird that sings of pardon. And why not P W hat danger in 
a repeal cap now; when opinion hangs it about with bells P Woic, 
“ forgive and forget”  should be the three harmonious words echoing 
and re-echoing from the two countries.

“  Mallow ! ” Steam baulks beggary; but here you are—most 
thoughtful traveller—here with the curse and shame of Ireland before 
and around you. The English begwr—even the vagabond who trades 
upon infirmities and sores—is a fellow of self-respect, a tradesman 
decent in his filth, compared with the Irish tatterdemalion. The 
English outcast would draw himself apart—would not suffer the Irish 
mendicant to come between liim and his Saxon beggary.

The car is surrounded by the sons and daughters of generations of 
beggars. You can trace the descent in their blighted, stunted forms— 
in tneir brassy, cunning, brutalised features. Very ancient is their 
genealogy, could we but come at it. These are of the original caste ; 
bom to beg and—such their duty upon earth—to beget beggars. A duty 
they zealously perform; flourishing like the potato, in d ir t; for they 
abhor the Union; and—we had it on ^ o d  Irish authority—will not eat 
Indian meal if inflicted with the penalty of soap. These are the born 
beggars ; bom to live and die begging. They sliock and disgust. But 
theviclims of the potato—that root of Irish evil—the strong man, 
with suffering cut in his face, but with no petition on his tongue—the 
man whose broken spirit stares from his eyes, with hope crushed out 
of him,—these are met at every furlong of the way, and make—or 
should make—“ the condition of Irelaud”—a sacred question, to be 
pondered on with fear and trembling.

Away we jo lt; for the rail has not yet slrclched out its iron hands, 
clutchmg Killamey close to Mallow—away we jolt, with time to look 
at the wayside. What horrid hu ts! W hat human degradation, where 
man can with cheerfulness—a contentment that debases—dwell and 
die between such walls of dirt. What monuments of national misery 
to national idleness ! The swallows of Brobdignag would hardly nestle 

 ̂in such places. Surely they are better and more seif-respective builders 
I of mud.
I How magnificent the potatoes look !  How very promising ! And for 
1 how long P The Greek hyacinth has, it is fancied, black marks, forming 
I an exclamation of sorrow, AI, AI. Could we only read the future in 
the present healthy leaves of the growing potato, for all their seeming 

] unscathed wholesomeness, we might decipher another and another 
national tragedy ; or at least the continuance of a poverty and debase
ment that, for the dignity of human nature, is far worse than the final 
ceasing of a nation. Better, thought Punch, to cense to be, than to 
look for house, and home, ami raiment, and all the domestic creature 
comforts that elevate the man above the ape,—better at once to 
end with earth, and begin with the Future,—than to trust to one 
treacherous bulb as to all-sufficing manna. Read by the light of this 
thought, we might con a prophecy of the future agonies of Ireland, 
even in the full untouched leaves of the present crop. But we must 
hope better. As in Egypt onions and leeks are no longer worshipped 
for tutelary divinities—so must the Irish peasant, ns to the god of his 
household, no longer kneel to the potato. Straightway he must learn 
a better faith: we must convert him to wheat.

W ith wheat may oome better field habits. The potato—let us enjoy 
the theory—infects with idleness. “ Mark an Irianman at work in the 
field,” says the Irish Bisiior Berkeley. “ If a coach, or a horseman go 
by, he is sure to suspend his labour, and stand staring until they are out 
of sight.”  That Irishman seems immortal. There he was, last week, 
staring—“ as though he should never grow old ”—staring as he stared 
a hundred years ago at the great Bishop. And the trick of indolence 
is infectious. The Irish geese have caught i t ;  and stand and stare in 
earnest emulation of their brother bipeds—at least so it appeared to
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Pvrwh; who has seen as much of geese—(and is proud to own his 
obligation to them,) as most people.

Well, we are now at Killamey Lakes; and have forgotten the misery, 
the squalor, the brutish degradation of man in the solemn and eternal 
loveliness of nature. The thought of want and beggary, with all the 
“ perilous stuff” that weighs about the heart of the traveller by the 
way, is at once buried in the waters—and we take new hope before the 
tlirones of mountains.

Supper—Bed (early)—Breakfast at the best of hostelries, the Victoria 
Arms, where Mhs. fiMN rules her guests as an affectionate matron 
rules her family; knowing what is best for them, and doing her best 
with the best of hearts. Punch feels this to be a very weak—a very 
vapid acknowledgment—of the motherly care that filled the daily basket 
for the daily boat; filled it with such a fine anticipation of the wants of 
a gentleman addicted to a delicate dinner and half a glass of wine. But 
there are memories that will last with life; and the salmon eaten at 
Glena is one of them. Salmon, cut in slivers and spitted upon skewers 
of the arbutus that impart a flavour, smacking of the garden of E den: 
whereof the gardens of Glena, in our fallen condition, may be enjoyed 
as the beautiful shadow.

The Lakes of Killamey ! Now, simple reader, do you imagine that 
we are about to attempt to describe these ? We should as soon think 
of attempting to force—by hydraulic pressure—all the three Lakes into 
our ink-Dottle. Neither will we try to put the mountains into print. 
W e will simply record it  as our faith, that under the same space of 
heaven reposes not more beauty of earth and water than sleeps upon 
the hills and smijes in the waters of Killamey. But, sir, of course you 
will g o -g o  and judge for yourself.

We shall say nothing of Innisfallen; we are tongue-tied—(print is 
always supposed to speak)—by the sense of its loveliness. And the 
same with Toomies and with the Eagle’s Nest, a rock nearly thrice the 
height of St. Paul’s, and like St. Paul’s to be seen outside for nothing ; 
and like St. Paul’s containing an organ of the most exquisite music, if 
there be a musician to awaken it. For Eagle’s Nest, the Lake 
Cathedral, there is P ropessor J ohn Spillane, bugle-man; also 
“ guide, philosopher, and friend; ”  (and in sooth the last two titles have 
been many a time less merited by their bearers.) Spit.i .ane plays ad
mirable rock music, l ie  blows, and the sounds are returned from the 
very centre of the rock, as though vibrating along its adamantine veins ; 
as though endowed with life and voice, it harmonised and sympathised 
with the listener. And now it seems as though the bugle notes were 
taken up by a fairy orchestra that prolonged the flourish; refining it, 
now letting it  drop, now taking it up agaui, till it dies away in silvery 
whisperings.

But—Punch is not a Guide to the Lakes. There are whole books 
for this service. For instance, tlie traveller may take Mrs. S. C. H all 
imder his arm ; and that lady will, with feminine grace and truthfulness, 
tell all that may be told. Punch can only deal in bits of general advice. 
One especial bit is to eat salmon—arbutus-skewered—at Glena, under 
the matronly auspices of Mrs. Macdowall—salmon tenderly cooked 
by dark-liaired Kathleen, or blue-eyed P eggy, as the case may be. 
L ord Kenmake (may his lordship’s appetite never fail him !) has built 
a  pret ty, roomy cot tage for the entertainment of visitors; a sort of 
Utopian inn, with house-room gratis. We wish a few of our Irish 
Members would pass the vacation there. Not for the salmon, but for 
the sound sense of Widow M acdowall, who knows more of the real 
wants of Ireland, and talks better about them, than many a Mimber of 
St. Stephen’s.

The Lakes seen, you will mount pony for Mangerton. Now, although 
some of the Irish ponies wear five shoes,—that is, four on the feet and 
one in the mouth—t h ^  go for the most part as surely as though shod 
with silver from the Mint of England; and how that goes, we have all 
daily experience. Mangerton is the grand gathering-place for the most 
dangerous beggars. There, tlie N orahs, with black eyes and wliite 
teeth levelled point blai^ at human weakness, would knock the most 
careful political economist into sixpences. Therefore, to be saving, 
travel with threepennies. 'To be sure you can only obtain tliem at the 
Bank at £25 worth at a tin»e. All the better; for if you attempt 
i^ngerton, you will need not one threepenny less. And then the money 
is begged for such a cause, you cannot refuse it. N orau intends to go 
to .kmcrica for a husband; she won’t marry in Ireland—too much 
misery for a poor girl. She only wants the money to ship herself; and 
thus, the piece of silver you drop at Mangerton may come up part of a 
wedding-ring in New Orleans.

Mangerton “ done,”  you return to your inn. And taking the advice 
of your monitor Punch, you hear the great piper, Gandsey, play upon 
the Irish bagpipes. Noble music! Wondrously human and pathetic, 
and never to be confounded with that case of incurable flatulence, the 
bagpipes of Scotland. Gandsey is almost the last of the Irish pipers. 
We liope there is yet time to continue the race : for the music of 
Ireland, as evoked by the master we listened to, should be as enduring 
as her Lakes and Mountains. I t  has been said, that “ the pipes are 
delicious or abominable—just according to the skill of the hand that 
rules them.” The same may be said of the violin. We should not

like to be doomed to listen to a learner upon even Paganini’s fiddle; 
but what is said of the Irish pipe may, we take it, be said of the 
Irishman^—he is good or bad, according to the master-hand that rules 
him. Well, we have had discord—abominable music—more than 
enough. May we henceforth have the music of peace—the harmony of 
brotherhood! With this wish, end we for the present.

THE HEAD AND FEONT AND BACK OF TH EIR  
OFFENDING.

HE pre^nsity  that 
gentlemen of the 
p re se t day seem to 
cherish for going 
downwards is most 
extraordinary. The 
latest proof of this 
affection for tilings 
beneath; them is 
bringing up to the 
level o f  their intel
lects the wide-awake 
hat; so called “wide
awake,” we believe, 
from the fact of its 
having no nap. We 
admit the ludeous- 
ness of the present 
chapeau; we are 
pamfi^y sensible 
that it is neither 
omamentalnorcom- 
fortable; an^ in 

windy weather, not even useful; but still gentlemen should not forget 
that they are gentlemen, and really should be above running their heads 
into'things that do not belong to them. If  thejf keep going down lower 
and lower in this way, we shall have to tear off the smock-frock of the 
Carter, or to throw aside the fantail of the Dustman, before we find 
concealed underneath the noble semblance of a gentleman. Your real 
gentleman never disguises himself, for he is naturally too proud to 
assume anytliing that does not belong to him.

THE POST IN  THE SUBURBS.

Officials gay, attend the lay,
That I  mean to sing forthwith :

My tale shall be ’twixt you and me.
And the Post at Hammersmith.

From Cornwall Hoad, where he abode. 
The lover, young D ickson, wrote;

’Twas Monday noon—at least as soon— 
When the youth despatch’d his note.

“ W r i te ^  return—accept or spurn— 
Let me know, at least, my doom ;

End my suspense, or 1 ’ll rush hence.
To forget thee m the tom b! ”

Annette’s reply, from Peckham Rye, 
Was as instant as the light.

I t  owned her flame, but, alas! it came 
Not until the Thursday night.

’Ere then, a grave in Thames’s wave. 
Had the desperate D ickson found.

W ere’t not that he by a bargee 
Was got out ’ere wholly drown’d ..

MORAL.
This story shows,—and don’t suppose 

’Tis a mere romance or myth—
What ills may flow from a Post so slow 

As it is at llanunersmith.

CREDAT JUDJ.DS.
I t is rumoured that the opposition of the Lords against w y Jew 

entering Parliament is based on the very low ground, that their beau
tiful House would be spoiled by the introduction of Mosaic.
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GUIDO’S AURORA.—A SOUVENIR OF FRENCH FRATERNITY AT ROME.

HINTS TOR HOME COLONISA.TION.
T he question of wliat are we 
to do witli our criminals is 
daily increasiuK in interest, and 
as our old colonies indij^nantly 
exclaim against a continuance 
of the convict system as applied 
to them, we look with dismay 
at our transported culprits, and 
ask what are we to do witli 
them P Ruminating on this 
knotty point, we suddenly 
thought of Ijeicester Square, 
that metropolitan desert, wliich 
is evidently abandoned to any 
Civic Cook or Cockney Colum
bus, who may clioose to ex- 

I plore and take possession of it.
■ We ^m estly recommend the Colonial Office to get the British flag regularly planted on that soil, 

fIk***! all the p a v i^  flags have been unceremoniously removed, and by possession being taken of 
» ® Queen’s name, the place would at once be rendered available as a penal colony.
I iir I 1̂**® experiment might as well be tried, with a view to ascertaining whether there is any

! la ^ u l owner of the place, who of course would come forward in the event of our plan being followed.
! I f  another Robinson Crus )E were to arise, he would find himself thoroughly at home in the 
 ̂ enclosure of Leicester Square, for he might be undisputed “ monarch of all he surveyed ” without 
; having even the district surveyor down upon him for a fee or gratuity. Mb. Charles P earson has 

asked for a farm of a few thousand acres to set 500 criminals to work, with the view of reforming 
: them. Our contemporary, the Times, suggests the curtailment of the acreage to a few hundreds, and the 

reduction of the number of criminals to 100, so that the experiment may be tried without risking a 
failure on a very extensive scale; but we would go farther in the way of limitation, and would 

j- suggest the cultivation of Leicester Square by one culprit, whom we would designate the knave of 
I spades, and if the scheme succeeded, it would be easy to carry it out on a more extensive basis.

“ D ear P unch,
“ Ought not Snails to have votes, tor they are all householders ?

“ 1 remain. Punch, One op Them.’’

A SERIOUS LAUGHING 
MAT'TER.

W e have heard a great deal about 
the serious slate of France, but serious 
or not, the Parisians seem determined 
to laugh, and if they cannot laugh on 
one side of their mouths, they laugh 
all the louder on the other. They 
have their Journal Hire, and their 
Assemblee Nationale pour Hire, for in 
casting our eye down the reports of 
the proceedings, we find no other effeot 
produced by the speakers than Hires 
and Nmeeauz Hires, varied by IlilaritJi 
NilariUproloniee,B&ANouvelU llUariU,

I t  is true that a very little joking 
goes a very long wav in the National 
Assembly, which in tnis respect, is full 
worthy of the title of aristemrat, for 
we all know that to be a “ wit among 
lords,’’ requires the yerv smallest a- 
mount of facetious capital. As a spe
cimen of the amount^of humour that is 
required to set the French Legislative 
Body off into a fit of IlilariU pro- 
longJe, we may cite the following mol 
of one M. L aclaudubb, who, for thJ 
simple observation, A* GkNkKAL Ca- 
vaignac  esi le fils de son pere, was 
rewarded with a most unanimous burst 
of merriment.

The whole French Nation seem* 
ready to be set upon the grin by the 
merest trifle—a sensitiveness that m ^  
arise from the ticklish condition in 
which it has been recently placed, or
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^rhaps the tendency to laughter in its present distressed state may out of their lives at the immense amount of artillery F ield MiJaHAL 
have something of an liysterical character. Whatever may be the '  
cause, ( here is np doubt of the effect, which is a promptitude to turn 
everything into ridicule. Ajnidst all the subjects that are just now a 
nre in France, the RepublioM a rire is the object of the most universal 
banter; the theatres are—̂ ii'"* ’ •“ 'i ciiipty, but two or threCj which can only
collect audiences by satirising the Ilepublic, and subjecting it to the 
^ost inveterate quizzing, as in Let Froduits de la fypublime at the 
Falais Iloyal, and the third number of La Foire attx I^ e s  at the 
Vaudeville.

JuLLiEN lias brought into the field.
I A short piece or two was rehearsed on Wednesday, and it baa been 
I rumoured t hat the monkeys fe}t the shock very severely. A Blue-nosed 
j baboon died this morning, and yet the instruments of the heaviest 
j  calibre were only half primed. What it will be when they are put upon 
their full metal we tremble in advance to know. We hope the glass 
cage for the reptiles is perfectly sound. As a proof of the fear that 
reigns everywhere, we may mention that every sparrow has emigrated 
from the Gardens.

THE FllEN C H  IMMIGRATION.

CoNsiDEBiNG the number of ideas that we are continually taking from 
the French, it is only fair that they should occasion^ly borrow an idea 
from us, which they are now doing regularly once a week, bv following 
the English example of excursionising between London and Paris. An 
affair of the kind has been got up under the title of Une Semaine d 
Londres, with the addition of Foii^e de Luxe, by way of expletive. The 
French notion of English luxe is rather comprehensive than select, 
for it includes fameux diner de Greenicich, avee tee I I  entrees de 
foissoTU, et see vine d’Fspiyite, with free admission to les Stmaars, 
including, of course, the Lowther, and les Spectacles trois fois par ; 
semaine, though le fameux Surry is the only spectacle expressly specined. | 

The voyageurs are also promised the enormous treat of a gratuitous 
visit io la celebre maiton de &»»«■«<—Somerset House—where we tru s t , 
the various officials will endeavour to get up sometliing in the shape of 1 
an entertainment to prevent disappointment to the French excursionists. 
In the department of stamps and taxes a sort of exhibition of the stamp-

ties of their own city, and we confess there are many objects of interest j  
advertised in the prospectus of the Voyage de Luxe which we, as cockneys | 
de sang pur, have never bad the good fortune to meet with. Among these
we’may instance la St. John Church, of which we are acquainted with 
several, including St. John’s Wapping, and St. John’s Clerkenwell, but 
this St. John Church par excellence, has altogether escaped us hitherto.

The same Coimiany t hat has got up these Excursions from Paris, has 
been inviting us Londoners to their own capital by a promise of succulent 
rosbenff, arrosj de rhum, d’ale, de the, et de sherry—a hodge-podge which 
is no doubt regarded in France as irresistible by an English appetite. 
Fancy indulging in eucoulent rosbeaff, wtuhed down with rum, ale, tea, 
and sherry, lie  must be a  very Othello in his jealousy of the viands of 
his country who can truly say he has “ stomach for them all.”

BOMHAllDMENT AT THE SURREY ZOOLOGICAJ..
J dllikn is about to bombard the Surrey Zoological. He is to conduct 

a park of artillery on Friday. Hi» baton, we suppose, will be a lighted 
fusee, l ie  should be appointed Musical Master (or rather Maestro,) of 
the Ordnance Ollice. vV e subjoin part of his programme:

Battle op Prague, played with ten 8-pounders, and six thousand 
muskets. The solos will be kindly undertaken, on this occasion, by

3UEEN E lizaiiETii’s pocket pistol. No less than ten thousand pounds 
powder, from the Dartmouth Mills, will be let off during the per

formance of the Battle.
Beethoven’s Grand Symphony in Gun Cotton.
T he H aii.stone Chorus. The hailstones, will be given with the 

aid of paving-stones, discharged from four hundred carts, by an 
eminent Turnpike Road Commissioner.

T he L ullaby Quadrilles with Cracker Accompaniments. Forty 
children in arms have ̂ n  engaged to give the loudest effect to the 
forte passages. The eldest is only four mouths old.

“ W ilt thou I/OVE me when my hair is gone? ” Anew ballad 
sung by Miss Rowland, accomiionied by Monb. J ullien on the rail
way whistle.

‘‘ I ’m NOT THE POOL you TAKE ME P o l l ! ”  Being an answer to tliB 
above, with an explosive finale of Roman candles, rockets, and Congreve 
lights. The prelude will be played by Kceniq, on a pair of American 
revolver#.

“ 'I’herp.’b a 0001) TIME COMING, BOYS.” A Polka composed ex
pressly by Mons. J ullien for this concert, and played by twenty-four 
ollioers of (he City Artillery Company, who liave generously consented 
to bring their own pop-guns and discharge them with real powder on 
this occasion only.

The above will give a faint notion of what this “ stiuming concert ” 
is to be. 'What effect the musical bombardment will have upon the 
Gardens or the houses adjoining, we cannot tell, but we hear that as 
the liour of the conoert draws near, persons are rushing in thousands 
over Blaokfriars Bridge, and in fact, all the bridges, evidently terrified

WHATEVER AYILL BECOME OF US?
To the Editor o f ever)/ th t Kingdom,

Sib,—I  cannot sleep when I  think of the 
defenceless state of the River Thames !

What have we to prevent the French 
taking London Bridge, and nmning off 
with the Chinese Pagoda in Kew 
Gardens ? Nothing but a Daisy, and a 
miserable Buttercup or two, long since 
past the flower of their youth.

Shall I  tell you. Sir, what is the state 
of the French navy ? Why they have 
no less than four steamers on their 
mamificent river Seine! Mind you. 
each of these steamers is accustomed 
to hard work. I  have seen them aground 
for five hours at a time off St. Cloud. 
A more bumptious crew I  never met 
with: why, I  have watched them under 
a shower of rain, when not a man of 
them has hurried down below, or even 

left the deck for a minute to fetch an umbrella.
But what do we find on our decks ? A Captain and an Engine Boy! 

I  questioned one of the latter, and send you his answers:—
Q. “ What do you carry on board, my little boy ? ”
A. “ Ginger-beer, Soda-water, and penny Pickvricks, Sir.”
Q. “ What is your present complement, my line fellow ? ”
A. “ Go to Bath and get your head shaved.”
Gracious goodness! S ir; my blood boils when I  think on this state of 

things. We may be carried out of our beds any night of the week; and 
d l we have to depend upon, is a little bit of a Brid^oom, that is loaded 
with ringer-beer, and manned by a chit of a boy, who, when you ask 
for information, directs you to proceed to Bath, for the insane purpose 
of getting your head shaved!

But is there any hope for us if we venture into the engine-rooms ? 
“ Here,” tliought 1, “ if there is any fire left in the British Navy, here 
I  shall find it.” I t  is true, I found plenty of fire, but it was not mthe 
bosoms of the men. I  tried to stir them up into something like a glow. 
I  even took the poker, but it made no impression upon them; I  plied the 
shovel, and trimmed them and the furnace alternately, going into them 
both like hammer and tongs; but will you believe it, Sir, the men only 
looked coldly on, and never moved an inch, excepting to ask me “ if I  
was going to stand anything.”

I  am no alarmist, and I wish to terrify no one, but I  can only say 
if these things are allowed to continue—if the Thames Navy remains 
in its present lack-a-Daisycal state—that we must see the Seine fleet 
sailing past Tilburjr Fort, and we shall all be sleeping next Christmas 
Eve, if not before, in the rat-infested dungeons of Vincennes! If what 
1 sav does not come true, you may laugh as much as you please, at the 
prediction of, Sir,

Yours, with every timber in a dreadful shiver. F oozle.
Lat$ Commander o f the BaUereea Squadroei, oad Admirad o f Trafalffor B^w re Bam/M.

A CASE DESERVING OF SYMPATHY.
W e witnessed an awful death in the columns of a newspaper the 

other day. I t  was tlie death of a poor fly. H e had ventured too near 
one of those Italian fly-catchers, and had got fastened ®n the sheet of 
yellow glutinous matter that looks so unpleasant. He seemed to be in 
dreadful pain, and no wonder, for tlie newspaper in question was the 
Standard. We hastened to release him, but it was too la te ! We found 
him dead, stuck fast on (be third line of a leader, having been evidently 
unable to proceed any further. What the sufferings of that poor 
fij; must have been no mortal man can te l l! What makes this caM 
still more melancholy, is, that hundreds of other flies liad shared his 
untimely fate. The leader all the way down was strewed with the 
remains of poor deluded flies who had fallen victims in the insane 
stniggle of getting through it. Further details are too horrible for 
publioation.
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Mr. P ip s  Ills D iary .
Monday July 2,1849. Comes Mb. St.vgge to faks mo to tlie great 

Hallway Meeting at the London Tavern; and we up t lie B.ick Stairs to the 
Platform among the Directors, and glad of so good a Place ; but fearing 
to be taken for one of my Company, did get behind a fat Man to hide 
mvself. The Shareholders below met to hear their Affairs debated, and 
what a Coiled ion of wry and doleful Faces! Methought the poor 
anxious Parsons and eager Half-pay Officers among them was a pitiful 
Sight. Looked hard about for the Itailwav King, but Mil. Stagge 
did say in my Ear he was not likely to show bis Face. The Secretary 
reading Bills to be brought into the Parliament to join other llailways 
with tliis. and all the while interrupted by the Shareholders with 
Noise and Outcries; but at last got through. Then the Chairman 
did propose that the Bills be approved o f; but an Amendment moved 
with much Clapping of Hands that the Meeting do adjourn for one 
Month to examine the Company’s Accounts; which they do say have 
been cooked. Upon this a long Speech from a Director, denying that 
it was so, and One made answer to him in a bouncing, ranting 
Harangue; but to hear how the Shareholders did shout and cheer 
whenever he accused the Board of a Piece of Roguery! He com
plained that Proxy Papers had been sent out by some for Votes, 
whereby to  gain tneir own Ends at £900 Expense to the Company; 
whereat more Uproar, in the midst whereof he moved another Amend

ment ; when the Noise greater than ever, with Groans and culling fnr 
Dividends ; and several in the Meeting strove to speak, l)ut could only 
wag their Jaws and shake their Fists at the Chairman, and he imphimig 
Quiet in dumb Show. Howbeit, one old Gentleman got Atleni ion for a 
Moment, and in great Wrath and Cholcr did declare that the Directors 
Statement was all Humbug. Then Another with much ndo to get a 
Hearing, did move a third Amendment; and after that, more M ranglmg 
and Jangling, until the only Mjin of any Brains I hud yet heard, up 
and showed the folly of moving Amendment on Amendment, bo 
tlie first and last Amendment withdrawn, and the second put to the 
Vote, and lost, and then the Chairman’s Resolution put and lost also, 
and the Shareholders hooting and liissing, and shouting “ Shame I ” anu 
crying that they could not understand tbe Question. So tlie Amend
ment and former Resolution both put over again, and both again lost; 
whereupon tbe Shareholders stark mad, and rushed in a Mob on the 
Platform, raving at the Cllairman, who jumped up iu his Chair, throwing \ 
his Arms abroad, and shrieking for Silence; till at last a Poll determined ■ 
on to decide whetlier for Adjournment or not;.and so flie Meeting ■ 
brought to an End in as g r ^  a Hurly-Burly as 1 ever heard; and a ; 
pretty Chairman methiuks tney have to  keep Order, and brave Directors | 
to cook their Accounts, abd tjc ir Meetings do seem as coufuked as their j 
Affairs; and thank my Stars, I have not sunk my Money in a Railway. |

Printed by WiUiun Bradbury,of No. 13, Upper Wobum-plaee, In the Pariih ofStJPancru, and Frederick M allet P,gimi,of No. 7. C huw b^w . Stoke N*w|ifprt6d.'both hi tbe County of Mtddleeci.PHntere.et 
OCBce, in Lonkbaiii-etreet,m the Precioei o( Whitefriars, in the City of Loiiilon,and puhllihed by theitt at No. W Pleet-itreet, in the I an th  of Bt. Brtdc'e to the City of London.*~8ATviiaAv llei.l****
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Ull'.'i

THE LONDON CORRESPONDENT.
(Wrillen/or "  The Talking Potato")

Y DEAR Murphy,—The impetus 
of improved locomotion has 
awakened a corresponding de-, 
sire in the breasts of the reading 
public of the Irish and provin
cial press to have their news 
hot and hot from London—hot 
and buttered with their morn
ing rolls. The “ London Corre
spondent,” my dear Murphy, 
is a new potentate—a novel 
Mwer—in tne kingdom of the 
Press. I t  is for him to whip off 
the cream of all things, and 
chum it into little pats, im
pressing thereon now a goose 
and now a lion—now a rose 

and now a thistle. He must, however, be always original—always 
sparkling. Truth is very well in her way ; buti in our advanced state 
of civilisation, not presentable until properly drest. Neither, in our 
day, must Truth eschew tl»  rouge-pot and ornaments of tlm purest 
paste.' You will see, my honoured Murphy, that I  fully understand 
tile object of my mission to this great city—that I  am all over alive to 
tile weight and value of your parting words: you may forget them< I 
never can. “ One injunction, my dear O’Swiss, you must v^ite upon 
your heart: must wear it as a phylactery about your brows: it is this— 
Be spicy ! Mere news is common enough. What we want of you as a 
correspondent is rather an exercise of the imagination, than of the 
memory. Unflavoured truths are insipid. We don’t want to feed the 
reader upon dull, daily household bread, but on gingerbread-nuts. 
Therefore, and in a word, he spicy, or die.”

These, my venerated Murphy, were your last verbal instmctions as 
we stood upon the deck of the Shamrock ; and with them still singing 
in my ears and playing upon my heartstrings, I  descended to the cabin. 
Having calmed myself with some cold sirlom and a trifle of punch, I  
thought I  felt myself eiiual to contemplate the written orders that— 
with the letter for the weekly pecunia to your London agent—your 
parting shake consigned to my hand. I  now write them from memory 
—from memory, most excellent Murphy.

" I. To dine, at least once a week, with the Prime Minister or 
President of the Council—or both.

“ 11. To be presented at Court.
“ H I. To cultivate an acquaintance with the Duke op W ellikgton, 

and to pump F. M. upon all occasions.
“ IV. To make a weekly call at the Foreign Office, and to worm 

L ord P almerston. N. B. Never to be absent from any of her 
Ladyship’s soirees.

‘‘V. To secure the loan of the Queen’s :Box at 'the Opera once a 
fortnight; and to have it duly printed iu the Morning Post, that ’ H er 
Majesty’s Box was occupied by—O’Swiss, Esq., and a distinguished 
party of his private friends.’

“ V l. To attend weddings in very high life; and—as a friend of the 
family—when permitted—to give away tlie bride.

“ V ll. To be civil—not familiar—with the Bench of Bishops.
“ V lll .  To give a dinner once a year to the L ord Mayor and Cor

poration of London at the Clarendon.
“ IX. To cut the Protectionists as a body; but, ns a brother of the 

quill, to extend the little finger of friendship to B enjamin Disilaeli.
“ X. To belpng to all the Clubs.
“ XI. To disregard any one or all of the foregoing, when found 

practically impossible.
“ XU. On all and every occasion to consider it a solemn duty to— 

be spicy.”
These, Sir, were your written instructions; and I know the wisdom 

enshrined in them; for, once achieved, it makes the paragon of that 
novel and important creature, a London Correspondent. Well, Sir, I 
have endeavoured to comply with each and all of your twelve injunc
tions : and if 1 have failed in any one of them, depend upon it, estimable 
Mr . Muki'IIY, thejreaders of The Talking Poiaio shall never discover 
it. Sir, in this lire, the next best qualitv to successful courage is 
indomitable assurance. K man may fail to dine with the Prime 
Minister—to be presented at Court—to earwig the Duke op Wel
lington V he may fail in one or all of these proud distinctions of life;

, but he must be an ass, indeed, if—with a tongue in his head or a pen 
1 in his hand—he permits an envious world to find the failure out. And 
! now. Sir, to enter upon my duties—now to give you in the very best man

ner of a London Correspondent who is ubiquitous and all-knowing—(last 
week a Londpn Correspondent was found under the table at Osborne 
House during the holding of a Privy Council;—the gallant fellow is 

i now in the Tower)—to give you the last and mqst authentic intelli

gence of all matters bearing ’upon or about the visit of Queen 
VicTORU to the brightest gem inber crown, the Island Emerald.

[From our London Correspondent^
All England threatens to decanter itself into Ireland on the occasion 

of H e r  Majesty’s visit. My friend L ord B ussell—(by the way he 
has a very pretty Lodge in Richmond Park, and it is pleasant to see 
the Premier of England and his little ones feeding the fwlow-deer with 
almond-cakes at early dawn)—my friend J ohn, m confidence, assures 
me that the Queen will fake water at Kew-bridge, and not at Osborne, 
as recklessly asserted by the ignorant portion of the press. A new 
barge will be launched upon the occasion, to be rowed by the Lords of 
the Admiralty, and steered—an especial favour granted at his own re
quest—by L ord Brougham. The royal yacht will sail from Woolwich, 
and will not be commanded—as was believed— b̂y L ord J ohn R ussell.

The state visit of H er  M ajesty to Ireland is reserved for next year. 
On the present occasion she will be merely attended by the Household 
Guards (transports are already provided) and P rince Albert’s Own. 
It has been very generally reported that the Lumber Troop would be 
permitted to follow the Queen , and to share the duty with the House
hold regiments. On Thursday last over the burgundy, I  just touched 
upon the report to the D uke ; when, with his characteristic acuteness, 
the Duke observed—“ Gammon; pass the wine.” 'This your readers 
may depend upon. (By the way, wbat a felicitous enithet—it was an 
Irishman’s—‘Hhe Iron Duke ! The bewitched maiaen uttered pearls
and diamonds: F. M. the Duke invariably speaks tenpenny nails f)

H er  Majesty’s visit—(I have the best proofs from the royal milliner) 
—will be homely and unpretending. She will leave the crown and 
sceptre in the Tower, and land in a plain straw bonnet with a green 
parasol. On landing at Cork, H er  Majesty—(I have it from her 
Master of the Horse)—will at once enter into the nationality of her 
Irish subjects. She will not make the round of the city in a carriage, 
but will, with the P rince of W ales and Albert, occupy one side of a 
car, duly balanced on the other by Maids of Honour. Having visited 
Blarney, and secured a piece of the stone to be set among the brightest 
jewels of her dihdem, she will sleep on board the yacht; the Mayor 
and Corporation of Cork, as a guard of honour, keeping the middle 
watch. All H er Majesty’s dress will be of Irish manufacture; 
Irish poplin; bonnet of Irish straw, with artificial blossoms of the 
national fruit. I  should observe—(I have this from Sh eil  of the Mint) 
—that the Queen will embark amidst a shower of golden sovereigns.

H er  M ajesty’s entry into Dublin will be alike simple and maternal. 
(There has been arumour of a great tea-party with a dance in the evening
at donciliation H all: but don’t believe it. The D uchess of S-----
assures me that the idea is abandoned.) The Queen, as at Cork, 
will make the round of the city, preceded by the L ord Mayor, who ' 
will have been ennobled, immediately after breakfast, as the E arl of , 
H ullabaloo, and the Aldermen created baronets. She will then, on 
her w ^  to Viceregal Lodge (Lord Clarendon, in a tunic of green : 
silk taifetry, is to ride a milk-white horse, illustrative of his pure inten- ] 
tions), stop awhile on the route, and at the rivePs brink create little 
P rince Alfred the D uke of L iffey . This ceremonial will be Mr- 
formed by the royal child quaffing a goblet full of the water, carefully 
distilled for the occasion. W’ithout further delay the Queen will then 
proceed to the Lodge, where she will be met at the door by the 
Countess of Clarendon with a dish of buttermilk and potatoes. 
Upon this the Queen  will luneh ; and afterwards, in a thimble-fuU of 
regal punch, drink Prosperity to Ireland. Then, w ith as little ceremony 
as she arrived, H er  Majesty will depart, and on her return proceed to 
the Bank; where—(the C hancellor of the E xchequer has passed 
me his word for this)—where she will lodge twenty pounds to the 
account of every single inhabitant of Ireland, and thirty to the married, 
with an extra two pounds a-head for children. This fact, you will confess, 
is gratifying; but certainly not a whit more than was generally expected.

On leaving the Bank, H er Majesty will visit Trinity College, when 
herself. P rince Albert, and all the children, will receive diplomas as 
Doctors of Civil Irish Law; L ord R ussell as Prime Minister, being 
honoured with the dignity of M.A. and S.L.O. W.

The Queen will then return to crown her visit with an act of most 
significant and most touching goodness. The statue of 'William the 
T hird  will cease to exist; that is, an entirely new face will be given 
to the old bronze mischief-maker. The head of | |ic  Orangeman 
(every preparation has been made to perform the process in a few 
minutes) will be struck off, and in its place a bronze head of His 
R oyal H ighness P rince Albert  bearing his Hussar cap, will be 
soldered on; the band playing “ And doth not a meeting like this make 
amends f” with the bells ringing and the artillery roaring.

At night there will be a ^orious illumination throughout the city. 
Not a garret window that will not have an eye of fire twinkling in it. 
A magnificent illumination in which—forgive my ardour. Sir—in which, 
let us hope, every atom of ill-feeling between the two countries may be 
burnt to snuff. Luckily I have no more to say, for I ’m interrupted. 
The Duke has driven up with his carpet-bag, and insists upon me going 
down for a day or two to Walmer.

Yours, P helim O’Swiss.

VOL XVii.
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d o m est ic  hydropathy.

H tdropathi b  making its way, and the continual dropping of water on to the mind of the public b  
at last producing some impression. Waterlb in fact taking a very high position, but its elevation will not 
be of long continuance, for it is in the very nature of water to find sooner or later its level. At the pre- 
sent moment, hydropathy is being received as a science of the first water, and it has been allowed to find 
its way into several domestic establishments. The turncock is in fact the family phvsician, the cistern 
b  the medicine chest; the New River b  a  sort of Apothecaries’ Hall, and the doctors till comes in, in the 
shape of the water rate. This is all very agreeable if it is kept within bounds, and we believe that not 
only are water and soap the best soporific, but that the ordinary suds form a sudorific of as salubrious 
a kind as any that can he furnished hy  pharmacy. I t  is not the use of water, but its abuse we protest 
^rainst, and we therefore object to the substitution of the bath itself for the Bath chair, as well as to 
the watering of the patient with the watering-pot while lying in his bed, as if he were a geranium, or 
any other occupant of an ordinary flower-bed. Such is the ont-door treatment under the Domestic 
Hydropathic system, which occasionally places the patient under the pump, until it is doubtful whether 
he b  not.as great a pump as the machine by which he allows himself to be pbyed upon.

“ DOWN, DOWN, DEERY DOWN.”
Ministers have at last hit on the plan to make Englishmen zealous financial reformers. Hume and 

Cobden, and the Liverpool Einanciaf Reform Association, might liave laboured for centuries without 
getting half m  near their object as L ord J ohn and his colleagues have managed to do in the last twelve 
months. I t  b  very kind of them to take such pains to rouse a real feeling for saving amongst us— 
to open J ohn Bull’s ews to the cry of “ Take care of your pockets,”—to prompt a demand for economy 
in administration so serious and urgent, that they will have a good excuse for obeying it. You don’t 
supTOSe L ord J ohn and L ord Gret and the rest are really like pelicans, and take a serious pleasure in 
feeding their large brood out of their own blood,—i. e. the country’s circulating medium! On the contrary, 
they only want a good reason for saying to those excellent family men, who seem always at home in the 
Home Office, and never abroad in the Foreim Offic^ “ My dear fellow, we haven’t a decent place to our 
backs, or a gentlemanlike sabry in our portfolios. Everything is to be done in the cheap style, and the 
country no longer appreciates the advantage of having its work done in a slovenly and gentlemanly manner 
by men of famfly. We positively have nothing to give that doesn’t require a man of business to do the 
work, and doesn’t give a miserable salary for doing it. 'I'here isn’t a clerk in the Foreign Office who 
can’t knock off &piecis, or run up a diplomatic correspondence, and who receives more than half Lombard 
Street pay. How can we offer anything of thb  paltry, hard-working, ill-paid style of thing to one of 
ourselves? ”

Thb js obviously what Minbters want to be at. I t  must be so. For just look what they ’re doing.
Imprimis, They *̂re cutting down everybody’s little pickings out of other people’s pockets.
They’ve robbed the landlords of protection. Let them look to their own salaries !
They’ve robb^  the ship-owners of the monopoly of water carriage and extra freights. Lot them look 

to their Foreign and Colonial Office appointments !
They’ve abolbhed the Palace Court. Let them look to their pa’ent places and legal sinecures !
They ’re going to knock up the Sessions Bars and the Sessions Attornies. Let them look for a swarm 

of hornets with stmging pens, who, driven from the carcase of petty larceny, must live, and will find a 
Lving (inter alia) by exposing the abuses among their exposers!

They’ve cut off Junior briefs in Assize Prosecutions and reduced the fees of the ex-leaders. L et them 
look to their Treasury, and Mint solicitorships and snug little legal berths at home and abroad !

They’ve roused the landlords 1 They’ve rabed.the ship-owners !! They’ve frenzied the attornies! 11 
They’ve irntated the barristers!!!!

And do (hepho^  to su^ive themselves, remainder abuses, solitary sinecures, fossil inutilities, idle 
appendages of office P No. E ve^  abuse they destroy, every vested interest they trample down, every 
old nuisance they cut away, they bring to life anew and sudden swarm of financial purists. The reformers 
will soon be reformed: economising Ministers will be econombed; “ Low pay for little work.”  Is that

to be the gameP W ith Shulock the 
irrilMed “ interests”  may hiss out to 
Minbters, “ If you be like us in all 
ebe, you shall be like us in that. The 
economy you teach us we will execute, 
and it  sbidl go hard but we will better 
the instruction.”

THE W RECK OF TH E ROYAL 
GEORGE.

( J f t s r  Cowpaa.)

Toll for a knave!
A knave whose day is o’e r !

All sunk—with those who gave 
Their cash, till they’d no m ore!

Shareholders grumbled loud. 
Directors wroth did get—

Down went the Royal Geokgr,
W ith all h b  lines, complete!

Toll for Ihe knave!
The Royal George is gone j

His last account b  cook’d ; j
H b  work of doing, done! i

I t  w u  not in the panic, .
His credit felt no shock ; !

'The House at Albert Gate 
Stood firm as Albert Rock. |

Clerks still drew bated breath, j
And moved obedient pen.

When the Royal George went down I 
Never to float again.

Cast the tottle up, |
See how the money goes: I

And reckon, railway pun- |
-pets, how much England owes. i

The Royal O borob is gone,
His iron rule b  o’er—

And he and his Directors 
Shall break the lines no more !

THE PU N  NEGATIVE.

A P unster quite old enough to 
know better, but too old to warrant 
the hope that he will not get worse, 
liM intimated to us the horrible sus
picion that the present I’oiic b  called 
Pio N o-no in allusion to his probable 
refusal to say yes to any condiiions that 
may be proposed to liim. The vener
able wag who has insulted us by lliis 
suggestion has liad the aulacir.y to 
add, that, even if Pui N o-no shoula say 
‘ Yes, yes,” the joke (! i would still hold, 

for N o-ho might then be construed as 
tlie double negative, which is equal to 
one affirmative. We can only say at 
present, (hat we have it in contem
plation to place the whole of the 
documents connected with this affair 
in the hands of the Lunacy Commis
sioners, with the view to an inquiry as 
to the state of mind of the venerable 
wag, who has for some time evinced 
the same alarming symptoms that have 
at last urged us to this extreme mea
sure. We wish some benevolent indi
viduals wouldfound asortof Agapunnery 
on the principle of the Agapemone, re
cently before the public, and we shall 
he happy to pay any reasonable sum 
of money for the reception of the 
venerable wag into such an estab- 
Ibhmcnt.
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PUNCH’S FREE AEMISSION TO THE SURREY 
ZOOLOGICAL GARDENS.

Th e progratnme of J ullien’s "Concert Monstre” 
may be divided into three parts:—1st, Rain; 
2i(i, Mud; 3rd, Noise.

The first part was rather overdone. A little 
rain would have been refreshing, but J ullien 
laid it on rather too heavily. "What there was, 
however, was of the very best deseription. We 
felt it to the very bottom of our soles. The 
running accompaniments, as they trickled slowly 
down our collar off the edge of some gentleman’s 
umbrella, were particularly thrilling. There was 
one shower especially, evidently led on by Smart, 
that came down with the most wonderful pre
cision on the heads of the multitude,—so much so 
that we are positive every one must have felt 
it through and through. Some of the most 
flowing movements tilled our ears, almost to an 

aching sense of pleasur^ with such an overpowering gush of soft 
melody and rain, that we fairly shook and trembled under the powerful 
effect. Never has our head been so full at a concert before! Our 
Mackintosh, even to this day, is still absOTbed by it.

Whilst this part of the conoert was being executed, it was cnriouato 
watch tlie orchestra. Talk of the voices having been drowned by the 
instruments, whv, they could not have been half so drowned as the latter 
were, for the rain tiiciled  into the violins, as if they were only so many 
vials, and it filled the bassoons to that extent that every now and then 
Baumann had to hold np his cherished instrument, and give it a good 
wringing to get the water out of it. Those “ monsters of 1 he deep,’’ 
the ophicleides, spouted away, as if they had been suddenly fumed into 
whales, and sent up large columns of water that threatened to take 
all the colour out of the Blues, and even to send adrift the CoWstream.

The Second Part was necessarily a little slow; but when you are 
ankle-deep in Mud it is impossible to get on very fast. IVhat mud t here 
was, certainly was very good as far as it w’ent, and t|;at is saying a 
great deal, for it went all over the gardens; bnt as it was decidedly in 
everybody’s way, we should advise JnixiEN to Lave the mud removed 
for his n e tt concert, tor it was the only portion of his entertainment 
that appeared to “ stick ’ at all. All the rest, especially the third part, 
which consisted entirely of noise, went off like an 8 pounder; in fact 
much better, for owing to the rain having damped the ardour of the 
cannons, some of those “ sons of guns ’’ would not go off at all.

In other respects the noise redounds and rebounds for the echoes, we 
believe, are still keeping il. up on the Surrey hills, most loudly to 
J ullien’s credit. The 2 i Rnman trumpets came out with great force, 
and we wonder the walls of Badajoz did not fall flat into ilie wafer at 
the first brazen clang. These Roman trumpets look like immense gas- 
pipes with a funnel at the end, and would inake capital peashooters for 
a masquerade.

Altogether the noise was such as we have never listened to before. 
If it is a sample of what is occa.sionally heard in the “ Uesert ’’ we 
do not wonder at so very few people living in that noisy neighbourhood. 
The Camel must be deaf as wdl as dumb, or else he could not stand it.

By the way, it was singular to notice the long caravan after caravan 
of Umbrellas, whilst the “ Desert” was unrolling its slow lengih along. 
What would not old crusty Sahara have given for a few drops of tliat 
rain, and have joyfully taten fhe mud with it, with which we were 
so liberally deluged on last Friday!

We are sorry for poor J ullikn. I l l s //<« always seems fo be a 
pelting Shower. I t  is most nnforl unate lor him that one of the elements 
of success tor out-of-door amusements does not happen to be water, or 
else he would invariably have a bumper every time. His entertain
ments are always mixed with the very best spirit, and it is too bad that 
they should be completely swamprd with too much water.

As it was, we enjoyed ourselves very much, but we have had a slight 
headache and a small touch of rheumatism ever since.

 ̂ The of Parliam ent.
Mb . n .  D rummond says:

" For a m euuro of Snani-m reform of any kind, then: are alvaya 19 ' biUi’ out of 
20 members.**

And Putteh asks;
“ Out of 19 butts, how many hogalieads?’*

BOOKKEEPING BY ITALIAN ENTRY.

R ome is t.he Capital of tlio world, and may be best invested by adding 
French Principle to Austrian Interest.

BRAVO, M AZZINI!

Though brutish force fhe wme has won, 
Triumvir, thou hast nobly done;
Calm courage in a rightful cause 
Gains thee a lollier world’s applause;
And Rome’s old heroes frqin their spheres 
Shout, chiming in with British cheers, 

Bravo, Mazzini 1

He who, as now, in time of yore,
Tyrannic rule when to restore 
In Rome a fierce invader sought, 
Accounted pain and death as nought.
His band unshrinking in the flames ;
He, Muiius Sc.srvoLA, exclaims,

Bravo, Mazzini !

He who the fearful gulf defied,
Which, in the Forum, yawning wide. 
Gaped for a victim to appease 
The ire of wrathful deities,
A self-devoted sacrifioe;
Behold, the daantless Ocm iu s  cries, 

Biavo, Mazzini !

.knd they, the grsndsire, sire, and son. 
Who each their country’s safety won.
By meeting v.iluntary death;
They, too, with one united breath,
The plaudits of t heir brethren swell:
T ^  Ifecii cry aloud as well,

Bravo, Mazzini !

The martyr to his plighted word.
He who a thousand deaths preferred. 
Slaving anmoved the direst doom,
To tampering wit h the weal of Rome; 
R egulus also joins the call 
—While PwvcA cries ditto to them all— 

Bravo, Mazzini !

THE PALLIS COURT AND THE NOO PELISSE.
"  Sir,

“ The ’Torney Ginral sfix for compinsayshun for the loryers 
of the Pallis Court, whose prophets is to be nocked on the ed by a noo 
lor. Well and good, and wy not ?

“ But, Sir, i wish to ask—if the loryers are to be eompinsayted—why 
wasn’t i P But you shall oar. .\fore the noo Pelisse come in, i made 
my livin out of the pocket ankerohers and sich like of my fellar subjicks. 
With the noo Pelisse, it isn’t to be done at no price. Wear I  prigg’d 
a dozen fogies, i now don’t take 2. And all acauss of a noo lor that 
made the noo Pelisse, i w sh to know if i havn’t a claim to compin
sayshun the same as the fokes of the Pallis Court, and am yours,

. “  broken harted J eames Twitches.”

Smithfleld Sports.
One of the Parliamentary advocates of Smithfield Market alluded to 

(he enormous sums of money turned over every market-day in that 
locality. He forgot to add the amount of property turned over in the 
shape of old women and apple-stalls; but we can vouch for the fact, 
that in the fruit season the capital turned over amounts to several 
plums in half a minute, when the Bulls begin to operate for a rise, which 
they do very frequently. ______________

FASHIONABLE MOVEMENTS.

George H udson, E.sq., for Sf. Helena, having purchased of govern
ment the ruins of logwood, the late residencs of the late Napoleon. 
The Admiralty liave kindly offered the honourable gentleman the 
passage out in II, M. brig Slag.

THE WAR IN HUNGARY.
By our JutfcniU Oorretpondtnt.

Georgy-Peorgy has been a good boy, and beaten that nasty Paske- 
wiTCHYiTCHY like a Bricksy-wicksy.

Nearly R eidy.—The Ventilation of the House of Commons.
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PLEASURES OF HORSF.KEEPING.

Mb. B riggs having parted w ith  ms lad eor misconduct, some young men ititiiout encumbrance Arruy to
HIS horse.

look aeter

LONG MAY IT  RAIN.
The pennv-a-lmers have long been suffering from a dearth of pabulum 

for paragraphs, and the old stock had become so thorouglily exhausted, 
that the very earliest Gooseberry failed to find favour in an editor’s eye, 
and the most monstrous of Cabbages was never thrust by any but tlie 
greenest of the greens of the press into a journal’s letter-lwx. A novelty 
Has, however, at last turned up, or rather come down in the shape of a 
shower of Red Rain, which, we are told in a tenpeimy paragraph, has 
lately fallen in Wales, and we have no doubt the penny-a uners will soon 
hear of such a refreshing shower in France, when a couple of pence 
more may be squeezed out of it by the addition of a line and a half of 
small wit in reference to the “ Red Rain being calculated to throw more 
cold water on the Red Republicans.”

If  in private life it is true that “ it never rains but it pours,” we may 
certainly say the same of a sprinkling of paragraphs; and we may anti
cipate a thorough inundation of the newspapers with Red Rain for the 
next twelve months. We may also look forward to the exercise of 
penny-a-line ingenuity in the application of the happy idea of Red Rain 
to other matters of a cognate character. We may expect shortly a 
supply of black hail for autumn use, and during the winter months a 
fall or two of pea-green snow will be a most effective novelty. The 
paiagraph trade will, we are sure, experience a healthy impetus from 
this fortunate shower of Red Rain, which will whet the pubuc appetite 
for a further supply of such refreshing prodigies.

A H int th a t should be Listened to.
■We 'observe that several causes “^re down for hearing” in the 

House of Imrds. Considering the defective state of the House, which 
one would imagine had been built as a Deaf Asylum for the Aristo
cracy, we do think the wording of the above notice a little ironical. 
How desperate must the acoustics of that place be, when it is necessary 
to specify the causes that are in want of a “ hearing! ”

THE GREAT SMOKE QUESTION.
E very now and then the legislature finds itself enveloped in smoke, 

or, in other words, immersed in a discussion on the subiect of chimneys. 
During the present session the House of Commons has kept smoke from 
time to time in its eye. And about a week since, there was a debate 
rather more full of smoke than usual, for the morning papers came out 
with two or three columns of that foggy compound. We think it an 
admirable idea that smoke producers should be compelled to turn smoke 
consumers; and we hope that,in  ^ y  act that may be passed, there will 
be a clause to reach those walking nuisances who emit from their 
mouths, through the medium of cigars, a most offensive vapour. Every 
street smoker should be compelled to consume his own smoke; for it is 
obvious that a class of persons who evince so much bad taste cannot 
reasonably object to swallow a quantity of smoke, on the ground of the 
bad taste that may attach to it.

“ THE BUTCHERS’ PET.” '
Mr. Osborne is the last martyr of Smithlleld. Defending the 

vested interests of the London butchers, he laid himself flat upon the 
gridiron, to be grilled by public opinion. His s))eech in the House of 
Commons was worthy of the cattle-market; an ox once siwlre in the 
Forum; after centuries, the voice of that animal has been heard in 
St. Stephen’s. We understand that the butchers intend to invite 
the Member for Middlesex to a magnificent festival in Ram Alley, 
when—in touching acknowledgment of his advocacy of the claims of 
the cattle and pig-market—he will be crowned with a civic crown 
composed for the occasion of cowslips, bulrushes, and sowthistle.

CON. FOR the continent.
W hy is the French army at Rome like a London citizen at his 

country house P Because it is where it has no business.

    
 



GOG AND MAGOG GIVING PADDY A LIFT OUT OF THE MIRE.
^  i._ (lie uropriety of purcha-^ng estates in Ireland, fritli a view to

• 1 r  f Common CouncU was held on Thursday “ “s F abundant guarantees.
A Special Court of Common  ̂ ^  jo  thi. work. ^

cultivate and improve Ine sam •
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the pas des patineurs.
I t has been whispered that the cause of the postponment of Meyeebeee’s Prophete at 

Covent Garden, until nobody is left in town to listen to it,_hM been the necessity for further 
rehearsals of the famous Fat des Faiineurs, which the unimtiated expect will turn out to be 
a grand dance in pattens. I t  is rather awkward for the Italian Opera directors that the point 
for which the intended grand coup of their season is delayed has been anticipated three or 
four weeks ago by the management of H ee Majesty’s Theatre.

ViAEDOT G a e c ia  has been walking about doing nothing, and Le P rc^ete  delayed until too 
late to do anj; ^ d ,  while the ladies and gentlemen of the ballet have been fionnderinff about 
in skates, which they ought to have been gliding into all the early part of the season, mstead 
of keeping the Prophets at a stand-still i^ ile  they are getting their hands, or rather'their 
feet, into the Pas des Patineurs, which is after all no longer a novelty while V ia e d o t  G a e c ia  
is standing idle in London.

The stage of Covent Garden during the rehearsal of the Pas des Patineurs illustrates the 
extreme difficulty of obtaining a firm footing in the favour of the public, and proves that 
“ there is many a slip ” in the course of the hazardous effort.

HEUEABSAL OF THE “  P IS  DES PATINEDKS.”

NEW  EDITIONS. §

Boilin’s Ancient H istory, with new chap
ter^ introducing the Republicans de la vieille, 
by L edeu E ollin.

MfeJioiEES DU Barry, being the little memoire 
the architect of the new Houses of Parliament 
has sent in for some £20.000 extra.

W alker’s Manly E xercises, dedicated to 
penny postmen and to post men in general, and 
embellished with a portrait of Walkeb, the 
celebrated Twopenny.

Sidney’s Arcadia, not by Sir  P hilip, but by 
Alderman Sidney, vrith a view of Smithfield, 
£md all the beauties and health-inspiring produc
tions of that acknowledged Garden of England.

The Stranger’s Guide out op the H ouse 
OP Commons, edited by Mr . J ohn O’Connell, 
with all the unreported speeches of that great 
exclusive.

The H and-book op Turning, for the special 
use of M.P’s.

The Citizen op the W orld, with variorum 
notes by L ord Brougham.

The Adventures op a N apoleon—in imita
tion of the Adventures of a Guinea, showing how 
it was taken up at Strasburg, smashed at Bou
logne, nailed to the counter for a long time at 
Ham, and is now in circulation again at Paris.

One of the "Own Correspondents”  reports 1 
that—
“ The French entered Rome universal acclamations ”

“ Very like a wail 1 ”

POKING EUN AT ROME W ITH  FRENCH BAYONETS.

A FUNNY fellow, one Gi « eral R ostolail has been appointed by the 
leader of the Gauls, Oudinot, Governor of Rome, and has addressed to 
the Roman people a Proclamation which must absolutely make the 
Seven Hills of the Eternal City split their sides with laughter. In this 
facetious dpcument the principal points—each of which is a regular dig 
at Roman liberty—are these

“ From thio dAy.—1. Crowds in the streets are prohiMted, and win bo dispersed by 
force.”

Here you have a specimen of the action of your patent new French 
Republican Street-sweeper.

'*2. The retreat will be beaten at 9 p.m. Circulation in the streets shall cease at 
half-past 9. At that hour public places shall be closed ”

A pretty game this, of playing the Conqueror after the manner of 
W il l ia m  o f that name, celebrated in connexion with the Curfew! 
French philanthropy introducing the Early Closing system into Rome 1

“ 8. The politicsl clubs, wliicli, contrary to the I ’roclamatlon of the Oenoral-in-Cbief, 
have not yet been closed, shall be so by forco.”

What a regard for consistency is shown bv Citizen R ostolan in 
suppressing the Roman political clubs by club law !

" 6. Physicians nnd public functlonarips alono will bo allowed to walk the streets 
freely at night. They roust, liowercr, be furnished with a pass, signed by the mllilary 
authorities, aud shall be escorted, fhnn station to station, to the place they intend 
to go to,”

The patient, probably will be liable to stand the charge of the escort, 
as well as pay the fee of the doctor.

But the conclusion of M. R ostolan’s jokes at the expense of the 
Romans beah eve^thing that has preceded it. After forbidding them 
to assemble in their own streets, ordering them home, and to shut up 
shop by half-past nine, threatening to close their clubs by force, and 
declaring that the physician, when called up at night, must be marched 
to tilt bed-side by a file of soldiers; he addresses them in the following 
exquisite strain of irony;—

“ InhabitjfntB of Rome I yon want order; I  will gnarantee it to yon. Those who 
intond to prolong your opprasslon Khali find in me an inflexible eevority.”

The tone of this consolaloty assurance is really worthy of a clown in 
one of the good old pantomimes, when he tells a little boy that he will 
take him under his protection, and so saying, knocks the poor child’s 
hat over his eyes, and kicks liim, and beats him, and takes away his cake.

O il ! MONS, MOST MONS-TROUS 1

A PAPER says " th e  applause at the Monster Concert was most 
deafening.” Egad ! the cannons were quite enough to make it so.

IDOLATRY AND SUPERSTITION IN  ENGLAND IN  THE 
N INETEENTH CENTURY.

I t is humiliating to reflect that in this age of science and intelligence, 
and in our own enlightened country, there should have occumd the 
following deplorable instance of gravelling superstition and idolatry. 
Some four or five years a^o, incredible as it may seem, large numbers 
of persons of all classes, including even some of the clergy, actually 
united to worship a brazen image. They positively set up a Man of 
Brass, and this precious divinity was adored by the deluded creatures 
under the name of the Railway King. I t  was their belief that he 
exercised unlimited power over all railway matters, and could render 
any line that he took under his tutelage a sovmce of indefinite emolument 
to his votaries. So awfully were they carried away by this persuasion 
that they even made a sacrifice in honour of their Idol, at a cost of as 
much as £20,000. But this was nothing to the amount of treasure 
which they were constantly pouring into nis temple in the expectation 
that it would there continually increase and multiply.

The Image had a head, like the celebrated one of Fr u r  Bacon, en
dowed with speech, which it seems to have resembled the Pagan oracles 
of old in employing for the puipose of mystification. In process of 
time, not only were the golden visions of the idolaters dispelled, but it 
was found that all the money which they had deposited at ^ e  shrine of 
the Idol had disappeared. On awakening to a sense of their lamentable 
condition, their preposterous veneration for their brazen god was 
changred into a proportionately violent animosity against him. They 
pulled down their Idol from its pedestal, they beat it, they kicked it, 
they bedaubed it and bespattered it, and trampled it in the mire, ana 
many of them, notwithstanding that they themselves lived in glass 
houses, did not hesitate to pelt it with stones. In short, they conducted 
themselves exactly like certain savages, wlio, when disappointed in their 
desires and expectations, are accustomed to offer all sorts of indig
nities to their gods, tefore which previously they had prostrated them
selves in the most abject abasement. I t  is futile to talk of the progress 
of education, when we see multitudes capable of becoming the victims 
of such a delusion as that which has been exemplified in the worship of 
the Railway King.

PRODUCER AND CONSUMER.

At the AgrictJtural Sr^ety’s Meeting at Norwich, a prize was 
offered for the “ best Cultivator-or Grubber.” Now the best cultivator 
that can be, is the British Labourer, and put a leg of mutton and 
trimmings and a knife and fork before him, and we will also back him 
against the whole world at grubbing.

    
 



40 PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI.

PUNCH’S OWN FOREIGN INTELLIGENCE.
By Punch, his own Correspondent.

H ating been for some time quite abroad among the accounts sent 
home of events on" the Continent, and puzzled with paragraphs 
a ^ u t  Schleswig-Holstein, Denmark, and the Duchies, with extracts 
from Wiener Zietungs, relative to M ieraslawbki’s movements, and the 
occasional advances of O’Szony—a sort of Irish Hungarian probably-^ 
towards this, that, and the other, Mr. Punch determined to go out in 

j  the capacity of his own Correspondent to the disturbed parts of the 
I Continent. He had offered the task to a trusty contributor, who, 

having heard of innocent individuals being eonstantly popped off at the 
hands of the various patriotic popoli, resolutely declared tnat, he would 
be shot if he undertook such a dimgerous mission.

Mr. Punch accordingly accre^ted himself as his own ambassador, 
and having invested himself with the circular order of the Bank of 
England, and granted an audience to his own till, to which he extended ‘ 
the benefits of the clearing system, he took his passage down Bride 
Court towards the Continent. He was accompanied by Toby, and 
Mr. Punch taking no other luggage than a shirt, Toby was satisfied 
with the collar. Passing over the voyage from England, and omitting 
to notice the blustering of Boreas, who planted one of his heaviest 
blows on the very chons of the Channel, Mr. Punch contents himself 
with reporting some of the results of his personal observation.

with tickets out of number for “ private views ” of the various fortifi
cations, and he received an undated order for “ himself and friend” to a

private (sentry) box in the theatre of war all over the continent. He 
had in fact the behind the scenes, and was called to inspect all the 
properties about to be introduced into the grand ballet of ̂ action that

On arriving at a given point, he looked out for an omnibus to Fuszta 
Harkaly, where he had heard the brigade of B ensdek  was hplding out, 
and where Mr. Punch believed the presumed Pus or Puss, in Puszta, 
might give a sort of impetus to Tohds activity. He soon arrived at a 
spot wliich Mr. Punch discovered tobe Nagy-sgmard, and on demanding 
an interview with O’Szony he was collared and captured by two strap
ping satraps of the Kaiser Somebody, who dragged him before a general.

whose name ended in ski, and who, to show his relationship to tlw 
Skies, was covered all over with stars, besides having a cloud on nis 
brow, though he had anything but a milky way with him. Mr. ” “,*y ’ 
though he had an excellent explanation at his fingers’ ends, was unable to 
translate it into the required tongue, and a scries of guttural sounds 
having been sent forth from the throat of the General, it became 
evident that Mr. Punch and his faithful dog were ordered to be *h®t m  
spies by way of upshot. Mr. Punch had already begun to feel the 
difficulty of conveying the reports of the fatal muskets m the character 
of his own reporter, when, as the poet savs—

Before a file oi men,
Poor Punch was on his knees; 
Toby sent up a dismal yell, 
That floated on the breeze.

So frightful was the sound,
That, pale with abject fear,
The soldiers turn’d upon their heels— 
The ground for Punch was clear.

Encouraged by his fortunate escape, Mr. Punch became bold, and 
happening to have one of the numbers of Jiis own publication in his 
pocket, he fortunately produced it, and found that it served as a passport 
everywhere. More fortunate even than some of the foreign correspond- 
rats of the daily press, who merely get invitations to dine with the 
Generals on both sides, and have public galleries placed at their sole 
disposal, to  write their ‘ copy ” in, Mr. Punch found himself lionoured

was the subject of a sort of repetition genfrale in all the places he visited. 
He strolled ad libitum among the “ set pieces,” and walked unmolested 
through cut woods amid groups 
of soldjerj;, forming the grand 
tableaux in the revolutionary 
dramas being performed 
throughout nearly the whole of 
Europe. To him, a pitched 
battle was little more than a 
performance at Astley’s, and he 
had the satisfaction of seeing 
the corps of W ohlgemuth 
come down upon the brigade of 
R aimbitu  as comfortably as if 
he had witnessed the whole 
affair from the front row of the 
dress boxes at M r . B atty’s es
tablishment. However crowded 
the “ seat of war,” there was 
always a “ reserved seat ” 
for Mr. Punch, who with the 
Generals on both sides became 
a general favourite. I t  would
be impossible to enumerate the places through which he passed on 
his journey home, but any reader may supply himself with a tolerably

2 ^ '

accurate catalogue by throwing together a quantity of consonants— 
with a very small sprinkling of vowels—and cutting tliem up into 
words of as many letters as may be convenient. The names of

generals may be obtained by the 'addition of the syllable kick, as in >: 
J ell-akick, for it is observable that the parties opposing any generals'
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of this kind, come off naturally enough with more kicks than halfpence. 
Unfortunately a jealousy arose in consequence of dog Toby having 
Unconsciously given offence to the dogs of war, and having in fact been 
suspected of acting in the dishonourable c h a p te r  of a tale-bearer in

the interest of the enemy. This unpleMant circumstance having come 
to the ears of Mr. Punch, he was unwilling that the queue of Toby should 
be converted into a “  queue to fight,” and he accordingly made at once 
for the frontier.

SEASIDE INTELLIGENCE.
We have lately received papers from the Coast, and from our storra 

of information—which we are justified in regarding as marine stores, in 
everything but the waste paper sense o f  the term—we select the 
following.

Gravesend.—This milk and watery sea-port, which stands suspended, 
like Mahomet’s Tomb, between the arms of Father Thames and 
N eptune, is in the full height of its brief season. The last of the 
Barons—the laird of N athan—remains at his Hall of Banners, sup
ported by Ids trusty retainer, in virtue of which, he is retained for the 
whole of the summer at a liberal salary. In  commercial matters there 
is little doing, but we heard of a sme being effected of yesterday’s 
shrimps at to-day’s prices; perriwinkles being sixpence a mille—id eel, 
a  thousand—dearer at Grav^end than at Billingsgate, it follows that 
the exebanM is a few pints in favour of the latter.

H e r n e Bat.—Our latest dates from this locality go back as far as 
the end of June, which niay be accounted for by tne blockade of high 
steamboat fares being still continued. The pier proprietors co-operate 
cordially in the blockade, and aid, by prohibition pier dues, the pro
hibition prices of the steamboats, while the prohibition fares of tne 
South Kastem Railway do their part in the establishment of the some
what contradictory policy of keeping the public literally at Bay, by 
keeping everybody away from it.

M ahoate.—Our last advices from this place represent the proprietors 
of the bathing-rooms to be moved by the same courteous inclinations— 
the constant inclination of the head to every passer-by which has always 
distinguished them. The promenading along the Boulevard det Juivet 
is now at its height, and at the Bazaars of both L e w  and J 014.T there 
is a characteristic mixture of Levity and Jollity among the cockney 
visitors. The town “ crier” has been in full cry lately after the lost 
purses and missing poodles of the pepple, and Margate slippers, though 
up at half-a-crown, are down at heel in most cases.

R amsgate.—This place was a few days ago enlivened by the presence 
of royalty, it having been fixed upon by the Queen of the Belgians 
as the point of her embarkation for Ostend in a most unostentatious 
manner. The inhabitants^ however, would not lose the chance of an 
excitement, and a procession was arranged to accompany H er Belgian 
Majesty down the pier to the steamer. The first thing to be done 
was the collection of a crowd, of which a nucleus was soon formed by 
a few boys, who were attracted by the turning out of the coast-guard— 
a compact cohort of eight—in full uniform. Tliis force was marched 
down to the landing-place at im early liour, and at a little after 12 the 
royal procession entered the pier gates in tlie following order:—
A M an on a  H orse-auppoaed to  be the Mare of Kamsgate.

AN OPEN ONE-HOKaB PLY,

which had been ordered to stand at ease on the nearest stand till it 
Was wanted, and now occupied by two gentlemen in cocked hats, and 
blue coats with embroidered collms, wbo were supposed to form part 
of the suite of H er Majesty.

A  Shut up Fly, dram  by a pair of poorly caparisoned Horses, 
tvho seemed to feel that their caparisons were odious, and carrying

four ladies, who passed along amid exclamations of “  Is one of them 
the Queen of the Belgians? ”

A YELLOW post-chaise WITH A PINK POST-BOY ]

driving “ four insides,”  who bowed courteously to the bystanders in 
reply to their doubtless inaudible greeting of “ Well, it am’t much of 
a procession, is it P ”

Tlie procession was preceded a few yards by a vehicle, drawn by one 
apparently rather clever cob, half filled with carpet bags, and inscribed 
with the words,

“ SOUTH-EASTERN LUGGAGE VAN.”

A pier policeman led the van on this occasion.
On the alighting of the occupants of the flies, it became clear, by the 

respect shown to her, that “ the One in Blue,” as the bystanders termed 
an exceedingly ladylike and amiable-looking person thus attired, was the

QUEEN OF THE BELGIANS.

A yard and a half of red serge, to prevent the Royal feet from being 
moistened by the surge of the ocean, had been provided by the liberality 
of the authorities, and the sergeical operation of laying it down having 
been performed, the Queen  op the Belgians stepped on board, preceded 
by a local Authority in a blue coat and red collm and cuffs, whose ordi
nary duty is to attend the arrival and departure of the regular steamers.

After the leave-takiug ceremonies had been performed, this indivi
dual exclaimed, “ Let go the stem rope,”  in a stem voice, and Captain 
Smithett having riven the order to Move her ahead,” the Queen of 
the Belgians leit the harbour in the Vivid, amid cheers Irom the 
lanthom of the lighthouse, which was occupied by a party of ladies, each 
with “ a light in her laughing eye,” and three cheers from the iron 
crane, which was crowded with youth, after the usual fashion.

The procession of flys was about to return to the regular stand, when 
a pier policeman strikmg up a cry of “ Fly not y e t! ”  the driver paused 
for the firing of the four guns, which, with an ounce of powder in each, 
proceeded to an-ouuce the departure of the Royal visitor.

On the first discharge, the horse attempted to go off, and was com
mencing a series of capers, when, by a prompt stoppaM up of the 
animal’s ears with gloves, pocket handkerchiefs, and old newspapers 
collected on the spot, the impatient steed was restored to Ms usual 
tranquillity.

'I t  says little for the resources or for the courtesy of the inhabitants 
and visitors of the town of Rarnsrate, that not one private carriage 
could be found to be placed at tne service of the Queen of the 
Belgians, but that H er Majesty was compelled to put herself under 
the wing of an ordinary fly in her transit from the rmlway station to 
the steamboat.

With the exception of this brief excitement, Ramsgate goes on, 
according to our latest files—including one old file—^much as usual. 
The lodMg-house keepers are always on the active tout, as if iiut ou 
rien would be the result of their activity, and the bathing is in the hands 
of six opposition R atcliffes, whose efforts to secure customers turn 
the sands into a sort of Ratcliffe Highway during the whole of the 
morning, while the screams of infants calling for mercy in the process 
of immersion increase the turmoil of the locality. The German Bmid 
from Baden Bad-en is a very good ’u n ; and at the Marine Library, on the 
cUff, there is a general invitation to—

“  Dance with me, dance with me,
Under the walnut tree,”

from a young lady, who, if not “ a perfect substitute for Sontag,” is 
better than nothing for those who are debarred from the treat of bearing 
the illustrious and legitimate successorHo the lyric throne, rendered for 
a time vacant by the LuiD-ish abdication.

The Value of Life.
According to the Morning Post, “ the recent hanging of J ohn 

Kbllochbb cost the Town Council of Perth £117 17a M.” J ack 
Ketches must be scarce in ScotlamL If every hanging is to be as 
expensive as J ohn K ellocher’s, there will soon be a call for the 
abolition ef capital punishment in that portion of H er Majbsty’s 
dominions. The Town Council of Perth will be rained if they continue 
to hang at such a price. They will find it better to adopt the principle 
of “ Live and let live.”

T H l STATE OF THE NATION.

I n answer to public inquiries, we beg to publish the following 
bulletin:

“ The Nation eontinooi pretty much in the name etata I t  heiM wed a quiet SeMkm, 
and i< as veil as can be cspeeted~wlth the Whia> as Mlnisten."

IStftuS) Punct, M.D.

Doubtful !—Has France, in her triumph at Rome, most completely 
disgraced the triumvirs or the triumphers r
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Mr. Pips his D iary.
thronged with Folks running to ami fro, all Eagerness and Rustle. SoTuesday, July 10, 1849.—Sen^ my Vest to the Tailor’s to be let out 

I in the Back, and my \Vife%nd every Body say I  grow too stout, which 
! do put me in mighty Pain lest I  should lose my Shape; wherefore I  
i '  have resolved to take a long Walk daily, for Exercise, to bring down 
' my Fat. So began this Day, and set out to walk to Barn-Elms, oy the 
; way of Hammersmith, on a brave melting Afternoon. I  did muse at 

the Number of Carriages that passed me, crammed full, and Omnibuses 
crowded te th  inside and on the Roof, and the People upon them whoop
ing and b lo ^ g  Homs, as the British Public always do when they ride 
to see any Sport. At Ilammersmith found what all this meant, every
one there liMtening to the River, this being the first Day of the Thames 
Regatta, and the Suspension-Bridge thronged, and Festoons of Spec
tators on the Chains. Did go upon the Bridge, cost me id. toll, but 
would not have missed the Sight for Gd. or 1».: for the Thames with 
l^ a ts  scattered all over it, their Flags fluttering, and their Crews 
shouting and laughing full of Fun and Glee, made a lively Picture; and 
also I  was just in the Nick of Time to see a Race; four Boats of as 
many Oars da ting  under the Bridge at full Speed, while the Bdiolders 
cheered and hallooed with all their Might, and a Bell rung, and a Band 
of Musique upon the Bridge Pier did play “ Love Not.” Good L ack! 
how wrwpeA up the People did seem to be in the R ace; and how they 
did cry for Blue to go i t ; and now that it was Red, and then Pink, and 
at last that lied had it, meaning the Colours of the Rowers, which 
indeed looked very smart and spruce. Over the Bridge, and, instead of 
to Barnes, down the River, along the Towing Path, which was also

to Putney, where the Racss do begin, and there the Multitude greatest 
both on tne Bridge and the Shore, and Fi.vcu his Ground to llie Water
side quite a Fair, with Fat Ladies and Learned Pigs and Gilt Ginger
bread ; and his Tavern beset by Customers for Ale, and mighty good 
Ale it is. Here more Boat-Racing, with Firing of Cannon, Jollity, 
Shouting, Jangling of Street Pianos, and everywhere Tobacco-Smoke 
and the I ’oppingof Ginger-Beer. Some fouling of Barges, but no wor.se 
Mishap, tbougli I  expected every moment tiiat Somebody would be 
ducked. Methought how neat and dainty tlie light Wherries and Wager- 
Boats did look among the other C raft; but loth I should be to trust 
my Carcase in a Cockm-Shell, that sitting an Inch too much on one side 
would overthrow. Mighty pleasant also to behold on the Water the 
little Parties of Beauties, rowed bv their Sweethearts, under Awnings 
to shade them from the Sun, and the Itipple on the Water and tiie 
Smiles on their Faces, and to hear their Gaggling, which was a pretty 
Noise. Afloat everywhere in their Boating-Trim I did note sundry of 
those young Sparks that do and think and talk of nothing but pulling 
up the River, and live upon it almost, like Swans or Geese; apd Nlii. 
W agst.affe, whom 1 ineE do say they have no Brains in their >SkuUs. 
But, however, that Boat-Racing is a true British Pastime, and so Iw,? 
as we pull together he will back us against all the World. ” 4ud talking 
of that,” says he, ‘‘ the Sport being ended, suppose we take, a Pull at 
some of F inch  his A le; which we did with great Content luid so 
Home.

‘St.’’*','*.'* •«dF r«W itk  M ull« of No.?. ChurrS-row, Sloke Newlojton, both In tb t  Connlf 0? M Udln.1, PrinW r...! Ih .lrOOc. In bonll»rd..tn«t, in Preomet of W nlt«rn .r..ln  t .n C it, of Coodoo, >nl p..bh.b»J bp I h r a  >t No. « i P l~ - - .ln w  In Ibe P .n .b  of St. B r id .',  In lb . Clip of U ,,d“  - S .T .n ™ ! ,  J i / t l  asib. I’ H
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YOUNG MAN

ON LOVE, MARBIAGE, MEN, AND WOMEN

ET US now, beloved and ingenuous youth

complained to E dwakd that he, N at, could neither see his Mar or 
the Gurls, and that the old gent cut up uncommon stiff.

So you see E dward J ones has had his way, and got a handsome wife, 
but at what expense? He and his family are separated. His wife 
brought him nothing but good looks. H er stock of brains is small. She 
is not easy in the new society into which she has been brought, and 
sits quite mum both at the grand parties which the Old J ones’s rive in 
Pocklington Square, and at the snug little entertainments which poor 

ST us now, belovert ana ingenuous youth. E dward J ones tries on his own part. The women of the J ones’s set try 
fake the other side ot the question, and jjj every way, and can get no good from h e r: J ones’s male friends, 
disMurse a little while upon the state of gj.g civilised beings, talk to her, and receive only monosyllables 
that man who lakes unto himself a wife in reply. His house is a stupid one; his acquaintances drop off; he 
intenor to him m degree. I  have before j,o circle at all at last except to be sure that increasing family circle 
me in my acquaintance many most pitiable vvhich brings up old M rs. Smith  from Swansea every year.

What is the lot of a man at the end of a dozen years who has a wife 
Ai.i r i 1 1 1. 'like this? She is handsome no longer, and she never had any other
Although old fellows .we as likely to be nierit. He can’t read novels to her all through his life, while she is

made fools as young in love matters, and ^vorking slippers—it is absurd. He can’t be philandering in Kensington 
IJan Cupid  has no respect for p s  1 'ost gardens with a lady who does not walk out now except with two 
venerable age, yet I  remark that it is nursemaids and the twins in a go-cart. He is a young man stiU, when 
gen irally the young men who marry vulgar she is an old woman. Love is a mighty tine thing, dear Bob, but it is 
WD They are on a reading tour for j,q(. j.]jg ]|fg gf a man. 'There are a thousand other things for him to 

i ,  ^ quartered at think of besides the red lips of L ucy, or the bright eyes of E liza. 
B.T.mnafad, they see Miss Siiit h  or Miss There is business, there is friendship, there is society, there are taxes, 
O S iiaugiines.sy every d y , heal! hy lively there is ambition, and the manly desire to exercise the talents which 
jolly girls with red cheeks, bright ej'cs, are given us by Heaven, and reap the prize of our desert. There are 
and high spirits—they come away at the otliei;.books in a man’s library besides Ovid ; and after dawdling ever 
end of the vacation, or when the regi- gg jg^g at a woman’s knee, one day he gets up and is free. We have 
ment changes its quarters engaged men, ai[ been there: we have all had the fever; the strongest and the
family rows ensue, mothers cry out, papas smallest, from Samson, H ercules, R inaldo, downwards; but it burns
grumble, Miss pines and loses her liealtli ggt^ and you get well.
at Baymouth or Ballinafad—consent is j Eadies who read this, and who know what a love I  have for the whole 
got at last. J ones takes his degree, J en- gĝ  ̂  ̂hope, cry out at the above observations,or be angry because

ATtss n ’STTATTriTvuooA. u '-’•ITU and j  ^j,g ari/our of love declines after a certain period. 'My dear
L' ti fl A b .̂ sy become Mrs . J ones and M rs. J enkins. M rs. H opkins, you would not have H opkins to carry on the same
lo r  the hrst year it is all very wel . M rs. J ones is a great bouncing absurd behaviour which he exhibited when he was courting you? or

handsome creature, Ipismy fond of her adored J ones, and caring for no jg place of going to bed and to sleep comfortably', sitting up half the 
other company but his. They have a cottage at Itayswatcr. Hewalks night to write to you bad verses ? You would not have him racked with 
her out every evening. He sits and reads the last new novel to her jealousy if you danced or spoke with any one else at a ball; or neglect
whilst she works slippere for him, or makes some little tmy caps, and aij igg fiends, his business, his interest in life, in order to dangle at
lor dear J ulia, dear E dward .—they are all m all to one another. j jg„j. fggt ? No, you are a sensible woman; you know that he must go 

Old Mrs. Smith of course comes up from Swansea at the time when to his counting-house, that he must receive and visit his friends, and 
tlie little caps are put into requisition, and takes possession of the that he must M.teu(l to his and your interest in life. You are no longer 
cottage at Bayswater. M rs. J one.s Senior, calls upon M rs. E dward his goddess, his fairy, his peerless pan^on, whose n.amc he shouted as 
J ones s  Mamm^ and, of course, is desirous to do everything that is . Don Quixote iM  that of Du/cinea. You are J ane H opkins, you are
civil to t he family of E dward s wife. thirty years old, you have got a parcel of children, and H op loves you and

M rs. .Tones fin(lsin<|ie niollier-in-lawof her E dward a large woman them with all liis heart. He would be a helpless driveller and ninny 
with a cotton umbrella, who dines in the middle of the day, and has were he to be honeymooning still, whereas he is a good honest fellow, 
her beer, and who calls M rs. J ones, Mum. What a state they are respected on ’Change, liked by his friends, and famous for his Port 
in Pocklington Square about this woman! how can they he civil to wine.
her? whom can they ask to meet her? How the girls, E dward’s ' Yes, Bob, the fever goes, but the wife doesn’t. Long after your 
sisters, go on about her ! Fanny says she ought to be shown to the ' passion is over, Mbs. Brown will be at your side, good soul, still;

who considers herself jilted by his marriage with J ulia) points out the , You are of a jovial and social turn, and like to see the world, as why 
mast dreadful thing of all, that M rs. Smith and J ulia are exactly should you not ? i t  contains a great number of kind and honest folks, 
alike, and that in a few years, Mrs. E dward J ones will be the very from whom you may hear a thousand things wise and pleasant. A man 
iiiiiwc of that great enormous unwieldy horrid old woman. ought to like bis neighbours, to mix with liis neighbours, to be popular

Close!cd with her daughter, of whom and of her baby she has taken with his neighbours. I t  is a friendly heart that lias plenty of friends, 
possession, Mrs. Smith gives her opinion about the J oneses :—They You can’t be talking to Mils. Brown for ever and ever: you will be a 
may be very good, but they are too fine ladies for her; and they evidently couple of old geese if you do.
think she is not good enough for ; they are sail worldly iieonle, i She ought then to be able to make vour house pleasant to your friends, 
and liave never sale under a good minister, that is clear; they talked She ought to attract them to it by her grace, her good breeding, her 
hrencli belore her on t lio day she called in J ocklington Gardens, and good luinioiir. Let it be said of her “ Wliat an uncommonly nice woman 
though they were laughing at me, I ’m sure I can pardon them, M rs. M rs. LJrown is.”  Let her lx;, if not a clever woman, an appreciatorof 
S.MiTH says. Edward anil J ulia have, a little altercation about the cleverness in others, which perliaps clever folks like better. Above all, 
manner iu which Ins lamily Im  treated Mrs. Smith, and J ulia bursting let her have a sense of humour, my dear Bob, for a woman without a 
into tears as she clasps her ohihl to her bosom, says, “ My child, my laugh in her (like the late excellent M rs. Brown) is the greatest bore in 
child, will you be tauglil to be asliamed of your mother.”  j existence. Life without laughing is a dreary blank. A woman ivho

Edward flings out of the room in a rage. I t  is true that Mrs. cannot, laugh is a wet blanket on the kindly nuptial couch. A good 
Smith is not (It to associate with liis family, and that her manners are laii.gli is sunshine in a house. A quick intelligence, a tiriglitening eye, 
not like theirs ; that J ulia’s eldest brother, who is a serious tanner at a kind smile, a clicerful spirit,—these I how Mrs. Bob will bring to jou 
Cardiff, is not a pleasant companion after dinner: and that iL is not in her frLB.'.irai/, to be used alterwards for daily wear. Before all things, 
agreeable to he called “ N m ” and “ Old Cove” by her younger , my dear nephew, try and have a cheerful wife.
brother, who is an attorney’s clerk in Gray’s Inn, and favours N ed What, indeed, does not that word “ cheerfulness ” imply ? Tt means a 
by asking him to lend him “ a Sov.,” and by coming to dinner on Sim- contented spirit, it means a pure heart, it means a kind and loving dis- 
days. It is true that the appearance of that youth at the first little position, it means humility and charity, it means a generous appieciation 
party the Edw' ard J ones’s gave after their marriage, when N atty of oIhers, and a modest opinion of self. Stupid people, people who do 
diygracefiilly inebriated himself, caused no little scandal amonjpt his not know how to laiigli, are always pompous and self conceited, that is, 
friends, ami much wrath on the nart of Old J ones, who said, “ That little bigoted; that is. cruel; that is, ungentle, uncharitable, unciiristian. 
scamp call -my daughters by tlicir Christian names I—a little beggar Have a good, jolly, laughing, kind woman, then, for your jiarmer, you 
that is not lit to sit down in my ball—If ever he dares to call at my who are yourself a kind ami jolly fellow ; and when you go to sleep, and 
house I ’ll tell JomiiNs to fling a pail of water over him.” And it when you wake, 1 pray there may be a smile under each of your honest 
is true that N atty called many times in Pocklington Square, and nightcaps. Brown tub E lder.

VOL. v.ir.
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A BAEE PEOBABILITY.
The Russian’ correspondent of the Daily T^mcs, who seems to think 

that Ceacowitz, and all the other Russian 'Witses, are going fairly 9ut 
of tlieir wits, has given publicity to a report that the Emperor him
self has gone out of his mind—we hope, if it is so, he has only “ gone 
out for the day”—and the proof alleged is that the Autocrat has been 
seen “  dancing about in his shirt for three hours.”  'We admit that the 
performance of such an extraordinary pax seul would tell rather 
unfavourably for the Imperial inTellect. but there is nothing new ip 
Russia’s cutting all sorts of capers, and ns we know the bear is taught 
to dance by putting him amongst hot ashes, it may be the heat of 
the continental soil, caused by the burning of the revolutionary 
volcanos beneath, that has driven the Emperor into the extraordinary 
ballet (facliaH in which he is said to be figuring. Perhaps he has

been bitten by the great republican tarantnla'^that has led tbc greater 
part of Europe a dance, to which nothing but the Dance of Death can 
furnish a comparison.

"PL E A SE , SIR, -W'E’VE COME TO BORE YOU.”

LoNDOif is about to be regularly bored. The metropolis will be like 
a sieve, full of little holrs. Tf there are anv inhabitants in the interior 
of the earth, they will live in a continual shower bath. The object of 
this boring is to ascertain what kind of clay there is below our houses. 
The Commissioners of Sewers talk of running an immense tunnel under 
our coM cellars. Eor this purpose engineers will be cmpoxvered 
to walk info any one’s mansion, with an immense instrument like a 
cheese-scooper, in order to taste if the soil upon which it stands, is 
“ the perfect S tilton” or not, for excavating purposes. L et us hope 
if this monster T’unnel is ever carr'cd out, that no luture Guy Eawwes 
will take advantage of it for the purpose of blowing up London; it is 
bad enough to be bored without being blown up into the bargain.

Another damrer no less imminent than flying into the air, will ho the 
chance of dropping prematurely into the earth. Imagine London like 

i Lisbon, being destroyed by an earthquake, and vet if this immense 
i cavity were to open its month we should all be swallowed np, and there 
' is great doubt with such a swallow as that if London would ever see 
; another summer. I t would not be agreeable to wake up some morning 
 ̂ and find yourself the inhabitant of a second Pompeii. VVe trust, tliere- 

I fore, that the President of thus Commission, who, we take it, is Sin 
I W illiam Clay, wilt not. bore us too much, or undermine the “ first 

city in the world ” to that deep extent that every bit of property is 
I likely to fall in. By the by, we wonder how many members will be 
I returned for this new burrow ?

A PRINCELY OVERSIGHT.

P rince L ouis N apoleon bos liberated Bou AIazâ  but he has 
ceitaiidy forgotten that Ann-EL-KADER still remains in prison.

THE BATTLE OF CHATHAM.

France has had her Wagram, but of all the bits of mad Wag-gery 
that ever were performed, commend us to the great Battle of Chatham, 
which will go down to posterity with Waterloo in its pocket. The 
British forces have shown how much they can really do without doing 
anything. They have made themselves masters of a mound, sacked a 
citadel, and bagged a battery without the use of any shells more 
formidable than t heir own shell-jackets.

I t  is difficult to cork down the enthusiasm of our ink-bottle, and our 
steel pen almost flashes Are while we record the wondrous achieve
ment of—

BRITISH ARM S-

and legs—at the late brilliant affair off—say a couple of miles off— 
Rochester.

At the sound of the bugle—the only decisive blow of the day, by the 
by—a party of sappers planted themselves in the trenches, like so 
many heads of celery.

Another party eallantly deployed into a ditch ; but being baffled by 
an impracticabje hedge, retired into a holly-tiusli, which served as a sort 
of ambush, while the besieged army blazed away from the heights, and 
disabled the right wing—ot a fowl that had strayed too near the scene 
of action. Seeing the perilous position of the Sappers, a few Miners 
— âll of them lads—rushed forward with their ladders; but the lads 
being too little, and the ladders still less  ̂ tlie manoeuvre—oi father 
boy-oeuvre—entirely failed, and after a futile effort to scale the walls, 
the group slunk back in a most scaly manner.

The assailants though defeated at this point, resolved on the attempt 
to take Bxmouth Terrace, and some of tlie houses being to let on lease, 
it did not seem that tlie taking of the terrace would be a matter of any 
very great difficulty, though there was a kind of army of occupation 
already on the spot, in the shape of policemen and others, who had 
been put in to take care of the premises.

The whole of this movement turned out, however, to be merely a 
feint, and the troops having first retreated behind the first parallel, ran 
off with a velocity which left every parallel far beliind, for tbe speed of 
this movement was quite unparalleled. The besieged party, finding 
the assailants unlikely to complete the operations in the planner agreed 
upon at the sett ling of the plan of the canipaisn, heroically blew tip 
their own stockade, and the officers retired to take a gla*s of lemonade 
beliind the bastions, where a commissariat liad been established.

I t  is highly sntislactory to the nation to know, that in the event of a 
war our gallant fellows are able to take a fortificarion or lose a fortifi
cation, to conquer or be conquered, and to receive or give a thrasliinir, 
not only with equal indifference, but without !•(■ loss of a man, which
ever way the action may terminate. Willi only one exception, that of 
a poor fellow who tumbled off a ladder into a ditch—and that was an 
accident of liis own, for none of the foe would have thought of treating 
him so roughly—there was not a single case for the list of casualties in 
killed and wounded that invariably results from a liatile. The Astley’a 
Sikhs are far more inveterate against Batty’s British, or the Lambetli 
Sepoys, than the besieging parly towards the besieged in the operations 
of which our gallant soldiers at Cliatham have lately given us a 
specimen.

We have seen more carnage at half-price, at the amphitheatre over 
the water, tlian we should witness in n month of such fighting n.s tl'at of 
our troops ; and as the affair nuitt really have cost money, we hope 
that on any future occasion the War Office will send for WiiimcoMii, 
or any one of those general officers who liave served in the Astleiaii 
canipuigiis, in order that he may be consulted as to tlie lowest figure at 
which the thing nmy be done in these days of economy.

A Lucky Escape for Somebody.
W e are fold that certain bodie.s, when cliargcd with water, become 

conductors of electricity. In this case the poor felhiws, who had to 
stand up during the storm on Thursday last lieliind the Omnibuses, 
must iiuve been the greatest Conductors of electricity in tlie world, for 
we observed that their bodies were charged witli nothing but water. 
I t  is lucky that the vehicle, passengers, liorses, driver, and all, were 
not completely knocked over by the sliock.

W hat is Communism P
Geese, Donkeys, and Wolves feeding off the same common.

HOW TO TAKE THE RISE OUT OF THEM.

Sir  P eter L aurie, the once famous pulter-down of everything, 
(including himself) is about to try if, vritli his strong arm, he cannot 
put down balloons. The surest method of success, is for a man of 
the Alderman’s great weiglit to take a seat in every car.
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THE MILITARY L im E -G O .
{Vide, the Commander-in-chiefs Curriculum for young Officers, In the Times^ 

Tu»E.—“ The Qrenadiers' March'^

HE D u k e , in Britain’s forces 
Vows Ignorance shall cease,

So martial glory’s courses 
Henceforth are closed to geese; 

And no more will he commission, 
To command our gallant troops, 

All the tom-fools, the discredit to 
their schools.

And the nation’s nincompoops.
The Officer ’tis stated.

Must first read English well. 
And write it when dictated.

To prove that he can spell.
W ith Addition and Subtraction 

Acquainted he must be.
And a short sum should be com

petent to “ come ’'
In  the single Rule of Three.

Dehcitts, too, the tender 
Young would-be son of Mabs, 

Must into English render.
And must, moreover, parse.

But if at Greek or Latin 
The brave Cadet should blench. 

He must then do a paragraph or two, 
In a German book or Trench.

In  H ume, to grace a regiment.
He must be quite at home;

Likewise in the Abridgment 
Of G o l d s m it h ’s Greece or Rome;

And by heart he must have gotten 
His PiNNOCK or his Guy,

Or at least show at his Army “ Little-go,”
That he knows Geogra-phy.

Then in Fortification 
He must be slightly read.

And for C^trametation 
Show somewhat of a head ;

And a specimen of Sketching,
Or so, he must ailbrd,

Por the D u k e ’s law says the Officer shall draw 
Something else besides the sword.

So now each Son of Glory,
Will carry such a store 

Within his upper story.
Of science and of lore;

Let us hope that every bullet 
Above his pate will whizz.

And the foe’s lead will reverence the head 
Tliat is fill’d so well as his.

MR. JUSTICE TALEOURD-
The Government, it is plain, is every day becoming in its sympathies 

more and more dramatic. Common folks are startled by the omen that 
to write a noble play does not, in t he better mind of the powers tliat be, 
unfit a man for the noblest activities of life. Taleourd, the author of 
I(M, sits in the'judgment seat; and sure we are, will hold the scales with 
as wise, as firm, and withal as tender a hand—tremblingly alive to the 
balance of human truth and human claims—as heretofore he has held 
the pen. The elevation of J ustice Talfourd is a grace done, not alone 
to the Poet Judge, but to the commonwealth, or rather common poverty 
of le tters; and it is our faith that we only express the wish of the whole 
literary renublic—to whom the jiid^e is so greatly endeared—when we 
desire for liim a long, long life of wise and placid usefulness. May his 
hairs become with years as white as his ermine i -  • 
be unspotted.

A “ HAM ” SANDWICH FOR REVOLUTIONISTS.
T hat profound politician—that CTeat white feather of the Gallic 

Cock— L̂ouis-Napoleon, nephew of his uncle, lately paid a sentimental 
visit to the town and fortress of Ham. He then and there confessed 
himself—made a clean breast of it. He benevolently exposed himself 
as a warning to revolutionary Prance. He put himself in the pillory of 
his own history, and exhibited to the Reds a dreadful example. I t  
must have been a touching tim e! “ Even butchers wept.” Tiie
President did not visit Ham from pride; oh no! but from gratitude. 
He took a turn in his little garden, where he was wont to cultivate 
heart’s-ease, not from ostentation, but out of sweet humility of spirit.

“ H ere’s the bower he lov’d so much,
And here’s the tree he planted ”—

the present French Tree of Liberty, in which the birds of the Press— 
(all in cages, be it remembered;—are free to pipe the MarseilluUe and 
Mourir pour ia Patrie !

And the people of Ham were greatly touched. The President’s late 
tradespeople—though the modesty of the man has supprresed the 
pjiblication of the fact—hung about him, embracing and sobbing. His 
cobbler—though the President stood in far other shoes than in those 
in which he fled from Ham—fell upon his knees, and kissed the politic 
leather. His tailor—though the great man had turned and turned hjs 
Presidential coat—pressed to his lips the hem of the redingote. His 
washerwoman, with a sweet and desperate sympa'h.v, forced a bouquet 
of foreet me-nots and imp.srial violets in the government button-hole!

And then the President made a warning speech. He said,—“ My 
worthy subjects, my visit to your historical town and fortress has filled 
me with mingled emotions of gratitude and remorse: of gratitude for 
your great and undeserved benevolence towards a desperate revolu
tionist—of remorse for the wickedness of my early life ! When I think 
of Strasburg, I  feel all over—forgive the phrase—all over goose-flesh ! 
When I  look back at Boulogne, I really don’t know bow to look 
forward! 'There is a dreadful audacity, my friends—subjects I  should 
say—in any attempt at revolution! 1 never felt the full atrocity of 
the endeavour un il I  took my seat at tlie head of France. What I  
undertook from, as I  believed, a superabundance of animal spirits—• 
gaiiti du cmur— 1̂ now contemplate with inexpressible horror. Indeed, 
so much has this feeling possessed me, that more than once I  have 
caught myself in my steep about to take passage for England to 
supplica'e pardon of L ouis-P h ilippe , and to implore his return. But 
this was in my sleep.

“ Taught by the past, let me instruct you for the present and the 
future. Be content with things as they are, and as they may be. 
Believe that whatever t«, is the best. Bow to the laws—pay your 
taxes—and above all, adore your Emp—that is, your President!”

With this, the great man caused a thousand crosses of the legion of 
honour to thrown as a scramble to the mob; and having—with 
republican simplicity—a^ain endured the embraoes of his washerwoman 
—drying his eyes, he retired.

PUNCH'S  AGA-PUNNBRY.
S in c e  wo threw out our suggestion of an Aga punnery for the recep- 

ticm of aged and incurable punsters, several candidates have presented 
themselves for the Retreat, in which it is hoped they will be aliowed to

“ Twirl the light pun, or piny tlie gantle fool."

One individual, who it is quite evident must be locked up somewhere 
—either in an Aga-punnery or a Retreat of some kind, for he cannot 
remain at large, has written to us to express a hope that the new 
judge, whose appointment does infinite credit to those who made it, 
mav have a good many I-ons in the fire.

Is there no act under which this offending punster can be committed 
for contempt of common sense ?

A Lord of an E nquiring  Mind.
“ Lord Hkdesdalr onquirod, in w hat pfwitlon a  Cardinal would Bland i f  ono came to 

th ia  country? i/oiwe oj'Ieords, Jvln

Punch, va. answer to bis Lordship’s enquiry, begs to refer him to the 
shop in (Jxford Street where “ 10,()00 Cardinals are constantly on Sale,” 
and he will tliero see in the window the numerous positions in which 
a Cardinal stands in this country. Punch hopes his Lordship is satisfied.

REBECCA’ S WANTED IN  LONDON.
Accordinr to the Dailn Nemt there are no less than IfiO Turnpikes 

in and about London. We laugh at the French for their passports; 
they mav with equal justice laugli at us for our turnpilces. At all 

Both, we know,” w ill, events the passport costs very little, if any thing at all, whereas you 
cannot go three miles out of London without dipping your hand into 
your pocket two or three times. JPe cannot travel without being 
stopped at certain small distances for toll, which you must i>ay or be 
turned back; T h ^  cannot venture from home without being furnished 
with a printed paper, which carries them througli France free from 
exiiense, and, moreover, secures them protection. Ours is a question of 
expense—theirs a matter of safety. We wish Rebecca would come up 
to town and try her strong arm upon some of these 160 pikes, which are 
noted for their voracity, and ought long ere, this to liave been swept 
from the sees of London and Lamboth.

    
 



EVERY I,ADY H E R  OWiN BATHING MACHINE, OH AN UGLY CONTRIVANCE MAUE A USEFUI- AITKNDAGE

LIBEL ON FATHER MATHEW.
Some yarlet in New York—if he be an Irishman, may his tongiie be 

flayed with liis next. hot. potato!—some spalpeen has been forcing a 
letter in the name of the good, the temperate Fatuee Mathew. A 
letter in which the Father is made to denounce the allowance—the 
paltry pension—of the ruthless Saxon; a pension of £300 per annum, so 
ruthlessly—so iniquitously forced upon the F’ather for—what now 
appears as plain as dirt in a bog—for preaching temperrace to the Celt, 
and with the whiskey in his Iwwels quenching his burning hatred to the 
Saxon; a hatred that the whiskey, like spirits of wine under a silver 
plate, kept screeching hot against the inimy.

All this is plainly a forgery. W hat! F ather M athew ! The 
bland, the calm, the all-suffering P'ather Mathew— abuse the 
Saxon ? H e attend public breakfasts in London, dropping words of 
thankfulness, like cream,—and now from the other side ot the Atlantic, 
to cry—“ Dirty bu tte r! ”

This cannot be : for Father Mathew is the Apostle of Temperance; 
and Teniperance does not reside only in a water-course; her sole 
support is not a pump. Teniperance—true, dignified and dignifying 
temperance, is in the heart of man ; in the gentleness of his speech—in 
the charity of his thoughts towards all men. And Father Mathew to 
abuse England ! F ather Mathew, with a bliutk spot in liis heart, to 
desire “ to throw up his pension from tlie British government,”  when 
—and not before—replaced by a larger pension from bis friends in 
America. W e cannot believe in this double meanness, this double sin 
of ingratitude and selfishness. For, in the matter of pension, the Fa'ber 
will only illustrate the old proverb, namely—“ not to throw away dirty 
water, till you get clean,”  and—in the Falheris case—more of it.

Should F ather Mathew really be this man, what a blow in ihe 
mind of the iinreflecl.ing will be given to temperance! After hit defec
tion, tru th  will not be tliought to live in a well, but in a brandy-bottle 
—and instead of the hyacintli and water-lily (types of the sustaining 
lymph), grog-blossoms will be the only wear.

A R ise in  “ I on.”—Serjeant Tauourd lias been made a Judge. 
H ip! H ip! Hurrah!

AMAZONS AT PLAY.

H aving been informed by the Salisburj/ Herald that a match at 
cricket would lake place on Wednesday last at Pickett-post, wilh the 
two elevens to consist of married and single women, it appeared to us 
that such a cricket-match would be a rare game; so we sent our re
porter to see the sport, and the following is liis account of i t :—

Tlic single went in first, presenting the curious anomaly of single 
wicket and double innings. The spinsters proved Ihemsrlvcs wortliy 
of their name by the rate at which they made the hall spin; but con
sidering their personal advantages, it is wonderful that so many of 
them were bowled out by the married. On the other hand, strangely 
enough, several of the latter were caught. Victory, after a long con
test, was gained by the wives, who had judiciously Inisbimded their 
strength; and we regret to add that the single, who played without 
tlieir parasols, were beaten brown. Prettier Long Slops, perhaps, were 
never seen; and both the l.ong-Slips and Short-Slips were smart, if not 
fashionable. However, it is in contemplation to get up a I^diet' 
Ground by way of companion to a Loiiu’s, for the promotion ami en
couragement of what may now be called the womanly game of Cricket.

M ilitary In telligence.
W e understand that a Medal is being now struck for distribution 

among the gallant fellows engaged in tlie siege operations at Cliatliam. 
The Medal will be in Tom Trot of the very hardest bake, so that it will 
bear a considerable amount of suction before it is dissolved, and the 
expressive motto of “ Succour to the Brave ”  will be inscribed on the 
margin.

I t  is not generallv known that the only balls given out to the 
troops on the day of the siege were Brandy Balls. 'I’lie loss during 
the battle is greater than was at first supposed, and in one case 
the whole Guard that happened to lie on the watch—comprising a 
valuable watch-guard—fell into hostile hands, and has not since been 
heard of.
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EDUCATION IN  THE AEMY.
E may judge pretty well, what the education 

necessary for the army wm, by looking 
at the instructions just issued as to 
what it is to be. The candidate for a 
commission must in future “ be able to 
read English correctly, and write it 
from, dictation.” We presume this 
means that, in reading English, a proper 
respect is to be shown to the nice dis
tinctions between N’s and W ’s, and 
that no H  is henceforth to be adniitted 
“ except on business ” —a regulation 
that will sadly interfere with those 
ardent but ill-timed aspirations to which 
some of our military youths have been 

accustomed to give utterance. In  arithmetic, it is expected the 
candidate will be “ u p ” in the first four rules, or in other words be 
able to put one and one together, and he must also show some acquain
tance with that simple division of which too many a “ general of division,” 
has ere now been ignorant.

In  language, it will henceforth be cOTedient to translate either a 
little Latin, or a little French, or a little German; the principle of this 
regulation being, no doubt, that as “ a little learning is a dangeroius 
thmg, ’ the little of it that is required will render our British Officers 
very dangerous characters to the enemy. In  geographv, the candidates 
must know the names of the capitals of Europe, and it is no doubt, 
thought they will be rich in geographical stores, when in thorough 
possession of so large an amount, of capital. They must also know the 
names of the rivers of England, but it will not be necessary for them to 
effect an insurance upon the Tlimnes, lest it should be set on fire by any 
one or more of them.

We, at all events, hail the instructions that have been issued as a 
proof that there is to be an end to that too frequent absence of all iif- 
struction, which has heretofore been regarded as perfectly adapted to 
the first military capacity.

LAW, E li,T il, AND PHYSIC.
“ Mk. P unch,

“ You are aware that, underljing this fashionable district, 
there is an accumulation of tilth, whence, along a ramification of 
defective sewers, pestilential vapours are continually ascending. These 
sewers thus form an apiiaratus lor supplying ihe superjacent dwellings 
with noxious gas. I t  is proposed to clean them out, and to mend or 
re-construct them, so that they may serve to carry off dirt, instead of 
exJialiiig poison.

“ I  may say, indeed, that most of our aristocratic houses, resting on 
such a basis as that which I  have described, are founded on corruption. 
Believe me, Mr. Funch, I  do not mean this for satire, which I  consider 
unprofessional. I  am an Apothecary, Sir. I  wish simply to state the 
truth, that our flowers of Fashion are blooming on a real hotbed. Of 
course you know that the residences hereabouts let on an average at 
from LKKX) to £1500 a year. I  mention this fact only in order that 1 
may place it in a new light. Pray consider the value of a medical 
practice in so opulent a locality.

“ I  should astonish you. Sir, if I  told you how much INlist. Feb. I  
dispense daily ; to say nothing of the quantities of chloride of lime that 
I  send out to my pat ients. Ilut where will be the occasion for febrifuge 
mixture when sanitary reform shall have b...tirpated fever, and wiiat will 
be the use of deodorizing fluids when efficient drainsige shall have 
prevented unpleasant smells P

“ Abstractedly, I  should—as an olfactory being—desire the removal 
of the phvsical conditions which we exist under. But I  bought my 
practice suliject to them. I  have a vested interest in the effluvia of our 
gully-holes. To expel the contents of the sewers would be to take the 
oread out of my mouth. True, much more has been said than done 
respecting Metropolitan drainage; and perhaps no interference with 
our subterranean arrangements may take place in my time. But if the 
filth I  live upon be removed, I  certainly intend to claim compensation. 
I  shall be quite as fully entitled to it as the practitioners in tlie Palace 
Court. Why is a physical nuiswee to be abated more summarily than 
asocial abomination; and why is a consideration to be shown to the 
harpies of Law, which is denied to the carrion-crows of Medicine P

“ Your obedient Servant,
“  Belgravia, July 31,1849. “ Statim Sumendus.”

A SUKE SIGN OF A UAriD DISSOLUTION.

I t is currently believed that the House will break up on the 1st, as 
Mn. Chisholm Anstey has a notice of motion for the 2nd.

THE PROGEESS OF PAELIAMENTAEY JOKING.
Membeks are as fond of a joke as we are. The diflSculty only is how 

to get it. Unless E eynolds or SiBTHonrE is speaking, they are sadly 
at a loss for a good laugh. The smallest approach to a bit of humour 
from Chisholm Anstey even makes them smile. This is the strongest 
proof of the melancholy distress they are frequently reduced to.

A new style of joking, however, has been invented to meet the 
pressure of the times. I t  may be called "The Petition Style.” I t  has 
been very popidar as far as it has gone, and the H ouse in many instances 
has roared at the fun. I t  is much jollier than Sibthoepe’s, and not so 
di y as Anstey’s. We will endeavour to illustrate it by a few choice cases.

M». G. Thompson presented a petition from a native of Battersea, 
proposing that Government should purchase the enclosure at Leicester 
Square and turn it for the benefit of the public, into an American 
Bowling Saloon.

By Mb. P lumptee, from a meeting at Exeter Hall, expressing its 
horror at the Trafalgar Square Fountains playing on the Sunday.

By Mb . H ume, from a tailor in the New Cut offering to repair aUthe 
breaches the French had left behind them at Home.

By L obd Gbosvenob, from the Beadle of Exeter ’Change, demanding 
a searching enquiry into the horrors of the Silent System.

By Mb. Mackinnon, from the pieman at the top of the Haymarket, 
asking leave to cook his mutton-pies in the Central Criminal Court.

By Mb. Osbobne, from the butchers, praying for leave to erect in 
Smilhfield Market a statue to the memory of Su e it .

By Mb , B uncombe, from P bofessob R isley, complaim'ng that the 
Police Commissioners will not allow him to do the Grecian Statues on 
the vacant pedestal opposite the National Gallery.

These are only a few of the absurd petitions that are presented every 
night. I  he greatest absurdity is, that the Honourable Member who 
presents the petition, is always the first to condemn the absurdity of it. 
We are confident that it  is only done “ for the fun of the thing.”  The 
House must laugh, and so when Osbobne and D i#eaeli are absent, 
petitions are presented. Besides if it is not for amusement, for what 
purpose pray is the practice persevered in ? What goed ever followed 
the presentation of petitions? The whole thing is so ridiculous, that 
we do not wonder at the Honourable Members laughing at it.

DROPPING THE LADIES HALF A LINE.

R ailways have adopted Ihe theatrical principle of halfprice. Tlie 
Brighton Railway has set the example, offering to take Ladies on Cheap 
Excursions, at half the fare which gentlemen have to pay. We cannot 
sufficiently admire the cleverness of this “ artful dodge.”  The Direc
tors know well enough that it is the Ladies who ^ways induce the 
Gentlemen to lake a day’s pleasure; and, out of gratitude, they present 
the dear creatures with half a ticket gratis. What husband can pos
sibly refuse now to take bis wife with him to the sea-side, when it can 
be done so cheaply? The old excuse of “ The expense, my dearl” 
will no longer hold. Fathers, too, will be obliged to give all their 
“ dear mrls” a treat, when taking two costs no more now than taking one 
formerly. Brighton wiil be inundated with the fair sex. i t  will be 
the rendezvous of all the Mothers and Daughters of England. The in
genuity of tlris plan, in fact, is so self-evident,—-its advantages will be 
so certain, that we are confident it will be ultimately adopted, not only 
upon all our railways, but at all our theatres and places of exhibition. 
Women love a bit of cheapness dearly, and the idea of going anywhere 
for half-price will so ten.pt them that they will never lie able to stop 
away, home one must take tjiem; and no father, husband, beau, or 
brother will be allowed any peace till he has done so. We^^advise 
St. Paul’s and Westminster Abbey to try the same “ dodge.” Let 
them write up "A dmission, 2rf.; L adies, IlALF-rBicB,” and their 
exhibitions will not be bo deserted as they lately have ^ n .  The 
ifrighton Railway deserves to be presented by the fmr sex with a silver 
tea pot, or a beautiful pair of braces, or slippers, or some token of 
fem ie  gratitude, for having been the first to start this “ dear, delightful, 
duck ol a plan,” which is really dropping the Iqdies half a line in a 
manner so Iriendly, that, we are certain, they will all (in the style of 
scented note-paper,) “ have much pleasure in accepting the Directors’ 
kind invitation for the Cheap Excursion to Brighton.” What a clatter 
there will he in the train, to be sure ! .u

A Friend to  Fleas.
One H enby Colman, American, has pnt forth a delicious book on 

Bvrofjeun Life and llauners. In one passage of this brilliant volume, 
be is grateful that he can be of any service to fleas;—

“ I could not but reflect, ■with gt^U/ul mtvi/aeiionf that I could by tny hvmhle instrtt- 
mentality, either in the way of aubBistcnco or enjoyment, be of service to the meanest 

of tlie animal creation.”
Upon this principle of self-devotion, Me , Colman could hardly refuse 

the “ loan of a bite ” to  a Bengal tiger.
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CELEBRATED COMIC SCENE BETWEEN THE RAILWAY CLOWN (Hudson) AND TH E INDIGNANT SHAREHOLDERS.

MOBE OMNIBUS REFORM.

“ An Omnibus Traveller” proposes a Fii:ed Price for Omnibuses, 
instead of leaving the amount of the Pare to the capricious taste of tlie 
Conductor. This plan would certainly put an end to the numerous 
squabbles that take place at undetermined distances. Charing Cross 
is generally the focus of all these disturbances. Charles’s Statue may 
be called the Omnibus Seat of War. Pass when you will, you are 
pretty sure to hear some noisy altercation, in which a female voice takes 
the high notes, and the Conductor the very low ones, as to wliether 
the Fare is be 3rf. or Grf. This is not so bad, however, as when the 
Omnibus is kept waiting for ten minutes in the middle of a high road, 
whilst the Fare is being argued. I t  is terrible then to liear the fierce 
invectives of the three Outsides, and the loud grumbling of the Insides, 
all anxious to get home to their dinners. Ladies generally hold out 
the longest. I t  takes such a long time to convince a woman she can 
be wrong, especially in Omnibus m atters; and we have seen a lady, 
with a beautiful ermine tippet, run half way down the Kensington 
l^ ad , sooner than sacrifice three miserable coppers. She was perfectly 
right in the long run,—(we really believe there are women who would 
walk round the wall of China to save a halfpenny toll,)—and we admired 
her dauntless spirit, though we were pained, as we looked at her mudily 
boots, at the dirty cause in which it had been exercised. A F ixed 
P rice, made intelligible to the smallest capacity, would remedy this far. 
spreading evil, and stop all those numerous stoppages, and quell those 
frightful emeutes, which at present disturb the jog-trot equanimity of the 
most amiable Bus. At present the Fare is (W. and a fancied im
position, or else 'M. and a row thrown in. We should like to see it 
fixed at the latter sum, without the usual appendage. How strange it 
is, that Conductors never know how to oonduct themselves!

A DROP FOR FLIGHTY FOOLS.
The principal Life Insurance Companies have agreed upon the fol

lowing clause:—“ That the Policy is forfeited if the death arises from 
an accident in a Balloon.”

SIEGE OPER.YTIONS AT MR. DUNUP’S.
T he recent siege operations and sham fight at Chatham having been 

completely successful, Mr. D unup, with his usual desire to conlributo 
to the amusement of the public—the only contributions for which he 
likes to be called upon,—resolved to place his chambers—or rather his 
outer door—at the disposal of his numerous creditors, who have already 
had some practice in tlic task of besieging it.

The business of the dav commenced by the advance of a detachment 
of a Park of Light Art illory from Whetstone Bark, who threw in a 
shower of washing bills at the letter-box, with which Mr. 1)u n o p ’s 
fortress is loopholed, but these small skirmishers having failed to pro
duce any cllect, retired witliin their own iclothos) lines.

This operation was followed by a somewhat more serious advance, 
consisting of a file of the Old Cognovits, olRcercd by G e n e r a l  L e v y . 
who came up with the whole force of his peculiarly heavy cimrge and 
seemed prepared for speedy execution. Mr. Dunup with great adroit
ness liad stationed a corps of infantry consisting of his own and other 
boys at the outposts, to create a diversion by going over tlie posts, and 
the ruse succeeded so well that I jevy ’ s men hail their attention drawn 
off, leaving Mr. Dunup at lib-rty to further strengthen his position.

At the conclusion of this part of the siege, a brilliant little mameuvre 
was conducted in dashing style by 'I'.iilor’s ’division, which made a tre
mendous charge in single column, aiming several 5, 8 and lO-noimders at 
Mr. Dunup with an evident determination in every case ‘‘to stick it 
into him.” For the purpose of gaining time, he sent a flag of truco in 
the form of a bill slamp, uml Tailor’s division having resolved to draw 
and defend themselves, those terms were olfcred to Mr. Dunup’.s 
accoplance. and thus the siege ended in what may bo called a 
“ draw n” battle.

BOYS DISTRinUTION.
M iles’s Boy has quite lost his unit/. The singularity which ho has 

so long enjoyed is for ever dispelled, for since the Panoramas have been 
drawing their slow lengths along, il is clear that IU nvard, Bono.wi, 
and R isley, have proved tliemselves to be Three Miles' Boys.
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THE LATE MR. KENNEY.
T he benefit adyertised in the name of Mr. K enney, was an occasion 

of mingled sorrow and congrafulalion. Ere the curtain‘rose, the aged 
author was dead : the brain that for six-and-forty years had laboured in 
the sweet and hitter work of dramatic literature, had ceased to ache; 
the hand was clay; the tongue “ a tuneless instrument.” I t  is under
stood that the cares and anxieties of straitened means had antedated 
the natural result. This is the old, old story; but more especially in 
England. A meridian of seeming prosperity, and a decline and old age 
of withering distress. Mr. Kenney had, in his long day, lightened the 
cares of hundreds and hundreds of thousands—had sent multitudes 
smiling to their beds. He had been the means of aiding to build a 
large fortune for the actor; and—such is dramatic reward—he obtained 
for his enduring work a passing pittance. Until within a few years, 
the brains of Mr . Kenney were—as with every other dramatist—the 
free property of any manager. The dramatist—until Sir  E. Bclwer 
L ytton gallantly protected him—;bore a caput hpinvm; he was a 
literary outlaw: any Critmmles might, in a dramatic sense, rob and 
murder h im ; a double atrocity that generally went together. Had 
such a law as the present obtained in the early day of Mr. K enney, 
he might by the happy exercise of his genial and refining talents have 
secured for the winter of his life, the wherewithal to keep off winter 
wants. At his last day he would not have needed the aid of profes- 

jsional sympathy for the means, that subscribed at last, were told only 
upon his coffin-lid.

But—it may be asked by Political Economy; that, whatever its 
twisdom, is not always personified by—

“ A n honest man, close-buttoncd to the chin,
Hroad cloth without, and a  warm heart w ithin,—”

it may be asked,—what has any government to do with the necessities 
of a dramatist, however gifted the individual P We answer,—every
thing ; where duties are to be performed and paid for. We at once 
declare our conviction that Mr . K enney has been defrauded of his 
rightful due by a Whig Government; and proof shall follow closely at 

! the heels of the accusation.
There is an officer called the Deputy Licenser. I t  is his duty to 

search the MSS. of all dramas lest treason, disaffection, indecency, in 
fact aught against government or good manners, should be orally 
published by the actors. We have our own notion of the inutility of 
the office—an office denounced almost witli his last words by Chatham. 
As well have a censor of the press, it seems to us, as of the playhouse. 
How'ever, whilst fhe office exists, it is—in cu r opinion—the rightful 
ap^intn ient of the eldest dramatist, whose works have either advanced 
or honourably supported the character of the Stage. Tlie actor has his 
fund, with tne yearly plate presented to a dining public. He has,

. moreover, money success—a success wholly disproportionate in its results 
to any conceivable prosperity of the author; for Mr . P oole, for 
instance, received £8(X) only for Paul Pry, whilst the Mtor .Ihston 
must have drawn down many thousands—a very rain of wealth upon 
P r^ s  classic umbrella.

Well, this appointment of Deputy Licenser—the riglit we contest 
it, of the dramatist—how has it been bestowedP For many, many 
years it was enjoyed by an Evangelical gentleman who with a disgust of 
plays that, no doubt, did him great honour, scrupled not to take the 
reward of plays, which quite as certainly did him at least equal profit. 
He died; Mr. L arvent was gathered from a world of sin, in which 
fees for playhouse licenses are possibly not the least of its wickedness. 
To Larpent succeeded George Coujan ; a most proper succession— 
tlie only fiti ing one upon record. GolmaN, having purged his conscience 
of his dramatic impurities, by cutting out the “ heavens ” and “ angels ” 
and such bold speaking of other men—“ cu ts” never attended to, but 
nevertheless, 'Unflincbingly made—Colman dies, seeking the reward of 
his social virtues and official righteousness.

And now—enter Charles K emble, comedian! In  1803, Kenney 
wrote the Wind, eyen a t the present day a houseliold farce.
K nowles had added P»Vpi»«a.» to the classic drama; the kingdom was 
still echoing with the honest, hearty laugliter of P oole’s I 'm l Pry ,— 
nevertheless, the govemmtent despised the claims of either of these men. 
Mr . Charles K emble the actor, with the Fund at his back, and half 
Cqvent Garden in his pocket,—Mr. Charles K emble is endowed 
with the office and emoluments of Deputy Licenser.

Yes ; “ Charles Kemble”—“ classic name, Kemble”—“ SinnoNs” 
—“ J ohn Kemble”, and so forth : sonorous words—noble associations. 
&c.. &o., &c. And so, the dramatist pocketed the wrong committed 
on him in favour of the classic actor with the classic name. But now 
comes the fulness df tlie injustice. Charlks K emble has a son 
named J ohn ; a robust scholar who can translate “ Beowu{j” from the 
Saxon. Well, the old declining K emble is permitted by the Whigs to 
vacate in favour of his filial Saxon scholar, and the man deep in 
“ Bcmculf” is the man chosen for Deputy Licenser, vice ChariAs 
K emble, who retires! A pretty juggle this of the family money box.

Let us be understood. For Mr . Chakles Kemble we have no

other feeling than personal respect, elevated and enriched by happiest 
recollections of his actor’s art. We only denounce an injustice of the 
government, that careless or contemptuous of the legitimate claims of 
the declining dramatist — of the writer who has done the world 
penial service by lightening many of its heaviest hours, by making for 
it “ a sunshine m a shady place”—compels him in the w interer his 
days, and (as in the case of poor Kenney) even with death at his bed
side, to assume the attitude of petitioner for a passing bounty, when he 
has achieved the right of an honourable competence, by rendering daily 
work for daily hire. Many years of Mr. Kenney’s life might have 
been made years of placid happiness; but then—there was the name of 
Kemble, and with it associated the great dramatic claims of the trans
lator of “ Beowulf.“

Mr . Kenney is now beyond the sympathy or indifference of Whigs or 
Tories. Nevertheless, his history is not to be passed in silence. Pamful 
for the present, we trust it may carry a wholesome warning for the 
future. I t  is a little too bad that literature should be made to wear, 
even for an hour, the character of petitioner—and a barren word- 
monger vrith a big name eating the bread of defrauded talent.

THE NOES HAVE IT.

I t is true enough, unfortunately, that the “ Noes have it,”  as far as 
the abolition ojf the Smithfield Market n u i^ c e  is concerned, and as the 
Nose will be likely to have it for some time to come, we have much 
pleasure in putting forward a proposition to protect the olfactory nerves 
against those exhalations, which would make us imagine that London, 
though watered by the Tnames, must be surrounded by the Oder. J ohn 
Bull is somewliat asinine in his patience under nuisances, but we may 
begin to hope that he may have, a tendency to the asinine p ro ^ s ity  of 
being led by the nose, and if he really follows hjs nose, he will at once 
have a tum-up against some of those pestilential smells that put the 
nasal organ completely out of tune, and tliat he will do something more 
than meet noxious vapours with idle vapouring.

In the mean lime, and until something is done—which never happens 
until everything has been said—we recommend the adoption of nose 
bags to protect the nose, in the same way that articlis are worn to 
screen the eye against dust, for it must be quite as injurious to get the 
nose into bad odour as to have the eye converted mto a temporary 
dusthole..

The plan we beg leave to recommend, is the application of a sort of 
muffler filled with disinfecting agents to the nostrils, and in thus putting

a remedy for bad air under the very noses of the public, we hope the 
feature in question may be made the .'center of everything that is 
agreeable. To those who wear moustachios, we recommend a mixture 
of the chloride of lime, but care must be taken in wet weather to 
prevent the slaking of the lime by the rain, for a caae of swnlaneoua 
CO mliustion in the face would be quite enough to put anybody out of 
countenance.

A H urried Peep in to  the Catalogue of the Etty Gallery. ^
16. Bathing.
28. Women B ath i^ .
33. Nymphs Bathing.
39. Woman at the Bath. 
44. Girls Batliing.

58. Diana surprised a t th e  B ath . 
99. Venus Bising from the Sea. 
77. N aiads Bathing.

109. Bathing.
122. The Bathers.

BATnER Ominous.—The Country Bumpkins in the neighbourhood 
of the “ Abode of Love,”  call the Agapemone, which they cannot 
pronounce,—“ A-gape-for-yonr-money.”
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A Ravlw aystatin- ShowYN&E: y  Travellers, Reereshynge- t h e m s e l v e s .

Mr. P ip s  his D iary .
her fo 
looked

Tuesday. July 31,1849.—PrevaiW  upon by my Wife to carry 
Bath, as sne said, to go see her Aunt Dorothy, but I know she 
more to the Pleasure of her Trip than any Thing else; nevertheless I 
do think it necessary Policy to  keep in witli her Aunt, who is an old 
Maid and hath a pretty Fortune; and to see what Court and Attention 
1 pay her though 1 do not care “id  about her ! But am mightily troubled 
to  know whether she hath sunk her Money in an Annuity, which makes 

somewhat uneasy at the Charge of our Journey, for what with Fare, 
Cab-llire, and Vails to Doiiothy’s Servants for their good Word, it did 
Mst me altogether £6  2s. OV. To the Great Western Station in a Cab, 
pv R e a s o n ^  our Luggage; for my Wife must needs take so many 
Trunks and Bandboxes, as is always the Way with Women : or else we 
might have gone there for 2s. 6d. less in an Omnibus. Did lake our 
Places in the r irs t  Class notwithstanding the Expense, preferring both 
the Seats and the Company; and also because if any Necks or 
Limbs are broken I note it is generally in the Second and Third 
Classes. So we settled, and the Carriage-Doors slammed to, and 

Bell rung, the Tram with a Wliistle off like a Shot, and iithe in the
Carriage with me and my Wife a mighty pretty Lady, a Frenchwoman, 
and I  did begin to talk French witli her, which my Wife do not well 
understand, and by and by did find the Air too niucli for her where 
she was sitting, and would come and take her Seat between us, I know, 
on Purpose. So fell a reading the Time.i, till One got in at Uanwell, 
who seemed to be a Physician, and mighty pretty Discourse with him

touching the Manner of treating Madmen and Imnatics, which is no 
bv gentle Management, and is a great Improvement on the old I Ian 
Chains and the Whip. Also of the Foulness of Ijondon for Want 
fit- l)rainage, and how it do hreed Cholera and T’yphus, as sure 
rotten Cheese do MiC-s, and of the horrid Folly of making a gT 
Gutter of the River. So to Swindon Sta'ion, where the 1 ™'" ,™. *  ̂
ten Minutes for Refreshment, and there my Wif® i
with a good Appetite, nolwilhstamling the Discourse about IjO
Filth. So we out, and to the l l ^ f r e s h n .e n t - R o o n i  wit a
Passengers, all pushing, and jostling, and trampl'Uff ° ' ' ^ ' ' ° “ *®'̂ .̂ j. 
striving which should get served lirst. W ith  much Ado 
Soup for my Wife, and for myself a Veal and ‘f ’ °  i j j j
looking at my Watch and taking a Mouihfu' by I ^ ■ i i .i.g 
gulp a Glass of Guinnkas his S to u t! .
Guard rang tlie Bell, and niv Wifi: with p Si art, did spill ’ fidieii- 
her Dress, and was obliged to leave Hall ot i t ; and to tiunk how r ten 
Ions 1 looked, soamiicring back to the Lam  wjllj Euy , . (|(
•Mouth! To .-mi Imrry-sknrry at the bound of li . ^  . mv a
for a Gang of Workmen; and Uic l.ustle of It^ulways do Jcstro.v all 
tlie Di^nil-y of'I’lavcliinff; but uie \Vorltl alt.ogei her is less 
do go faster than formerly. OIT again and to the End o O'"- 
troubled at tlic Soup on my Wife’s Dress, hut tlwnkfiil I had got my 
Change, and not left it behind me at the bwmdon Station.

iy>.n,Uji!r W >bir,.p lv!- Intlii Piriili nfSt. Pmbnu, « n l VnblsHck U ilht Kvvibof Nci.7.0lvir-'i r
kioi-., 11 Lo ci)Arl itij L .-JL W 'li.jt.'iirs, t.i i Ci.jr j .' la i l  l» 11 i by tb* n  i t  ,S >. Kl J I t  ’ i j  i’.i.-i

1 n » ,  Suva VssrlaxM.i. liVh In IhaC.iiintror Mi l lln«m.PHiiU(r.,»t tMr
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M R . B R O W N ’S L E 'JT E R S  T O  A  YOL^NG M A N  
A B O U T  T O W N .

OUT OF TOWN.
H ave little news, my dear Bob, where

with to entertain thee from this city, 
from which almost everybody has fled 
within the last week, and which lies 
in a state of torpor. I  wonder what 
the newspapers find to talk about dav 
after day, and how they come out 
every morning. But for a little distant 
noise of cannonading from the Danube 
and the Theiss, the whole world is 
silent, and London seems to have 
hauled down her flag, as H er Ma
jesty has done at Pimlico, and the 
Queen of cities is gone out of town.

Yon, in pursuit of Miss K ickle- 
BURY, are probably by this time at Spa 
or Hamburg. Watch her well, Bob, 
and see what lier temper is like. See 
whether she flirts with the foreigners 
much, examine how she looks of a 
morning (you will have a hundred 
opportunities of familiarity, and can 
drop in and out of a friend’s apart
ments at a German watering place as 
you never can hope to do here), 
examine her. conduct with her little 
sisters, if they are of the party, 
whether she is good and playful with 

them, see whether she is cheerful and obedient to old Lady K ick (I 
acknowledge a hard task)—in fine, try her manners and temper, and see 
whether she wears them all day, or only puts on her smiles with her 
fresh bonnet, to come out on the parade at music time. I, meanwhile, 
remain behind, alone in our airy and great Babylon.

As an old soldier when he gets to his ground begins straightway o se 
easier as the French say, makes the most of his circumstances, and 
himself as comfortable as he can, an old London man, if obliged to pass 
tlie dull season in town, accommodates himself to the time, and forages 
here and tliere in the deserted city, and manages to make iiis own tent 
snug. A thousand means of comfort and amusement spring up, whereof 
a man has no idea of the existence, in the midst of the din and racket of 
the London season. I, for my part, am grown to that age. Sir, when I  
like tlie quiet time the b es t: the gauety of the great London season is 
too strong and noisy for me ; I  like to talk to my belpyed metropolis 
when she lias done dancing at crowded balls, and squeezing at concerts, 
and chattering at conversaziones, and gorging at great (jhnners—when 
she is calm, contemplative, confidential, and at leisure.

Colonel P admore of our club being out of town, and too wise a 
man to send his favourite old cob to grass, I  mounted him yesterday, 
and took a ride in Itotten Row, and in various parts of the city, where 
but ten days back all sorts of life, hilarity, and hospitality, were going 
on. W hat a change it is now in the Park from that scene which the 
modem P epys, and that ingenious youth who signs his immortal 
drawings with a D surmounted by a dicky-bird, depicted only a few 
weeks ago ! Where are the thousands of carriages that crawled along 
the Serpentine shore, and which give an observant man a happy and 
wholesome sense of his own insignificance—for you shall be a man long 
upon the town, and pass five hundred equipages without knowing the 
owners of one of them f Where are the myriads of horsemen who 
trampled the Row F—the splendid dandies whose boots were shiny, 
whose chins were tufted, whose shirts were astounding, whose manners 
were frank and manly, whose brains were somewhat small F Where 
are the stout old capitalists and bishops on their cohs (the Bench, by 
the way, cuts an uncommonly good figure on horseback) F Where arc 
the dear rideresses, above all F Where is she, the gleaming of whose 
red neck-ribbon in the distance made your venerable uncle’s heart 
beat. Bob F He sees her now prancing by, severe and beautiful—a 
young D i .ana, with pure bright eyes ! Where is Fanny who wore the 
ptetty grey hat and feather, and rode the pretty grey mare. Fanny 
changed her name last week, without ever so mucli as sending me a 
piece of cake F The gay squadrons have disappeared; the ground no 
longer thrills with the thump of their countless hoofs. WATTEAU-like 
groups in shot silks no longer compose themselves under the green 
houghs of Kenwngton Gardens: the scarlet trumpeters have blown 
themselves away thence; you don’t behold a score of horsemen in tlie 
course of an hour’s ride; and Mrs. Catharine H ighflyer, whom a 
fortnight since you never saw unaccompanied by some superb young 
Earl and roue of the fashion, had yesterday so little to do with her

beautiful eyes, that she absolutely tried to kill your humble servant 
with them as she cantered by me m at the barriers of the Row, and 
looked round firing Parthian shots behind her. But Padmore’s cob 
did not trot, nor did my blood run, any the quicker, Mr . Bob ; man and 
beast are grown too old and steady to be put out of our pace by any 
Mrs. H ighflyer of them a ll; and though I  hope, if I  live to he a 
hundred, never to be unmoved by the sight of a pretty girl, it is not 
thy kind of beauty, 0  ogling and vain Daulah, that can set me cantering 
after thee.

By the way, one of the benefits I  find in the dull sqason is at my own 
lodgings. When I  ring the bell now, that uncommonly pretty young 
woman, the landlady’s daughter, condescends to come in and supenntend 
my comfort, and whisk about amongst the books and tea thmgs, and 
wait upon me in general: whereas m the full season, when young Lobi> 
Claude L ollyfof is here attending to his arduous duties in Parliament, 
and occupying his accustomed lodgmgs on the second floor, the deuce 
a bit win Miss Flora ever deign to bring a message or a letter to old 
Mr . Brown on the first, but sends me in Muggins, my old servant, 
whose ugly face I  have know# any time these thirty years, or the 
blowsy maid-of-all-work with her sandy hair in papers.

Again, at the club, how many privileges does a man lingering in 
London enjoy, from which he is precluded in the full season! Every 
man in every club has three or four speeial aversions—men who some
how annoy him, as I  have no doubt but that you and I, Bob, are hated 
by some particular manf and for that excellent reason for which the poet 
disliked Dr . Fell—the appearance of old Banqdo, in the same place, 
in the same arm-chair, reading the newspaper day after day and evening 
after evening; of Mr. P lodder threading among the coflee-room tables 
and taking note of every man’s dinner; of old General H awkshaw 
who (makes that constant noise in the club, sneezing, coughing and 
blowing his nose—all tliese men, by their various defects or qualities, 
have driven me half mad at times, and I  have thought to myself, O that 
I  could go to the club without seeing Banquo—O that P lodder 
would not come and inspect my mutton chop— 0  that fate would remove 
H awkshaw and his pocket handkerchief for ever out of my sight and 
hearing'! Well, August arrives, and one’s three men of the sea are off 
one’s Moulders. Mr. and Mbs. Banquo are at Leamington, the paper 
says; Mr . P lodder is gone to Paris to inspect the dinners at the Troie 
F^erea; and H awkshaw is coughing away at Brighton where the sad 
sea waves murmur before him. The club is your own. How pleasant 
it is I You can get the Globe and Standard now without a struggle; 
you may see all the Sunday papers; when you dine it is not like diming 
in a street dinned by the tramp of waiters perpetually passing with 
clanking dishes of various odours, and jostled by young men who look 
scowlingly down upon your dinner as they pass with creaking boots. 
They are all gone—you sit in a vast and agreeable apartment with 
twenty large servants at your orders—it you were a Duke with a 
thousand pounds a day you couldn’t be better served or lodged. Those 
men, having nothing else to do, are anxious to prevent your desires and 
make you happy—the butler bustles about with your pint of wine—if you 
order a dish, the chef himself will probably cook i t ; what mortal can 
ask more F •

I  once read in a book purporting to give descriptions of London, and 
life and manners, an account of a family in the lower ranks of genteel 
life, who shut up the front windows of their house, and lived in the back 
rooms, from which they only issued for fresh air surreptitiously at 
midnight, so that their friends might suppose that they were out of 
town. 1 suppose that there is some foundation for this legend, I  
suppose that some people are actually afraid to be seen in London, when 
the persons who form tlieir society have quitted the metropolis: and 
that Mr. and Mrs. H iggs being left at home at Islington, when Mr. 
and Mrs. Biggs, their next door neighbours, have departed for Margate 
or GravMcnd, feel pangs of shame at their own poverty, and envy at 
their friends’ better fortune. I  have seen many men and cities, my 
dear Bob, and noted their manners : and for servility I  will back a free
born Englishman of the respectable classes agaiast any man of any 
nation in the world. In  the competition for social rank between H iggs 
and Biggs, think what a strange standard of superiority is set up!—a 
shilling steamer to Gravesend, and a few shrimps more or less on one 
part or the other, settles the claim. Perhaps in what is called high life, 
there are disputes as paltry, aims as mean, and distinctions as absurd: 
hut my business is with this present folly of being ashamed to be in 
London. Ashamed, S ir! 1 like being in London at this time, and have 
so much to say regarding the pleasures of the place in the dead season, 
that, per favour of Mr. Punch. I  hope to write you, probably, another 
letter regarding it next week.

Brob'N the Elder.

AN ACT OF ju s t ic e .

A REMARKABLY ingenious correspondent recommends that, m  
Father Mathew sneers at his “ ^ t r y  allowance of £300 a year, 
the government might take it away and substitute a very handsome 
“ monkey’s allowance ” instead.

vou XVil.
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OUll ANGLO-ITALIAN CLIMATE.

Somebody has been saying that during the very hot weather we were 
favoured with an Italian sky,, but we confess we never saw anything in 
London to remind us much of Italy, except Italian irons. Oil and Itiilian 
warehouses, Italian greyhounds, and those very unfortunate dogs, the 
Italian organ boys. As to the Italian climate, we will undertake to be 
whipped into an Italian cream, if any reasonable beinr could confound 
our confounded atmosphere of Ijondon smoke with the transparent air 
of Italy. Thougli Meux and Co. may consume tneir own, and we may 
exclaim, “ Tant mievx” we cannot forget lliat Labceay and Fekkihs, 
with a thousand others, publish their daily volumes of smoke, in columns 
almost as thick and heavy as those of the morning papers, when the 
debates have been lengthy the preceding night in Parlmment.

THE COVES OF CORK.

CoEK appears to be in a state almost equal lo that which would be 
occasionea by the pressure of ginger beer, champagne, or soda-water, 
whose effervescence acting upon Cork miglit pi oduce just such an effect 
as that which Cork itself and all the Coves of Cork are at this moment 
encountering. •

Every loyal subject will imagine that it is the exuberance of delight 
at the Queen’s visit which has given so much buoiancy to Cork, put 
the tru th  is, that tlie excitement originates in a dispute between the 
Mayor and the High Sheriff, as to the right of one or other, or Ixitli, lo 
immediately precede H er  Majesty on her entrance into the City. The 
Mayor has rendered himself hoarse in insisting on his privilege, and tlie 
High Sheriff is equally veliement, on the strength of an old ancestor, 
who was standard-bearer in Ireland to I I evry tue Second.

I l l s  difficult lo work out tlie calculation, that "A s  tlie standard- 
bearer Ira* to H enry the Second, so is the High Slieriff to Q ueen 
V ictoria,”  but we leave the matter to be settled by the mgenious Coves 
of Cork, among whom we understand tliere is one who wears a watch 
presented to him by W illiam at the l^yne, and who claims the honour 
of letting H er  Majesty know the “ lime of day,”  during the wliole of 

Ireland. I t  is added that the dispute between the Slieriff 
and the Mayor has been referred to the proper office in Ixm '.on, where 
fi* arrangements have been made for “ tossing up.’’ f'O decide
1 h e  knotty point as soon ns the necessary lialfiienny can do remitted 
for the purpose from the Treasury.

The Oibbet-Cure.
seem astonishing that there sliould exist, in this nineteenth 

tracleJfrom the paragrapli, cx-

in  the n ™ ^ a T O r iV d ^ rn ,^ ,f^  <!!*o * roepocuble looking female alHletod w ith  a  wen 
t o  ^ d y T - ’i r a l f e : V f t r i L g h “ ' d U ^ f  » . c u | i o n o f w ; „ n .  for leave U> aee tug  lief uuiease, tlie request was very  properly refused.”

questioDcd 'wliellier a man hanged is not as 
likely to remove a wen M to put an end to murder. 'H mreniedy hw 

_ ^ o n g  enough tried for the latter complaint; but without s .^ e s s

A L A R M IN G  P R O S P E C T S  O P  T H E  B R I T I S H  D R A M A .

I n consequence of the dreadful destitution of all the French theatres 
—an affecting account of their closed and beggared condition has 
appeared in the newspapers—a meeting of gentlemen materially inte
rested in the support and prosperity of the English drama, was convoked 
for yesterday at the Cock and Bottle in the Strand, and was very 
numerously attended by nearly all the English translators of the day. 
A strong body of police was in waiting to ensure proprielv and probity, 
it Laving been intimated that several of the swell mob baa been seen m 
the neighbourhood.

The chair was taken by M r . C h a m b a u d  J o n e s—justly known as the 
father of the Translated English Drama—who briefly opened the pro
ceedings. In  a nervous and imaginative speech of five niinutes, the 
chairman went to the root of the matter. Something, he.said, must be 
done to restore.the French Stage, or the English Theatre would fall 
for ever.

M r . L bvizac Brown moved the first resolution. l i e  observed that 
more than thirty years had made the English and the French Dramatist, 
he would say it, like Siamese twins. The Channel was—it  might seem 
a paradox—their band of union; for by its means the circulation of ink 
(tuougli, to be sure, it only flowed from  France) was kept up between 
them. I f  the French Theatre died, the vital fluid must run dry in the 
breast of tlie English Thalia. (.Cheers:)

M r . B ki^u m a r c h a is  G r e e n , in seconding the resolution, said he 
would make liie matter plain to the meanest understanding. The 
French sfage was the New R iver; I lie English Theatre was the cistern, 
lined, with lead. Now, dam the New River,—and how are you to 
supply the cistern P I t  was impossible ! (Cheers.)

M r . Boyer S m ith  moved the second resolution; and would illustrate 
the matter—as he thought—rather felicitously. The French stage was 
a tree—the English sthge a noble bough of that tree. Bark the parent 
trunk, and—yes, lie was bold enough to ask it—what would become of 
your bough P He was not an alamiistj but unless something was done, 
be predicted that, next winter every English theatre would be knocked 
down by the liammer,—sold off in lo ts!—for firewood.

M b . Moliere  J ohnson (in seconding the resolution) said he fhouglit 
lie could bring the matter much nearer to their business and bosoms. 
“ You want,” said M r. Moliere J ohnson, “ You want a bottle of 
prime Burgundy. Well, the bottle is before you, and jou  arc about to 
empty it into an English jug. Very good. T he bottle has received a 
crack, and not a drop of wine remains. Now, the wine being gone from 
(he bottle, what is to fill your jiigP Nothing—it remains empty: 
totally empty. And this, I  say, will be the speedy condition of every 
London T heatre. T'he Paris Bottle being broken, the English Jug 
cannot be filled.” (J/)ud cheers) I t  liad been for many, many years bis 
custom to visit Paris T'heatres for playhouse fashions; but tliis season lie 
must stop at home. Let the present stale of Frciicti Theatres continue, 
and they might all—fw speedily as lliey would—dispose of their Dic- 
tiocaries, to say nothing at all "of tiieir Grammars.

Here a conversation—a little irregular certainly—ensued. One of 
the meeting asked, “ why confine tliemselves to France P Wliy, aiwavs 
take so near a translation P ” Another exclaimed that “ China might 
be tried.” A third that “ there must be something amongst the 
Japanese.” i t  was, liowever, finally decided—in accordance with the 
resolutions—“ that a subscription should be oixiiicd for the rc-establish- 
nient of t he French Stage, as the only means of supplying drauuis to 
the English Theatre.” ,

• P unch  Puzzled.

W e are not in the habit of asking questions, because we are not in 
the iiabit of finding anything Dial answers half as well »- *'* 
blit we have really b<‘en jiu/,xled by reading a re in ir t  iii the /(nea of the 
trial of a nian for “ the illegal conversion of u horse. We should be 
glad to know what it was to whicli iJie horse was illegally made a 
convert P liovv the ceremony of conversion was performed. and liow the 
success of the ceremony was recognised P

We remember upon one occasion ooiiverlmg a lilty-poumi note into a 
clever cob, who was too clever by half for us. w d who was aocordmgly 
converted back again into seven sovereigns, but as to any other kind of 
coiiversiou of which a horse is capable, wo admit oumulves to bo wholly 
ignorant.

fire engines superseded.
We observe that a book is advertised under llio (if le of “ Homosopatliy 

in Acute Diseases.” If hoe reopatliic globules will eiire inilammaiions, 
perhaps an infmilesinial drop of water will put oat a lire.
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G IV IN G  T H E  E A IN S  T O  T H E  IM A G IN A T IO N .

T it* fall of Red Ilain lias, as we anticipated, set the seeds of fancy 
sprouting in the minds of the penny-a-liners, who have been inundating 
the newsp^iers with showers of 
every kind, that may tie likely to 
give a whet to the public curiosity 
iTie poor Irora must be considered 
as being definitively gone to the 
dogs, for henceforth a shower of 
frogs will fail to find admission 
into the most easy and accom
modating of newspapers. We 
have already heard of a shower 
of shrimps, and we dare say we 
shall soon read of its having pelted 
with prawns and periwinkles, or 
of there having been a most un
welcome overflow of whelks in 
some suburban water-butts. From 
the smaller it is easy to  get to 
the larger fish, and we may soon 
be prepared for a shower of jacks, 
requiring a vast amount of jack- 
towellirg to dry it u p ; nor should 
we be surprised if that celebrated 
rain of terror, the rain of pitch
forks, may one day be realised.

We think the late extraordinary 
rains must be attributed chiefly to 
that notorious wet blanket Old 
SwiTHiN, who should be limited 
at least to one or two materials, 
instead of damping our energies 
with all sorts of showers, consistiii; • of all sorts of objects, in all sorts
of colours. The gentleman who stands up to his ancles at Greenw ich 
continually for the purpose of writing to the Times to announce the 
number of inches of ram that have fallen, must have been in a series of 
nice messes lately amidst the real and other miscellaneous rains that 
have so smartly been down upon him.

A RE.HARKAnLK JACK WHICH FULL AT nUIXTON.

T H E  P R O R O G A T IO N  S P E E C H .

A PARTY CRITIQUE.

[ A gefitteman who oiimi! h im se lf" Tm n Itluo,” has favonred us w ith some obsorvAHons 
on th e  QUKhh's PrnroftAtlnu Speeelr. We have much pleasure In anbjoinluff our Cor- 
reapondent’a critique ; ami are hlKhly tiattered by the preference which he has shewn 
to us over certain A nti-M inisterial Contemporaries.]

“ T he Parliamentary Farce of 1849 has ended with a Managerial 
Address, purporting to emanate from the Crown, and delivered in the 
character of L ord Presid e* !  by the M arquis op Lansdowne. This 
composition of our Whig ruler* is churaotiristically incorrect in 
grammar, ambigiioiis in sense, and erroneous, in so far as it is intel
ligible, in assertion.

“ Tioud Jon*  llussELT. and Go. begin by telling ‘ My Txirds and 
Gentlemen’ that ‘ the state of public business enables H er M ajesty 
to  dispense with their attendance in Parliament.’ Do Ministers mean 
that the satisfactory state of public business allows H er Majesty to 
release Parliament from its labour; or that the disgraceful condition of 
the national affairs obliges her to send it about its business?

“ ‘ H e r  M ajesty,’ say our Whig rulers, ‘ has directed vs to express 
her satisfaction,’ &o. llow monstrous a violation of truth to assert that 
the Q uek* has directed tkm  to give utterance to sentiments on her 
part, which it is notorious that she, on the contrary, expresses at tM r  
direction I

“ What are we to understand by the assertion that H er Majesty 
‘ haS' given her assent to the important measure ’ which Parliament has 
‘ jiasaed to  amend the Navigation liaws, in full confidence,’ &c ? That

the Queen has given her assent to the measure, or that Parliament has 
enacted it in that plenitude of confidence, &c. ?—in which whoever parti
cipates, we do not hesitate to say, must be an ass.

“ Will any one explain to us the meaning of the ‘ friendly character of 
her relations with foreign Powers,’ ascribed to our gracious Monarch ? 
These expressions, w'e maintain, are most equivocal, and may merely 
signify, for auglit we knov^that the D uke of Cambridge and the 
otner branches of the Royal Family enjoy a cosmopolitan reputation for 
good fellowship, which, certainly, as far as regards his R oyal H ighness, 
we are not disposed to deny.

“ But enougn of this specimen of Whig duplicity and evasiveness, 
and traitorous tampering with (literally) the Queen’s English, which in j 
older and better times (destined, we hope, to revive again) vvould, beyond 
question, have brought to the block every head concerned in concocting ; 
such mendacious nonsense.”

*,* If our Correspondent will favour ns with his name and address, 
we shall be happy to recommend him, among our ultra-Tory connexions, 
as being decidedly a nice young man for a small party.

A CHEAP EXCURSION TO S m T H F IE L D  AND BACK FOR 
ONE SHILLING. |

We  are happy to state that a wealthy Omnibus Company has made 
arrangements to lake passengers to (hat delightful place of healthy 
resort, Smithfield, and back, Ibr tlie contemptible sum of One Shilling. 
The first excursion is to take place next Monday, that being fortunately 
a Market day, which will allow the passengers an opportunity of wit
nessing the innocent gambols of the animals that disport themselves , 
there with such rural playfulness. The Omnibus, the better to enioy 
this elevating sight, will proceed through the very midst of the noble 
oxen, and halt in the centre of the Market, where it will make a stoppage , 
of six hours. Passengers will be permitted to descend, if they like, and , 
to ramble about at their leisure. All the pigsties will be thrown open 
on this occasion, and every facility given to the excursionists, that they 
may inhale, unmolested, the health-inspiring breezes of this acknowledged 
Garden of England. '

A Flower Show will be held at the apple s t a l l ^ in s t  the picturesque 
lamp-post which bears the Royal Arms, in tin, at the top, and, if i 
possible, a cabbage leaf full of currants, gathered on the spot, will be j 
added to the fete, to give it something of a horticulturiu air. The j 
exenrsion is expected to come off wiih great eclat, as Smithfield never ; 
looked so blooming, or was so full, as at the present moment. H ig- j 
g in b o tto m ’s Brass Band will attend before the Marquis of Granby, and 
perform some of their most popular airs during the day. ,

OMNIBUS RACING INTELLIGENCE.

The fine old English sport of racing has been taken up with much 
spirit by the omnibus drivers on the Brompton and Putney roads, who 
turn the highway into a course, and run against each other—or anything 
else that may be in the way—from about 8 a. m. till midnight. Tho 
Putney Pets and the Brompton Beauties, as the competitors are called 
by their respective backers, may be seen every five minutes at the 
Jjondon Bridge Railway Sta'ion, from which, after several false starts, 
they usually set avyay together and proceed not only neck and neck, but 
neck or nothing, past K ino William’s statue to the Mansion House, 
which may be consideied the first heat, when, after a few more false 
starts, they make all the running they can to Charing Cross, where the 
second heat terminates. The race increases greatly in interest from 
this point, for it assumes the character of a steeple chase at St. 
Martin’s Church, and the usual fence wbrk of hurdles, ditches, or other 
miscellaneoiiB obstructions is supplied by the old women and the fniit 
stalls, which form a very efficient substitute for the customary im
pediments in sport of this description. The old two-penny original, 
which from I lie broken-«winded character of one of the cattle—since re
tired-used to be known as the “ two-penny buster,”  makes very little 
running, and in fact is only placed among the outsiders, the number of 
outsiders that it carries being quite unlimited.

As these races are likely to continue, we think it would be advisable 
for the public to keep the course thoroughly clear of all vehicles and 
passengers during the period when the roaa is occupied by tlie Pe's, 
Bucks, and Beauties of Putney and Brompton. I t  is true that the 
racing continues throughout, the day, and it might be inconvenient to 
shut up the road as a public 1 horoughfare, but while it is used as an 
omnibus race-course, the course we recommend is the only one that can 
be salely followed.

Not the Slightest Relation to D uke I I umphret.—Sir  J ame.s 
Duke.
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REAL ENJOYMENT.

Annie. “ Good bye, deab. Y ou must come again soon,  and spend a good long day, and 
THEN I CAN SHOW YOU ALL MY NEW THINGS.”

Clara. “ Oh ! that w ill be nice ! Good byf, deab.”  (iTiss, and exit.')

THE QUEEN IN IRELAND.
[From our own Correspondent.']

UBLiN, August 4.—T he excite
ment of the city continues, 
like the beds at the taverns, 
on the rise. Already, two or 
three far-seeing members of 
the Corporation have been 
on the look out, with tele
scopes of forty-eagle power, 
for the smoke of the Victoria 
and Albert. This very simple 
fact will give you some notion 
of the enthusiasm of this ro
mantic and generous people.

And here, Mr. Punch you 
must, whether you will or 
no, permit me to congratu
late you on the choice ot your 
own Correspondent at such a 

juncture, and to perform so nice a duty as that of detailing to you the 
events, opinions, and secret thoughts of the population of Dublin. How 
rarely do you find united in the same person the elegance, the quietude, 
the serene energy and the accomplishments of the high-bred gentleman 
with the watchfulness and confidence of the Reporter. One fact—a 
native modesty does not allow me to make the one fact two—will 
illustrate my meaning and position. On my arrival, I  lost no time 
in consulting my portmanteau and looking-glass. Shaved and kidded, 
I  drove to the Viceregal Lodge, Phoenix Park. I  sent in my card,— 
“ P. O’Noman, of Punch.'’ In three minutes a gentleman of the most 
aristocratic bearing-7-there is no mistaking blood, Mr. Punch; it is 
nature’s own mark, in her brightest red—stood beside my car. He 
was arrayed in a gorgeous silk dressing-gown, sprinkled with sham
rocks, and having at the back the royal arms, worked in damask. I  at 
once recognised my man. I t  was, of course, the L ord L ieutenant. 
“  My dear Sir,”  said he, shaking me cordially by the hand, and 
assisting me to jump from the c a r; “ my dear Sir, as we say in Gaelic 
raille cead hath—a hundred million welcomes. Come in, S ir; come 
in. You’ll make-me the most miserable man on earth if you have 
breakfasted.”  I  had not—at least I  said so ; for I  would not oisappoint

THE CASE OF THE STATION CLERKS.
Since our appeal on behalf of the Station 

Clerks, we have been inundated with letters of 
thanks from these solitaries, several of whom 
are getting quite like the prisoner of Chillon— 
only with the Chill-off—for they don’t take it 
half so cool, but protest warmly against their 
treatment. Many of them live in such seclusion, 
that if they were released from their solitudes, 
they would almost have forgotten how to hola 
a conversation, or say anything beyond “ Right 
and indeed there is one of our Correspondents, 
who, describing himself as an Odd Fellow, com
plains that he has so long pursued “ the even 
tenour of his way ”—the Ifeilway—that there  ̂
is nothing odd about him any longer, since he : 
has been debarred from attending the social meet
ings of his fraternity.

Another unfortunate individual laments bitterly ; 
the hardship of being unable to combine with 
his fellow sufferers in expressing t heir sentiments, I 
but the only thing they are suffered to express | 
is an express train once or twice a day, while 
they long in vain for the aid of the only engine 
that would be of any use to them—that great j 
moral engine, the Press, which has a boiler j 
always boiling over with virtuous indignation at 
wrong and oppression. Now that we have got 
our steam up on this subject, we shall continue 
from time to time on the line we have taken, 
and we have no doubt that we shall rapidly bring 
the grievances of the Station Clerks to a terminus.

SlIORTLT WILL BE OUT. —  SMITH O ’BEIP.N,
Meagher, and Co.

the L ord L ieutenant. Good fellow. Clarendon : and the Dublin 
Bay haddock beyond expression. During breakfast we talked of the 
state of the country; and Clarendon was pleased to express his 
opinion—even on so short an acquaintance—that I appeared to be the 
only man capable of going to the root of the evil of Ireland. His Excel
lency may be partial; nevertheless, he is a man of prodigious penetration. 
Leaving the breakfast-room, what was my surprise to see my port
manteau on the shoulder of a servant, in the viceregal livery, ascending 
the stairs. “  I  ordered your luggage to be brought from the inn. You 
must make the Lodge your home while in Dublin. Indeed you m ust: 
i t ’s a way we have in Ireland. Meanwhile, my dear O’Noman, one 
of my equerries shall show you the lions. I  am, as you may suppose, a 
good deal occupied; and must now leave you, as I  have to choose a 
thousand yards of tabinet for the housemaids. By the way, do you 
smoke,—or is it too tarly ?”  And his lordship placed his cigar-case in 
my hands. “  We dine at eight; be punctual ; aupluisir.” Saying this, 
with another cordial squeeze of the hand, his lordship proceeded upon 
his duties, leaving me to mine. You will at once perceive that it is 
impossible for your own Correspondent to write under more auspicious 
circumstances. I  shall now proceed to put you in possession of the 
feelings and doings of this most excellent, and most impulsive people.

The Lord Mayor of London is hourly expected, lie  will, it is said, 
arrive in his own barge, pulled by Common Counciimen, and steered by 
Sir  P eter L aurie. I t  is not generally known, but in order to evince 
a lull appreciation of the Dublin hospitwitv, the L ord Mayor will be 
accompanied (they will arrive per steamer) oy Goo and Magog. They 
have been newly painted in bran new suits of emerald green; and will 
wear potatq blossoms in their button-holes, cut expressly for the occasion. 
I t  is supposed, however, that the Giants will not appear in public; but 
during their stay, will remain strictly incog. To make the thing as 
picturesque as possible, the L ord Mayor will appear in the dress of 
the time of Sir W iluam  Walworth, and will wear in his girdle the 
dagger from the City Arms. Of course in all places, and in the most 
joyous seasons, there will be found poor timorous quidnuncs with doubts 
that would blight amaranths. Hence, I  have heard certain alarmists 
deelare that the Saxon Mayor and Corporation of London have no other 
view in coming here than to absorb the Mayor and Corporation of 
Dublin. I t  has been openly prophesied that, long before November
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next, Dublin’s Mayor and Guild will be centralised in the city of 
London. Or wherefore—ask these people,—wherefore should Goc and 
M agog cross the Channel P I, of co\irse, attach no credit to this report; 
neither does my friend L objd Claubnsom : it is, however, my duty at 
the least to chronicle it.

H er  Majesty’s foot has sent a  thrill of expectation throughout the 
city. The Queen is known to possess a Cinderella foot; a fairy foot,
4  U  n n  <1 an All a i r  f i n  A  I T  W D  a b K m

silver slipper—the thought is very pretty—is made to serve as abutter- 
boat ; charmingly ty p i^  of the belief that, wherever H er  Majesty
treads in Ireland, the richness of plenty will follow.

You can have no idea of the shriek of despair 
from top to bottom—all female society. No lady is to be presented un
less by another lady presented by another on a former occasion in 
London. Thus, it seems, the Saxon privilege is made another source 
of heart-burning. I t  was, of course, understood by everybody that 
nothing more would have been necessary than for every lady wishing to 
pass the compliments of the time with the Queen to send up her card 
on her own silver salver. At the present moment, as 1 understand, not 
being on the spot myself,— ât least five thousand well-dressed females are 
marching on the Lodge to demand an explanation of Lady Cxarbndon. 
1  earnestly trust that no collision will t ^ e  place, but 1 cannot shut my 
eyes to the fact that a souadron of Horse have turned out, artillery 
pointed, and fusees lighted, to read a great moral lesson to  the rioters. 
1 hope the Dublin ladies will listen to reason—for if they .won’t, they ’re 
invincible.

You can have no conception of the rise of rents in every part of 
Dublin, it being expected that at least two-thirds of London will take 
lodgings and leases m our city. In  a  while, and Sackville Street will 
be as gay as a dying dol[Mu—and won’t  duckweed and sowthistles 
grow in Ine Quadrant and upwards! There is an alarming report—I 
^eak , Sir, with the love of an adopted son for London—that the 
Q ueen’s Crown, with all the Regalia, are about to be brought to 
D ublin; which strengthens an opinion—long slumberii^, but now 
awake and kicking—that the Government will remove if self from 
England to Ireland; and so the Saxon have, in his turn, the smallest 
taste in life of absenteeism. Only think what the trade of London 
would come to, if English nobility and gentry bought their liveries and 
lucifer-matches of Dublin tradesmen 1

You will be glad to hear that every attention will be given to Dublin’s 
Lord Mayor, who insists upon meeting the Queen on horseback. He 
will, for safety sake, be tied on the animal; for nothing weaker than 
cords of silver and gold can keep his enthusiasm from running clean 
away with him.

They arc now covering the Statue of K ing W iuuam witli satin 
bows of green and orange, which bows contain all kinds of combus
tibles that, at the due moment, will explode, exhibiting the hero in a 
shower of fireworks.

When the Queen lands, at least a thousand turtledoves (a oerlain 
Repealer suggested a few Irish owls) will be set free; and it is said (hat, 
a t the same time, a bird will be thrown up from the Viel<<ria and M berl; 
a bird bearing, in a packet, the pardon of SuiTU O’Brien to bis 
excellent lady.

1 would write more, but that I  am interrupted by an Equerry from 
CuARENDON. The dinner bell will sound in five minutes, and I  slmll 
hardly save my soup.

Your own Correspondent,
P . O’NoaAN.

P.S. Until further instructions you will, of course, address mo at the 
Lodge. I t  has been hinted to me that H er  Majesty proposes—out of 
respect (o the Correspondents of the Press in general—to honour me 
with Knighthood. 1 hope 1 am misinformed; but if not, 1 shall 
endeavour tb bear the visitation like a man.

A B IL L  EOR THE BETTER BEHAVIOUR OF BROUGHAM.

I t has been obiected to Ministers that the past session—like so 
many o thers-has been, after much delay and trifiing at the commence
ment, hurried in the niost unseemly manner to a close. Ministers, liow- 
ever, are not incorrigible. They propose to amend this fault; and— to 
abate a public evil mucli felt of late—have already ordered a Bill to be 
drawn, to be called “ A Bill for the le t te r  Prevention of Lord 
Brougham’s Powers of Examination in Certain Cases.”  'I'he reader 
of the dailv papers—see liiW t Divorce and similar bills—must feel tlial, 
for the sake ot public decorum, it is necessary to curb the imaginative 
loquacity of the erotic and learned lord. We have been favoured with 
a perusal of tlie draught of the Bill in question; from which we give 
the subjoined clauses.

“  Neil her shall it be lawful for H enry L ord Bkouguam. and Vaux 
to interlard the evidence of witnesses willi any suggestive prurience. 
Neither slmll he, for more than five minutes at a  time, dwell ui»a and

illustrate the testimony of witnesses from his own varied experience- 
Neither shall he put questions that have no other end save the self-iii- 
dulgence of a very questionable curiosity,—in no way furthering the 
ends of justice, but, apparently, tending only to the earthy gratification 
of the moresaid H enry L ord Brougham.

“ And be i t  enacted, that the penalty for the infringement of this 
clause shall be a verbalim report of the offender’s words in the Timet

t is Believed, by the authors of the Bill, that a continued publicity of 
the errors of speech committed by the venerable offender must abate 
what, during the present session, has been found, upon all hands, 
an intolerable nuisance.

A HAND-BOOK TO THE THAMES.
W e  wish Mr. Murray, amidst the variety of his veiy useful Hand- 

Books—if he has no objection for once to put bi^hand into dirty water 
—would favour us wii.h a Hand-Book to the Thames. The bmiks of 
the river would furnish ample food for the antiquarian—if the anti
quarian is not very particular what he eats, and indeed we know that 
he is usually gobe-mmiche enough to swallow anything. Since we have 
had Panoramas of the Mississippi, and the said Sippi has found its 
Missis regular hits, why should we not have a Panorama of the Thames, 
embracing all the objects that fringe its banks, and infringe upon its 
waters ? A few of the principal establishments wonld fnmish a collection 
no less interesting to the chemist than to the antiquarian. Every 
factory would help to give a satisfactory solution of the poisonous stuff 
that is held in solution by the water in which many of us make our tea, 
which eventually gives us our gruel. A glance at the buildmgs on the 
banks of the Thames would at once furnish a key to the ingr^ients of

We require no 
M’e entreat the Sanitary

the water, and render any closer analysis superfluous, 
other test to prove why it is so detestable. M’e enti _ 
Oommissioners, if they would do more than skim the surface of their 
duties, 
of one

V to go deeply into the Thames, and they will get to the bottom 
I of the greatest drawbacks on the health of the Metropolis. i

A BLOW TO ’BUS CONDUCTORS.
“ Mr. P unch,

“ T’other day there wos wun o’ hus coves. Bill H annon, ad
up afore Alderman W ilson under the 6lh and 7 th W ictoeieb, for 
delayin’ and refusin’ to give change to a pmisiimer, and wos conwicted. 
To be sure B ill thort he was goin’ to git off with a fine. No sitch 
luck. The Beak said he was up to our havin’ a subscription amung us 
to pay fines for any one of us as gits into trouble, and says he, ‘ You 
slmn’t como that ere dodge no longer; you iorfs at a fine, but 1 've got 
the hoplion of committin’ on ycr for 2 months,’̂ and accordingly to begin, 
he gix poor B ill a week, witch fact I expec’ to see recorded in your 
pages under the eading of ‘ A conductor struck with Lightnin’.’

“ In course we shan’t  dare for the futur’ to come it over our fares as 
We used to, and consekvently we sh^l lose about one art of our inkum.

“ 1 've nodout, Mr. Fnnch, that,’I is thru you bringin’ public atenshun 
and the Beaks down upon us, by drorrin’ us and showin’ of us up, that 
We’re in for this werry evvy pecunary damniidge, witch 1 do say you 
ort to stand somethink towards, and reuiane. on be-arf of self nndl oon- 
frederates, your umble survant “ Old Akd.”

“ Old Ar d ” and his fratoruity should demand compensation of 
their employers for Uic loss they will incur by being prevented from 
cheating. As civility and lioncsty must now be among the requisites 
of-aconductor, thosu virtueswill, of course, be allowed for m hu wages.
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PUNCH’S PROROGATION OF THE OPERA 
SEASON.

E have it  on the very best and 
highest authority (our own) 
that Mr. Punch will proceed 
in proprM persona to*the 
Prorogation of the Season at 
the theatre of H er  Majesty. 
Though no regular proclama
tion has been issued from 
the Board (and Lodging) of 
Green Cloth, we are enabled 
to give an outline of what 
will take place, which may 

be some guide to those who wish to take places.
Mr. Punch, besides wearing on the occasion his coat of office or office 

coat, will invest himself in the vest of white jean, and 
will carry in his pocket the order of the nights and 
extra nights of the Grand Opera in the Haymarket.
Immediately before him willoe carried the ^Editorial 
Kegalia, consisting of the Pen of Justice, the Ink of 
Impartiality, and the Scissors of Severance, while 
Mr. Punch himself, as President of the Republic of 
Letters, will hold m his hand the binocular glass of 
douhle-sightedness, as an emblem of his being able to 
see twice as far as any other individual. At the 
appointed hour Mr. Punch will preside at a council, 
by inspecting a drawer in his Cabinet, to ascertain 
his means of Cabbintg) it, and an officer of rank—the 
waterman—will call from the rank a vehicle suited to 
the reception of his Punch-\a.u Majesty. On his pro
gress to the House, several Bills will be laid before bim 
by the Commons in attendance at the windows of the cab, but every one 
of those biUs will be thrown out as fast as they are thrown in, and the 
royal assent will not he vouchsafed to any one of them.

On the arrival of his Punch-\m Majesty at the door, the exciteinent 
will be of that extraordinary kind, that impressed itself on the minds 
and toes of alt those who have assisted at the L ind and Sontag 

furores which marked the commencement and the close; forming, as it 
were, the Alpha and Omega of the now expiring season at the theatre 
of H er  Majesty. On the farewell visit of Mr. Punch, so great will be 
the struggle for admission, that several who are fortunate enough to

get within the doors, will leave their skirts among the outskirts; and 
many a coat will be left without a tail to tell its own story.

Mr. RascA will be met at the barrier by the gentleman clerk of the 
check, and will be preceded to the critical chair of state by the box- 
keeper bearing the keys of office. He will graciously give his assent 
to such bills as may be placed in his hands by the officers of the house;

and he will, after taking his seat, proceed to deliver his speech on the 
piorogation of the Upera season—the whole assembly remaining 
uncovered.

The following will be the principal topics which will form the subject 
of the address:—

Mr. Punch will, in the first place, intimate that the empty state of the 
Metropolis enables him to release the artists of H er Majesty’s Theatre 
from their duties, and he will express his great satisfaction at the zeal 
and ability w th  which their services have oeen rendered, throughout a 
season requiring more than ordinary energy and loyalty on the part of 
all concerned.

Mr. Punch will intimate his regret at the retirement of one of the 
most valuable ministers to the public entertainment, in the person of 
J enny L ind, whom he nevertheless hopes to recall permanently to her 
allegiance, as he has once already succeeded in doing, though but for a 
temporary period; and he will express his sincere satisfaction, that, by 
the great diplomatic powers of the Minister of State for Operatic 
Affairs, the secession alluded to was promptly repaired, by the return to 
the public service of Madame Sontag, with increased powers to treat, 
and OTeat indeed has been the treat, or series of treats, thus afforded.

Mr. Punch will add that 
the Italian question might 
have been very gravely 
complicated but for this 
event, and he will evince 
bis approbation by putting 
Madame Sontag at onee 
on his own civil list of 
those to whom he shows 
civility, at the same time 
ratifying the appointment 
of Madame Sontag to 
his Mod books, by throw
ing her a good bouquet.

Mr. Punch will say a few complimentary words with reference to the 
orchestral forces under F ield-Marshal Balee, to whom he will 
present a new baton, with the expression of a hope that it may be useful 
in preserving that admirable diseipline which has made his gallant hand 
so mainljr instrumental in promoting that harmony so essential to.the 
operatic interests.

Mr. Punch will express his admiration of the loyalty that has distin;
guished that class whicli may be said to embody the public voice, and 
particularly Signor L ablache, as decidedly the most powerful repre
sentative of this voice, as well as its largest embodiment. Mr. Punch 
will thank him and others for their personal sacrifices as broken-hearted

fathers, jealous husbands, and despairing lovers, 
excitmg scenes in which they h av e^en  called upon to 
the progress of a season, calling for more than an ordinary

    
 



TOiTow and » ^ e n n g  m their operatic characters, and involving the 
i • f daughters for the principal baM, two duels with rivals 

for the chief baritone, seven cases of jealousy, ana one of murder among 
MOBiANi, Gabdoni, Bordas, and Caxzoiabj, the first tenors, as well 
as an unusual weight of “ unmerited persecution,” at the cost of Alboni 
the contralto, and Lmn, Somxag, Pabodi, and GiuLiAm, the soprani 
of the season.

Mr. Punch will revprt briefly to the gratifying progress of the ballet, 
and will intimate bis satisfaction at the success of the skating act, 
recently brought into operation, which has given new activity to this 
deputm ent of the public entertainment, without hazarding the firm 
tooting it has hitherto rested on.

Mr. Punch will leave it to the administration to thank the gentle
men of the P it and Galleries for the liberal supplies of applause, 
and will refer them to the same source for the estimates for next

Mr. Punch will then congratulate the Speaker of the House upon his 
onljr having been called upon to speak once in tlie way of apology 
during the whole of the season, which, at the conclusion of the final 
tableau of the ballet, will be declared prorogued.

F o r H o w  L o n g  h as th e  Q ueen g o n e  to  I re la n d  t

W b hasten to contradict an absurd rumour, that it is the intention of 
our Most Gracious ^vereign to reside permanently in the Sister 
Island. Tliis ridiculous report has originated from the prevalent 
impression tliat U bb Majbstt had gone to Ireland for good.

A HEALTH TO H . B .!

H e b e ’s the Free Trader that found out Navigation Law isn’t  restriction. 
The Reform Bill Chancellor who proves responsible Government a 

fiction—
'The Liberty of Conscience man, who’d the Affirmation Bill reject— 
The Queen’s ex-Defender, who likes to hear crown’d heads spoken of

fi with respect—
he Anti-Slavery Hero, who hails Russia’s invasion with rapture—

The International Lawyer, who looked hopeful for Rome’s speedy 
capture—

The Patriot, who asked C B i:i i iE n x  for French letters of naturalisation— 
The “ Schoolmaster abroad,”  who at home protests against Eklucation— 
The Law Reformer, who every abuse of the Law ex-qffieio defends— 
The impartial Friend of his Enemies and the Enemy of his Friends— 
The Corporation Denouncer, who puffs Mayor, Aldermen, and Recorder— 
The Caller to Order in the Peers, who is always out of order—
He who ne’er recommended one course, but since he has taken another— 
He who ne’er held up a new Light, that since he has not help’d to 

smother—
H e who’d rather mount the mountebank’s stage, than be laid upon the 

shelf—
He who does with ease the difficult feat of turning his back on himself— 
The Vaux eipratcrea nihil, whom nothii^ can silence or cure—
The only H. B., of whom, strive as you will, you can’t  make a caricatuip!

A CASUS BELLI WITH FRANCE.
“ Mb . PoBCH, Sib, ^

“ Though I  cordially agree with our p r ^ n t  Ministers in their 
non-intervention principles with respect to foreign nations, 1 must call 
upon you to interfere in French affairs, so far as relates to the treatment 
of travellers at the Railway Station at Amiens.

“  Sir, at A nuei^ I  was dragged to what was termed a  tabl&-d‘hSte, 
but which was in fact an embodiment of Irish destitution in the 
worst periods of famine. There was a soup tureen certainly, but upon 
removing the cover ‘ all was desolate within.’ The tureen was a 
theatrics property, to dress the table: but as Chables Matthews 
says of everything in Uted ffp,there was literally^ nothing in it.’ Baulked 
of my expected soup, 1 niaoe for a disii of apples, but when 1 clutched 
at one, the whole of the rosy fruit adhered together in my liand, u d  
when I  put it hastily to my mouth, the apple, though not actually turning 
to ashes, turned to papier mdchi on my lip. 1 waited anxiously for the 
next course, and a fowl made its apprarance, but my h u n m  and irritated 
fellow-travellers were beforeliand with me, and just as 1 hoped to liave a 
‘ bird in band,’ alas! the bird was flown.

“ The bell now began to ring for the departure of the train, and the 
waiters became busy m their demand for three francs each from the 
vopapeurs, who were compelled to pay the sum under a medley of indig
nant protests ill a jargon of mixed languages. One of my fellow-ooun- 
trynien paced the refreshment-room with fury, exclaiming, 'J e  a’ai pat 
nanoe un teul article.' Another cried, * Cest an take-in fnorme.’ A 
third shouted. ‘ C’a t  itffame; il n’y t i l  pat un ol»et gue je  pouwut 
attraper; ’ and a fourth, m a state of desperate bad French, that seenied 
to indicate a loss of reason, screamed out, ‘ Je wrilerai an IcUrt a la 
“  Timet" toot ticeet queje Umd i  Folktlone.'

"  Upon this hint 1 speak. But instead of ^ l i n g  to the Timet \  write 
to you, Mr. Punch, for you are everywhere in Frwee, and I t l u ^  you 
must be attended to if you raise your voice against the evil I  have 
pointed out to you. You will admit that a  question so neimy affecting 
an Englishman’s dinner, and coming home directly to hw heart or 
stomach, must be a catut belli, in the most emphatic sense of which the 
words are capable.

“ Tliere lias been so much cordiality and good feeling, as well as so 
much hospitality, lately between the English and the French, and I and 
you, and every right-thinking person. Mr. *euat feel so desirous
of keeping up this pleasant understanding between the two nations, that 
we must all feel indignant against such w  o u tw e  as the one 1 have 
described to have been committed against the Britiau a p p e t i t e vopage 
—at the railway atationat Amiens.

“  There are liberal men belongiag to hot h countries on the direction of 
the Boulogne and Amiens Railway, and 1 feel assured, Mr. Punch, that, 
through your pages, the calerers at Amiens will be compelled to turn 
over a new leaf, and tlie English—as well as the French—traveller will 
have something more substantial for his three francs then the sight of 
an empty soup tureen, and the chance of a divided moiety of a chicken’s 
leg, should lie be fortunate in the course of * the long pull, the strong 
pull, and the pull all together ’ that is made at the poor pomiet.

“ An Addebknt of the Ou > D ihnebstt.”
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'BRVTVSH'GRANADItR'i-A'MOVNTYNGE-eAVRB AT STlAME3-tivS BaUACE Y arde:.

Mr. P ips  his Diary.
Wedtietday, Augusi 1, 1849.—Up mighty betimes, and after a four 

Miles’ Walk, losing Weight like a Jockey, to the Palace Yard of St. 
James’s Palace, to see the ^Id lers mount Guard to guard the Queen, 
which they do every Morning whether she is there or no, and is a 
pretty pompous Ceremony. Pound myself among as dirty shabby a Set 
of Fellows hanging about as 1 think I  ever saw, with whom two or three 
with the Lrok of Gentlemen, and a pretty Sprinkling of MiUiner-Girls 
and Nurse-Maids, but they presently away from the Kagamuffins to the 
East Side of the Yard, and so did 1. Strange how all Women almost 
do run after ^ Id ie rs ; which M a P umpkyns do say is because Weak
ness do, by Instinct, seek the Protection of Courage; but I  think is 
owing to Nothing at all but the Bravery of a Bed Coat. In  a few 
Minutes more Riit-RafF pouring in ; then a Noise without of drumming; 
and then just at ^ to 11, a Party of the Grenadier Guards marching m 
under the Clock-Tower, the Drums and Fifes in Front of them, and at 
the Head of all the Drum Major, twirling his Staff, strutted like a 
Pouter-Pigeon, as stately, almost, as ever I saw J. Bland. The Men 
at the Word of Command ground Arms with h Clang, and stood at Ease 
in Lines, and together with the Spectators made a Square, with the 
Drums and Fifes at one End and the Band at the other by the Clock- 
Towen and a Post in the Middle, and around the Post, with the Colours, 
the Ofncers in full Figg, mighty trim ; and Mu. Wagstafpe do tell me 
that the Guards have brave clothing Colonels. The Band did play while 
the Men that should relieve Guard were marching off; and 1 do muse 
why Soldiers are provided with so much Musique, and conclude it is to 
hinder them from thinking, and also in battle to inflame their Minds 
without making them drunk, which Nothing that 1 know can do equal

to Musique except Love. At five Minutes to the Hour comes the relieved 
Guard, and draws up, ready to be marched away, and to see them backing 
for Room on the Crowd’s Toes 1 Droll, also, to watch the Marshalman, in 
his grand Uniform and with his Staff of Office, Ming about to make Space 
and keep Order among the ragged Boys; and I  remember how, in my 
Youth, I  thought he was a General Officer. More Musique, in the Mean
while, by the Band; the Band-Master, a rare plump Fellow, in goodly 
Condition, conducting with a Clarionet for his Batoon. Suddenbf the 
Musique cut short by the Drums and Fifes, the Word g'»®."* and the 
Men did fall in, and away to Barracks, a Grand March plaU“k> and all 
the Tag-Rag at their Heels. But to see the ],ieutenant, the Officer of 
the Day, set up the Colours on the Post, and touch his Cap and kiss 
his Sword to them, saluting them, which do seem a senseless Panto
mime, and look more like a Cninese with his Joss, t h ^  a Christian. 
Besides, the Flag, a most old and sorry one, blown into Tatters, whicb, 
in our long-Peace, must have been done-by the Breeze and not the 
B attle: but EO left, with a Grenadier to guard it, sticking m the i  ost. 
Then the Officer did dismiss the Off Guard, and away to his Q ii^ters for 
the Day; but am told he may go to and fro the (jiiards Club UouRe, 
which being moved from the Top of St. James s Street to nigh Marl
borough House, he is spared now the Fatigue of miwching up Hill. 
Metbinks that mounting Guard at the Palace is a Service of little 
Danger or Hardship; and yet it do appear to  be a good Training for 
fighting M en; and good Lack 1 to think what Fire-eaters in. Hattie are 
the young Dandy Officers of the Guards, and how their Men will 
follow them through thick and thin, and what Work those Fellows can 
do when called on, that play Soldiers about St. James’s !

PHnt«d by William Bradbury, of No. 13. Upper Woburn>plaee, in thtf Parish of St. Panm 
Uffic« ia L om b^-ttreet, in tbe PrecinctufW bliefriart.io t i e  Uity of Load.»n, —  ̂ ~

.P anpT ^ nndFreleripk Mullet Brans, of No.7, Church-row. Stoke Newimton, b v h  In tbe County of MlJiUctct.Prlnteri* at I 
and pnblUked by theiu at Nu. Hi Fietr.-tt.tft m the Parish of St. Bride's, m the City of London.—S a T t r a o A voust lltb ,

Ihe-r
IbiV
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OUR LITTLE BIRD.

THE ENGUSH FORCES FIGHT FOR HUNGARY AND ROME.

ARE rejoiced that, by mews 
of our ubiquitous Little Bird 
—that to our shame, we 
have for some months neg
lected—we are this week en- 
wled to chronicle niany suc
cesses obtained by English

___ ____  arms in the cause of It aly and
i f-tgp tpp ;' " Hungary. The campaign pro

ceeds with admirable vigours 
Every day gives new life to 
the cause. Recruits pour in 
from all quarters. Bem and 
Kossuth have within the 
past week been admirably re
inforced ; and Mazzini sup
ported in Ids esile with the 
assurance of the resurrec
tion of Rome. The Bear 
lias suffered a damaging hug 
—the Twin-headed Eagle has 
been clawed and mauled— 
and the blood-dabbled Cock 
plucked on its Roman dung
hill of glory.

The English force is made 
up of men of the true metal; 
somewhat of the same iron 
stuff that beat, almost two 
ceflturies ago under buff 

jk coats. Stem, strong, true- 
! P S v A  hearted men, with an object

clear as a star before them, 
and a downright will to carry 
it. The English force has 
mawificent parks of artillery;

. shells that carry from shore
to shore; that jump seas w d leap mountains. The shells of Woolwich, in comparison, are 
pop-gun pellets from a sliced potato; school-boy missiles. The English cannon, though 
CMrgcd with white powder, and carrying not an ounce of iron, do marvellous mischief at any 
distance. Though fired at Manchester, they make reverberations in Homan streets, and are 
echoed amid the fastnesses of Hungary. The troops, armed to the teeth—exactly to tlie 
teeth—have neither pike, nor musket, nor side-arms: tliey bear, however, an invincible 
weapon-Opinion: thing of ethereal temper forged in the brain of man, and worshipped 
in his heart.

I t  is not permitted us to give all the movements of the English Forces in the present 
campaign. We can only indicate a few, and in very concise terms.

General L ord Dudley Stuart carries on a very successful werilla war with the foe. 
Now we hear of him at Marylebone—now he descends upon Kensington—to-morrow he 
may be at Slioreditch—tlie next day at Wandsworth. Almost every day the General sends 
forth a flying host in aid of Hungary and Rome. Countless numbers, compressed—like 
Milton’s spirits at the council—into such small dimensions, that thousands amt tens of 
thousands can manoeuvre in full column even on no bigger field than a sheet of newspaper; 
and the battle now waging will, no doubt, be henceforth known as the Battle of the Broad
sheet—a battle bloodless, but lioly as the light of the immortals.

At Manchester, General the R everend Doctor Vaughan, has made a splendid 
onslaught, fulling upon the weakest part of the enemy. Tlie Reverend General addressing 
his troops, dwelt with fine emphasis, full and throbbing from the heart, upon the employment 
of a weapon that, used against iniquity, carries with it a worse than mineral poison: 
and the weapon is—Contempt. “ A man may not care about being feared or hated,” said 
the Reverend General, “ but let liim feel tliat lie is loathed by the intelligence and the 
virtue of man, and that will be torture to the very centre.”  Here the troops gave a loud, 
deep hurrah, such as is sent from the heart of a forlorn hope, charging to the death.

tkinteiupt is. no doubt, a fearful weapon ; and then we of the English force can ’noint the 
instrument with such terrible^oison, that, with its subtle appetite, it shall eat through gaols of 
flint, and manacles of iron. lo r  we can materialise the uttered scorn, and bait it with ink— 
printer’s ink. Wonderful compound! Now a balsam and now a poison ; now conveying 
sustaining comfort, sweetest health, and sympathetic love to outraged man—and now 
devouring, with the hunger of flame, the heart of tyrannous wrong. I ’ricelcss unguent! 
The salve of suffering, and the bane of crime. Beautiful is a review—very glorious are 
thousands of bayonets, the impartial sun kissing tlie murder steel! Inspiriting tlie 
trumpet, hearts pulsating to its brassy breath! Terrible the cannon ; their silent homicidal 
niouths. gaping stupidly cruel. NeyerthelesSjJl dull—all dumb—all dust, when touched and 
touched py J ohn Gutknburg’s Ointment—Printer’s Ink. Lay it on well, and wisely, and 
in good time the bayonets shall break like autumn reeds—the trumpet be choked to silence— 
and the camion crack and crumble like sun-split clay.

If is witli this said printer’s ink that the English forces assembling in the cause of foreign 
freedom, are enabled to fight upon that tremendous plain—a plain more pregnant with 
mighty t houghts and marvellous deeds, than the Plains of Waterloo or of Marathon—the

Plain of Paper; a Plain destined ere long, to be 
the one battle-field of the civilised world: any 
other fighting field especially marking the savage, 
whether he wears the green of Russia, or the 
blue of France; essentMy. and to all human 
meaning savage, as the scalping Indian, or the 
Hottentot, gut-engirdled.

Thus the spirit of opinion informing printer’s 
ink, at this moment fights thousands strong on 
the side of H ungary-at this moment frowns 
in the eyes, and liisses in the ears of France, 
clanking her dragoon sabre on the stones of !^m e!

England is alive and stirring. Troops are 
filling halls, and generals and officers mounting 
platforms. Tongue-fight against carmon-fight! 
Aromatic printer’s ink against foul charcoal and 
saltpetre! The broadshe^—the glorious Plain of 
Paper—against the field of blood.

We must rejoice at this. For we have too 
long sat under the blight of seeming apathy. 
We have too long, with hands in ^breeches’ 
pockets, hummed John Barleycorn, The Roast 
Beef of Old England, and other comfortable, 
stomachic melodies ; alnMst heedless of the cries 
of ou tr^ed  nations, invokmg in their agony the 
Spirit of Eternal Right. Our silence has been 
to us a passing shame. We have all too care
lessly opened ourselves to the charge of national 
treachery. We who centuries since arose and 
smote down tyranny in open fight; we, who look 
in the face pf heaven with loftier gaze, and tread 
the earth with a more assured foot, touched and 
strung by the thought tjiat we of all free men are 
the most free—thanks to the ocean and our own 
bold blood—we, who have been the teachers of 
the world; teachers of that elevating lesson 
that makes life sacred; we have looked some
what surprised, askaunt, that we should have 
disciple^ followers; that men, gazing on “ the 
meteor f i^  of England,” smit by its glory, should 
raise their standard, and dare to die, defending 
it. In truth, we have for a time seemed trimming 
teachers who would fain deny their early teach
ings. Excellent lessons, to be learned and trea
sured for their sustaining grandeur by ourselves; 
but not to be commimicated; not to be learned 
and put in action by any sort of folk beyond 
Dover beach.

We have cast away this passing shame. Lord 
P almerston has sounded a noble bugle-note; 
and the English forces from all quarters have 
gathered, and are still gathering. The battle goes 
daily on—opinion still increasing in its might; 
until in the end a triumph. Of course there 
are scoffers of its power; men who laugh, laugh 
sardonically in small opiuion’s peaking face. Poor 
L ord Brougham grins at opinion; puts his 
finger to his nose; hilariouslv cuts a caper at the 
mere notion of opinion; and further to indicate 
his contempt would, we doubt not, with all 
England combined in the utterance of one with
ering hiss,—play the Jew’s harp, blithely accom
panying the 3Com that cannot—for what was 
H enry Brougham is now a Parchment Peer— 
cannot sear liim.

Englishmen, however, are not all become 
Broughams. Were it so, the marvellous changre 
would only precede the annihilation of the race, 
for Brougham would continue to kill Vaux 
and Vaux to kill Brougham ; to  that, as with 
the lisst Man of the world, the last Brougham 
would be the last Briton. The notion is sug
gestive. Imagine the last Brougham now 
wandering to the Tower for the crown, and now 
at Westminster Abbey, solitwily assisting at bis 
own coronation ! Now sitting on the throne in 
Buckingham Palace, and now driving liimself— 
with the cream-coloured borsejs eight-in-band— 
to open Parliament. For all this, and more of the 
kind he would do, or he would not be the Last 
Brougham.

However, enough of the polygon Peer. Let 
us end, repeating the note o f gladness with 
which we began. Let us hop* that with every 
day, the English Army of Opinion will increase;
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wid, in due season, it must triumph. The j>resent may be overcast; b u t'in to  his hands as he perambulates the public thoroughfares. The 
when all is darkest, a {tlory maybe growing even in’the very bosom of Bridgewater Treatite on the Hand, may find fifty companions to go hand- 
the gloom: even—as it has been finely sung by him who sang in-hand with it, among the innumerable essays on the foot, that are 
Forging t f  the Anchor—even as issued by the various advertising bootmakers.

« _  peraecnttne D i o c l « t i a k  shoired ' perused an admirable chapter in one of those works
CHBiBTproatrate imder Jov* on medals broad, 'ipon the highlow and ancle-jack, in which a great deal of antiquarian
Even when the heavena to give mankind the sign | gossip relative to high-low-jack and the game IS brought in with an
Were labonrtng with the cross of CosaTAiwisE.” 1 adroitness that filled US with astonishment. W e were much edified

A beautiful thought this, beautiful with the hbes of hope! Is  it n o t '
so, asks A L ittle B ike.

THE PtJTTEES AND THE POETS.

WE^remember, we remem
ber,” as the song says, 
when it was the pecu
liar boast of Wasben 
the Blacking Manufac
turer that he “ kept a 
poet,”  and the wimal 
used to  be seen in the 
back premises drinking 
inspiration from a 
blacking bottle, and 
polishing ofif verses on 
the essentials required 
for nolishing off boots 
in the most effectual 
manner. This famous 
bird of soi^ is no longer 
a rara avis, for there is

Ey-lau, with reference to which the author suggests, that “  Ey-lau, had 
it  been written High-low, ought to have been graced with the presence 
of a Blucher and a W eliikgton.”  W e hope for the sake of the 
craft, that the authors are reaping a rich harvest from the demand in 
which their talents appear to he at the present moment among the 
votaries of trade, but m  most of the works are circulated by gratuitous 
distribution, and as things are usually valued and paid for according to 
what they bring, we fear that the love of fame rather than the fames 
{anglice hunger) of the writers will stand a chance of getting satisfied.

POE.TEAITS TAKEN H ER E  IN  ANY QUANTITY,

The Nottingham Journal advertises to give away, in the course of 
the year, “ five Portraits of the Duke ov W ellington.”  We are 
quite puzzled to know how these five Portraits will be managed F Will 
they be all on foot, or all on horseback F Will they be all taken at the 
same age, or distributed over different periods of the D uke’s life F We 
will give an imaginary list of them :—

1. Portrait of the Duke op W ellington in his long clothes.
2. Portrait Of the Duke cutting his first tooth.
3. Portrait of the Duke scouring the Indian Empire. •
4. Portrait of the D uke tossing up with Marshal Soult for the 

battle of Toulouse.
scarcely a concern that | £L^ortrait of the D uke with one b u t  and one shoe, on the memo- 
relies on the e o u n ^  > rffble field of Waterloo, sh a l^ g  hands, with N apoleon, previous to the 
nance of the million commencement of the battler 

, ,  ,, ,  . .  1 that has i should like to add a sixth to  the list. I t  would be just as
HOu & pod) OT 3113TitiiOT 01 8oni6 Kind or otiiicr upon lDo 6St3Diisiii36n^*' imftgiDsry 3ny of prcccdmj^.
Some rely the voluntary contributions of entbusiMtic letter-writers \ ^  Portrait of the D u k e  rewarding with his own hand a Veteran of
who divide ^heir time between swallowing pihs, rubbing in ointment,' the Peninsula.
and forwarding laudatory epistles on the wonderful effect of the tre a t- , -^ 6  would sooner have the sixth than the whole five put together.

^  t   ̂ , 1 - , I I t  is not too late for the Duke to sit for the likeness now. We will
The collected letters of a certain Earl enjoymg a sort of alphabetical find the Veteran—and the Medal too 

preeminence in the peerage, and “ enjoying” sIm  the very worst I But stop—we have just found out the secret of these five Port.raits.
health—for It must be an enjoyment to expenence the b^,m of oonstMt Don’t you see F I t  Is because the D uke is Warden of the anque
cures for his constant ailments—the collected letters of this Mion of the pons. Depend upon it, there is to be a Portrait for each Port, 
aristocracy would forni a good-sized volunie, and would make a capital We are determined not to be outdone, so we give notice that we shall 
compamon to Chesterjielas Letters to hu Son, under the title ot a figye g
Noileman’s Letters to his Doctor. His Lordship must, however, rank 
among the mere amateurs of authorship, and cannot be included in that 
honourable list of literati who furnish, not only the fruits of their fancy 
in gentle song, but the result of their research and industry, in- the 
more solid shape of elaborate treatises on boots, coats, hals, and that 
great science, second only to  that of self-knowledge itself, the science of

self-measurement.’ No persoiJin these days need be without a library, 
if he would«»ly accept the offer ot the numerous works that are thrust

HUNDRED PORTRAITS OF MR. HUDSON 
ready for publication, as soon as he accepts the Chiltem Hundreds.

Bom bastes a  la  Francaise.
OuDiNOT is still vapouring away at Rome, much to the annoyance of 

Austria and Naples, ior he claims all the honour of having restored the 
Pope to his papal chair. Now. as Italy has been compared to a Boot, 
and Rome forms no small part of it, since it is the soul, we propose a 
large caricature of Oudinot, as Bombastes Farioso, making to his allies 
the celebrated speech:—

“ W ho (Uren thla smered boot dinpUoo,
M iu t moot liombasUi ($loo to face."

The K ing  op N aples would not make a had Fasbos, whilst the 
E mperor op Austria might be introduced with great effect as the 
stupid old King Artaxominos.

Six V . Half-dozen,
T he Bar is such a noble profession—it defends the widow and the 

orphan!
Yes; but then it must be recollected that for every Barrister that 

defends the widow and the orphan, there is always one that opposes them.
So that Punch seriously advises any yhung man about to wed himself 

to the Bar, to take g o ^  care he chooses “ the better half.”

Run to the Abbey! Ohooae your Place for a  S tatue!)

TIIK MIGIITV DEAD!— To P ersons anx ious to P e r pe tu a t e  tho M emory 
of Departed Politlm l, L item ry, or Hcisntlfic W orth. F or S ale - -Sundrr oon- 

▼enient lots of V aluable Umotrxu aftirdlnK  sulUblo loosllUes fgr tbe sreotion of 
Monumkmtal K m oiES, snd  elifclbly s itu s ta  in ti is t venarRble rocaptM le of tbo Ashes 
o f  G ekius, W kstmikster A bbey. 'I'hose Desirable F rkruou»s will iuir«serv«dly 
disposed of a t £16 per H<iuar« Foot. For farther partlcubm i s«^ the (Hnb4 newspaper 
T rustees, Comi îttres, and others, wishing; to avail themselves of the above dead 
Uaboaies, a re  Invited to apply to the D ean and Cju it e h  of W esthiestee .
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the cigars glow in the balcony; she sings song after song, in accents 
soft and low, tender and melodious—we are never tired of nearing her. 
Indeed, B ob, I  can hear her still—the stars of those calm nights still 
shine in my memorv, and I  have ^ e n  humming one of her tunes with 
my pen in my moutm to the surprise of Mk. Dodder, who is writing at 
the opposite side of tne table, and wondering at the lackadaisical expres
sion which pervades my venerable mug.

You will naturally argue from the above pathetic passage, that I  was 
greatly smitten by JdES. N ightingale (as we will call this lady, if you 
will permit me). You are right. Sir. Bor what is an amiable woman 
made, but that we should fall in love with her f I  do not mean to say 
that you are to lose your sleep, or give up your dinner, or make yourseU 
unhappy in her absence: but when the sun shines (and it is not too 
hot) 1 like to bask in i t : when the bird sings, to listen: and to admire 
that which is admirable, with an honest and hearty enjoyment. There 
were a. half-dozen men at the period of which I  speak, who wore 
Mbs. N ightingale’s colours, and we used to be invited down from 
London of a Saturday and Sunday, to Thomwood, by the hospitable 
hostmud hostess there, and it seemed like going lack to school, when 
we came away by the coach of a Monday morning: we talked of her 
all the way back to London, to separate i ^ n  our various callings when 
we got into the smoky city. Salvator E odgebs the painter, went to 
his easel; W oodward the barrister, to his chambers; P iper, the 
doctor, to his patient, (for he then only had one), and so forth. Pate 
called us each to his business, and has sent us upon many a distant 
errand since that day. But from that day to thiA whenever we meet, 
the remembrance of the holidays at Thomwood has been always a 
bond of union between u s : and we have always had Mbs. N ightin
gale’s colours put away amongst the cherished relics of old times.

N. was a W est India merchant, and his property went to the bad. 
H e died at Jamaica. Thomwood was let to other people who knew 
us not. The widow with a small jointure retired, and educated her 
daughter abroad. W e had not heard of her for y e ^  and years, nor 
until she came to town a teu t a legacy a few weeks since.

In  those years and years what chaises have taken place! Sir  
Salvator B odgebs is a Member of the Royal Academy. W oodward 
the barrister has made a fortune at the B ar; and in seeing D octor 
P iper  in his barouche, as he rolls about Belgravia and May Fair, you 
at once know what a man of importance he has become.

On last Monday week. Sir, I  received a letter in a delicate female 
hand-wrUing, wilfi wliiuhl was uot acquainted, oud which M iss P lora, 
the landlady’s daughter, condescended to bring me, saying that it had 
been left at the door by two ladies in a Brougham.

“ —Why did you not let them come up stmrs P” said I  in a  rage, after 
reading the note.

“ W e don’t know what sort of people goes about in Broughams,” 
said Miss F lora, with a toss of her head, we don’t  want no ladies in 
our house: ”  and she flung her impertinence out of the room.

The note was signed Frances N ightingale,—whereas our N ight
ingale’s name was L ouisa. But this Frances was no other than the 
little thing in the large blue sash, whom we remembered at Thomwood, 
ever so many years ago. The writer declared that she recollected me 
miite well, that her mamma was most anxious to see an old friend, and 
that they had apartments at No. 166, Clarges Street, Piccadilly, whither 
I  hastened off to pay my respects to Mrs. N ightingale.

When I  entered the room, a td l and beautiful young woman with 
blue eyes, and a serene and majestic air, came up to shake hands with 
m e: and I  beheld in her, without in the least recognising, the little Fanny 
of the blue sash. Mamma came out of the adjoining apartment presently. 
We had not met since—since all sorts of events had occurred—her 
voice was not a little imitated. Here was that fair creature whom we 
had admired so. Sir, I  shall not say whether she was altered or not. 
The tones of her voice were as sweet and kind as e v e r a n d  we talked 
about Miss Fanny as a subject in common between us, and I  admired 
the growth and beauty of the young lady, though I  did not mind telling 
her to her face (at which to be sure the girl was delighted), that she 
never in my eyes would be half as pretty as her mother.

Well Sir, upon this day arrangements were made for that dinner 
which took place on Wednesday last, and to the remembrance of which 
I  determined to consecrate this present page.

I t  so happened that everybody was in town of the old set of whom I  
have made mention, and everybody was disengaged. Sib  Salvator 
R odgers (who has become such a swell since he was knighted and got 
the cordon of the order of the George Md Blue Boar oi Russia, that 
we like to laugh at him a little) made his appearance at eight o’clock, 
and was perfectly natural and affable. W oodward the lawyer forgot 
his abominable law and his money about which he is always thinking; 
and Anally Dr. P iper  pf whom we despaired because his wife is 
mortally jealous of every lady whom he attends, and will hardly let him 
dine out of her sight, had pleaded L ady R ackstraw’s situation as a 
reason for not going down to Wimbledon Common till night—and so 
we six had a meeting.

The door was opened to us by a maid who looked us hard in the face 
as we went up-stairs, and who was no other than little F anny’s nurse 
in former days, come like us to visit her old mistress. We all knew

her except Woodward the lawyer, and all shook hands with her except 
him. Constant study had driven her out of the lawyer’s memory. I  
don’t  think he ever cared for Mrs. N ightingale as much as the rest 
of us did, or indeed that it is in the nature of that learned man to care 
for any but one learned person.

Ana what do you think. Sir, this dear and faithful widow had done to 
make us welcome f She remembered the dishes that we used to like 
ever so long ago, and she had every mim’s favourite dish for him. 
Rodgers used to have a passion for herrings—there they w ere: the 
lawyer, who has an enormous appetite, which he gratifies at other 
people’s expense, had a shoulder of mutton and onion sauce, which the 
lean and hungry man devoured almost entirely: mine did not come tiU 
the second course—it was baked plum-pudding—I  was affected when I  
saw it. Sir—I  choked almost when I  eat it. P iper made a beautiful 
little speech, and made an ice compound, for which 
we drank it just as we used to drink it in old times, and to the health of 
tihe widow

How should we have had this dinner, how could we all have assem ^d  
together again, if everybody had not been out of town, and everyoMy 
had not been disengaged F Just for one evening, the scattered members 
of an old circle of friendship returned and met round the old table agam 
—round this litle green island we moor for the night at least,—to-mor
row we part company, and each man for hunself sails over the tnffeut 
(fquor.

Since I  w rote th e  above, I  find th a t  everybody really it w n e  away. 
T he widow left tow n on F riday. I  have been on my ro u n d  ju s t  now, 
and have been m et a t every step  by closed sh u tte rs  and th e  faces of 
unfam iliar charwomen. N o. 9, is  gone to  M alvern. N o . 3 7 ,1 5 , 26, 
48, and 36a, are gone to  Scotland. The so litude of th e  Club begins to  
be unbeatable , and I  found Muggins th is  m orning, p re iix in g  a 
m y ste rio u s apjiaratus of travelling  boot-trees, and , dusting  th e  p o rt
m anteaus.

I f  you are not getting on weU with the Kicklebuby’s at Hambourg, 
I  recommend you to go to Spa. Mbs. N ightingale is going thither 
and will be at tbe Hotel d’Orange; where you may use my name and 
present yourself to h e r: and I  may hint to you in confidence that Miss 
Fanny will have a very pretty little fortune.

B rown the E lder.

BALLOONS! BALLOONS I

, I e the present ballooning mania should be carried much further, it 
, will become necessary for tbe Police Commissioners to issue regulations 
I as to tbe taking up and setting down, in the same way as they now do 
i with regard to carriages. We do not know what may be the meteor- 
' ological arrangements of the next mouth or two, and wnat may be the 
i course of the stars ; but the probability is, that they raav be driven ont 
i of their course, and that a cry of “ Mr. Green’s balloon stops the 
(milky) way,” may reduce some of the moving stars to fixed p b ^ ts .  

1 I t  is difficult to go down Piccadilly after six o’clock, p. m., without 
i getting your eyes filled with sand thrown out by the occupants of a 
! balloon car, who, making themselves as jolly as sand-boys, sprinkle 
London with their discharged ballast.

I Whatever may be the state of the vegetable market, it must be 
allowed that the rise in Greens has been prodigious during tbe past
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week or two. The “  veteran Gkeen,”  the “ intrepid Green,”  the “ un
daunted Green,” Mrs. Green, Mrs. C. Green, and all the little Greens, 
have been taking the air in its most exalted sense, and, in fact, there lias 
been such a glut of Balloons, that one of our correspondents, whose “ humble 
lo t”  is a “ pleasant cot,” has tieen expecting every day his lot to be knocked 
down by the car of one of those aerial machines, that are now daily enjoy
ing a s ^  in the air, and carrying the principle of aerial navigation to a 
height hitherto unparalleled.

CURIOUS EFFECT OF RELAXING AIR.
Sckne— N ot a  hundred milct fro m  the I —U, ®/ 17—t.

N, B. (Mr. So-and-So hopes by a strict attention to ousiness to merit a 
continuance of those favours, which it will ever be, &c., &c., &c.)

I

Travdler (much excited.) “ B less h t  heart ! t h e r e ’s the bell rinoino 
ON THE P ie r . H ollo! W h t , w h e r e ’s th e  carpet bag I  LErt in the
PASSAGE ! ”

Hotel Keeper ( fa in tly ). “ Oh, how  should I know i D on’t ask me , I ’m 
ONLY the L andlord. You had better try ip  you can’t w ake  one o p the 
WAITERS.”

PUNCH’S CHEAP EXCURSION UP AND DOWN 
THE NILE.

You start from Piccadilly. I t  has long been a matter of doubt which was 
the real source of the Nile. That doubt is for ever set at rest,—it is the 
umbrelkt-stand of the Egyptian Never mind about band-boxes, carpet
bags, or trunks—travel for once without luggage. Go up that dirty staircase 
on your right, enter that dark room and you are on the steamboat which is 
starting for tne Nile. Be quick, or else you will be too late.

The first city you observe through the chiaro-obscuro is Cairo. There is no 
capital in the world which is “ so well off for soam” for it has no less than 
seventy baths; but this must not be wondered at, tor, if you recollect, Egypt 
was the land where the pail of civilisation was first discovered.

The houses at Cairo are like those in Sussex Gardens in 
the Regent’s Park. They are all doomed, and they are quite ugly 
enough to be so.

Those minarets may, possibly, give the city the heavy, sombre 
look it has, for any one can see with half an eye that there is 
“ the weight of Care (oh!) on its brow.”

The Mosque of Sultan Tooloon is well worth notice. The 
ascent is on the outside by a spiral flight of steps. The idea was 
doubtlessly taken from the Lyceum Theatre, which, when it was 
built, was found to have no staircase to its gallery. A fire-escape 
had to be run up outside, and does duty to the present day for an 
escalier.

The women at Cairo ride about on donkeys, just like the 
English ladies at Blackheath. I t  is astonishing h9w much the 
Egyptians have borrowed from us. The decorations of their 
houses even are stolen from our Gents’ shirts, for if you remark, 
they are ruled with thick lines of red ink, which, en pastant, is 
about the ugliest front a man can live under.

We must give them, however, their camels. No animal can be 
more strongly marked with the bump of orinnality. We wiU 
back it in that respect against tbe whole animal creation.

You will have an opportunity here of hearing an Egyptian 
barcarole. We cannot say much for them. We cannot imagine 
Mario singing, “ Ya niUawdnee" or “ Gey, ho, heeleyza!" which 
latter we guess is only the EgyptLm for the costermonger’s friendly 
exhortation to his s te e i  “ Gee woe, you Lazy!”

We now come to Memphi^ which was formerly called Mopb, 
or Muff: and the colossal hand of red jgranite which is now in the 
British Museum, originally came out of this Muff.

Round Memphis are sixty-nine Pyramids. I t  must be confessed 
there never was, and never will be again, such a “ nation of 
bricks” as Egypt! •

Two of the Pyramids of brick have temples attached to them. 
This clearly must have been suggested by our “ Brick Court, 
Temple.” What thieves those Egyptians w ere!

One of the Pyramids has a great noUow in its back. Probably 
this has been owing to the “ weight of ages,” or it may liave been 
that the “ forty sentries,” whom N apoleon placed on the top of 
its head, were more than the poor Pyramid could bear. By-the-by 
those forty sentries must have been Bedouin Arabs, or else they 
never could have got up to the top.

As we are now approaching the Desert, you had better run 
out to F a r r a n c e ’^  and get an Ice,—you know tlmt Ices generally 
come in with the D esert! Besides you cannot be far wrong, for 
if W ilkinson and Gunter tell us rightly, the tutelar deity of 
Egypt was Isis.

EQUITY FOR THE ARMY.

I t is stated “ on undoubted authority ” that the Marquess op 
L ondonderry has felt himself calledupn to instigate the Queen 
to recommend Mr . H eald of the 2nd Life Guards to resign his 
commission for having married Lola Montes. If a gentleman 
who has merely contracted a mesalliance is not to be tolerated in 
H er  Majesty’s service, a  fortiori, no one can be suffered to 
remain in it, who shall run away with another man’s w ife; and, 
moreover, we should think, equity retiuires that if the former is to 
be obliged to retire quietly from his corps, the latter sliall be 
condemned to be drummed out of the regiment.

M ark 'd  You Her Eye P
There is a song that is generally sung at public dinners on 

drinking the health of the Queen D owager. I t  is called. Mark’d 
you her Eye ? We do not see the relevancy of the words to the 
to a s t; and for our part can only fancy them applicable to a man 
who is in the habit of going to fisticuffs with his wife.

THE INDEPENDENCE OP HUNGARY.

D emolishing six dozen Natives, with innumerable breads and 
butter, and not paying for them.—I'he Ghost Dando.

T H E  ROYAL SPY-GLASS.—J u s t  in v e n ted , a now  Tdctcopic Spy- 
A  G lass, which U w arranted to see to a  greaUir distance than any kIu s  yet 
produced. I t will penutrHte Into thu m ost ODRcuru recuRMH, and b ring  to lig h t tho 
moHt retired  privacy. N«»thing can escape the  penetration of itn pow en, gave 
perhaps, a  deal board. I t  la capitally  adapted for a  Kuyal trip , aa It has been 
known to b ring  down P h i n c b  A l iu c u t  a t a  dlatance of 8  milea, and to raiiKe a  
le tte r which H eb MAJiaTT was reading in  tlie Ntato cabin of her yacht to bo as 
le^^ble aa a  newapaper a t  the furtlier end of K ingstow n harbour,—ao much ao, 
th a t the le tte r  was read out aloud by  ilio town crior, and eagerly responded to 
by thoiiaanda of I I bk M a j b 8 T v ’b loyal aubjecta.

N .lt. A liberal eonimlaaion allowed to  the C aptains of ateam*l)oat axcuraiona.

    
 



rU N C H , OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI 71

THE MILITARY MARCH OF INTELLECT.
(From <a% Original Drawing vwAt /o r  ttis  WorTc.)

We are happy to find that the progress of education in the Army is 
commensurate with the bold and vigorous steps in advance that have 
been taken bv the proper authorities. The arithmetical class has 
already arriveu at 12 times 12, and the drawing division has gone so 
far that drawing for the militia is quite easy work compared to the 
result of its labours. W e have been favoured with a few specimens of

the first efforts of those who are being prepared to draw the sword by 
being taught to draw -with the pencil. I t  may be objected that the 
pencils o f  the military artists want point, and that there is a deficiency 
of finish, but considering that the works are those of beginners a lact 
of finish may be allowable. ’

A CONDITIONAL AMNESTY.
AccoRoiue to the Timet, when the Queen’s carriage was passing 

through Parkgate Street, Dublin, a Mr. T. Nugent approached H er 
Majesty’s vehicle, and—mistaking himself, probably, for the Irish 
P ^P 'e  — exclaimed, “ Mighty Monarch, pardon Smith O’Brien.’’ 

gentleman appear.s to have formed his conception of 
ine tin tish  Monarchy from witnessing the conduct of sovereign poten
tates in inelqdr^as and burlesques, wherein they are represented as 
banging, banishing, or pardoning, at their mere will and pleasure, 
Ottenders, on the impulse of the moment- lie  could not have been 
aware that the prerogative of merer is always exercised by the Crown 
under advice; or else he behaved like a very impertinent Snob, in 
trying to make it a personal matter with the Queen. If  he wished to 
intercede for O’Brien, he should have petitioned the throne through 
the Home Office, or that of Mr. Punch, or some other tegular and 
accredited channel.

And were Mr. Punch applied to with such an object, he does not 
know that he should not be inclined to advise the Sovere^m to forgive 
O’Brien, Mitchel, and the whole batch of trumpery traitors who were 
engaged in the late puny conspiracy against her crown—upon this one 
condition. Every man Jack of them should lie obliged to read carefully 
through the report of the Uoysl Progress in frelwd. I t  would be a 
sufficient punishment to them to see, in the l o ^  manifestations of their 
countrymen, how miserably contemptible haa neen their failure in the 
attempt to get up a rebellion.

At the same time, Mr. Punch would feel bound to counsel H er 
Majesty to extend the same mercy to the ginger-pop conspirators; 
and whilst letting off O’Brien, to restore poor little Greet, the tailor, 
to bis goose; recollecting the just equality of sauce which is proverbially 
due to  goose alike with gander.

“ H er M ajeaty’a Bervanta,”
A NEW move has lately taken place in theatrical matters. A company 

goes to a different theatre, when its own business is rather slack, and a 
fresh run of luck is immediately the consequence of the change. We 
advise the Commons and the Lords to try this plan next Session. 
Let Lord J ohn RussEU-’a C om ply  go to the Lords, and Loiui 
Brougham remove his audience to the Commons. The result of this 
exchange might be, in stage phraseology, “ much better Houses.’’

TUB MODBBN TIMON.
. “  Sir, Please, Theirs a time-keeper at the Wight Hos Seller whose 

wch a tarnation X un that we calls im ‘ ThMER the Tartar.’
„ “ Yours, “ A ItEGUR Badger.”

P. S. Sir, I  encloses you my Bus, and No. '

A CATHEDRAL W ITH  A BAD NAME.
The world may not require to be informed by Punch that two his

torical accounts of this wonderful metropolis, each excellent in its way: 
one entitled “ The Town,” by Mb. L eigh H unt, the other callea 
“ The Handbook fo r  London” by Me. Peter Cunningham; have lately 
been published. Perhaps, however, the readers of the works in question, 
and of Punch, may have omitted to notice, in connection, two remarkable 
statements, cue regarding Old, and the other concerning New St. Paul’s, 
made hr Mr. H unt and Mb. CuNNiNonAM respectively. “  Old St. 
Paul’s,’* wntes Mr. L bigu H unt, “ throughout almost the whole 
period of its existence, at least from the reign of Henry the Third, 
wts a thoroughfare and a den of thieves.”  “ At New St. Paul’s,” says 
Mb. Peter Cunningham—whose authority may always be depended 
uson—“ the cost of admission is, to view the monuments and the body 
ot the church, 2i . ; whispering ^ le r y  and two outside galleries, 6d .; 
ball, l i .  6d. : Iibrai7 , great bell, geometrical staircase and model room. 
Is .; dock, 2d. • crypt and Nelson’s monument, D .; total, 4s. 4d.” I t  
is clear, therefore, that according to  the above desoriptioas. New 
St. Paul’s differs from Old St. Paul’s only in not being a thoroughfare; 
foi the former obviously deserves, no less than the latter, to be styled a 
den of thieves. , _____

LIBERTY’S f  HENCH HORNPIPE.
It seems expected that Paris will, every now and then, require to be 

placed in a s t i ^  of siege; just as it is ddoulated that a lunatic will, 
occasionally, have to be put in a strait-waistcoat. Accordingly, a Com- 
mittee has been appointM by the French National Assembly to examine 
a bill framed to so^e  arrangements for imposing that restraint when 
neceseary. The subjoined paragraph in the limet, r ^ t iv e  to the report of 
this Committee, was conveyed by electric telegraph, which in oommnni- 
oating it must have inflicted a decided shock or  every lover of freedom.

<1 Ttis CsDunlttaancoouBud th a t tb» lUit* et niegn •hall I*  deeUnd not Mdv In 
CAM of war or iiiKurrection, but Ukewbw In com of imnloimt peril to IntrrnU ot ex< 
tenuJ lOCurUy. TU  Hmm iUnn wua-ihmr, tfw pritnkgt iriai h  to tMe 
proprUtor^ 0/  rmoapaptn charg&l tmA a  victakon gj (ht taw on the pre$$”

Verily, the fiatricidal destruction of the Homan Republic begins to 
be avenMd in double quick tim e! Paris to be subjaot to martial law at a 
moment s notice, and trial by jury to be abolished in cases of political libel! 
Our French friends were last year dancing round their Trees of Liberty. 
They should now repeat that graceful performance—only let it be a horn
pipe in fetters. _  *

DEGai EXAJONATION QUESTION.
Q. WHAT is a  /ViMMfc/’
Ji. A Ladies’ boot that has lost its feUott.
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PHOSPECT OF-A--FASHYONA&LE-HABEmSHEfl ViYS-SHOpE. 

Mr. P ips  his D iary.
Tuetday, Auguit 7, 1849.—Finding Fault with my Wife, for that she 

do not use enough Exercise; whence her continual Headach, and 
Faddell, the Totticary his Bill of £5. She replying tliat 1 would 
never take her out, I  said I  would, whenever she liked; whereupon, 
we agreed to go a Walk forthwith, and my Wife did propose Ilegent 
Street. So we thither, pleasing ourselves with observing the Passers- 
by and the Carriages, though their Number do now begin to diminish, 
and the Streets do daily bm e less and less with fine Ladies and flaming 
Liveries. Going by L indsey and W oolsey’s, my Wife’s Eye taken 
with a Scarf in tne Window, and would stop to look at it with a Crowd 
of other Women gazing at the Finery, which M r . Skitt do call 
Baits, and a Draper’s Shop a Lady-Trap. Presently she recollected 
that she wanted a Collar; so we into the Shop, where some sixty or 
eighty Ladies sitting before the Counters, examining the Wares, busy 
as Blue-Bottle Flies at a Sugar-Cask. Behind the Counters the 
Shopmen and .^sistants, showing off the Goods, and themselves also, 
with mighty d ^ t y  Airs every one of them, almost. Narcissus his 
Image. But I  fear me they owe their pale delicate Looks and languid 
Ways in Part to the Want of sulficient Air and Exercise ; which is a 
sad Consideration. One of these dapper young Sirs did help my Wife 
to her Collar, cost _3s. Grf.; when she thought she had better get 
another while about it, cost 3j . 6rf. more. Then, says he. in his soft 
condoling Voice, “ What is the next Article F” as though taking for 
granted that another was wanted—wliich was too true. For hereupon, 
my Wife bethought her of lacking some Lace Cuffs, four Pair: 
cost 12i. “ And now, Mem,” (meaning Madam) says the young 
Fellow with a Simper, “ allow me to show you a Love of a Robe, a

Barege, Double Glacd, brocaded in the Flouncings, and reduced to 
Twen^;One-and-Six from Forty-five.’’ But she professed that she 
needecl it n o t; whereat I  was g lad; when he did teU her he would do it 
at One-and-Four less: and she then saying that it was indeed a 
Bargain, whieh 1 find is a Woman’s Word for anything cheap whether 
wanted or no, I  let her have i t : cost £1. Oj . 2rf. But, to be sure, the 
Pattern was pretty, and my Wife bemg well-dressed do please mv Taste, 
and also increase my Consequence and Dignity. The Robe bought, 
it comes into her Head that she could not do without a new Shawl to 
match it, blue and scarlet, cost £2. is., but will look mighty fine, and,
1 hope, M t. Here I  thought to  walk her at once b ^ ily  away; but 
seeing a stout middle-aged Gentleman doing the very Thing, and how 
mean it looked, did forbear; and in the Meanwhile the Shopman did 
beg, as he said, to tempt her with a superior Assortment of Ribbons. 
She rummaging over this Frippery, I  to gaze about the Shop, and with 
Fellow-Feeling did mark an unhappy small Boy, while his Mother was 
comparing some three-score different Pieces of Satin, perched on a 
Stool, out of Patience. My Wife would have 5». worth of Ribbons,, 
and here I  hoped would make an E nd; but the Shopman did exhibit to 
her some Silk Stockings; and I  telling her they were unnecessary, she 
declared that then she must wear Boots, which she knows I utterly 
hate; and concluded with buying half a Dozen Pair, cost 24s. ; w ilt 
this my Martyrdom finished; and we away, bowed out of the Shop 
with Congees by the smirking Shopwalker, rubbing hU Hands and 
grinning, as obsequious as could b e ; and so Home : I  niigjity serious, 

Lving laid out £5. lOi. 2rf; and the next Time I take out myhaving .
a Walk, it shall be in the Fields and not in Regent Street,

my Wife for

rrinted br wmiam Bpbdbarr of No. 13, Upper Wobum-plooe, in the P«ri.h ofSt. P»oerM. «n.l Froderlck MiiUet E»»n».of No. 7, Church-row, Stoke NewiniUii, both in IhoCounty of MidilIe«x,Printm. >t their 
O See, lu^ .oosurj meet, in the Precinct oiWhltefrinn, in the City of London, nnd publlihed by them nt No, »  Pieet-.treet, in the PnrUh of St.Stlde'l.lu the City of London.--8»tonD.T .noeo.T 18th. !>«•
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N E W S  F R O M  t h e  S E A T  O F  W A R .

ETTERS have arrived ' 
from Vienna of the 
18th. A sanguinary i 
engagement has been; 
fought at Szuglok, be-1 
tween the 23rd Rus-1 
sian Corps commanded 
by General N ob- I 
CLOG, and the Tran- j 
sylvanian force under | 
Glzakcs. The action I 

began at six o’clock ' 
in the morning, by the 
blowing up of the bas
soon bridge over the 
Garglwzo; on which 
the Slite of the llon- 
ved cavalry, with their 
Chief K idnski, were

posted. This brilliant manoeuvre at once put the intrepid Pole in possession of the fete du w nt, 
situated in the midst of the Carpa'hian range, where the whole of the enemy’s luggage had oeen | 
echeloned under a feeble ^ a r d  of Uhlans. Up this height the Carawacz Grenadiers charged with 
the bayonet nine times, with irrAistible impetuosity, headed by F ield-Marshal L ieutenant P rince 
Tittgenstein, and the Russiandeneral Slobbers. The fire of the enemy’s howitzers was so murderous, 
that the tassels of the boots of our gallant Hussars were shot off three times in the course of the 
action. Cockiiatofe’s regiment was here severely punished whilst operating on the left flank of the 
enemy at O’Glanders. Our loss was 2 killed and 3 wounded; whilst the enemy paid dreadfully for his 
temerity, leaving on the field 4000 Honveds, three battalions of Carpathian Rangers, literally cut in 
pieces, and 286 pieces of artillery, besides those lost in his tumultuous flight across the river. The 
3rd Russian division (Shouzope’s) marching into action singing the well-known air, “ Gobno ttrodgol 
slok slabolgo,” was described by an Austrian officer attending with the corps of General Slobbers as 
awfully impressive. After singing that well-known melody, the old Russians are known never to 
give or receive quarter. They were accordingly cut down to a man on the ground they occupied. And 
having been lately provided with new uniforms of which the 4th division (Boutzoff’s) were j?reatly 
in want, as the latter had been compelled to fly from before Comorn in their nightshirts, when K lapka 
made his midnight sally from that fortress. General Boutzopf at once ordered them into the clothes 
of the S n o u z o F F  division, and lost no time in pursuing the victory.

The insurgents were commanded by Bem, who was wounded early in the action, and flun^ himself 
shrieking .with pain, and with a few desperate followers, into the morasses of bquzlch, whither our 
troops are hotly pursuing the defeated partizans.

The F ield Marshal Paskiewitch is at 0  Fidls; D embinski is at Hasch with 30,000 insurgents, 
perfectly surrounded by Fogamow’s 28th Russian division and the corps of Slecknadkl and Skink. 
The Jews of 0  Schiive cheerfully brought a contribution of 80,000 great coats and 2,000,000 of florins 
to General I Iaynau, who is received with open arms wherever he goes.

Rumours have arrived of a great battle fought on the 19th, when the united force of D embinski, B em, 
and Klapka were utterly defeated by the Prince Field Marshal at Temeswar. G yorgy was 

I wounded early in the action.
' M. Kossuth is a t Stigidin. The infuriated Magyars tear up his notes, and fling them in his face, 
i He has had the cholera, the jaundice, the yellow fever, and the small-pox. He lias been deposed, some 
' say assassinated, by the populace.

I  [Another Account.']

\  GRE.VT HUNGARIAN VICTORY.

! Our letters from Vienna are of the 18th. Another glorious success has attended the Magyar arms.
; Another battle has been fought not the great battle which ere this must have taken place on the 
[ Maros, where the Hungarian leaders have united a force of 125,000 men and 639 guns, and bv a series 

\  of masterly evolutions have enveloped L uders, outflanked P askiewitch, and completely turned 
< , yAVNAU’s left, so that Slrongwo, the former pivot of his operations, becomes merely a barrack for

1
0(1 of his best men—not the great battle which ere this has settled the war, but a brilliant and 
sive victory which must inspirit every friend of freedom.

rom the lying Austrian bulletins we gather quite enough to show us that the Imperialists have been 
riy routed in the engagement in which tltey pretend to have had the better. 'I'he battle took 
ic at Szuglok, where Glzakcs, with 30,000 Bulgarians, came up with N obglog’s Russian division 

annihilated it. The most notorious liar in the Russian army, as N obglog is known to be, 
not be credited when he talks absurdly of having lost one grenadier after nine charges with the 
onet. The fact is, the Russians were repulsed nine times. Carawacz was slain. T ittgenstein 

Slobbeius are most likely prisoners in the hands of the dashing and chivalrous Glzakcs, and a 
inded oHicer of artillery, whose letter has got out of the Austrian War Office, reports that 

Ni|bglog himself conducted himself with such shameful cowardice during the action, that tlie second 
in tommand seized him by the nose, and publiclv caned him in front of the Carawacz regiment. So 
mmh for N obglog—the Emperor’s favourite, the St. Petersburg dandy, and Czarko Seloe martinet. 
If he survives the campaign, which he cannot possibly do, he will be knouted, his epaulets slapped 
into his face, and he will be sent to the Ural Mountains. For N icholas, though a despot, is a brave 
one, AS every Romanoff is.

SinuzoFp’s brigade has been destroyed, the Austrians themselves own, to a man. Is this a victory P 
.W e laugh such victories to scorn. The truth of the matter would seem to lie this: G uakcs pressed 
.seventy, b j the immensely superior forces of the allies, from liis position at New Bogstro, took the 
only course in his power, and lell back upon the Garglwzo, across which river lie allowed the enemv to
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follow him. But as each division 
arrived, his immensely strong artillery 
enabled him to annihilate it — the 
Shouzoff brigade was destroyed; the 
battalions under Carawacz pounded 
into annihilation; and the trightful 
sabres of the Magyars did their work 
upon the remaining Russian corps, 
which was dispirited by the fate of 
its defeated predecessors.

The Kossuth notes are at a pre
mium. The cruelties of the Austrians 
have been such that a magnificent 
corps of 200,000 Jews have taken the 
field in favour of the Hungarians, and 
flocks of the persecuted people are 
pouring down Irom all quarters of the 
globe to rally round the ancient Lion 
Standard.

[From the next dayft paper.]

The report of an engagement be
tween the corps of Slobbers and 
N obglog and the troops under 
Glzakcs tom s out to be incorrect. 
Letters from Vienna of the 20th say 
General Slobbers is still at Farcy, 
while Glzakcs has not quitted hu 
position at O’Glanders.

nn .,!o,«Dologi*t should Uke it U] 
himself W make

AGRICULTURAL FONETICS.

We have extracted the following 
lucid description from the account 
of the Northumberland Agricultural 
Show. I t  is taken literally, gs, ds, 
and all, from the Nevcattle Courani. 
I t  is a beautiful little puzzle in its 
tray. We have read it backwards, 
read it out, read it to ourselves, 
shaken it. translated it into French ana 
German, hut all in vain, the puzzle is 
too strong for us. We must write to 
Beirt Life about it. In  the meantime 
some of our readers, perhaps, would 
like to try their skill upon it. Here 
it is:—

"F o r the s«eond best bull, 101  ̂to Mr. J .  
PoCKUiiOTOH, Henhouse, KetberhAll, Msrrport. 
Plouffhbuy, eslved Msy Ttb* 1H44, b f Ills  K<i7 sl 
llighneM (403e),d (PU tIUI) h j  Gftinford(tQ^) 
gr d (rrinoees) by Sorcerer (slA>) g g d f AmeiU) 
by K rgent(lS^)gggd(M sytk)w er)bTW estom  
Comet (6S9) g g g g d (Strswberi^) by Ysr» 
borough (7 0 ^  R g g g g d by Duke (TU\ g g g 
g g f  d by Traveller (666), g f f C g f g d k ^  
Ilolingbroke (86)"

The reader will observe that there 
are no less than eight-and-twenty es in 
the above puzzle. The mention of this 
important fact may probably assist him 
in guessing the answer to it.

The above extract, however, proves 
one thing, for which all lovere of true 
fun cannot be snfliciently grateful. I t  
is a pleasina proof that the FonetieKnx 
is not yet aead.

Archaeological Im pudence.
A Mf.mber of the Archseological 

Association, we see, at a toirA  of that 
learned body held in the Town Hall, 
Liverpool, delivered a Lecture "  On 
the Brass of Sir  W illia m  Molyneux 
in Seflon Churcli.” Really the Arclitto- 
logical Association should, stick to 
archmology.and not attack pny«»e cha
racter in this kind of way. M hat has 
Vim VVllUAM M o l y n e v x  doB« that 

should Uke it upon 
on

the SH,,j“ t. of Ilia! gentlcm ^’̂  brass?
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MK. DOKUP’S BOAT, AS IT APPEARED WITH HIM.

W e have just heard that our friend, Mr. Dttntjt— and, in fact, 
everj bodj’s friend but his own—has, bv way of adding to tlie difficul
ties he has to keep himself above water, become the owner of a wager- 
l»Mt. H e madly contemplates competing for the silver sculls; and 
when spoken to  on the subject of the rash act, he declares that, tilings 
having come to the worst, it is literally sink or swim with him. He 
adds that, though be has fallen greatly into arrears, he hopes, some day 
or other, to “ pull up ” against the tide of fortune. We fear that his 
anticipations, like his income, will never be realised, and that he will 
i ^ n  be aground, with his “ boat upon the shore,”  for if anything 

turns up,” it will be merely the craft he has been foolish enough to 
rely upon.

A H IN T  FO R  THE M ILK  TRADE.
W e have just hit upon an idea that will make the fortune of even 

the most desponding of dairymen, and set firmly upon his le p , however 
great may be the hobble he may be in, the owner of any Milk-walk.

During the prevailing epidemic, we know that the favounte prescrip
tion of the facultv—who while differing in everything else, would appear 
to be agreed in this—is’a Chalk Mixture. L et any London milkman 
come forward boldly and honestly to proclaim his new milk for what 
it really i s ; or, in other words,, to paint his sky-blue in its true 
colours, and he will be a rich man in a w eek or two.

The first milkman who has the courage to advertise his New Milk 
from the Cow as the “ Genuine Chalk M ixture” may carrv everything 
before him, and leave som ething handsome behind him for nis family.

Episcopal Antipodes.
The Morning Pest lately published the following extract from a 

letter relative to an Australian Bishop :—
“  He Urea In a  cottage, goes about on horaoback and <m foot; a h ra js  the Hlahop, but 

wnaible and to lerant, and not d isdaining to clean his own boots or brush hia own 
olothea when in  the  B ush /'

What would W arren have given for such a Prelate to confer renown 
upon a “ Bishop’s Blacking! ”  1’hese are the Bishops for our money 
—that is, for a trifle less than £10,000, or even £5000 a year. But we 
fear such Bishops can only be found in Australia, as being the antipodes 
to the Right Reverend Bench.

A Pope’s Benediction.
“  The Pope is to visit Albano,” says the Tines, “ and give his bene

diction there to the French army.” We thought the disgrace of the 
French army was complete, but there .seems no end of its degradation.

THE ITALIAN HURDY-GUIIDY.

L ouis-Napoleon has attempted this instrument with small success, 
playing most desperate music. And England’s, or rather Ireland’s, 
Moore O’Ferraxl of Malta is another melancholy instance of some
thing worse than bungling. The past week has added to (he list of 
hurdy-gurdy offenders; and Giovanni Gerazzi and D omenico 
Gerazzi, a couple of Itelian padrones, are only worthy of the French 
Consul, and the English Governor.

The Gerazzi were charged before Mr. H ardwick with ill-us^e of 
two little Italian boys, brothers, named Mazzochi. The TOor children 
had been farmed to the padrones, w ho were to pay for the human goods 
10 and 11 francs per month to their rascal father. The children played 
the h u rd y -^ d y ; lived on dry bread and tea, with a little rice: when 
they took borne no money, they were flogged. They slept in filtli: 
their “  sleeping shed,” testified a mendicity officer, “ was unbearable.”

Mr. H ardwick, to the great astonishinent of Giovanni Gerazzi, 
committed him to the House of Correction for one m onth; where, we 
tn ist, his feet will play that hurdy-gurdy on a large scale—the tread
mill. The children to be taken care of, and, as soon as possible, to be 
sent back to Italy.

As yet there is no treadmill for L ou is N apoleon. H e has traded

r n glory’s hurdy-pirdy at Rome to the accompaniment of cannon- 
t and bomb-shells—he and his instruments have treated Roman 

hearts with a far worse ferocity than the Gerazzi wreaked upon the 
small Mazzochi ; the French Government has been more contemptibly 
cowardly,—and where, oh, where, the Treadmill for the offenders P We 
must await the day. For as surely as there is a police-comt for the 
individual bully and ruffian, so surely is there the Court of Eternal 
Justice for nations and governors. The seeds that shall grow the 
treadmill for Louis N apole9N—of whatever sort the punishment may 
be—are sown, and fast growing.

Turn we now to England’s nope and representative at Malta, Mr. 
Moore (FFerrall. l ie  is surely companionable, company meet for 
the Gerazzi Two hundred Ronian refugees, with English passports, 
vised by the English Consul at Civifa Vecchia, arrive at Malta in the 
French steamer Lyctirgve, and a vessel called the Robin. They sailed 
in the fullest belief of the protection of the Engbsh passport; for 
many might have departed in the Lon/mido for Genoa. But no : they 
liad a religious confidence in the faith of Flngland. Among these 
emigrants were men and women; the sick and the wounded. Well, 
the Governor of Malta, contemptuous of the British passport, would 
not permit the landing of the sufferers. He denied the boon even to a 
child of thirteen, named Andrea F ollo, of Bassano: showing 
kindred mercy to the goodness of the hurdy-gurdy farmers, the 
Gerazzi. Only five of tlie two hundred refugees found means to sail 
in the Ripon, for England; the remainder, by the last accounts, were 
still in the Mediterranean.

I t  was otherwise, when the Governor of Malta was last year be- 
seeched by the Jesuits driven from Italy. They were permitted to 
land; so gracious to the sons and preachers of political and social 
slavery was our English representative, Moore O’F eurall. Doubt
less, he will be honoured by the Pope, who will badge his noble breast 
with a Roman order. No doubt, too, he will be defended bv Lord 
Brougham and the excellent Aberdeen ; but the people of England 
will inflict on him their own peculiar brand—will link his name with 
words not Parliamentary. In  the meanwhile, we would^ wo might 
entrust Mr. H ardwick with a mission from Marlborough Street, with 
full power to erect a political tread-mill at Malta. The hurdy-gurdy 
Mazzochi are avenged; not so Andrea Follo. J'ar luckier than 
Giovanni Gerazzi is Moore O’F ebrall.

The Sleepiest M edlar on Becord.

The WeeklgNews inquires, “What has become of the celebrated Wale 
loo Medal die on wliich Signor Pistrucci has been employed at a sata 
of from £350 to£500 per annum, ever since the year 18151” ’ Wliowouldm] 
turn meddler, when it is a business so liberally rewardedP Medlar' 
we believe, become very sleepy when kept long, hut Signor P istrub 
must be the sleepiest medaller that ever hung to a Government, brand 
Not so sleepy either, when he has managed to pocket near upon £18,f t  
for one die,—which one die is not even finished yet, a firra  labouij 
thirty-four years ! We begin to suspect that S ignor P istrucci’s mo 
must be “ Never say Die.”

Irish  Consolation.
“ W ell. P addy,”  saidTiuiiDY ; “ these Illuminations are the ( 

of Repale.”
“ True, indeed,” said P addy to T haddy ; “ but sure it J 

iligant W ake.”
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LONDONDERRY AT TIIK HORSE GUARDS,
a n d  t h e  h o t e l .

The Marquess op L ondonderry 
ha.s once more walked into the 
light of common print. He 
is again in the newspapers. 
Should we regret it ? Momus 
forbid! For the Marquess is 
never dull. He is either the 
hero or the victim of a joke: 
and in this the flat season, with 
L ord Brougham — like his 
great prototype Cincinnatus 
among the turnips—far from 
Courts of Appeal, and for 
awhile regardless of the sweets 
of cross-examination in delicate 
cases,—the Marquess in print 
may be considered a public be
nefactor ; and let all the_ world 
be ungratelul, Punch, at least, 
must tliank him.

The Marquess figures in a two-fold capacity. In the first he constitutes 
himself the great moral assayer of the military wedding-ring. I t  is nOt 
sufficient that that mystic circle have the Hall mark, it must also carry 
with it the sanction of the Marquess—must bear, at least for mess- 
room validity, the Londonderry stamp. An ardent young Lieutenant 
has, on the sudden, his heart scorched like a burnt cork, by a pair of 
eves mortally levelled at him in Hyde Park. He is at once done by 
Cupid; for all Hymeneal purposes, the young officer, like a Michaelmas 
victim, is “ cooked.”  He marries a woman who makes a revolution as 
easily as a housewife could make so much raspberry jam ; and who 
has no more awe of the ex-chancellor wig, than if it were trifle-cake. 
Whereupon the Marquess op L ondonderry, determining that the 
“ green one” shall be no longer “ red,” cashiers the Lieutenant. 
There is no sort of fuller’s-earth, says the Marquess, ( hat can take 
such spots from the military cloth. Scarlet must not wed with scarlet. 
The mess-room must be above suspicion. AU very right. For 
are not the morals of the army proverbiaily pure P Is it not patent to 
an admiring world that any oflucer, from the cornet upwards, assessed 
in “ damages” in any case of conjugal untruth, is from that moment 
dead upon the Army Liai? No sooner does a jury give a verdict 
apainst the defendant, be he peer or commoner, than the culprit is 
significantly ordered to sell out, such an offender being held all un
worthy of the companionship of “ officers and gentlemen.” With this 
fact before us, the Marquess op L ondonderry only showed a 
patriarchal anxiety for the morals of the 2nd Life Guards; and in so 
far, for the immaculateness of the army in general, when he turned out 
a young lieutenant, who loved not wisely, but—sinning by m arriage- 
loved too well. As Mri. Peachum says—

“  *Tl8 m arriage m akes the blot.”

There can be no doubi, had the lieutenant lured Mbs. J ames from 
Caitain J ames, the seductive offender would have been ordered to 
withdraw from military life. Therefore, it is but right that, having 
married frailty, instead of making it. L ieutenant H eald should suffer 
the equal punishment, llow  many military peers, how many colonels, 
are at this moment pining, each under his withered laurel-tree,, cash
iered from the sweets of the mess-room, when found guilty in the 
Court of Queen’s Bench or Common Pleas! At least, tlie unfortunate 
H eald hw, in liis sorrow, many companions of higher rank, and more 
aristocratic origin. He is in lofty company.

I t  is now pleasing to turn from the contemplation of military severity 
—a discipline so necessary to the spotlessness of the army—and to 
encounter the Marquess op L ondonderry in a humbler aud sweeter 
path of life, relaxing bis mind—all unbent from the adamantine rule 
of the Colonel—by criticising a tavern bill. The soldier tired “ lakes bis 
ease in bis inn.” Falstaff, in bis most liberal moments, was never so 
condescending, so urbane, to the proprietor of the Boaris Head, East- 
cheap,—as is V ane LoNDONDEuaT to “ M r. Baker, proprietor of 
Morrison’s Hotel, Dublin.”  Laying by his Life Ouardsniams sword, 
that hath just scratched out the name of H eald from the Army List, 
the Colonel takes up liis iron pen, and dipping it in sugar and water, 
writes a certificate testifying to the cheapness of Morrison’s Hotel. 
Other men testify to (he virtue of Morrison’s Pills,—but tiie Marquess, 
soaring with his subject, sings the praises of Morrison’s Bills. The 
Marquess certifies that the Marchioness and family, during H er 
Majesty’s happy visit to her Irish capital,—

“ Ilav«  he<m rnirprlmsi sm l ploaiml i t  tbn ninderation of your chArgM, and tbu fatnieas 
of your ouinna and wiuoa; ami abovo all. It dooa you the groatnst credit th a t you only 
chargoU me fur your beat auite of alx roenia, and aarvajita* ditto, the lam e yrice of 13/. 
for the week, wbteh I paid to you three ycara ago, loAcn Ilublln tua$ tn a  tranquil tUUe, 
and v h m  1 bellove all other hutela doubled and trebled the ir prloea."

And the civil Marquess, thinking this “ should he known,” gives 
Morrison’s proprietor liberty to publish “ this note.” Well, it is cre
ditable to the proprietor that he should charge no more for Queen’s 
visits than at times of “ a tranquil state,”  and that too, “ when” (for so 
writes the noble pen) “ other hotels doubled and trebled their prices,” 
tranquillity being, we presume, cliargeable as a luxury in Ireland.

Com-cutters daily publish noble certificates oUthe ability of the 
operators. Following the high example set by L otdonderry, peers 
may give testimonials to inn-keepers. As th u s:—

“ I  certify that the mutton-chops at the Bag-o’-Nails are cheap and 
admirable; and he must be crass, indeed, who would turn up his nose 
at the pickles. “ Brougham.”

“ F. M. the D uke oe W ellington certifies that a rump-steak at 
the Blue Posts is a good rmnp-steak. Potatoes good. Port good. 
F. M., not eating horse-radish, will not testify to that commodity.”

“ I  herewith declare that at the Plough a dinner fit for a trne-bom 
agricultural Englishman can be obtained at the cheapest cost; without 
any degrading obligations to the foreigner. The port wine, though 
of sloe growth, is English. The claret has never crossed the Channel. 
The brandy is the real B ritish: the tea from our native hawthorn, 
and the coffee, truly, bene. “  R ichmond.”

Thus, copying the exm ple of Londonderry, our House of Lords 
may l»  the best authoritira for our Houses of Entertainment. Any way, 
Morrison’s Hotel is obliged to the Marquess op liONDONDERRY, 
whose word, by the way, in such matters, should be of no small weight, 
there being, throughout all Irelaud, no better landlord than the 
Marquess minseif.

PUNCH  TO EXTRAVAGANT MINORS.

Gallant youths of the Guards, noble minors so gay.
Can’t  you live on your present allowance and pay ?
Every thinking man’s mind with amazement it fills,
'That you cannot help giving post obits and bills.
I t  is re ^ y  surprising that you ’re not more keen,
’Tis so innocent—’tis so remarkably green—
”Tis a story so sttde, a misfortune m  old,
By bill-discounting rogues to be diddled and sold.
In the stead of hard cash, to take jewels or wine 
From a Hebrew—’tis verdant as Ocean’s deep brine.
To be caught by so gross, so transparent a do ;
Why a thimblerigg’u bumpkin’s a Solon to you!
Ye young fellows of fashion, who glance o’er these rhymes. 
Do you ne’er see the newspapers—ne’er read your ? 
Don’t  the Iiaw Report.s warn you, like beacons’ bright flames. 
From an Isaacs and L evi, ana such pretty names f
I  preach you no sermon—for morals don’t  go—
To adopt such a line 1 ’m aware would be slow ;
But isn’t it ehailow and epooney, my Nobs,
'To be choused by a crew of extortionate Snobs.

CROWN OFFERINGS.

The Marquess op Londonderjit is reported to liave said at the 
dinner of (he Dublin Agricultural Society—

IraUiid has received )i«r Sovereign with eothuaiuiu,— with letexlesdoe."

I ’he Company cheered most lustily at this, and entered so fully into 
the spirit of the charge, that they fined themselves 5r. all round.

The amount was paid the next morning into the iioor boxes of the 
dift'erent police offices, under the head of “ Conscience Money.”

However, if Ireland, as the Marquess savs, was “ intoxicated” on 
the occasion of the Queen’s visit, it is most highly creditable then that, 
out of the million oases of intoxication, there is but one instance 
known of an Irishman forgetting himself!

MOIUL TEACHING OP THE GALLOWS.
At Limerick Catherine Diluin was hanged on Saturday for con

spiracy to nmrder her husband. Her mother, her brothers, her sisters, 
and her children were present, to witness her death. And it is argued 
that the hangman can be a teacher, with tuck scheflars!

praternity with prance.
'I'liE time has at length arrived for England to fraternise with Frwee. 

Let old prejudices be forgotten, animosities sink into oblivion. 
munity in suffering is the strongest bond of bro'herhood. Frenchmen . 
You are about to be subjeoted to an Income-Tax. Brethren in mu- 
fortune, oome to our arm s!

    
 



Awful Appearance o f a “ W opps” at a Pic-nic.

THE BUS CONDUCTOlUS GUIDE.
On the same principle that he who “ drives fat oxen should 

himself be fat,”  we think it may be fairly argued, that he who conducts 
an omnibus should be able to conduct himself. Tew people consider 
how much they are in the power of the ’bus conductor. Our progress 
in life depends upon liim, and fortune itself may as well be blind to our 
necessities, if the ’bus conductor refuses to let us catch his eye when 
we are anxious to avail ourselves of his assistance in getting forward to 
our goal. Our comfort and our convenience—to say nothing of our 
change out of a shilling—are to a great extent in his hands. We have 
therefore heard, with intense anxiety, of a book said to be forthcoming 
on the subject of A  Conductor’s Duties, including not only what he owes 
himself but what he owes his passengers, when he t^ e s  from them 
more than the legal fare. We trust the contemplated work will contain 
a chapter on that vexed and horribly vexing Question, the geography of 
Chatmg Cross. In  defining its longitude, tne conductors allow them

selves the utmost latitude, and there 
appears to be an impossibility in 
drawing the line, for there seems 
really but one step from the sub
lime (of Cockspur Street) to the 
ridiculous (of the Strand). Charing 
Cross proper is, we believe, bounded 
on the east by the end of the tail of 
the Duke or Northumberland’s 
Lion, on the north by the nostrils 
of George tub Fourth’s Horse, 
on the west by the be.-;k of the 
Phrenir, who sits on half a hundred 
of burning coals at the fire office, 
and on the south by the ringlets of 
the unfortunate Charles. The re
sult is that when you are flush with 

the lion’s mane, at right angles with the horse’s nose, parallel with 
the forehead of the Phoenix, or in a line with the martyred monarch’s 
wig, you are liable to be called upon for the additional three pence, and 
in fact you never are safe in alighting, unless you do so within the

spray of the Trafalgar ginger-beer bottles, or under the shadow of 
N elson’s cocked hat.

In addition to the settlement of the boundary question, we sincerely 
trust that some notice will be taken of those pantomime tricks that

arc frequently plaved off by conduc
tors, after the fasliion which the an
nexed sketches will fully exemplify. 
The delusion is well worthy the atten
tion of the caterers for Christmas 
entertainment, as the trick possesses 
the treble advantage of simplicity, 
cheapness, and effectiveness. By the 
mere act of grouping a couple of 
figures—the figure 3, and the figure 
of the conductor—an announcement 
of ALL THE WAY 2, may be converted, 
on the alighting of the passenger, 
into “ 3r/. to Charing Cross.” The 
pantomime system of scrolls has for 
some time been in full force among the 
conductors; and such are the tricks, 
trarxsformations, and subsl itutions t hat 
take place between the passenger’s 
taking his place and vacating it, that 

he would scarcely believe the omnibus he got into, and the omnibus he 
is getting out of, to be one and the same. Twopences have been con
verted into threepences; for by every 9 there hanp  (concealed) a tail, 
to turn it into a 3, when the occasion arrives, and the adroit introduc
tion of “ near to,”  with other similar devices, will completely niter the 
ostensible destination of the ’bus from that to which it purported to 
be going when the passenger first took his seat inside.

ANOTHER VACANCY IN THE CITY.

T he continuation of Farringdon-Street-Without, still remains a vacant 
lace, a refuge for houseless dogs, and a cemetery for dead cats, 
he inhabitants of the neighbourhood call it “  Farringdon-Street- 

without-an-end.”
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MORE ELIGIBLE OPPORTUNITIES.

iNglancing over his paper of Wednesday last, any person in want of 
an “ Eligible Opportunity ” might have found one perfectly ready for 
him to drop into. In  the first place there was that pattern of universal 
benevolence, our old friend T. Z. offering to the whole world an “ Op
portunity” of realising 50 per cent, without the trouble of attendance, 
on condition of £1000 being forthcoming from the individual wishing to 
realise. We admire the considerate delicacy of dispensing with the 
attendance of the possessor of £1000 after he hw once parted with that 
trifle, and leaving the realisation of the promised 50 per cent, to be 
accomplished by some process in which h i^ resence will not be required.

In  the same column of the same paper, X. Y. has a philanthropic little 
scheme, for giving a sdary of £80 per annum to any young man with 
£200 or £300, who will moreover enjoy, as an addition to his fixed 
annuity, “ a commission on all business transacted.”

The amount of the commission is left indefinite, and as to the 
“ business,”  Y. Z. would prol»bly intimate that “ th a t’s his business,” 
if any too inquisitive applications should be made to him. We have no 
doubt that the young man with £200 or £300, availing himself of this 
“ Opportunity,” would in due time find himself in for “ a very pretty 
business ” of one sort or another.

For those, however, who have no faith in the proposals of .Y. Z. and 
X. Y., there is a benefactor ready, in the shape of A. B., who invites “ a 
young man of capital wishing to employ himself in a ikuation of 
Trust,” which is to be had by an immediate advance of £30 or £40 to 
the benignant Alpha, who, it is to be regretted, should be “ hard up ” 
for such a paltry p ittoce .

As the nature of the “ Situation of Trust ” is not fully explained, it 
might be desirable to ascertain before parting with the required £30 or 
£40, whether the “ Trust ” alluded to implies that sort of confidence 
which is all on one side, and whether, in f̂ act, it will have to be exercised 
chiefly on those days when the salary should be forthcoming.

We are perhaps over-nice in these little matters, and there is no doubt 
that the large-hearted A. B.’s, Y. Z.’s, and other would-be benefactors of 
their race, would hurl back upon our heads—if they could get a shot at 
us—our unworthy suspicions, but we, nevertheless, recommend a little 
caution to those who are on the look out for an “ Eligible Opportunity.”

We are perhaps more particular from having once known a friend who 
put down £500 to enable a sanguine individual advertising as P. Q., 
“ to carry out a grand object,”  and the result proved that P. Q. was 
perfectly sincere, for he was himself the “ grand object,” and he wanted 
the £500 to “ carry out ”  himself to America. Since this little affair, 
we have been very particular in recommending all our friends to mind 
their P .’s and Q.’s whenever they are met with in advertisements of a 
very promising character.

PUNCH’S CHEAP EXCURSION UP AND DOWN 
THE NILE.

We  are now approaching Manfallout. You have just come back in 
time to see the Nile change its bed. The lazy thing does not do this 
with one good vigorous plunge, but after a series of leaps, m  if it were 
stretching its arms, and a number of whirlpools, that look like so many 
j'awns,—all proving what a  sluggish river the Nile is—and how difficult 
it is to get up.

The yearly Caravan that runs—or rather walks—from Darfur to the 
Midland Counties of Africa stops at E’siout. We mention this fact, 
in case you may have anytliing to send to those distant parts.

We will now lake a short stroll on the back of a Crocodile. This 
scaly monster is usually waited on by a valet, in the shape of a  small 
bird, which is called, we cannot tell for what reason, the Sic Sac. 
This valet runs on all tlic little errands of the crocodile, tells it 
where the largest eggs and the fattest sheep are to be found, and 
brings it word when there is a fine Ethiopian bathing close in the neigh
bourhood. The crocodiles generally go about in parties of four, which 
would almost lead one to suppose they were fond of a rubber of whist. 
The Egyptians hung diamond rings in the ears of their crocodiles; we 
do the same in the noses of our pigs, only their rings have no precious 
stones in them—that would be indeed throwing pearls to swine. They 
used to have tame crocodiles. Fancy C l e o p a t r a  w th  a tame crocodile 
on her lap, patting it on t he back, and feeding it with tamarind cake !

Let us change the subject. We have now reached This. This This is 
an invisible town, so it is useless looking for it. I t  is sunk to the top 
in sand, and it must be, we should say, a most highly-polished town. 
By-the-by, since nothing now exists of it but a chimney-top or two, 
we sugf^est that This should be called That, for it is absurd to speak of 
a town in the present tense, that has been dead and buried for years, 
and probably is a mummy by this time. But if This does not like 
That, it may take a French title, and write over its remains the following

appropriate inscription, "  Imm^diatement, sous presse. Us Ouvrages com
pletes de Sa n d .”

Do not forget to ob^rve the noble tree, which of all others carries 
off the Palm m the estimation of the E gyp ti^ . Take off your hat to 
it, for it is from this tree that we English get our Palm oil and 
P almer’s candles. The fruit, we are told, has the taste of gingerbread, 
which must be “ fine nuts ” for the little boys.

Right and left, up and down, look in any direction you please, the 
ground seems sown with thick crops of Temples. I t  is true that many 
of these crops have been shamefully trodden down by the heavy foot of 
Time, but still there is an immense field of them left standing, more 
than sufficient to yield to the archseologist, who knows how to separate 
the Egyrptian chaff from the Egyptian com, a most bountiful harvest. 
Here he may read not only “ sermons in stones,” but histories, whole 
encyclopaedias, and, aided by the new light which the Fonetic N tu  has 
ktely thrown upon the dark study of hieroglyphics, he may yet discover 
in the mouth of some colossal statue the recipe for the long lost 
“ black sauce ” of the Lacedaemonians, or accidentally find in the granite 
ear of some monster Sphinx the tunes which Old Memkon most 
delighted to sing.

We Me again compelled to halt awhile. We will rest for a minute 
under the shade o f the welcome Gemaiz, and enjov in peace the 
national Kaif. Repose is most needful in travelling in Egypt, as with
out it the mind would become quite petrified with astonishment at the 
marvels it was continually called upon to digest in this wonderfully- 
gifted country of millstones.

Next week' we will finish our Cheap Excursion. Recollect there is 
no additional charge for these delays. You pay 6rf. to go to the Bank, 
which is merely in Threadneedle Street, and we are sure you will not 
object to l i .—lot that is all the fare—to see the two Banka of the Nile.

MATRIMONY AT REDUCED PRICES.

T the late Meeting of the 
Parliamentary and Finan
cial lieform Association at 
Drury Lane, Sir  J oshda 
W almsley, the ChaimiM, 
is reported to have said, 
in noticing the unusual 
number of Ladies in the 
Assembly, that “ he only 
echoed the sentiment of 
every gentleman present, 
when he thanked them 
gratefully for their coun
tenance.” Everybody, of 
course, will say that the 
countcoauce shown by the 
ladies to the Association 
was extremely handsome; 
but we quote the remark 
of Sir  J oshua W almsley 
not so much for the pur
pose of getting a poor pun 
out of it, as of makmg 
some serious reflections 
on the fact to which it 
relates. , , ,, ,

We are glad to see that 
the bright eyes of Beauty 

are now lieginning to be opened to the necessity of economy; m d 
we hope that llie maxims that may have been learned at the political 
meeting will not be forgotten in the drawing-rc»m, the kitchen, 
and the jeweller’s and draper’s shop. The principles of Financial 
Reform, carried out by female resolution, will convert many an un
comfortable fire-place into a happy hearth, and the exchange of expen
sive tastes for saving virtues will be found by all husbands to be. in 
the truest sense, no robbery. We recommend the fair disciples of 
Thrift to all persons meditating matrimony, who, we are sure, will 
find them tlie dearest creatures in the world—but the cheapest of 
wives.

Lady Match-Makera.
The Dailj/ Nevos says
“ Tlie Qomiu of PnuuU  ond SMony, the wife of Pm i* » JoHW of S uoay , tod  the 

ABaiuucBKM Hoi-h ia , are two p*ini of twiiHiiiten, lo wbow activity i t  traced mneb 
that ̂ oM on in the political world.'*

They are now match-making between the houses of Saxony and 
Prussia. All well and good. Let them make love-matches that are 
blessed by lljm en, and eschew the political that are tipped by Imcifer.
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A SMITHFIELDITE EXCURSION.

W e have seen excursions advertised lately to suit every taste and 
every pocket, from those who are able and willing to go and eat their 
bifsiek arrossee, with rhum, ale, and sherry in Pans, to those who have 
got a stray fourpence to spare for a return ticket in the iron excursion 
boat to Battersea, but we have met with nothing yet that seems calcu
lated to hit the peculiar disposition of those who find health and 
pleasure in the Bucolic life of Smithfield Market. I t  has at length 
occurred to us, that the idea borrowed from the business visits of the 
Commissioners of Sewers to the receptacles over which, they preside 
may be turned to the purpose of pleasure, by suggesting that those 
subterraneous excursions may be thrown open to those whose love of

Smithfield air has caused them to contemplate with dismay "the 
removal of that great nucleus of bad odours. An excursion boat 
starting from Pleet Ditch, proceeding along the main sewer, and calling 
at all the points of local interest, where the Thames receives its tribu
taries of filth, would be extensively patronised by amateurs of malaria, to 
whose noses the veritable eau de Smithfield is a more fragrant bouquet 
than the most delicious scent that ever dropped from'the gutters of the 
Cathedral 4  Cologne into JE.tu Maria Farina’s bottles. The sewers 
will present many features of attraction to the lovers of nature, for the 
land rat and the water rat may both be found in perfection in that 
great mart of mud and concentrated essence of exhaustless effluvia.

PUNCH’S MEDICO-CHIEURGICAL SOCIETY.
The measles having assumed the character of a prevailing epidemic 

in Mr. Punch’s nursery, a meeting of medical men was convened by 
Mr Punch to discuss the nature and treatment of that disorder. About 
fifty professional gentlemen attmded at the Literary Institution, 
situated over Mr. Punch’s extensive office.

Mr . P ilkins, M. R. C. S., took the chair at 7 o’clock, and was 
orted by Mr. Slab and Mr. G r i n d e r .
le Chairman said, he would suggest that in the remarks which any 

gentleman miglit offer, irrelevant details had better be avoided, and 
that some fact or principle of importance, bearing on the subject, should 
be established if possible.

Mr. Squills believed measles to be contagious, because a child who 
had been to a school where that complaint was prevalent, had taken it 
home to her brothers and sisters, who were previously healthy.

Mr. Scruples wished to know if measles had not broken out spon
taneously in several houses in the neighbourhood to which it was 
supposed to have been conveyed in the case just mentioned ?

Mr. Squills admitted that the disease had occurred in some in
stances, to appearance independently of any communication with 
parties affected by i t ; but that circumstance had no infiuence on his 
opinion.

Mr. Confect, Mr. H aust. and Mr. Mist had seen numerous 
instances in which, when measles liad been contracted by one member 
of a family, it had been imparted to the rest.

Mr. P ulv, Mr. Tinct. and Mr. E xtract had met with cases equally 
numerous, wherein measles had attacked one individual in a school or 
nursery, and had spared the remainder.

Mr . Mac P h u n  recollected a case in Scotland where a single person 
in a district was seized with measles, and all the others were left 
Scot-free.

Dr, Grains had great confidence in calomel as a remedy for measles. 
He had tried it in one case, and the patient recovered. He therefore 
considered it a never-failing specific.

Mr . M inim said the calomel treatment had been tried several years 
ago and failed. Until they knew something of the nature of measles it 
was useless to go into the subject of its treatment.

Mr. V ials would mention two curious circumstances with respect to 
the measles. The worst cases were those which he had been called up to 
at half-past three in the morning; and the most favourable were those 
that occurred on a Monday afternoon.

M r. Simples had seen eight persons out of ten recover under the 
administration of infusion of senna.

Mr . W aters had known as many that had got well under liquor
pu^^:

ir. Punch anxiously inquired if there was really no cure for measles ?
Several gentlemen replied that there was n o t; but, nevertheless, they 

treated it.
I t  was then unanimously resolved that the subject required farther 

investigation, and after the usual vote of thanks to the Chairman, the 
meeting separated to attend their respective patients.

PREBENDS AND PASTRY. |

I n times like these, when there exists a too prevalent disposition to , 
carp at the Clergy, and pick holes in the cloth, it is pleasing to meet, in \ 
a public journal, with such a tribute to the clerical character as that i 
implied in the subjoined extract from an advertisement in the Times.-— |
'■po PASTRYCOOKS AND CONFECTIONERS.— To be disposed of, in

ono of tbo best C athedral towas, ia  the south of England, a  BtiHlNKHt), established ' 
thirtY-fiye years, and enjoying the  patronage of the clergy and leading fam ilies in  th e  I 
neighbourhood. |

The prominent position assigned to these Cathedral Clergy—prece
dence being given them over the leading families in the neighbourhood i 
—as patrons of a pastrycook, must ^ p e a r remarkable, as an evidence j 
of their reputation for good living. But besides that, the predilection 
of Prebends for pastry is a proof of the innocence of the tastes of those > 
Reverend Gentlemen; since a liking for tarts and buns is incompatible I 
with that extreme partiality to port wine, so generally ascribed to Dcaus I 
and Chapters.

THE NEW EST THING  FOR A LONG TIME.
'Th e  French have a proverb “  Travailler pour le Roi de Prusse’ ’ 

which means “ getting nothing for your trouble.” This is not the 
case, however, with the Prussian Minister of Finance, for, in the Ro.val 
Speech which has just been delivered in Berlin, we meet with the 
following most rare announcement in Royal Speeches now-a-days ; —

The country has not been lo deeply ihaken that the revenuet of the State did not 
suffice to answer even heavy rofiulrements.”

The English of which is, we imagine, that, if there is no surplus, at 
all events there is no deficit-;-a result which, as these times go, when 
almost every Slate has been living beyond its income, is an unparalleled 
achievement of financial economy. We advise L ouis-Napoleon to 
tear a leaf out of the Prussian Ledger, and we recommend the Whigs 
to send their Chancellor of the Exchequer over to Berlin, tliat. he 
may take aix lessons in Arithmetic during the recess, and so employ 
his leisure in the manner most profitable to his mind and the next 
year’s Budget.

The N obility of W hitewash.
Mr. R uskin, iu his beautiful book, “ The Seven Lamps of Archilec- 

lure,” says—
Whitewash haa so often l>een used m  the dress of noble things, that it has thence 

received a kind of nobility itself."
This can easily be proved by ascerlaining how many hill-discounting, 

horse-racing, stage-coa'h-driving, jockey-lords have availed themselves 
of the privileges that are attached to this new order of nobility by going 
through the Insolvent Debtors’ Court. Many a nobleman, who has 
been “ out-at-elbows,”  has not been able to appear in public till he 
has received a coat of whitewash !
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M E L O D Y  O F  T H E  Q U E E N  I N  IR E L A N D .

BY BBU.N BOROIUKE’s BABB.

I ’d be rehearsin’ the great divershin’,
And say excurshin’ of Victoeia famed,

Whin across the Channel, spite of J ohn O’Connell,
W id screw and funnel the squadthron sthamed.

On boord her yacht, in her silk and satin.
The Queen sat cnattin’ and takin’ the a ir ;

Whin afther the presage of an aizy passage,
F itz Clarence sint a message that they were there.

I t  was on a Friday, for ivir a high day.
That our Gracious Lady made the Irish shore;

And Admiral D ixon, for her protiction.
Blazed away wid blue lights and tlie cannon’s roar.

Tlie Corporation, in botheration,
Begg a the Queen ’ud have patience till Satherday,

But Botwithstandin’ P rince Albert commandin’,
Insisted on landin’, ’cause he wasn’t well at say.

So the Queen, in reliance on M isther L yons,
Said ^ e ’d see the lions, as it wouldn’t be long.

And with hurried stitches at coort coats and breeches.
And loyal speeches they hammer’d along.

Like crathers mad run the Cwk boys glad run.
To see the simadthron sthame up the L ee ;

And I ’m bound to mintion tlie condescinsion 
And great ahtintion of H er Majesty.

I t  *3 proud the Mayor was when he then and there was 
Mm b  a Knight oy the Garter wid the Queen’s own hand; 

And in their coaches the Aldermen approaches.
And themsilves encroaches on the royal stand.

But the Marquess of Thomond he wouldn’t let no man, 
Much leas a woman, come where she sat.

Till the Queen, condescendin’, begg’d he’d be mendin’
H is manners, sendin’ the people out o’ that.

Sure Ihem I  pity that didn’t see Cork city,
W id its recreations and lashins ov flowers ;

Tlie thriumphal arches of laurels and larches 
On the line of march is beyant my powers.

Cork’s iligant sthrucfures and manufacthurs 
Wid satisfaction the Queen survey’d,

And the height of curiosity and generosity 
Widout hanimosity to all display’d.

Wid banners sthramin’, and people scramin’,
And ladies cranin’ from the windies round ;

the Queen might wondther if it wasn’t  a blundther 
To look for rebels upon Irish ground.

Next to Dublin City, upon the Lilfy,
The Queen in a jiffy her wav did take.

And to greet her pennant, t he Lord Lieutenant 
Wid Ijords and Senators haste did make.

Sure no description or recollection 
Could tell the ’ruction that at Kingstown came :

So p’raps 1 ’d betther not say who met her.
For Saundbr’s News lettlier could not recount the same.

Prom Sandymount ridge then, and over Ball’s Bridge then. 
And up to Bagot Street and Dublin Gate,

The Q ueen in her carriage, and her childther by marriage 
With the noble P rince Albert, advance in state.

At an arch-way station, the Corporation,
Wid Archbishop W hately, was in the sthreet;

In  regard of prayin’ she’d come that way in.
Ana also ov layin’ the kays at her feet.

There was Mistuer F itzgerald, the stout City Herald,
In  a coat widout sleeves blowin’ fit to burst;

And none looked qiiarer than O’Dowd the Mace-bearer,
That thried would the Mayor or he get there first.

But the Mayor did push on wid the kays on a cushion.
And wid a blush on liini made a ^eech—

But, by that same token, when the Queen ’ud have sMken, 
Her discoorse was broken by the Aldermen’s screech.

Myself I ’d be throublin’ to tell how Dublin 
Was boilin’ and bubblin’ just like the say.

How pealer and sintry had to keep back the gintry 
To the royal entry that throng’d so gay.

How the Phanix Park, sir, was like N oah’s ark, sir,
Wid clane and unclane that did to it resort;

How she stay’d a long while in the famed Blind Asylum,
And how at the Castle she held her noble Coort.

Where, besides Lords and Ladies, I  saw the O’Grady’s 
(That only in thrade is, set them up wid the g rea t!)

And a dale of Docthors and Ginirals and Procthors,
And loyal repalers, with their coats turned mighty nate.

Sure mv time is past, sir, to sing of Belfast, sir.
And now the black North went clane mad wid joy

When she looked at their Opinion, in a manner most winnin’.
And bought Irish linen of Misther McEvoy.

So to end my narration of this grate celebration 
Which the Irish nation has made proud and blest.

H e re ’s health and long life, boys, to Queen, mother, and wife, boys. 
W ho’s so good as all three, and as sich is the best.

POLITICAL CORMORANTS.
In the Preston Pilot there is an account of 
the use and abuse of cormorants that are 
made to fish in the Wyre. But—

** In  order to prevent the gratification of their glut
tonous inclinations, and to secure the fish which tb e j 
succeed in catching, a strap is placed round the lower 
part of the throat <n the cormorant, which hinders the 
swallowing of a fish of a  tolerable degree of bulk, but 
not of eels.”

Punch begs to recommend the attention 
of the Reform Finance body to this cormo

rant case. Why could there not be made a sort of strap, say from an 
Act of Parliament, that, put round the lower part of the throat of the 
cormorant placeman and pensioner, should liinder them swallo'mng gold
fish of the enormous size at present bolted, allowing them just a fair 
sufficiency of nutritive silver eel P

ANATOMICAL SCHOOL OF LINENDRAPERY.
Our surprise has been excited several days during the last week or 

two by the appearance of an advertisement in the Times, headed with 
the remarkable words “ D issecting Clerk,”  and proceeding to state 
that there is “ wanted in a large drapery establishment in the country 
a respectable young man as Dissecting Clerk, who must be well ac
quainted with drapery goods.”  We are sorely puzzled to account for 
the necessity 9! such an officer as a Dissecting Clerk in an establishment 
whose operations, however extensive, would we think demand the 
employment of the scissors, rather than the use of the knife.

What can a draper want with a Dissecting Clerk, unless in the milli
nery department it is found necessary to cut up the bodies—of ladies’ 
dresses—as well as the skirts P The mysterious announcement mav 
perhaps have something to do with those “ alarming sacrifices ” which 
are p^uliar to the linendranery trade, and which seem to turn the 
mildest, not to say the millc-soppiest, of occupations into one of the 
most melodramatic of pursuits. I t  is indeed a regular bonneting of 
horrors, with an accumulation of more horrors, when, in addition to 
tlie usual batch of terrific announcements, as to “ failure,”  “ bank-

were not aware that the knife of the operator was ever brought into 
requisition. We shall never pass a cheap linendraper’s again without 
giving a peculiar and horrible meaning to the words "  alarming sacri
fice,” and we shall look at such an intimation as “ must be cleared OB'” 
with a painful reference to the advertisement fora “ Dissecting Clerk ” 
which has suggested these comments. ’

A n a t io n  o f  ALFREDS.

Much credit has been given to our K ino Alfred for dividing his 
loaf with the beggar, but equal honour is due to the nation which 
though Hungary, has given tliose Austrian beggars a bellyful!. ’

Cold Water.—The Queen of E ngland met with a heavy shower 
on her approach to the ^o res of Scotland. The President of France, 
on his late progress, met with nothing else but cold water. The Pre
sidential robes of L ouis-Napoleon are evidently a wet blanket.
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Thursday, August 16,1849.—This Aftemoon, about four of the Clock, 
did walk in Regent Street, witli much Delight. In the Evening 
to the Queen’s House in the Haymarket, to hear Mozart his famous 
Opera " Le Nozze di Figaro,” and Sostac in Susanna, which she 
do act mighty skittish, and with the prettiest sidelong Looks, but 
the most graceful and like a Lady, and do trip the Stage the 
daintiest, and make the nicest Curtsies, and sing the sweetest that 
methinks I  ever did hear or see: and to think that M r V ieox- 
BOYS should tell me she do it as well now as he did see her twenty 
Years ago! Pretty, to hear her sing “ Vtnile. inginorchiatevi,” where 
she do make C h^bino  kneel down on the Cushion before the 
Countess, and put him on a Girl’s Cap, and pat h's Chin and Face. Also 
her singing of "  Suit’ Aria,” with P arobi, the Countess, dictating the 
Letter to her; and P arodi did sing well tod, and the mingling of their 
Voices very musicall. Likewise thaj jolly blooming slie-BACCiius 
-Ylboni, who was Cherubino, with her jiassionate fine singing of “ Non 
so piu” and “ Voi che tapete,” and all her singing, did delight me much; 
and she did play a Stripling of a Page in Love to the very Life. 
B elletti did mightily take me with his Knaveries, in Figaro, and 
singing of “ Non pin andrai,” which is a most lively and martial Song; 
and the Grand March very brave as well, and did make my Heart leap, 
and me almost to jump out of my Saat. Colletti, too, the did 
content me much, and to the utmost in “  Crudel! perehe finora.” But 
then to hear L ablache, what a great Thing he do make out of so small 
a Part as Bartolo, with his Voice in the Concert-Pieces heard above all 
the rest, and thundering out ” La Vtndetta,” like a musical! Stentoe ; 
and his undertaking of little Characters to make an Opera perfect is 
very magnanimous; and M r . W agstaffe do well say that he Ingentes

E- STP-ET !T . vAT PQVFl 0F> CLOCK'  ̂. p. M  ̂

M r. P ips his D iary.
I Animos ingenti in Pectore versat,” and have as much Brains as Body. 
Mighty droll to hear theQ uartett, with each Singer in Turn holding 
the Voice on the word " Jo,” called for three times, and the Singers 
each Time spinning “ /o” out longer, whereat great Laughter; and the 
Performers laughing as much as the Audience. Wonderful how still 
aU the House was while Somtao was a singing of “ I)ek! vieni non 
tardar” and the Braoas and Clapping of Hands when she had ended; 
and what did as much as anything please me in her Singing was to hear 
how she did stick to the Text, .and not, like a vulgar silly prima Donna, 
disfigure noble Mtisiqiie by ridiculous Flourishes. The House extra
ordinary full, though the Season over; and to compare the fine Fore
heads and Fac“s of an Audience come to hear good Musi(jiie with the 
insignificant Looks of mere common Opera-Goers! Methinks I could 
never hear Fioaro often enough; the Overture being such pretty 
Fiddling, and all the Musique so beautiful, and heavenly almost, with 
several of the Airs as innocent and angelicall as Hymns; bui. to think 
that all these Pearls are strung on so vile a Thread; tlie Intrigues and 
Trickery between a Count and Countess, with a Wiiiling-Woman, » 
Page, and a Ijickey: a Story that do seem to have been hatched in » 
Servants’ H all! The Ballet after the Opera pretty, and a Scene of 
Skating on the Ic?, very natural, did end with the Skaters pelting each 
other with Snowballs, and look pleasant and cool this hot Weather. 
Home to Supper, it being late, though, walking up the Haymarket, did 
sorely long for stewed Oysters. Telling ray Wile of the (Jpera, did 
speak of Susanna boxing Figaro his Ears, and let out that I could have 
bwn glad to have her box mine too, which my Wife did say she could 
do as well if I pleased; but I said I had rather not, and so, whistling 
"N onpin  andrai ” rather small, to Bed.

TrinUd b f  WUliftm B ndburr, of No. 13. Upper Wobarn-ptaee, in tbe PftrUh of St. Ptncrni, andFredtrlckM ullet Brant, of No. 7i Churcb-row. Stoka Newiacton. batt, i,. m__ . . . . . . ___ prtatvm.at
O.Bce in I<omb*rd-itr«et, in thePrecioetof Wnltefriart, In tnd C itf of kondon, and pnbltahtd by tbeiu at No. b5 ,K l#o'.it-ert, m the Paflib of St. Brlda'i, In tbo C it/ o fL o ^a o f—SarwaoxT, A oooir JttU, is*’ *
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OUR LITTLE BIRD.

THE BERMONDSEY HORROR.— THE COMMODITY OP MURDER.

God’s lightning pursuing murder is become a tnie and active thing. 
W hat was a figure of speech is now a working minister. A phrase in 
the mouth of poetry, is now a familiar presence—a household retainer, 
doing hourly errands. We have brought devastation into servitude; 
we have made a bond-slave of destruction. Thus, Murder has hardly 
turned from its abomination—scarcely set forth upon its shuddering 
flight, when the avenging lightning stays the homicide.

Marvellous is the poetry of our daily life! We out-act the dreams of 
story-books. The Arabian tales are flat, crude gossip against the 
written activities of our social state. Sindbad, with his wonders, so 
many glories about him, is become a dull fellow, opposed by the electric 
workman—the Clerk ot the Lightning.

Murder, with its black heart beating thick, its brain blood-gorged, 
reads the history of its damnation. Hundreds of miles away from its 
ghastly work. Murder in the stupidity of deepest guilt—for the greater 
the crime the greater the folly that ever as a shadow accompanies, and 
betrays it—Murder, with forced belief in its impunity, reads its own 
doings chronicled and commented upon in the newspaper sheet; and— 
so far away from the victim’s grave; the retreat so cunningly assured, 
the hiding-place so wisely chosen—Murder draws freer breath, and 
holds itself secure !

—And the while  ̂ the inexorable lightning—the electric pulse—thrills 
in the wires—and m a moment idiot Murder stammers and grows white 
in the face of Justice. In the marvellousness that sublimates the mind 
of man, our Electric Tales make poor work of the Arabian. Solomon’s 
Genii may sleep in their brazen kettles. They are, in truth, the veriest 
smoke compared with the Genii of the Wires.

In  the contemplation of this last atrocity—a horror that, traded upon, 
seems to taint the wholesomeness of daily life; for, in every variety of 
utterance, Murder cries to us in the public streets—in this last great 
wickedness, there is matter for sad congratulation, for mournful thanks
giving. An abomination is committed, and—so wonderful are the means 
of apprehension; so sure and so astounding in their operation—and 
guilt has but a few gasps of fancied freedom, and lo 1 guilt is captive. 
Considering the certainty—the fate that travels the wires—we take 
hope that from the self-conviction of discovery—from the disheartening 
belief that there is no escape—no evasion from the consequence of 
crime, the miserable wretch tempted to evil, will turn in his mind the 
many odds, and refrain upon the lowest principle—that of calculation. 
This is something. The murderer in mind who would not be stayed in 
his guilt by the thought of after lightning—may pause, awed by the 
thought of lightning ready—the unerring tdegraph.

And, in the present hour, there is another cause of mournful pride to 
the English nation. I t  was a solemn business, a stern and awful work 
begun, when the Fire Queen, with her black flag of smoke, stood out 
from Portsmouth; bound to cross the Atlantic if need were—to stay 
and overliaul the Ficloria, freighted with the curse of Murder. There 
is a fine, stem lesson in th is ; a noble sermon, preached eitempore to 
embryo crime. Justice at the Home Oflice makes the wires speak, 
saying to a certain Admiral,—" Send a fast-sailing ship to sea, that 
retribution may be done upon bloodshedders.”  There is something 
solemn, awful, in the warning uttered in this. I t  says to crime,— 
“ Though the sea encompass you; though you have baulked pursuit, 
and Justice—like a hound at fault—beats and gropes confounded; though 
you have begun to count the profits of blood, and how to make the most 
of them; how, in your new country, to live a life of impunity and case, 
—nevertheless, give up the dream ; dismiss the vision, and awake to 
horrid truth. For there, in the horizon miles away, is a thin dark 
vapour—the man at the mast has seen and reported it—and, with every 
ten minutes, it becomes more distinct,—and now the distant gun is 
heard across the water, booming command; and the ship’s yards swing 
round ;—she lap  to ; and—how rapid the ceremony, how brief the 
time ! and Murder, aghast and manacled, is made again to turn its face 
towards the land it has ou trapd  with the sacrifice of blood.”

And so far we gather a sad satisfaction from a consideration of the 
Bermondsey horror. All else is matter of disgust and loathing. Again 
Murder-Market is begun; ^ a in  Homicide Fair opens its devilish 
shows. The rag-pickers of crime are at work, and we have, and—save 
in the lull that precedes the Sessions’ opening,—shall continue to have 
as daily, weekly fare, tlie past and present doings of a man and woman 
accused of a crime infernal—doings told at the longest, to make the 
greatest show; presenting to the sense of the purchaser, the fullest 
pennyworth. Small, indeed, is the single evil of t he one life lost, to the 
greater iniquitv committed upon the moral health of society, when 
Murder is mane the staple subject; when a tale of bloodshed, set 
forth in every sort of phrase, and exhibited by every sort of means, 
as.sails us at every step. At ibis moment, refined, civilised, philan
thropic London reeks with the foulness of the Bermondsey hlurder. 
There, in words of ink-black blood, it stains the walls; there it is 
gibbetted in placards, and is carried shouting, in the highway. Certain

Frenchmen have, within these few days, written upon the dreariness of 
an English Sunday. “  To pass the day all alone,” says M. Gauthier 
“ without a light at the bottom of the well of the Great Pyramid, is 
preferable to a Sunday at London.” Ha ! M onsieur  Gauthier, 
doubtless, you timed your visit at an unlucky season. I t  was not in a 
time of diabolic murder. Otherwise you must have owned that a London 
Sunday is not without a certain excitement. There is a part of the 
Sundav press that, for the delectation and improvement of serious 
English families, makes a real murder as fascinating—flavouring it with 
the hottest spice of style—as though written by your own Sue : as 
though patched and stolen by your own D umas. Nor are the literary 
graces without the company of the Fine Arts : Murder has its R. A's.; 
and the respectable English family may contemplate the countenance of 
the human butcher: may consider the cut of his <»at, and the tie of 
his neckcloth;—all these things being sought for with the earnestness 
of truth, and set forth with the anxiety of thrift. And so, the English 
public is made to pet a criminal. To hang him certainly: indeed, it 
IS in the hanging that we have the interest; but to pet and cocker him, 
and take a world of pains in him until hanged; and then to enshrine 
his effigies, and treasure as a curious thing the hat he wore—the shoes 
he trod upon.

Good Madame T ussaud, devoting art to homicide, turns to the plea- 
i santness of profit the abomination of blood. With her so much murder 
is so much counted money; and—knowing the susceptibility of a Britbh 
public—it must be owned she sets forth her wares with a wise eye to 
business. Eveiy day in the newspapers M adame T ussaud offers to the 
heads of families and their little ones,—“ R ush the Murderer, taken 
from life, at Norwich, during his trial, in his usual dress! ” Every 
morning do we behold the miscreant gibbetted in the newspaper column, 
with the intelligence that the wretch is the last new tenant of the 
Chamber of Horrors, to be seen for only an extra sixpence. The 
ordinary exhibition, composed of kings and queens, philosophers and 
so forth, is one shilling: murderers, sixpence more. Blood, like con
diments at a meal, must oe paid for extra.

Thus considered, the crime of murder—as traded upon in our com
mercial London—is a national evij. The individual suffering and sin is 
as nothing to the genetal mischief arising from the marketable uses 
made of the wickedness. The murdered man O’Connor bears—“ in 
all,”  testifies M r . Samuel L ockwood, surgeon—"eighteen wounds.” 
Shall we not, in due season, have engravings of the murderers ? 
Take the eighteen wounds of the victim, and multiply them a thousand 
times if you will—and they will be as a score of scratches, compared 
with the hurts inflicted on the body social by the “ cu ts” of the 
butchers. And, moreover, as mute preachers of a moral lesson,—is 
there not for the assassins an immortality of wax ?

Be certain of it. Already Madame T ussaud—fine arithmetical artist 
—has cast her eye around her Chamber of Horrors for a niche. Yes. 
Gbeenacre may stand a little to the le f t: Courvoisier somewhat to the 
right,; and so—and so there will be room for the profitable new comers, 
the butchers of Bermondsey. ^  L ittle Bird

GEMS OF ADVERTISING LITERATURE. ‘

UDGING from the Times, there 
never was such an opportunity 
for the “ opening out ” of 
those who are prepared for 
“ opening out ” their pockets 
in a spirit of confidence. 'I’he 
gems of advertising literature 
are indeed diamonds, and, al
though the ink converts them 
into black diamonds, they are 
no less brilliant on that ac
count. We have not far to 
dig for these gems, and a 
single copy of the Timet of 
one day last week, furnishes 
us with some rich, though by 
no means rare specimens.

In the first place we find 
that highly favoured class, the “ Elderly Oentlemen of F'lrtune” 
tempted by “ a lady who has met with many misfortunes” with the 
offer of " a  cheerful and commodious home,’’ the lady’s multifarious 
"misfortunes” having failed to deprive her of that buoyancy of spirit, 
which would enable her to cheer such “ elderly gentlemen” as may be 
possessed of sufficient fortune to pay for the delighiful privilege. 
We confess wo rather doubt the result, for speaking only from our 
own experience, we have found quite enough to do with a simple case 
of “ Woman in Distress,” but we greatly fear that a lady with “ many 
misfortunes” would prove utterlv unbearable.

'The same column from which this gem is selected contains another 
unctuous morsel of female melancholy in the shape of an announcement
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from “ a Lady in a feeble state of health,”  \rho is in search of “ quiet ”  | 
and an “ airy chamber” with any “ pious w idow ;” but though the 
chmice is open to all England (in the widow line) there is an Mowed 
preference for the neiglibourhood of Camberwell I t  almost rives us 
an attack of the dismals to contemplate the desired junction between 
the “ lady in feeble health ”  and the “ pious widow,” for we can un- i 
derstand that they would stand to^ach otner in the relation of J ob’s . 
comforters. ;

We turn at once from this mournful picture to  the more lirelv' 
announcement of “ a profitable opportunity for a young man with, 
£400,” which sum he is expected apparently to dub up in exchange for ‘ 
a little employment in the shape of “ duties of a merely routine nature.” 
What the duties are, or what they will produce, except that pleasing , 
sense of usefulness which the discharge of any duty will create, is not 
specified. The advertisement adds that “ the sole reason for disposing i 
of the business is the retirement of the proprietor,”—a state of things | 
we can well understand, for we have hewd of persons, after obtaining a 
few hundreds by the ofler of an “ eligible opportunity” sinking at 
once into such thorough retirement that all attempts to disturb it by 
finding it out have proved impossible.

We think the above afford a very fair day’s sample of Gems of 
Advertising Literature.

The funnels might surely be made available by having rows of seats 
placed all round them, and as it  may be observed that the more 
dangerous a place looks to be, the more eager the public will be to 
crowd into it, there would be no difficulty in filling the funnel at 
perhaps higher fares, under the pretext of keeping them as “ reserved 
seats, ’ for the more exclusive among the passengers. The rudder 
would also admit of a row of stalls along the top, and one passenger 
might be permitted by previous booking to occupy the p'ace usually 
devoted to the figure-head, which should be rendered movable expressly 
to admit of such an arrangement.

We have no doubt the Thames Steamboat proprietors will present us 
with a day ticket to  Hungerford, for having given them the hints for 
further accommodation, embodied in the suggestions and sketches that 
axe here presented to their attention.

THE THAMES STEAM CONDENSEfiS.

Science may talk as it  will about the condensation of Steam, but the 
effect is quite insignificant compared with t he marvellous condensation 
of steamboat passengers. Cockee has told us that “ fifties into one 
won’t go,”  but we have seen five or six hundred go into one steamboat, 
and the wonder has been that the whole concern did not go to the 
bottom.

We have heard of the horrors of the Middle Passage, but let any one 
take a middling or average passage in a Thames steamooat, and he will 
be sent packing, or rather packed, in a style that scarcely the slave ships 
themselves could surpass for the economy of space, and the annihilation 
of comfort.

Since it appears impossible for the authorities to prevent the steamers 
fromtaking anunlim it^  number of passengers, we presumethat thepublic 
must be left to probe the evil one of these days on their own account, by 
diving deeper into it some day than may be found consistent wii h safet y. 
Amidst the odd names that are given to the craft, we wonder the really 
appropriate one of the “ Down, down, derry down,” luig not yet been 
lut upon. We think, however, if the crowding cannot be stopped, it 

i may at least be mitigated by some new contrivances for “ stowing 
away ” the surplus passengers, instead of leaving them to find accom-

A LAMENTABLE CASE OE DISTRESS.

A B ook has just appeared with the title, “ W hat shall I  do with my 
Money ? ” W e are jaughing in anticipat ion at tlie countless answers this 
poor gentleman will receive as the proposed remedy for his extra
ordinary complaint. Every swindle, every bubble, every humbugging 
scheme about town will writing to him, advising him %  all means to 
invest his money in their office. As the poor fellow will naturally be 
puzzled out of so many answers to know which one to choose, we will 
give him our advice.

“ If you are wise, my dear boy, yon will keep your money.”
But upon second thoughts, we think we can advise him better.
“ If  you do not know what to do with your money, we recommend 

you, mjr dear fellow, to send it to No. 85, Elect Street, where we know 
a certain gentleman who will be happy to invest it for you to the very 
best advantage. For fear of mistakes, the gentleman’s name is 
Mr. ’Punch. H e will be happy to relieve you in jour present distress, 
charge von nothing for it, and send you into the bargain a copy of bis 
invaliiafale work every week, price only 3rf. Please ring at the private 
door.”

This author must be a great original. I f  he were to exhibit himself at 
the Egypt ian Hall, he would make more money than he really would know 
what to do with, for he is the very first person to our knowledge, wh9, 
during the lost two or three years, lias_uad any money. The secret is 
now out,—when every one was wondering where all the money had gone 
to, it was quietly in the possession of this gentleman, who is now 
reduced to such a stale of overpowering distress, from an accumulation 
of millions, that be is obliged to ask, “ What shall I do with my money P ” 
H e deserves being compelled to lake an Opera House. , - -

PUNCH’S PEACE PR IZ E  ESSAYS.
P unch perceiving that some societies of the Peace Congress are 

giving Prizes for Essays in furtherance of pacific principles, is happy to 
present them with a brief list of subjects, wbicli he oonoeives may be 
worked advantageously for their great cause, namely:—

1. On the Sensations attendant on the Entrance of a Bullet into any 
sensitive Part of the human Body, and accompanying its Extraction by 
the Surgeon’s Scalpel: Also on those which, when lodged in some Bone 
or Joint so that it, cannot be removed, it continues to excite for Life.

2. On the Feeling of having the Knee crushed by a Cannon-Ball, 
and that of subsequently undergoing Amputation; and on the Slate of 
a Man’s Existence who goes about with a wooden Leg.

3. On lying with mangled Limbs on a Field of Battle and having 
them trampled on by a Troop of Horse.

4. On the Variety of Maims and Mutilations to which a Soldier is 
liable, and their After-consequences with Respect to Comfort and 
Enjoyment.

Papal Gratitude.
Sw eet  is it to chronicle acts of thanksgiving and gratitude of the 

Meat ones of the earth, among whom it is undeniable, are Pius t iiE 
N inth  and Louis N apoleon the L ast. The I'resident restores the 
Pope to Rome, and the Pope restores the Holy Inquisition. And 
the Pope, out of couteience and tender heart offers to his champion, 
when bis Presidency shall have expired, the post of Secretary of the 
Holy Office. When Ilalinn liberty is to have a taste of the thumb
screw, the Frenchman will no doubt—as be has already done—give her 
“ a good turn.” _______

I THE ANTIQUITY OF EUREKA SIIIIITS.
W hat are Eureka Shirts P The word “ Eureka” signifies “ I  have 

: foirnd.” Palflafi, in Henry IV., speaking of his ragged recruits, savs, 
modation on each other’s toes, till the contest as to whose shoe leather “ They ’ll find linen enough on every hedge.” These, we suspect, were 
shall be ihe upper leather, is their sole employment during the voyage, the original Eureka Shirts.
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T H E  W A R  C O N G R E S S .

VER in OOTOsition to the 
friends of Peace, a meeting 
of the War Congress last 
week took place in London 
around a table in the smoking- 
room of a crack club. The 
assembly consisted of above 
half-a-dozen young military 
gentlemen of Fashion. The 
Chair was taken by every
body at 8 o’clock, and after 
cigars bad been lighted. 

L ieutenant P hipps  (of 
the Greens) said he would be 
glad if any one would tell him 
what those fellows were doing 
in Paris ?

Captain  DANDisoNthonght 
they were pretty  quiet now.

L ieutenant P hipps did 
not mean them. He meant 
those Peace fellows.

Cornet B uceset had no 
idea. I t  was such a bore to 

read the papers. But those discfples, ot apostles, or whatever you 
called it, of Peace, to go abwnt preadiing in that way was absurd.

LiEUTiftJANT T rite  was decidedly of opinion that the idea of inter
national arbitration was utopian.

E nsign L ogic would ask if you might not just as well think of 
settling all disputes by seconds ?

M ajor Savage would have that fellow Cqbden shot. He believed 
th a t it was the object of that man to (testroy the Army in order to 
subvert the Croiwn.

L ieutenant P&ipps  thought he had much bette r have stuck to 
cotton-twist.

Captain de W itt  would suggest hemp-twist p for all the set de
served to be hanged.

C a p t a in  D a n o is o n  asked if they were not mostly Quakers?
L i e u t e n a n t  P h ip p s  believed so. Quakers and Wesleyans, and all 

that sort of thing.
Cornet B ucksey said that they were a parcel of confounded rascals 

a t any rate, but wished to know what was the good of talking about 
them ?

No one appearing able or willing to answer this question, the con
versation, afler a.pause, turned on the subject of a liorse, and was 
protracted to a late hour.

I' A HOME FOR DESTITUTE YOUNGER SONS.
T h e  Mornhg Chronide, in speaking of the Government of Ceylon, 

says, “ Loan Torrington was appointed because he had family claims, 
was poor, and required out-door relief.” I t  is a great pity something 
cannot bs done at home for the benefit of these pauper Ixirds. Why send 
them abroad where they only commit irreparable mischief. We should 
like to see some workhouses—or rather clubs—establi.shed for the 
Younger Sons of the Nobilily. They should have every luxury—a billiard- 
room,—a smoking-room,—a concert-room,—a stable and a couple of 
horses each, l^ e  income of every member should not be less than £500 
a year, and white kid gloves a aiscr/lion. This would be cheaper than 
finding secretaryships, and TOvemorships, and ambassadorships, and 
every other ship excepting hardships, for them all over the world. 
Every pauper lord should be eligible to these almshouses, upon his 
pledging his word not to nicddle with Government. Cui-door relief 
might occasionally be administered to fbe poorer class of the nobilitv, 
to consist of haunches of venison, and pots of currant jelly, twice a week, 
with daily supplies of cheroots, snuff, grog, the newspapers and eau de 
Cologne. What a blessing such a charitable institution would have been 
at the lime L ord Torrington was sent out to Ceylon. That talented 
nobleman has evidently mistaken his vocation. Ills abilities evidently 
recommend him to a higher sphere, and we ewneslly Impe, in common 
with all true lovers of homage to talent, that he will be recalled at the 
earliest opportunity, and appointed Beadle of Torrington Square.

A TRIJLE EOR GEOEGET.
W e understand that the E m p e r o r  o p  A u s t r ia , by the advice of the 

Cz a r  N ic h o l a s , intends to confer on (Se o r g e v , e x -^ r io t and Magyar 
cliiel'tiiin, in reward of his convenient and well-timed surrender, an order 
of nobility with the title of C o u n t  K n o c k u n d e b .

GREAT RAILWAY ATTRAfTTION.

The South-Eastern Railway Directors are trying the puffing system 
with great energy upon the dead walls and perambulating advertising 
carts of the Metropolis. Whenever ^e  see a speculation relying much 
upon mural means of publicity, the old proverb about the weakest 
going to the wall, immediately occurs to us. One of the South- 
Eastern “ dodges,” which has been much in favour during the last 
year, has been the bold catch-line of, •

“ PARIS IN 12 HOURS.”
Since, however, a correspondent of the Tim s  has shown that the 

“ 12 hours ”  in theory, amount in practice to 29, the public will not 
henceforth be taken in, or rather taken out by the South-Eastern 
Railway; at least, when rapidity of travelling is the object of the 
tourist. We should recommend the Company to try the other tack, and 
adopt the “ enough-for-one’s-money ” line of advertisement, by showing 
how the greatest quantity of time, and the smallest amount of cash, 
may be spent on the route between London and Paris. W ith this view a 
series of attractive posting-bills might be got up with such catch-lines as

“ CIRCUITOUS ROUTE,” “  CURVES OE BEAUTY ” “  PLEASURES OP 
THE ROUNDABOUT;”

and stress could also be laid upon the opportunities of being present 
at the

“ Q E E A T  PTTB Lia M S E T IN G "
of two or three trains at one station, where the delay caused by the 
irregularity of .one or all, gives ample opportunity for

“ LISTENING TO- THE SPEECHES ”
of the impatient travellers, as well as for hearing the

“ DISTANT TINKLUFG OP THE BELLS ”
of the Electric Telegraph, creating a sort of
“ Semi-reaUnation of the pleas'tres of Arcadia, with the Silver Tones qf 

the Sheep Bells in. the shadowy distance''
When it may be added, moreover, that all this can be enjoyed 

“ At a Single Fare,”
the attrantion seems almost irresistible. To those who take delight 
rather in the picturesiiueness of scenery than in the less substantial ! 
charms of poesy, much might be offered in the i

“ GRAND PANOR.\MIC EFFECT” i
produced by the i

“ sailing of the steamer FROM THE HARBOUR IN SIGHT OP j 
THE TRAIN ; ” I

a double covp combining the i
“ surprise and EXCITEMENT OP M3SSINO THE BOAT,” !

with admiration at the prospect of
“ MIGHTT OCEAN,” 

and'the pleasing anticipation of
“ A DAY AND NIGHT AT THE PAVtLION HOTEL IN POLKSTONE.”

These are some of the every-day agrimens experienced during a trip, by 
those who are caught tripping on the South-Eastern Railway, under tlie 
impression that they are going to

“ P A R I S  I N  12 H O U R S .”

The Inconveniences of being  Fat.
W e read in the account of the Northumberland Agricultural Show, 

that
Tho morninir w u  m> re iy  hot aiu) opprMuiive tb«t iho poor aniniftla aennedf from 

fatnnM, to t u f b r , luul thoir keepon to alluvUUs their vceasiensllj
thwlr faoeti wltU water.”

We are told their humanity did not stop here. Many of the pigs 
were provided with salts and smelling-bottles, whilst an old Boar, who 
had evidently a great deiJ upon his mind on account of his cnormoiu 
obesity, which completely weighed him to the ground, was kindly 
favoured with a copy of the Familiar Inslmetians fa r malting Wills. He 
tilled up the form in the usual manner, gave a grateful grunt, and died 
shortly afterwards. We believe he left everything to the generous 
master wlvo had brought liim up all tlie way from Hampshire, and had 
never left Ids side once since he had been upon the road.

Solvency and Song.—The Royal Italian Opera, by advertisement, 
has invited all persons having claims on it to send in their accounts 
for payment. Hence we have the pleasure of concluding that this well- 
conducted establislinient is paying in gold as well as notes.
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P U N C H ’S S O N G S  OF  T H E  H E A R T .

io.‘ ^fwy cvVLliuJu'i'i^ a  S.noL'C^

"WILT THOU LOVE ME THEN AS NOW?" “ DEAEEST, TH EN \"LU LOVE THEE MOUE!"

THE MUSICAL LETTEE-WRITEES.

T h e  song-writers have at length happily exhausted the Loves of the 
L ights; and we hope soon to be released alt(«ether from further invi
tations to evince our affection towards the Merry Sunlight, the Dewy 
Starlight, the Gentle Moonlight, the Gaudy Gfuilight, and the Dreary 
Rushlight, which have been recently the musical idols of our great 
Metropolis. The degrees of comparison have also, we trust, had their 
day; and we shall no longer he apostrophised as “ Dearetl” with a 
promise of being “ loved i»ore” or “ less than then" or “ then as 
note,” or “ now or never,” or “  once again as half,”—a style of song
writing which has so severely worked the grammatical degrees, that 
comparisons have been rendered doubly odious.

The Grammarian, however, having been laid aside by the balladists, 
the Writing-master has been taken up with much earnestness, and a 
shower of “ JFilt than write to m^s ?” “ les. I ’ll  write to thee's” “ D idst 
thou write to s i ” and “ May I  write to th e ls l"  has been poured 
forth from the London music-shops.

We know how very apt the balladists are to be seized with corre
sponding sentiments ; for one of them has only to say or sing, “ Wilt 
thou meet me I ” and a dozen voices respond immediately with “ Yes, 
I ’ll meet thee.—Price two shillings so that if the Letter-duet mania 
has once regularly set in among the song-writers, we may expect that 
there will be a dozen answers by return of post to every one who puts 
in the form of a ballad the exceedingly suggestive question, “ W ilt thou 
write to me I ”

As the subject begins to be pursued in earnest, we may anticipate its 
being carried further than mere invitations to write, and we shall find 
the balladists diving deeper into the matter by asking, “ Dearest, didst 
thou pay the Post ? ” or inmiiring, in reference to a letter received, “ Was 
it  headless then as now I  ” followed by an exclamatory ballad of “ I  was 
chared a penny more! ” together with a variety of songs in the same 
strain, which the postal turn lately taken by our lyric poets will be sug
gestive of.

We beg leave to throw out a few hints in the shape of *' Titles 
for songs,”  inasmuch a.s the difficulty of “ making a title ” is the chief

one that occurs in creating a good interest in lyrical as well as in landed 
property

“ SIX LESSONS I HAVE TAKEN, LOVE ! ”
“  WILT TIIOD TAKE SIX LESSONS MOUE ? ”

“ DEAEEST, IS IT WKONO TO WRITE F ”
“ oh, give me but a penny stamp! ”

“  THY LETTER, LIKE MY HOPES, IS DEAD! ”
“  MY INK ’S MY OWN, MY PEN 13 PUKE! ”

Som ething Short and  Sharp.
S ir  M oses Montefioee has been distributing alms among the poor 

at Damascus, and it is tsaid that helms put the population into such 
excellent humour with him, that he has positively improved the temper 
of the Damascus blades, an achievement hitherto regarded as abuost 
impossiUe.

LET E RIN  FORGET THE D.iYS OF OLD.

L et E rin forget the  days of old.
When her faithless sons betrayed her.

When Charlatans wrung from her hand the gold.
Which with “ Blarney ”  they repaid h e r; ^

When her sons, as green as the flag they unfurl’d,
Were led into anarchy’s danger.

By those who abuse a t the Saxon hurl d—
As a tyrant, a foe, and a stranger.

On Lough Neagh’s banks when our good Q ueen  strays.
Now that faction’s h ea t’s declining.

May she see the bright promise of better days 
In  the wave of the future shining.

Thus let E rin  look forward with faith sublime.
Forgetting the days tliat are over;

And allow the stream of a brighter time 
In  oblivion the past to cover.

    
 



    
 



    
 



M IS -S P E L L IN G  O F  H O M B U K G .

An advertisement; now lying before us, headed 
“ Baths op H ombueg, near Frankfort-on- 
the-Maine,” announces IJiat—

“ T l«  proprietors of the m inersl springs a t  Hom- 
burg hatre tlie honour of inform ing th e ir  numerous 
friends in  England and elsewhere, th a t th e  Casino 
is  O p*h, as in  form er fears."

What is the connection between the 
Baths of Homburg and the Casino ? The 
Swimming Baths in Holborn, some little 
time ago, were converted into such an 
establishment, and wc should be glad to 
know if the Homburg Baths have under
gone a similar transfcrmation. Among 

other attrMtioos pertaining to these Baths, the advertisement mentions 
the following:—

"  A new elub has been established th is  year, to  which strangers are adm itted, and in  
^riridi the gam es of ^  imQstte are played, the  same advantages
l)oing reserved to the  p layers as in  fonuor years when the  poblic was adm itted indls> 
crlm inately."

W e are afraid that the Baths of Homburg near Frankfort-on-the 
Maine, savour too much of the Main and the Deep. have no 
objection to aquatic exercise in safe water, but had rather not indulge 
in rolling at roadette and sportively gambolling at trente-et-quarante, 
exposed to the peril of sharks. Assuredly the Humane Society would de
signate the Waters of Homburg as “ Dangerous.”  Give us, in preference, 
the straightforward bathing of the Serpentine. We suspect that people 
resort to Homburg, not to improve health but to stand the hazard of the 
die. I t  is to be wished that the advertisers would call these Baths by 
their right name, or at least be correct in its orthography, and when next 
they put their puff in the papers, change o into », in “ Homburg,” and 
strike out the r.

MOEE AGRICULTUBAL FONETICS.
Many of the prizes at the Agricultural Shows are astonishing in 

their small mysterious way. For instance, in our profound Cockney 
ignorance, we cannot help expressing our astonishment at the following 
prizes given at Morpeth, in Northumberland.

First of all there was, £5 “ for the best pen of 10 gimmers.”
What is a “ gimmer ?” We thought we were acquainted with all 

sorts of pens, from the "  ever-pointed,” with which we always write, 
down to the “ never-pointed,” with which our imitators try to copy us. 
We must send to P eket, who has a different pen for every day of the 
year, and ask him to send us a few dozen of his best “ gimmers.”  We 
feel a powerful inclination to write a tragedy for A n d e r s o n  ; and we 
should say “ a pen with 10 gimmers,”  would be the very thing to write 
it with.

We reserve, however, the most astonishing thing of all for the last. 
I t  beats all the Fonetics we ever read; and we cannot make out how 
such things appear in print.

H e re  i t  is  m  its  disgraceful literalness.

To R o b e b t  UBuwjr, 53 yean in the wrvice of Mb. Sklby, a prize of £3.

That is to say, SS years of service are rewarded vrith less than a 
“ l>en of 10 gimmers!” W e can fanagine Robert Brown almost 
regretting he had not been bom a “  gimmer." “  £S for 53 years of farm- 
service !” I t  is not fourteenpence a year. No wonder good servants 
are so scarce!

Of all Agricultural Fonetics, the prizes to servants are the most 
unintelligible. I t  is tune that the Lords and I ^ e s  who preside with 
such patron^e at these Shows, began to put a little English sense into 
them ; and, it they put a little English money also, the generosity 
would be generally welcomed as an act. of good sense. A t present, it 
hurts one to read, “ £3 was given for 53 years’ service.” Such a para
graph is a disgrace to the ^ e .  Our greatest astonishment is, that the 
wealthy chairman who presided on the above occasion, ever allowed it 
to pass. Who would have thought it of a princely nobleman like the 
Duke or Northumberland f

NEWSPAPER MEDICAL LITERATURE.
•

R e a l l y , ordinarv newspapers ought to let medical science alone. 
The following article, which appeared in one of our contemporaries^ on 
a case of pulmonary disease, is calculated to have a very pernicious 
effect, by diffusing the most erroneous notions respecting the nature and 
treatment of that dangerous class of maladies;—

A  Surprising Curs o f  a Bad Oatd that had ssttUd on ths T/ungs, hgVIoUomig's 
Bills.—J aub K . was reduced to a  mare skeloton, owing to a  violent cold, so th a th o r  
liver and lungs had become dangerously affected; when she last attended Hartholomew’s 
Hospital, her m other was told by a  medical gentlem an, ' Uiat ho scarcely thought she 
would live to reach home.’ H er father, then, as a forlorn hope, commenced rubbing 
her chest, sides, and loins, w ith H m .iow av’s O intm ent, end gave her these famous 
I’illa twice a-day, which, to the surprise o f all, saved the clUld’s life and effected a  perfect 
cure.— Advt.^

To speak of “ a Bad Cold that had settled on the Lungs,” is t o ! 
indulge in a very loose kind of medical phraseology. The assertion; 
that a patient “ was reduced to a mere skeleton, owing to a violent cold, i 
so that her liver and lungs had become dangerously affected,” evinces ’ 
grossly unsound pathology. From the punctuation of the sentence, it | 
is evident that the pulmonair Rud hepatic diseases arc ascribed to the , 
emaciation; whereas that phenomenon, had it been actual, would have ' 
been the consequence of those affections, if they had existed; both o f ; 
which circunistances we doubt. I

The medical gentlemen at Bartholomew’s are too well versed in I 
diagnosis to have made the remark attributed to one of them, exc^.pt on | 
a person in the last staM of consumption, bronchitis, pericarditis, or 
other organic or active disease, who would be curable neither by the 
pills and ointment of H olloway, nor by those of anybody else. We 
protest against a statement tending to recommend the treatment of any 
such disease with those medicines; a species of practice which would 
almost certainly be followed by fatal results. The representation that 
the child’s life was saved by H olloway’s pills and ointment, is, we 
believe, wholly false, even admitting tliere was a particle of truth in the 
ca.se. We must add that the style of the writer is utterly unprofessional, 
and we could almost fancy that this monograph of his upon catarrh was 
one of those puffing paragraphs which certain unprincipled journals, for 
a consideration, allow to be mserted by Quacks.

AN ALARMINe *TATI OF THINGS.

W e see advertised in the morning paper* "  I v i e s ’ YesU.” We 
cannot imagine what a lady wants witli sucli a thing, but this gradual 
invasion of the genllenmu’s attire begins to alarm us. They have already 
stolen our paletots, they now seize upon our vests. Gracious goodness ! 
what will tuey take n ex t!! I ! I

POLITICAL ECONOMY OE THE PARIS PRESS.
Some of the Parisian Journals are exemplifying the practice of 

Political Economy by a new system, which consists of a rigid economy 
with reference to their own political articles. The plan saves a vast 
deal of trouble both to writer and reader; for the former simply re
publishes what he has written before, and the latter is of course spared 
the necessity of reading it.

Consistency in a political writer is a very fine thing, no doubt; but 
wo tliink there are very few subscribers to a newspaper who would go 
on taking it in while the writers merely reprinted their old articles for 
the purpose of showing the durability of their principles. Frequently 
when the cry of “ Copy ” is ringing m our cars, and the printer’s imp 
is waiting below—while we wish him lower still—at such a moment it 
would often be a boon to us to be enabled to say, “ Reprint such and 
such an article which we wrote five years ago, for our sentiments 
renjin  the same as they were.” But. alas! we know full well, that 
Iheyuhlic will not take even from us, “ too much of a good thing;” 
and that it is by providing an interminable succession of good things, 
that we retain our hold upon the hearts, the minds, the affections, the 
feelings—and oh 1 must wc add the threepences!—of the world in 
generm.

We dare not imitate our Parisian contemporaries in the repetition of 
an article, a paragraph, a sentence, or even a line, that has once been 
sent forth ; nor could we hazard even the announcement, that “ in con
sequence of the immense and astounding success of our last new joke, it 
will shorlly be repeated.” So strong and consciemtious are our scruples 
against anything in the shape of restoration in ̂  those pages, which 
some poet has described by happy anticipation, as “ ever sparkling, ever 
new,” that we sometimes grow almost indigna.nl oyer our own aidver- 
tising page, and feel tempted to tear out the “ real gentleman’s head 
of hair ” by the roots, ami issue our external leaf in a bald state, rather 
than allow the “ real gentleman’s head ” to get a permanent footing, j

Arts and llu rd e r.
We are in truth a very domestic people. No sooner is an atrocious 

murder perpetrated, than the w re tii become* an object of the greateat 
social interest. Ills birth, education, early habits, ore all a matter of 
daily import. I t  is a pity that art is not criticised with the same 
minuteness as homicide. Carve a magnificent statue, and our most 
enlightened press will devote the smallest of paragraphs to the triumph; 
cut a throat, and lo 1 there are half-a-dozeu columns!
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AFFECTING-RATHER!

'  /

REPA IRS NEATLY EXECUTED.

I t appears that the French had in view some other less harmless 
restoration than the restoration of the Pope, in their recent pro
ceedings at Rome, for they have been lately caught in the act of 
endeavouring to restore some of the works of art, that contribute 
to the lustre of the Eternal City. I t  is rather hard upon the origi
nators of these immortal specimens of art to be, as it were, chiselled 
out of their still out-standing instalment of renown, by having their 

j best works handed down to future fenerations in such guise— 
’ such egregious guys—as those to whicli they are reduced by the 
j French restoration party. A work of art had need to be immortal 
i indeed, if i t  can outlive the treatment to which the artistic im- 
j provers are in the habit of subject ing all which they lay their hands 
upon. Nihil tetigit quod non tpoliavU, m&y be the motto of any 

I one of these genilemen, for everything added is exactly so much 
I  taken away from the object tampered with.

W e have not heard the precise extent to which the restoration 
mania has been carried; but we can imagine the j ^ l l o  Belvedere 
being changed into the Apollo Bruto-vedere by the French mode of 

! treatment. Perhaps the addition of a beard may have been perpe- 
! trated in a spirit of bald-faced impudence : and the legs may be 
' encased in modem pantaloons, by an impulse of truly clownish 
ignorance. We are sure that our readers will be unable to picture 
for themselves such a desecration of a r t ; and we therefore present 
them with a picture from which we request they will_tura away 
with due horror, when they have once glanced at it.

Perhaps after all, the truth may be, that the French consider 
I they owe the Romans some reparation; but if the debt is to be 
paid by repairing their statues, it would be .better to leave such 

j liabilities wholly without liquidation.

Alfred. “ T kll mb mt own one. I s there antthino else you have to
SAT BEFORE I GO t ”

Emma. “ Yes dearest— D o not—on do not forget to bring the— m — 
TH—B runswick Sausage from F -F -F -F ort— nuh and M ason’s.”

A TEDIOUS SPELL OF IT.

W e cannot be surprised at the serious misunderstanding that has occurred 
on the subject of Hungary, when such a simple thing as “ a few vmrds ” must 
lead to a most serious misunderstanding, inasmuch as not ondftf the few 
words we ever saw can be understood at all, and, indeed, we have seriously 
damaged our dexter superior molar, in an attempt to utter a sentence.

An effort has been made by one of our contemporaries to furnish a key 
to the virtual lock of the jaw under which we labour, when attempting to 
give loose to the Hungarian tongue, but we gather nothing heyond the facts 
that 0  and « are liable to dots, and that the acute accent determines whether 
a vowel is long or short, but with all our acuteness, we cannot make out the 
long and the short of it.

As the fonetic enthusiasts are having a slack time of it in this country, we 
should recommend them going out in a body to Hungary, for the purpose 
of taking a few doses of the Magyar pronunciation, and if they can cram it 
down their throats without cracking their jaws, we shall admit they are 
the very ostriches of pronunciation, and are capable of digesting anything.

The D iscipline of Princes.
T h e  Churl Circular of August 21, chronicles the circumstance that on the 

morning of that day “ H is R o yal  H ig h n e s s  t h e  P r in c e  o p  W a l e s , 
attended by Mb . B ir c h , rode out on horseback.” This announcement 
suggests a congratulatory remark on the progress of Royal education. J a m es  
t h e  F ir s t  in his nonage was horsed and flogged, like any other youthful 
scholar, by his tutor. I t  is pleasing to reflect that the P r in c e  o p  W a l e s ’s 
ride attended by B ir c h  was a bona fide equestrian excursion.

A N o b l e  N ic k n a m e .—For the magnificent speech made by V ic t o r  H ugo  
at the Peace Congress at Paris, Mr. Bunch feels imperatively called upon to 
dub that celebrated writer the V ic t o r  o p  P p.a c e .

THE APOLLO BELTEDERE AS RESTORED BY THE FRENCH.

The School of Ja ck  Ketch.
T he number and atrocity of the murders which have lately 

occurred must have been remarked with horror by everybody. This 
is what might liave been expected from the abolition of death 
punishment, brought about by the mawkish sentimentalists.

Since making the above observations we find that we liave been 
dreaming, and while all these murders are in course of commission, 
there is an execution about every week.

A m e r ic a n  S t r i p e s .— It is the boast of our American cousins 
that lliey flog Creation. 'I'liis is a slight over-statement. They 
ouly flog the black portion of their fellow-creatures.
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PUNCH’S CHEAP EXCUKSION UP AND DOWN 
THE NILE.

The traveller now begins to have the Second Cataract in his eye. 
H e will be pleased doubtlessly to learn that the cliffs on this bank are 
composed of an extremely friable material. We Mver knew ourselves 
that stones were subjected to the same process as liver-and-baeon, but 
we suppose, when taken out of the frying-pan, they make a very good 
stony-batter. O l d  Sa t u b n ,  that tremendous lapidary, must have been 
the inventor of this dish.

The Egyptian towns are very hard to recollect. Their names seem 
to be a happy mixture of the Welsh and Hungarian. If  they had been 
called upon, like the Spanish towns in the time of Don Ca k lo s ,  to 
have pronounced, they must have been completely diimb-founded, for 
it is not so easy to pronounce a name that scarcely has a vowel, or a 
liquid running through it. But probably the Egyptians wisely thought 
as their principal towns were only cemeteries, with a large fioatmg 
population of mummies, that they were best described by mutes ?

A curious race of people these Egyptians must have been! Their 
great end of life was Death. They were no sooner born than they 
thought about dying. The whole nation seemed to live in a sort of 
forcing Pyramid. An Egyptian did not care so much where he lodged 
so long as he knew where he was to be buried. His greatest comfort 
was the idea of being made a nice mummy of. His card was an epitaph. 
H e was walking about with a tombstone continually in his hand. In 
fact, the largeness of the Pyramids is a standing proof, if proof be want
ing, what a set of tremendous undertakers the Egyptians were ! Their 
Present was the Puture. This may partly account for their being so 
much in advance of other nations. To sp e ^  extravagantly, they 
seemed to calculate Time with a death-watch, which they wound up with 
a skeleton-key ! They made themselves in fact so familiar with Death, 
that they invited him to all their feasts, and put him at the head of the 
table at all their weddings, anniversaries, pic-nics, and grand dinners. 
I t  is but right to mention, however, one glorious exception to the above 
rule ! and that is the Egyptian Hall at the Mansion House.

But let us jump from grave to gay. We will have a iete-a-tete with 
the Sphinx—the greatest block head that was ever known. I t  is supposed 
to be a portrait of one of the B a m s e s ,’ but we fancy it is much more like 
the features of K e e l e y , only not quite so stolid. In  any case, K e e l e y  
or P t o l e m y , it is the first portrait that was ever taken in stone. I t  is a 
coloured portrait also, the cheeks being tinged with a fine port wine 
glow. The colouring, we have been told, is done after S t o n e —one of bis 
earliest attempts at lithographing.

I t  is a si range freak to construct a statue to commemorate a riddle, 
and yet not so strange either, when we consider what perfect riddles 
our own statues are 1

A phrenologist has never yet examined the bumps of the Sphinx. 
We recommend that the British Association holds its next sittmg in 
Egypt expressly upon that head. .

If  disappointed with the Sphinx, they might have a Matinee Mtutcale 
with M emnon, and listen to his singing " I  dreamt that I  dwelt in 
Marble llallt. We have been informed there is but one fault in the 
style of M emnon’s singing,—and that is, like many of our singers, he 
sings too much from the head—otherwise when he is in good voice and 
has not a cold, he goes higher than any one else, and his singing would 
undoubtedly fill any national theatre, since it has repeatedly fifled the 
Desert.

We are happy to be able to state in praise of this established singer, 
t ^ t  he has never broken an engagement yet, or refused onoe during 
his long career to sing in his proper time and place, for he has ever held 
himsell above temptation, and would never plead, a “ Sudden Indisposi
tion” when he was invited out to dinner or a lobster supper.

There are many other statues—some that are standing, a few that are 
sitting, whilst s^era l are lying down at full lengtii in the sand or buried 
up to their chins in i t ; and there are temples and pyramids also to 
match. The Kings of Egypt must have been brought up for stone
cutters. The Nile seenis to nm tlrrough a mason’s yard. Everything, 
too, is on such a gigantic scale of measurement, that the mind is obliged 
to look at them flirouph the small end of the opera-glass before it can 
thke Ihcm.in. Oh 1 it the Great Pyramid could, bke CHATEAtniMAND, 
publish its '‘Memoires IfOutretmbe P’

\ But how close it is ! »The painting is so aeciirate that it has 
i  almost copied the stilling almospfiere. Yon can scarcely breathe. And 
; see! what immense volume of smoke is that P Is it one of J a m e s ’s !
I No !  it, is the Simoom—tlie Parcels’ Delivery Company of the hast—so 

you had better come away—unless you wish “ to be left in Egypt till 
called for.”

WORTH ITS WEIGHT IN SILVER.

T he first step has just been taken to place the British coinage on an 
entirely novel ground, and with a view to put it on a fresh foundation, 
the Mint has lately laid down a new Jlo{o)rin,

A CHANCE rOE HIGH-BOEN LADIES.

OME days since, the following 
advertisement appeared in the 
Morning Pott. I t  is evidently 
the burst of a sym ^lhetic heart 
ready to fall in love upon the 
shortest notice, with any lady 
having the advant ages catalogued 
in the offer. Nevertheless, as 
the gentleman, from the intensity 
of his feelings, is now and then 
somewhat obscure. Punch has 
ventured to make certain inter
polations in italic for the benefit 
of the advertiser

G O UNMARRIED LADIES OP 
-L BIRTH.—A Gentleman of ancient 
family, and related and connected [a 
double advantage ; relativee not altoaye 
being conneciione] with both the Peerage 
and the Baronetage of Great Britain, is 
desiroua to MARRY a  Lady of good 
family, lie  has never yet been in love 
with any Lady of his acquaintance [6iU 
hae often been head.over-heele when ta the 
ifpera jn t toith lovely etrangere w  (As 
boxee\ haa travelled and resided for 
years in various continental countries, 
is an ex-military man, sii-and-thirty 
veal’s of age, and, though not handsome 
\having been tattooed in Nero Zealand in 
early infancy^ is by no means repulsive 
either in appearance, habits, or manners, 

lie  is a Komap Catholic (not Irish), bat free from prejudice. The qualities he seeksfor 
in the Lady are, a sweet voice,'an amiable,,loving dispuaition, and the usual accompliah- 
m enta; also silky hair [no wigs oRplosd], good teeth [not pom  the dentiet'e^ a pretty
shaped bust (of any size), beautiful lutnds, arms, feet, and ankles, and to dress h laPran- 
Caise. The age of the Lady is, in his opinion, a point of only secondary importance [uay- 
thhig between sixteen and sixty, i f  toith anMes], and, as to fortune, he haa no pretensions to 
aspire to it, he himself having but a very limited income [nevertheless, nowmanvnlhout 
funds can be treated loitAl. Should these lines come under the notice of a Lady who la 
similarly disposed, she is earnestly entreated by the Gentleman to write to him, aa he 
assures her that she may place implicit reliance in his hononr to keep secret for ever 
ev ciything in the slightest degree connected with the afiair. To facilitate an interview, 
the Gentleman would come to any part of the kingdom [beiny a distinguished bagman, 
and travetUng at the expense o f the firm^ moot convenient to the Lady. Letters to be 
addressed (by post only) to ----- , under cover to ----- , E----- eet, P-----aoe, L----- .

Punch sent the above, duly interpolated, to Ihe printer. In  five 
minutes the “ devil ” came in with the copy; and, as Punch cotiwived, 
with a somewhat contemptuous glance and manner even for a Printer’s 
Diabolus, said,—“ La, S ir! } ou^ll never be gammoned by this. Don’t 
you see i t ’s only a myth—yes. Sir, a myth. The ’vertisement’s from 
no gent, at all, but from Mr. Jenkint, of the Morning Pott, that wants to 
marry Mrs. Gamp, of the Morning llcraldP

“ PORTABLE ” INVENTIONS ?

#V b have all heard of “  Portable Soup,” a small piece of which, no 
bigger than a thimble, was said to be sufficient to lunch lialf a dozen 
Irishmen. You could carry about with you any soup you liked: Mock 
Turtle, the delicate Gravy, the vigorous Ox-tail, the ardent Mulli
gatawny, could all be bad at a moment’s notice, providing you liad such 
a thing about you as a handful of roaU, aud a grate to bum them in 
besides a saucepan to help you to melt your soup, and a soup-plate and 
spoon, with cayenne, salt, oread, and pciijier, to enable you to eat it, when 
melted. All these little disadvantages may have tended to stop the 
career of the “ Portable Soup,” for, though promising, like most new 
inventions, to go a very great way, it  seems completely to liave been 
dropt, like one of M r . C h is h o l m  A k s t e y ’s motions, because uo one 
could be got to carry it.

Now we Irnve “ Portable Milk." A small jar of this solidified mate 
rial we arc told, contains the equivalent of six ^ lo n s  of fluid milk If 
this is true, we shall be buying milk by the yard, or the square inoh We 
shall be astonished in the morning with the cry of Milt La I >>
- a n d  the old pleasantry of requesting tlie aqneous miUmiarto’*‘Rive 
us the milk in one jug and the water m another as we nrefer  ̂
it ourselves,” innst soon become «ploded. Anotlier advantage wiU blf 
the easy plan of testing our new Portable Milk ” when d ^ v «  d u ’ 
rulihmg It slightly against the door-post; and there shoidd n^’ 
to ^ e  any sign of chalk m its composition, not to pay the S S k i S ^

We tlimk the'rago for',“  Portable ” This That n  • ,
lieen already carri J f a r  enough. Didn’t son’ie maniac^prol^^ he ot W  
day a Portable House of Commons f ” Just as i f ' j ' * '

U o te  i S e n t
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Spo,^OF--PVNTc- FrSHYNGE • OFF Kych MONDL. 

M r. P ip s  his D iary .
Wednesday, August 22,1849.-—This Day to Richmond, to go a Fishing 

on the River, which L a k k t n 's do tell me is rare Sport, and with me 
Mr. I t c h in b b o o k e , out of Hampshire, a cunning Angler, who did 
mightily desire to see what this Sport should be. So first we out in a 
Boat below Richmond Bridge, where a Dozen or more of Punts full of 
People a Fishing, and rowed among them to observe the Manner of 
doing it, which is sinking with a Gentle, sitting upon Chairs, and 
smoking Cigars and Pipes of Tobacco, and drinking cold Brandy and 
Water, and did move M e . I t c h e n b r o o k e  to Laughter. We did note 
one young Spark lying at full Length, in a Punt’s End. asleep, and did 
conclude he had had enough of the Fishing, or else of the Brandy and 
Water. Some very silent, and bent on their S ^ r t ,  but others bandying 
Fun and Jokes, and shouting for Joy and Mierriment whenever they 
caught a Fish, which M r . I t c h e n b r o o k e  do say is not the Wont of a 
Sportsman. Among the Fishers I  did note with Wonder one or two 
Damsels; hut M r. W a g s t a jf e  do say it is a common Thing for Ladies 
to fish for Gudgeons. Several of them also quite old Men; but seeming 
as much taken up with their Fishing as Schoolboys, though catching 
Nothing but little Fish not a Span long. So, .satisfied with looking at 
the Sportsmen, we to try the Quality of the Sport ourselves, and did 
hire a Punt, and Fishing Tackle, and a Man to w ide the Punt, and bait 
our Hooks, and did take on board a Stone-Bottle of Half-and-Half 
Beer, to follow the Fa.shion. Pretty to see our Man sound the Depth 
of the River with a Plumb, to resolve whereabouts on our Lines to 
place the Float, and glad to have him to put the Bait on, being Gentles,

which I  was loath to touch. Our Hooks no sooner dropped into the 
Water than Mr. I t c h e n b r o o k e  did pull up a Fish about the Bigness 
of a Sprat, though, but for the Punt Man, he would have thrown it 
in again, saying that he never heard of keeping any Fish under Ilalf-a- 
Pound. and that whilst such small Fry were Killed there would be no 
good Fish in the River. But L ack! to see how my Float did bob uP 
and down, and me jerk at my Line, but generally bring up a Weed. 
Did marvel at the Punt-Man flinging Lumps of Earth and Meal into 
the Water to attract the Fish, which methought would either have 
driven them away or surfeited them, but did not, and the Trick did 
much divert M r . I t c h e n b r o o k e . We did catch Roach and Dace to 
the Number of fifteen, which my Companion did call seven Brace-and-a- 
Half; and I caught the Half: I mean the llalf-Brace. Our Fishing 
did last two Hours, cost 3/., and Gcf. besides for the Beer, but we had 
much Mirth for our Time and Money, though little Fish, and yet more 
Fish than some our Man did show u», saying they had been at it all the 
Day. So to Dinner at the Star and Garter, where a most brave Dinner 
and excellent Wine, and pretty Discourse with M r . I t c h e n b r o o k e  pf 
true Sport in Fishing and the Art of Whipping for Trout with an Imi
tation Fly, made out of coloured Silk T h r^u  and Birds’ Feathers, which 
I do mightily admire, and intend to practise if ever I liave Nothing else 
to do. But methinks 1 could catch more Fish in a Thames Punt, having 
only to drop in my Hook and pull it out again. Our Dinner ended, 
cost me 1/. 9.». Out, went and bought M. worth of Maids of Honour at 
the Pastrycook’s, and did take them Home to my Wife.
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OfBe«,lD Lombard-ttrcct.m  the  Precinct ot WhiteCriart, in the City of London, and publiabed by them at No. Mo Plaet>aCT«et, in the Pariah of St.Bride'a, m the City of Ix>ndun.—SaTuaoax ,8 i riBM aaa L. HW.
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OUR LITTLE BIRD.

THE PAHLUMENT OP PEACE IN PAHIS.

OKD B r o u g h a m  lays it down as his belief, that 
the best way to bind M a r s  over to keep the 
peace, is to be ready to maul the bully M a r s , 
when about to bluster. W ith his Lordship, 
V u l c a n  is your best constable between 
nations. Continuing amity is forged at the 
sword-maker’s ; an mtermmgling of best in
tentions between state and state is fused, and 
flows with the scorehing, blinding metal that, 
directed, forms itself into forty-two pounders. 
Your hardy olive flourishes only in a soil 

of nitre and brimstone, and the lips of assuring peace are the ports 
that show the adamantine teeth of a three-decker. Fifty years ago, 
the fine gentleman was no more to be seen without his sword, than 
a scorpion without its sling. The true gentleman never, but as a 
mark of courtesy, gave the wall: he might need the wall to lay 
his hack to, whilst with his yard of civil steel he made an eyelet- 
hole or so in the body of a rulfling passenger. Very fine gentlemen 
would now and then, in club or cofl'ee-nouse, take one another by the 
throat, and the sword being at hand, a few cliivalrous thrusts were 
made, and one was killed, or one or both were scratched. And yet 
the swords being ready, for such reason the gentlemen should not 
have fought. The very sight of the steel should have counselled peace. 
Both being ready to kill, both should have amicably embraced. We 
take it. such is the theory of the peace-makers who believe that War 
can only go to sleep in a replenished arsenal: that War, to be made
iiobody of, must have some fifty thousand troops and a fleet of the 
line to do ceremony to his insignificance. Kow, we do not see why 
B u l l  and C r a p a u d  may not t ^ e  their swords from their sides, even 
as their children, the descendants of the fine sparks of the Mall and 
Versailles, have put away their daily iron.

L o r d  B r o u g h a m  assures the staring world that he was invited to 
put an olive twig in his button-hole, and make one of the Parliament of 
Peace assembling in the Hall of melodious St. Cecilia. Surely, the men 
of peace could not, in any manner or way, have better shown their 
simple truthfulness than by such invitation. I t  would have been a 
great triumph in the eyes of the nations to show H e n r y  B r o u g h a m  
side by side with H ic iia r d  C o b d e n . The eulogist of the blatant 
brain-sick Pope, and poor sulphureous King of Naples, shaking 
hands with goodman S t u r g e . The hurler of senatorim thunder at 
M a z z in i  and such crass, forloni folk, hob-and-nob with blacksmith 
B u e r i t t . And we shall see this yet.—Another year or so, and when 
P r e s id e n t  B u o n a p a r t e  shall have been turned inside out—when 
every atom of the politic bran shall have been shaken from the re
publican doll, and the rag worked with the N a p o l e o n  name shall 
be a thing to make a leaf of paper for history—miserable history! 
little worthier than cut-purse chronicle — then we may see L o r d  
B r o u g h a m  a n d  V a u x  at the Second Peace Congress of Paris; arrayed 
in robes of illustrative white, an olive branch twiddled ’tween his 
finger and thumb, an olive garland around his brows, and pacific 
words—a rich distillation of milk and honey— flowing and continually 
flowing from his tongue. And this—we feel prophetic in the matter 
—will happen in the reign or regency of King Somebody, or—who 
knows P—in the reign of the People, by the grace of God made Wise 
and Truthful among Themselves P

In the meantime what a simple farce is this Peace Congress! What 
mild, serene foolery, philosophers of tbe stithy and the counter, sages 
of calico and cotton-balls, meeting together and mumbling of peace, 
and at the time the cannon belch contemptuous of the prattle ! Soft, 
drab-endued dreamers, who would dye red-coated war in their own 
dismal tint, and make alike buttonless and swordless the brass-and-iron 
soldier—dull-minded men, who do not behold in regimental feathers 
the plumes of paradise; and with sacrilegious foot would kick a mortal 
hole in tlie glorifying parchment of the muttering drum. “ Poor souls I 
Their insanity is harmless”—says F r o n t d e b ik u p  of the Horse Guards 
—“ nevertheless, they should be put down. Asses, sir, revolutionists 
and scoundrels—tradesmen, spinners, and all that. I  wouldn’t hurt a 
hair of their heads, poor idiots! nevertheless, 1 ’d shoot ’em all—for a 
proper example—sboot every one of ’em.”

I t  is such high, gusty, smothery words that the Peace Congress 
has brought down upon itself. The peace makers of St. Cecilia’s Hall 
have been laughed a t ; in a small way—threatened; and then dismissed 
with a shout of contempt. They are hamdess madmen—say the more 
charitable—who would arm dragoons with cuirasses of straw : so let 
them labour at their insane work, the while their moon is at the full. 
And mad they would be, past the hopeless lunacy of Bedlam, did they 
expect, with the fullness of success, to preach peace to all men. But 
they have begun the sermon—this is something. They would make an 
assent to the creed of peace the test of civilization. They must begin

somewhere. Hopeless they know it would be to preach peace in Russia. 
The mission as yet would be a dreary jest in St. Petersburgh. What 
then?

" The circle •widens as the world spins round.”

France and England, with hand grasped in hand, are teachers that 
the world must listen to. Hosts may ground arms at such a spectacle. 
The silent might of such mutual amity, the assurance of the true 
dignity of Christian men as taught by the Martyr of Peace—defies 
the roar of parks of artillery. England and France hand in hand 
may awe the world to peace. Their friendship is mightier than their 
armies. Let the preachers of peace secure France, and they may 
then give a turn to the globe and go on. A.s yet, we confess, Austria 
inust cleanse her human slaughter-house with many sweetening lustra
tions, ere she can receive a Congress of Peace. And we have no hope 
that men made of the red mud that forms a H a y n a u—the accursed 
ruffian, upon whom the contempt of good men hangs like a garment— 
can be brought to the Peace School, and made for good and aye to wash 
their hands of carnage. If J o s e p h  S t u r g e , visiting wild beasts, can 
read the tigers and hyainas from their evening meal—make them, with 
a peace homily, crouch and listen, their garbage left untouched—then 
may the Peace Congress hope to tame into human meekness, to convert 
to Christianity, the race of bloodshedders that yet defile the world 
for the curse of human kind, and blasphemously sing Te Deum— 
praising G od , when they do worst murder upon G od’s creatures.

Any way, the cause of peace has been reverently preached, and reve
rently listened to, in the warlike city of Paris. W ithin a walk of the 
tomb of the great peace-breaker—who turned kingdoms into graves, and 
whose miserable purple was dyed in the heart’s blood of human freedom 
— even there peace has been worshipped. With aU the glory that, in tbe 
ignorance of his abused nature, man associates with human destruction 
—with all the splendour that reeks from a battle-field—(“ G o d  the first 
garden made,” and the first battle-field the Devil)—with all the historic 
pomp and fame besetting the tomh of N a p o l e o n , the deified soldier is 
nut a ruffian of enormous misdiief,—tested by the great Spirit of Peace, 
the Spirit that sublimated the looks of its first Preacher—the Spirit that 
said, love one another,—the spirit that, under the cannon that engirdle 
Pans, preaches peace and goodwill to ail men. N a po l eo n  in his violet 
robe—beset with golden bees—̂ the bees, that, as in the lion of the olden 
day, swarmed in carcases—N a p o l eo n ,  with his Pope-blessed crown 
clipping his homicidal brain, is, after all, a portentous, glistering e v il -  
contrasted with our Quaker friend who, risen in t ^  Hall of St. Cecilia, 
condemns aggressive war as an abomination—a nuisance that it behoves 
man, in this season of his soul’s progress, with all his heart and all his 
mind, to denounce and renounce, as unchristian, vile, and brutifying. 
The drab against the purple; and, in our small thoughts, the drab, so 
preacliing, carries it.

And the Members of the Peace Parliament—most simficant visit I 
—were taken to the Palace of Versailles—that huge, golden den of self- 
deified ignorance. Tliis was a slight even upon the poor, thin shade of 
the Fourteenth Louis. Was it permitted to the abused sliadow to 
know it?  And his mistresses—the soft delicate things that put such 
a bloom upon vice, as though the sweet guilt would last for ever, 
defying grave-dust—where were they, their ancient sin-cursed home 
invaded by Quaker women, female Friends?

However, Louis t h e  F o u r t e e n t h  mav be said to have presided at 
the playing of the waters—played especially for the delectation of the 
Ambassadors of Peace. Waters! Are they watersP N o; we look at 
them, our imagination bleared with the thought of the cost of Ver- 
sailles-its cost of human liamiiness-and they are not waters, they are 
blood—streams and jets of blood flowing from the outraged heart of 
France.

'I’lie thought is past, and again the waters play—play to the pleased 
eyes of English, American, and French. May tjieir brightness and 
purity symbolize the spirit tiiat shall live among the nations!

A L ittle B ird .

Not a  Bad Judge.
A C a t t a in  writes from California;—

“ The other day I had a Judge on boanl, who seld ho went to Oregon, appointed to 
that othce by the United States, hut that the inducement to come here in search of gold 
waa ao great that he gave up his appointment without leave or licence, and came to 
tho diggings.”

We have a high notion of this Yankee. Depend upon it, he had 
heard the Gold condemned, and thinking it in his heart “ pure,” he 
went out of his way purposely, as a good Judge, to give it a fair trial.

CNE TtsUVIENNE.
A n  Irishman, after expatiating very warmly upon the temper and 

beauty of L ola  M o n t e s , was asked if she didn’t smoke P “ “ 'ri 
she does,” he exclaimed; “ and so does every volcano—perhaps you ’ll 
show me (Ae lovely crater that doetn’t moke ? "

VOL. XVII.
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the NURSEMAID’S FRIEND.

SciETJCB has given us the baby-jutnpr, by which we are enabled to carry out the common exclamation 
of “ Hang those noisy children” without an act of infMticide, by suspending our youngsters in the 
a ir; and perhaps allowing them to have their full swing, without getting into mischief; but flie apparatus 
for the nursery will not be complete until we have something in the shape of coops for our pretty  little 
chickens, when they are “ out with nurse,”  and she happens to have something better—or worse—to 
do than to look after them.

How often, in a most interesting part of a novel, or in the midst of a love passage of real life, in which 
the nurse is herself the heroine, how offen, alas! is she not liable to be disturbed by the howl of a brat, 
with a cow’s horn in his eye, a dog’s teeth in his heels, or in some other awkward dilemma, which 
could not have arisen had the domestic Child-coop been an article of common use in the Metropolitan 
parks, or on the sands at the sea-side ?

There is something very beautiful in the comparison of helpless infancy to a brood of young 
chickens, with its attendant imagery of “ mother’s wing,” and all that sort of tiling, but the allegory 
would be rendered much more complete by the application of the hen-coop to domestic purposes. We 
intend buying one for our own stud of piceoli —which means little pickles—and we hope to see all 
heads of families taking it into their heads to follow our example.

TO PERSONS FOND OF RESE.

“ It is estimated,” says the 'Picayune, 
“ that only one-third of the gold col
lected in California is actually exported, 
the remaining two-thirds being re
tained, as a rest.”

What this rest is may be rathered 
from the following extract o f  a letter 
in the Morning Ciuronicle;—

“ W e hear every now and then of one man 
shooting another. Every man, even in the 
towns, is armed with pistols and knife. At the 
mines the Indians are shot down without 
compunction, and I believe every enormity 
committed that can be imagined. Madmen go 
about the towns a t large till they destroy them
selves.”

When we heard that the persons 
who went to California were “ mad 
for gold,”  we little thought it was so 
literally. I t  seems likely that the gold 
diggers will enjoy their “ res t” in a 
Lunatic Asylum. Their rew coins 
have the inscription, “ Californian Gold 
without Alloy.” If is a pity they 
cannot say as much of I heir happiness!

Bettex L a te  th a n  N evei.

I t appears that E ajil N e l s o n —  
blushing from head to  foot a t the 
recollection of the  conduct of bis 
^ t a r d l y  ancestor, the nlurality hunt
ing parson who fawnea on his bro
ther’s mistress, whilst the lion-hearted 
N e is o n  lived, and scat upon her 
when he had th ru st ids he^d into 
that N e l s o n ’s coronet, — it appears 
that the present Earl is about to 
raise a monument to the memory 
of the outraged L ady H a m il to n . 
I t  is to  bear her name, with t o  
inscription—*'H e that is without M  
among you, let him first cast a stone 
a t her.’’

OH 1 REST THEE, MT DARLINGS.
An enormous bed of oysters, between thirty and forty miles long, has 

recently been discovered between the coasts of France and England. 
Such a bed as this throws Ihe great bed of Ware completely into the 
shade, and we have no doubt the bed will be awfully tumbled by the 
fishermen on both sides of the Channel pouncing down upon it. I t  is 
strange that the oysters should have remained so long undiscovered, but 
as they made their bed, so they probably thought they would lie without 
being disturbed; for the bed—like the oyster who first found it out— 
was rather a downy one.

We trust that tliere will be no jealousy on the subject between the 
French and English fishermen, for we should be sorry to see the place 
converted into what the song calls a “ gory bed,” by a contest for its 
possession. Rather than that any dispute should arise, it would be 
better for one country or the other to take out letters of naturalisation, 
to settle the question which is to regard the newly-discovered oysters 
as Natives, and which is to look on them in the light of aliens. Bi---- -------- ----------------  ,-jV the
oia uomnion i,aw, a coroner cad sit upon a mast found in the middle of 
the sea, but whether an action would lie upon an oyster bed, we are not 
prepared to say, without reference to the authorities,

We Live in  S tirring  Times.
A m o n g st  the curious names of the Russian, Austrian, and Hunga

rian officers we see there is a general of the name of S e d l it z . We no 
longer wonder at the effervescence on the Continent, when there was 
always a S e d l it z  “ up and stirring ” amongst them. We can imagine 
S e d l it z , when properly stirred, flj ing in  the face of anything, and yet 

! —such his delicious coolness I—that ne was ever welcome in the heat 
■ of action. By the bye, we are rather anxious to know how S e d l it z  
I managed to keep his Powder dry ?

A PR IZE SERVANT OF ALL-WORK.

W e take the liberty of introducing to the notice of Farmers the 
following valuable servant. I t  requires no clothing, no wages, no beer 
in harvest, no medicine in case of sickness, no blankets in winter, no 
workhouse when it gets old, no funeral when it dies. All it requires is 
just a few coals to keep it w arm.

The servant in question was exhibited at the Dublin AgriculturJ 
Show, and conrinued to work for hours without once stopping. This 
is the description of what it can do in a general way:—

“ It was a ^ lia b le  stcam-tingino on wheols, of fivo-horKc power, capable of being 
attached to the gear of any farming machine In harveat, for thn-Khlng in winter, for 
pumping and draining, for cutting fodder of all kinds, for grinding coni, for hrulNlng
grain or beans for cattle, for chopping atraw, f«>r working a n w of churns hi a large 
dairy; in aliort, a small servant of all-work.”

The farce of rewarding, at Agricultural Shows, sfrvants who have 
passed a lifetime in their mnsteps service, will now be done away wilh. 
The munificent sum of £3 will no longer bo given to a man for 53 
years’ hard labour. I t  will be transferred to a steam-engine—only the 
great question is, where will our landlords get a steam-engine to work 
half so long ? Flesh, after all, is cheaper than iron. I t is a great pity 
the above machine could not have been made to last longer than a 
labourer, and then, with a little spouting at Protectionist Meetinw, 
it would have been perfect!—(juite a prize Servant of all-work at the 
niere price of coals!

“ STOT U EIll
Some organs have no stops, like the Italian Organs, that will go on 

for hours without a stop ; and then again, there is the celebrated Organ 
of Speech in woman, which is acknowledged to be the greatest organ 
in the world, and which lias been going on now for ages without the 
sligh*est stop.
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[HORRIBLE CASE OF DOGICIDE.
E were informed 
the neighbour
hood of the Isle of 
Dogs was thrown 
into a state of con
siderable excite
ment yesterday 
afternoon, at a- 
bout 22 minutes 
past 3, by a report 

j  relative to that 
#  distinguished or

nament to his spe
cies (the canine), 
familiarly known 
as the Fireman’s 
dog Billy, who it 
was said had come 
by his death—or 
rather, that death 
had come by and

overtaken liim—m a very ureadful manner. Our reporter immediately 
made for the spot, but, being unable to ascertain what spot he ought 
to make for, he put himself in communication immediately with all the 
principal dog-fanciers, which enabled him to get at more fancies than 
facts; and we therefore sent another reporter in another direction, for 
the purpose of ascertaining other particulars.

{From our own reporter.]
I t  is too true that the celebraied fire-dog, Billy, who held a commis

sion in the fire-brigade, has just breathed his last under the most 
distressing circumstances; namely, under the wheel of an engine 
which was proceeding to a fire at Islington. Billy was seen in his 
usual health and spirit s on Monday last, proceeding in the direction of 
Clare M arket where he was observed to look rather snappishly at the 
chump end of a neck of mutton, and having made a dart at it, he pro
ceeded at a neck-or-nothing pace towards Fleet Street. In  the course 
of the same afternoon he was seen taking a social draught from the 
waterman’s bucket at Charing Cross, in company with a retired sheep
dog of respectable connect ions, who lives upon his own resources near 
Ijeicester Square, and amuses himself with the sport of hunting, which 
is so much facilitated by the abundance of cats in the neighbourhood. 
Our reporter, suspecting all was not right, followed Billv in the direc
tion of St. Paul’s Church Yard, and left him with his bead between 
some iron railings in Watling Street, which is well known to be the 
street where the head-qiiarters of the fire-brigade are situated. Before 
proceeding further witli this melancholy account, we think we shall 
oe ministering to the natural and wholesome curiosity of the public, 
by giving a few particulars of the

ANTECEDENTS OF BILLY.
The fire-dog Billy was one of a respectable batch of seven puppies, 

six of whom met a soap-suddy grave or sud-den death in an adjacent 
slop-pail, at Islington. At the proper period he underwe^ the cere
mony of being “ wormed,” hut as he was always tolerably quiet with 
his tongue, it was rather difficult for anything to be wormed out of him. 
He bad not by any nieaiis attained the maturity of doghood when he 
lost his tail by an accident, but his tail being gone there was nothing left 
to tell its own story, and our information on this head—by which we 
mean, that tail—is not to be relied upon. He first entered into public 
life as an attendant on a cat’s-meat-barrow, where his integrity was 
such that nothing ever passed his lips to the sacrifice of his master’s 
interests.

The temptation of a pound of dog’s-meat down, and a prospect of the 
same salary per diem by way of diet, attracted "our hero”  to the 
fire-station, where he soon became as stationary as the place itself, and 
he shortly began to join the fire-men in their attendance at the numerous 
oonflagrations in and near the metropolis. Such was his seal in the 
sbrvice that while the man on duty has been frying a steak, of which 
Billy always got a mouthful, the enthusiastic dog has been known to 
leave the frying-pan and run into the fire when an alarm has been given. 
His invigorating bark acted like a tonic upon the men while out on 
duty, and Billy’s death will leave a vacuum which their good-nature 
will abhor as thoroughly as nature itself abhors an ordinary vacuum.

[Later Tarticulars!\
Our reporter, though so much excit ed as to be unable to collect himself, 

has succeeded in collecting the following facts that may—or may not 
—be relied upon. The dog Billy had gone out as usual for the purpose 
of taking an airing at a lire at Islington, when just as he got opposite 
the AngeL some fiend, or inhuman monster, iu the shape of a horse, 
seeing Billy’s mouth open, ferociously put his foot in it. Turning up

his eyes, the poor creature gave a most significant look at the window 
of a glove-shop, in which was lying a placard inscribed with the words 
" Superior town-made dog,”  which might have been applied to him as 
an epitaph. The horse immediately ran away, hut whether from the 
pursuit of justice or not it is difficult to ascertain, and had he broken 
from his luu-ness all traces of him might have been lost, though, as he 
was already collared, escape would have been impossible. {

[Further further, and later latest Particulars^ j
The horse, charged with the death of Billy, remains at the station in 

Watling Street, where he has undergone a preliminary examination on 
the subject, but he either remains mute or says “ neigh ” to everything. 
The horse was formerly in the employ of a celebrated coal firm, where 
he took a leading part, but he was got rid of as being much too fast in 
his goings on for the jog-trot way of life in whicli his services were 
requiied. He then joined the fire-brigade, but he was never much 
liked by the men, who considered him rather weak in the understand
ing. and were continually expecting his fall in one way or the other.

The resident dog-ship at the Watling Street Station becotnes empty 
by the death of Billy, but it is impossible at this early period to say 
who Will have the vacant collar. >

In ^cordance with the prevailing custom of our illustrated contem
poraries, we have dispatched a draftsman to the residence of the late 
dog, with instructions to furnish us with a sketch of the now desolate 
kennel. The object will not be very picturesque, but everything con
nected with the late calamity will possess an interest for an enlightened 
British public—if we are to judge by the sort of pictorial fare that is 
presented to them bjr those whose interest it is to meet the views of 
their patrons with views furnished by their artists. ,

A LIGHT OF THE CHURCH.

O n c e  upon a time there was celebrated a goodly auio-dafe in the 
most catholic city of Seville. A man was burned at the s;ake: charred 
by the fires of the church. “  Dearly beloved friends ”—said the Grand 
Inquisitor, pointing out to the faithful the shapeless stuff that was once 
a human being—“ most pious people, I  sorely grieve that out of the 
very tenderness of my conscience—my love for our bumf-up brother 
(you heard how he yelled in the flames!) I  have been compclied to do 
tb is; but the sad, the afflicting truth is this—I found him of an obtuse 
intellect, of a lethargic temperament, and of a moral sense exceedingly 
debased. And so—so I had liiui burnt to a cinder.”

The R e v e r e n d  M r . C h a p m a n , late chaplain of Coventry Gaol, 
scorches the hand of M a r t  Ba l l—(sentenced to die, and since executedj 
—blisters the convict’s flesh over a candle; and for the like reason 
ascribed by the Inquisitor—M ary  B a l l  was “ of an obtuse intellect, 
of a lethargic temperament, and of a moral sense exceedingly debased.” 

The Pope has re-established the Inquisition at Home. Of course, as 
a Protestant, M r . C h a p m a n  cannot become an active officer of the 
Iriatitution. We trust, however, that Pius will find the Coventry Chap
lain some honorary distinction. Such candle-light ought not to be 
hidden under a bushel.

A W ONDERFUL ASS.

S a m u e l  P e p y s , the illustrious ancestor of Punch’s own P ip s , immor
talises the genius of a Bartlemy Fair horse that, directed by his masti:r, 
would discover from amongst a crowd the veritable gentleman who best 
loved a comely wench. 'There is a more womlerlul animal than this 
horse, at. the present moment in P a ris  ■, namely, an ass, the property of 
an English firm. Tlie ass -how it achieves tlie act we know not—has 
the power of writing; and it is only a few days ago that it penned the 
following. I t  duly appeared in the Morning Post.—

“ ITio Heteo Oonffrem has more r.rowdetl than ever this afternoon, and Stockport 
Knd Manchester showed in mighty force. They who profesu the cned o/(he 
Mu. Tawilll showed also iu mighty numbors.”

An extraordinary brute that could have written this ; and yet we learn 
there is nothing in its usual manner and habits that distinguishes it 
from the common jackass; save that it can hold a pen between its fore 
feet, prefers beef to hay, potatoes to tliistles, and goes to rest without 
its shoes. __

Lateat News from  Faria.
I f  L o u is -N a p o l e o n  continues his crusale against the Press, w e 

may shortly expect, to see in the English papers a paragraph like the i 
following, under the head of “ F o e k io n  I n t b l l ik e .v c e .”  !

"  As ail UiH Eiiitora an*, iinprlaniw^d, and erary  newapapar aunfiamtod, wa r**iU*l ^  
rannot mako our usual extracts from the Frenoh preaa, aa not a  alugla newspaper , 
published In Paris this morning."

F  PIUS T IIK  N INTH docs not imn.cdi” cly reiuni_A AVS>r A A * a a  A a a A x a a a  UVVS I l U t  J l i n a . * - ----  w a A i n
Romans, a Government order w ill Immediately be sent to a  la'»

“ Mr. Macrraot's Rope.”
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SEA-SIDE LITERATURE FOR YOUNG LADIES ; OR DELIGHTS OF CROCHET.

l i n t  Young Lady (reads). “ lOru R ow —3 l o n g  w it h  3 c ii.i iN  a f t h k  kach  in t o  t i i i u d  s m a l l  s p a c e , 1 l ong  in t o  s a m e  s p a c e , 
5 LONG WITH 3 CHAIN AFTER EACH INTO MIDDLE SPACE, 1 LONG INTO SAME SPACE, 3 LONG WITH 3 CHAIN AFTER EACH INTO NEXT 
SPACE, 1 LONG IN SAME SPACE, 5 CHAIN, DITTO IN MIDDLE OP LARGE SPACE, 5 CHAIN, REPEAT.”

Second and Third Young Ladies (in ecsiacies). “  O il ! now s w e e t l y  p r e t t y  ! ! !  ”

THE POISON SHOP.
Scene.— The Shop of Mr . U pas, Chemist and Druggist. Bottles, his 

Assistant, behind the counter.
Enter W idow W oman, with infant in arms, seemingly in great distress. 

Widow (much agitated). Threepenn’orth of Laudanum, please. Sir. 
Bottles. Laudanum, Ma’am; yes. Ma’am—Sixpenn’ortn, 1 think you 

said, Ma’am.
Widow (sighing). Threepenn’orth. Threepence is all I  have in the 

world!
Bottles. Sorry for it. Ma’am. (Serves her.) [Exit W idow frantically.

Enter ragged L ittle Girl, and several other persons of squalid, wretched, 
and sinister appearance.

Bottles. Now then, little girl, w hat’s for you ?
Qirl. Mother says, please will you let her have as much Arsenic as 

you can for twopence-halfpenny, to kill rats.
Bottles. Eats !—eh 1 Father belong to a burial club ?
Girl. Yes, Sir, please. Sir.
Bottles. So I  thought. (Delivers the Arsenic.) [Exit L ittle Girl 

Now, Sir, what can I  do for you P (To a Stranger with his face 
muffled, and his hat over his eyes.)

Stranger. Thank 'e e ; I  ’ll wait.
B ottles (to several Customers). You for Arsenic ?—you P—you P—all of 

you Arsenic. Six Arsenics. And you P—o h ! one Corrosive Sublimate. 
(Serves them out packets ready made up.) [Exeunt w ith  the poison.

Stranger (having watched them a ll out). I  want some of the strongest 
poison you have got.

Bottles. Well, Sir, I  think Prussic Acid will suit you better than any. 
Stranger. That smelh), don’t it P

Bottles. Why yes. Sir. Probably Strychnine would answer your 
purpose P

Stranger. Is  that pretty stiiEsh ?
Bottles (smiling). O h ! yes. Sir. 1 should be sorry to take two 

grains of it.’
Stranger. L e t’s have half-an-ounce.
Bottles. Half-an-ounce, SirP (Weighs it out.) What is the next 

article. Sir P
Stranger. Nothing.
Buttles. Allow me to tempt you with a little Belladonna; very 

killing. Sir. I  assure you. Or would you try our Digitalis ? 1 could 
recommena our Colchicum, Sir.

Stranger. No, n o !
Bottles. Or anything in the Vifriol way. Sir?
Stranger (with an oath). No, I tell you. The Strycluiine will do tlie 

job. Hand it over, will you, and make haste.
Bottles. Directly, Sir. (Yolis and presents the packet.) Thank you. Sir. 

(Takes the money and sweeps it into the Till. Exit Stranger.) Ha ! » 
pretty good morning’s w ork;—and if the undertakers don’t get a job 
or two out of it—and perhaps J ack K etch too—1 shall be astonished 
rayther. ___ [Exit.

Louis N apoleon to  N icholas, Greeting.
P resident L ouis-Napoleon, the incania‘ion of French liberty of 

1849, has sent an autograph letter of congratulation to the Emperor 
OP R ussia on the subjugation of Hungary ! When the President is 
turned out of his chair, we hope he will nevertheless enjoy a state 
cflice. Bunch  proposes that the magnanimous nincompoop be appointed 
to the Jardin des Plants. I t  is plain that somebody must every day 
carry garbage to the bears; and who can better do such office than the 
lacquey who licks the boots of N icholas P

    
 



FATAL FACILITY; OR, POISONS FOR THE ASKING.
C h ild .  “  P lease M ister , w ill you re so good as to fill  th is  dottle again w ith  L odncm, and let Mother have 

another pound and a half of A rsenic  for  the R ats (!)

D u ly  Qualified Chemist. “  Certainly , M a’am. I s th ere  any other article ? ”
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L O U IS  P H I L I P P E  A N D  L O U IS  N A P O L E O N .

AN ODE TO THE FOKMEK.

E x-Monarch of the Gallic race,
Poor dear old Sovereign out of place,
With me you once were in disgrace ;

I  used to scold you;
In  reconcilement’s fond embrace 

Now let me fold you!
You were a little sly, indeed.
Inclined to avaricious greed,
Preferr’d the interest of your breed 

Before your ra tio n ;
And sought its welfare with less heed 

Than their dotation.
True, with your subjects faith you broke.
And your vexatious galling yoke 
Their patience did at length provoke 

To send you packmg;
Your dynasty dissolv’d in smoke.

Your whiskers lacking.
Bui^ as to jet is driven snow.
As is the swan unto the crow,
L ouis P h iu epe , are you e’en so 

To yo\ir successor:
Beside the P resident you show 

A mild transgressor.
France has not you, old boy, to blame.
For tarnish’d arms and blacken’d fame.
Of that eternal scorn and shame 

As the occasion.
Which he has brought upon her name 

By Rome’s invasion.
See her with Priestcraft’s powere allied.
And ranged upon the despot’s side!
You ne’er your country stultified 

In such a manner.
Causing all nations to deride 

Her sullied banner.
Although you bore wit h rigid stress 
On public speaking and the Press,
Discussion you restricted less

Than this mere ninny.
The author of his country’s mess 

Of ignominy.
Who now rejoicing with the Czar,
Victorious in tyrannic war 
Against the rights of the Magyar,

In  freedom’s ruin—
Yokes France and Frenchmen to the car 

Of rampant B ruin!

THE PASSPORT SYSTEM COME TO A PRETTY PASS.
A V ictim  who writes to the Times, under the signature of "A  Poor 

Tourist,”  complains of having to pay an enormous number of Pauls to 
our own Consuls at Rome, Civita V^ecchia, Genoa, and Leghorn, for a 
vise io an English passport. We may boast of exempting foreigners 
from this tax at home, but wo take it out of our own countrymen pretty 
freelv abroad, and no Englishman at Rome ean have his passport 
vised without paying five Paula to M r. F reeborn , who must surely 
blush at his own name when he receives this sum from a free-bom 
Briton. How a poor Tourist can manage to pay the exaction we don’t 
know' for though it is sometimes the practise to borrow of P eter  to 
pay P aul, it is very unlikely that m a city ruled over by the alleged 
successor of P eter  it would be possible to borrow sulRoicnt to pay 
five Pauls to any one.

While we are taking credit at home for our freedom from the pass
port nuisance, and iis attendant impositions, we ought not to go on 
incurring the disgTMe of such exactions as are made upon our fellow 
countrymen in foreign parts by the subordinate representatives of our 
Government. ______

FRENCH LYING IN ROME.

The Piedm ontese Qatette says
“ I t  appeftTs that tho Fn^nch anticipate a long reaidciice in Romo, aa on the I7th an 

ordor wan givon for U,uuu bodd for their uho."
Every sort of bed, no doubt; save and except a lied of roses and a bed 

of glory.

T H E  R O M A N C E  O E  T H E  S E W E R S .

HERE are streams—nay, rivers of 
gold—of gold and poison, flowing 
under London. At present, so 
careless of wealth is our unso
phisticated generation, we take no 
account of the treasure, in our 
heedlessness of the alloy. I f  the 
Chancellor op the E xchequer 
could be awakened to a sense of 
the value of the sewers, he would 
smilingly rub his hands over every 
drain, as a source of a tributary 
Pactolus. As it is, we poison the 
Thames with much which, touched 
by the wand of science, would 
fatten and rejoice our fields.

M r . D over has approached the Metropolitan Commissioners of 
Sewers with a glorious plan. D over—if his plan be a truth—is the 
sewt^e M idas, without M idas’s ears. He stirs the abomination that, 
pouring from twelve Westminster sewers, defiles the Thames; stirs it 
with his pen, and it becomes gold—hard gold. Out of only twelve sewers, 
if D over be a true man, he will produce m income-tax £200,(XX) per ann. 
We ask Sir  Charles W ood,— is D over a man to  be neglected?

I t  is now an allowed truth that the Thames is defiled into a foul 
ditch. Flowing through the city and Westminster, it wafts killing 
miasma on either side of its banks. What in tbe good old limes was 
clear lymph, is now mortal liquid, in which only the skeletons of 
departed sturgeon, the mere bones of plaice, are buoyant. This shows 
what a Dead Sea, or rather a Defunct River, we dwell upo#-

And what does M r . D over propose as a remedy ? This. A tank 
at the exit of every sewer to receive the sewage; w'hereupon, the 
genius of science will disinfect the contents, and precipitate them 
into pure guano. The disinfected supernatant water is also available, 
says M r. Dover, as an enormous purifying agent. Westminster 
alone would yield guano that would fertilise 300,(XX) acres, blessing 
them with a double crop. W’e pdy £2,000,000 annually, for foreign 
fertilisers; the while, we suffer the like amount of money (in mud and 
muck) to poison the stomach.

Guano makes enormous turnips—turnips feed into flesh and beauty 
enormous cattle. Contemplative reader, pause, and then weep to think, 
—how many million quarters of grain—how many thousand carl-loads 
of turnips—how many drove of oxen—how many flocks of sheep are— 
under a different arrangement of particles—yearly disembogued mto the 
Thames! _  __

A REAL BLESSING TO ANYBODY.
E very class of society comes in occasionally for its appropriate 

blessing. The mothers have had their Soothing Syrup; the shavers 
their Plantagenet Razor; and in fact the advertisements of every day 
present to our notice a real blessing to somebody: but an announce
ment which we cut out a little time ago, and w hicn of itself cuts out 
anything of the kind we ever beheld, comprises in itself a sort of 
blessing of the most extensive application. We give the adverlisement 
entire, to allow the advertiser to speak for himself; though we are 
conscious our doing so will impart a weakness to anything we may 
afterwards say for h im :—

M KDICAL.— Amiahlc C o u n try  Practitioiien.— Any gentleman with dio 
abore qnaliftcation w anting an aa A SSISTA N T , m ay be Immediately

supplied by communicating witli the advortiHor thruugh M r.-------- . Age 27, genU ^
m anly, of go<»dly ataturo, pleasing address, Hwei t̂ dlspositinn, patien t of control, 
unyield ing  perBoveranco, wakuAU to a fault, and last, not le-ast, looks upon large salaries 
as a  Biuure.

This short paragraph runs oyer not merely with the milk, but with 
the actual cream of liuiuan kindness; and tmplifs a state of things 
almost Utopian, in which an “ amiable country practitioner,” and a 
mcdicid student of “ sweet disposition,” are supposed to form the 
ingredients. The expression “ wakeful to a fault” is intended of course 
to imply a tympanum tminfully sensitive to the faintest vibration of the 
wire of the nigbtbell; but we do not see how wakefulness can be carried 
to a fault, unless it includes a propensity to jump up in the middle of the 
night, and walk about t he house in the peculiar “ costume of the period.” 

W e greatly admire the extreme delicacy of the concluding qualifica
tion of the amiable advertiser, who “ looks upon large salaries as a 
snare,” though we are pretty sure that such traps are not generally laid 
for medical assistants, and at all events we never heard of one being 
caught in such a piece of golden netting. Wealth is proverbially a 
snare; but he must be sensitive indeed, who believes that the highest 
salary ever yet offered to an assistant by the most “ amiable" of 
“ country practitioners,” can have about it any of the dangers that 
attach to the possession of riches. We suspect the amiability of *he a<L 
vertiser amounts to a softness that is rare indeed in the ejass Io which 
he belongs, and which makes him really worth his weight in magnesia.
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DOMESTIC BLISS.

Gentleman {in Shower Bath). “ H o l l o ! H o l l o ! W u o ’s i h e e e . 
W hat t h e  d edce  do you w a n t I ”

A fa id . “  I f  yoo please .  S ir , h e r e ’s t h e  B u tcher , and  M issus says
WHAT WILL you HATE FOR DINNER TO-DAY.”

WHAT MR. JONES SAW AT PARIS.
\Fr<m the Own Corretpmdent o f the Putney Patriot.

I  HAVE often heard the Ocean denominated a treacherous element, 
and so it proved yesterday to b e ; for though its azure surface appeared 
at first sight, and m  we sailed out of Folkestone Harbour, to be as calm 
as our own beautiful Thames by the shores of my native village of 
Putney, yet I  can tell you the calm was only on the surface, and the in
terior of the ocean must have been agitated in a tremendous manner, for it 
was all I  could do to keep myself from being ill. Like that ocean, 
however, I  kept my countenance smiling and tranquil, whatever may 
have been the commotions raging within my interior. There were 
Frenchmen on board, who were convulsing themselves about the deck 
and oyer the sides of the vessel in the most undisguised way; says I, 
“ I t  will not do to expose myself before them ; I  am an inhabitant of 
Britannia, and as such, I  naturally rule the waves.” But in spite of all 
my efforts to keep down my feelings, I  own to you. Sir, it would have 
been all over with me had our gallant bark been ten minutes longer in 
making the harbour of Boulogne.

The state of my feelings prevented me from judging of the appearance 
of the town and coast as we neared it. There was a large pillar upon a 
height, on the top of which column, as I  have read in history, N apoleon 
used to sit for weeks and weeks with a telescope looking at England, 
the home of the brave and free, and desiring that he might possess i t : 
there were two square forts on either side: there was the pier rushing 
out into the ocean wave : there were houses with green shutters and 
inscriptions in the French language and in our own tongue with which 
I  am familiar: there were bathing machines toiling down the level 
sands until they reached ocean’s brine, where I  could see dim figures 
in dark dresses flopping up and down in the water— all these I

saw but indistinctly, owing to the agitation produced on my mind and 
health by a passage at sea undertaken for the first time. At length our 
vessel touched the quay, a rope was flung up by one of our mariners to 
one of the bawling and bustling natives of the French coast who 
crowded the shore; we were lashed to a French post, and in five 
minutes more I  stood upon continental soil. How my heart turned to 
Putney then, and I  thought of the beloved beings I  had left behind, 
both there and at Wandsworth !

Between two lines of ropes, me and the other passengers marched 
with a resolute step, giving glance for glance to the crowds of foreigners 
on either side of the ropes which hemmed us in. There were guards, 
there were officers of the Customs, there were men in the rough garb 
and red night-caps of the children of the wave, there were those who 
called put in the language of our own dear native country the_ names 
of various hotels in the place which these mercenaries desired us 
to frequent. I  was amazed by these precautions which environed us— 
these ropes and bayonets, these sabres and soldiers. Lead me on, 
thought I ; I  have committed no crime and feel no fear. Lead me 
before the officers of your Republic. If  I  Mve spoken severely of 
France in the columns of the Buttiey Patriot, it was because truth and 
duty obliged me sometimes to be severe—here is my passport. My 
name is J ones, and I  am a correspondent of one of the great journals 
of our empire. I  have no reason to be ashamed of my country, my 
calling, or my name !

In  a minute or two, and passing out of a rude antechamber, and 
through a narrow door, guarded by two small, but fierce-looking 
warriors. I  was brought with a number of other fellow-passengers 
before Ine Commissary of the Republic, who examined our papers, 
addressed us not uncivilly in our own lanmage, and having seen that 
we were not suspicious characters, allowed us to go free. I  gave my 
keys to the Commissioner of the Hotel, that of Bains or “ I5ang,” as it is 
here pronounced, and my effects were, in the course of an hour, 
restored to me untaxed and undisturbed. Not even the copies of the 
Putney Patriot, which I  am taking to the French Ministers, to the 
President of the Republic, and the principal members of the Assembly, 
were touched ; and in so far. Putney may say that one of her sons has 
met with courteous greeting on a foreign soil.

I  read without difficidty the inscriptions on the various shops and 
wine houses as I  passed to my hotel, as they are given in our own as 
well as the native language. The very first placard I  saw on the walls 
proclaimed that P rofessor K eller  and M rs. K eller  were here = im
mediately below which announcement was a placard stating that the L ord 
Ch ief  Baron N icholson and the English Judge and Jury Society were 
at Boulogne. I  was glad to think that our venerated institutions were 
thus being made known to our republican allies.—I  had seen the Pro
fessor and his admirable poses, and the learned Chief Baron himself, in 
our own metropolis. May our neighbours profit by their presence!

Boulogne has doubtless been visited by many of the readers 
of the Putney Patriot, and a description of this place is there
fore unnecessary. Besides 1 am not in a position to give more than a 
cursory account of the city, for indeed 1 had only time sufficient to 
make a hasty and agreeable meal at the Hotel, when the Commissioner, 
arriving with my passport and liaggage, informed me that it was time 
to proceed to  the station of the Paris railroad—of the road to Paris 1 
how ardently have I longed to see that metropolis 1 the eight hours 
which were passed in tue carriage upon the journey thither seemed' 
eight days at least to my young and ardent mind. I t  was only the 
period occupied most pleasantly in dining at Amiens which appeared 
to me too short.

At an hour before midnight we reached the metropolis of the world, 
as it lias been called, and alighting out of the various carriages, a 
strange and motley crowd of foreigners pressed into a vast hall or ante
chamber of the station, where we were bidden to wait until our luggage 
was ready to be served out—;a motley group indeed! There were 
soldiers ludicrously small in size, with scarlet pantaloons and blue 
coats, being the exact vice versa of our own gallant British troops, who, 
I  hope, will never be cidled upon to fight the French, and I  lieartily 
trust will always outweigh them. I  should think a dismounted regi
ment of our Horse Guards would weigh as much as the same number 
of republican cavaliers, horses and all. 'i’liere were workmen and 
members of the lower classes all fiercely decorated with beards 
and whiskers, in which ornaments 1 should say tlie French decidedly 
excelled our own country. There were priests finally, not habited like 
the clergy of our own faith, but in enormous black rolies and thick 
shoes and buckles, and hats almost as large as some of the canoes at 
my dear, my native Putney! Cleanliness, 1 am forced to own, does 
not appear to characterise these reverend gents. There were no wooden 
shoes, as I  had been led to expect amongst this people: and I am 
bound to say, that the practice of frog-eating also seems to have 
declined—that national dish not having once neen served up to me 
since my residence in France.

At an early hour I  rose the next morning, to commence my 
observations on the French capital. I  conclude that most of the people 
in Paris speak English—all the waiters at my hotel do—lliat of 
M eurice , in the Rue Rivoli—so called from a rivulet which once ran
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there. I  engaged a domestic de place to show me about the town, and 
to serve me as interpreter, in case I  should meet with persons unac
quainted with my lanpiage, and we sallied forth after breakfast (whieh 
here eonsists of bread and butter and eggs, as well as in England) to 
view some of the principal places in the neighbourhood.

A grand arcade, under handsome houses of stone, stretches from the 
Tuileries Gardens on one side, to the Elysian Fields on the o ther; 
between this Garden and fields is a large place called the Place of Con
cord ; and when I asked my guide why, he said it was because Louis ■ 
THE F o u r t e e n t h ’s head was cut off here; upon the very spot between ' 
two large fountains where the Obelisk of Luxury stands.

The view from thence is_ very agreeable. You see on one side the 
chesnut-trees of the Tuileries Gardens, behind which is a large house, 
formerlv used as a palace by the Kings, but since the Republic, as a ' 
hospital, and afterwards as a picture gallery. Indeed, it is too ugly for j 
a palace, as anybody who'has seen our own niajestic edifice of Pimlico 
will at once allow. I t  is a long edifice with a sort of square dome in 
the middle, and two immense towers on each wing, with the tallest 
roofs and the most hideous chimneys in the world. I t  is well that they 
are almost hidden by the trees, which are handsome, certainly. I  should \ 
say that the garden was as large, though not so handsome, as our own ‘ 
Vauxhall, nor is the stone fountain m the middle by any means as  ̂
elegant as that of Neptune, with his horses and trident, as they are to ' 
be seen in that national place of entertainment.

There is a poplar-tree placed right in the middle of the principal 
garden walk. I  am told that is a Tree of Liberty, and that it has i 
grown since the last revolution. I t  is already as high as the chesnuts | 
round about it, which must be a hundred years o ld ; and I  could n o t ' 
help wondering at the rapid growth of poplars in this country. ‘

Looking to the right, as you face the T uileries, you see across the river 
the Chamber of Deputies—a building which seems all stairs and portico 
to my view—a magnificent entrance, with nothing behind it. “ There 
are many of our orators whose speeches are like this,”  my guide 
informed me. And I did not choose to tell him that there were some 
of a similar sort in our own Ilouse of Commons, which certainly is 
a hundred times handsomer than this showy building.

On the opposite side to the chamber and facing it is the French 
Magdalene, with a magnificent portico and step^ and I  am bound to 
say a much handsomer building than our own Magdalene in London. 
But I  do not for my part see why these people should be lodged so 
splendidly, and am pretty certain that their betters fare a good deal 
worse.

The French seem to entertain gnind ideas about hospitals though, for 
the handsomest building I  saw this morning was one with a dome like 
our St. Paul’s, only richly gilt, and which they call the Hospital of In
valids. This is absurd. What is a liospital for, but for sick people, 
and what are sick people but Invalids ?

They call a long avenue of trees the Elysian Fields, and at the bottom 
of the avenue is an arch for which the idea was evidently stolen from 
our Temple Bar. Nor did this arch look by any means so big as ours 
from the place where I  viewed the former, vi*., from the ObcUsk, 
which they put up in order to commemorate the decapitat ion of one 
of their greatest kings. But I shall be able to give a more accurate 
measurement of tliis and other objects when 1 have made a farther 
stay in this capital—a more faithful account 1 am sure 1 could not 
g ive: and I wish that some Frenchmen who visit London were 
equally trustworthy, and would take example by me.

A HORN-BOOK FOR MUSICAL CRITICS.

T h e  celebrated M. V i v ie b ,  the Horn 
Player, may indeed be expert in the use 
of his instrument, but if he takes our 
advice he will leave to the musical 
critics the task of blowing for him his 
own trumpet. Let him exert his lungs 
to the utmost, he will not be able to 
puff so hard as the gentlemen of the 
Press are ready to puff in his behalf— 
and we may add, that his great talent 
fully merits their flatulent exertions in 
his favour.

The last new discovery that has been 
made of his power over the Horn is, that 
“ it has become quite a new instrument 

in his hands” by which, we presume, is meant that in the artist’s mouth 
the instrument acquires an air of novelty. If  this is really the ca.se, 
M. V i v ie r ’s mouth might obtain for him a rapid fortune, by enabling 
him to go about crying, “ New Homs for old ones,”  after the fashion of 
poor A l a d d in ’s wicked uncle—who no doubt gave the original idea of 
introducing new lights among the rising generation, to that extremely 
liberal sect, the Lamp-eter brethren.

We wish the critics would invent some new form of laudation instead 
of telling us that M o n s . S o  a n d  S o ’s horn is “ new in his hands,” or 
that S ig n o r  S u c h  a n d  Su c h ’s  ophicleide is “ startling in his mouth,” 
or “ under his nose,” while H e r r  T h i s  a n d  T h a t ’s  great drum becomes 
“ round his neck an instrument of the finest harmony.” We purpose 
some day (which may mean day, but generally means day at all) 
to publish a Horn-book for Critics, in order to teach them to infuse 
into the first lessons of their art an air of novelty. •

MELODIES OF THE METROPOLIS.

THE THAMES,

F low on, thou muddy river.
And ere thou reach’st the sea.

Seek London’s streets and give her 
The stench she flings o’er thee;

And tell her thus, if she’s supine.
The current of thy filth shall be,

With odours which the sewers combine 
To concentrate on thee.

But if, in wandering thither.
Thou find’st a purer air.

Some refuse leave to wither 
Upon the moist bank there;

And tell her thus, when more and more 
Malaria shall extended be.

The filth thrown by upon thy shore 
Will trace the cause to thee.

KING ALFRED’S BIRTHDAY.
T he existing mania for keeping obsolete birthdays, if it goes much 

further, will be nearly enough to be the death of us. We thought we 
had got a fair quantity of these effete celebrations on hand—what with 
the immortal memory of P itt—and a few other obits we are myinjf 
off annually in the shape of dinners to the departed great; but there is 
something almost antediluvian in the project that has just been started 
for keeping the birthday of Ai.erbd th * Great as an annual holiday. 
He is no doubt the “ father of British liberty,” though in that case 
Magna Oharta gets choused out of the honour of iiaternity. But it, 
is realjy a little late to begin drinking K ino  A lfred’s healt h at an annual 
spreaii, and proposing him as a toast at a banquet, the tickets of which I 
are “ one guirtt-a each, wine included.” We shall be having a holiday ' 
next for H enoist’s marriage, H obsa’s recovery from a severe cold, or 
Boadicea’s appearing in the field of battle in a new bodice. Every day, 
will soon have its public dinner, if we get on at this rate, I

Shameful H oax on Lord Brougham^
At (he Agricultural Dinner Show at Penrith, T/ORD Brotgham 

informed the company that he—yes, he—had been invited to join the 
Peace Congress! There was a cruel satire in this, that is no doubt 
traceable to M R, (’obden. B rougham discussing peace! We should 
as soon think of opening a barrel of gunpowder wtili a red-hot poker.

THE GROSS MISTAKE OF COMPENSATION.

T h e  Clerk of the Ilanaper Office has received, within ten years, the 
small sum of £3I,694 Or. id. for fees. Now this Hanaper Ofiice is a 
complete sinecure, and us such must, sooner or later, be abolished. We 
should not lie much surprised, when that day of justice arrives, if the 
R e v e r e n d  M r . T huklow , who is the lucky occupier of this snug 
sinecure, demands compensation. Now, tee shall be the last to deny the 
claim, when it comes, tor we tliink this is a case, of all others, in which 
compensation most strongly is due—to the Public. Accoruinglv, we 
should call upon M r . H a n a p e r  to pay back the £34,694 Or. id . (we 
would even enforce the stray fourpence) which he had taken Irom the 
Public, fur doing nothing. 'I’his question of Mmpensation has been 
greatly misunderstood—and we niaintain that, in the abolition of all 
sinecures, it is not the party losing the office who ought to be com
pensated, but the I’ublic, who has been quietly plundered all the time 
tile sinecure lias been in existence.

Advice to Young Men about to Commit Themaelvea.
W oman’s fine eye for Dust, never allowing it to remain still in the 

same place for two niinutes togetlier, always driving it about the hous^ 
—now giving it a good toweiliiig, now blowing it up,—may ac^unt m 
some measure for her treatment of M an — for she has heard that JM an is 
but Dust,” and she treats him sroordiugly.-•'■WZ/ft....... ''
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MANN'Ei\S-AND-CVST0MS-oF-y«.ENeLYStfDiN.1849. N“- 2-^

BLACKWALL SHOWYHCE 7" PV6UCK'ADINYNCC o.n Vl/ftYTErBAfi

M r. P ip s his D iary ,
Saturday, Auyust 18, 1849.—C9mes Mr . Gollope, this being bis 

Birth-Day, to bid me to go dine with him and a Company of some Half- 
dozen of our Acquaintance, off a Whitebait Dinner at Blackwall. So 
we first to London Bridge, on Foot, walking for an Appetite, and 
there took Water, and down the R ’.ver in a Steam-Boat, with great 
Pleasure, enjoying the Breeze, and the View of the Shipping, and also 
the Prospect of a good Dinner. Landed at the Pier, and as last as we 
could to Lovegrove’s, where our Table engaged in the large Hoorn. 
But good Lack! to see the Fulness of the Place, every Table almost 
crowded with eager Eaters, and Heaps of Whitebait among them, and 
they with open Moutlis and Eyes shovelling Spoonful after Spoonful 
into their Plates and thence thrusting them five or six at a Time into 
^ e ir  Chaps. Then, here and there, a fat Fellow, stopping, out of 
Breath, to put down his Knife and Fork, and gulp a Goblet of iced 
Puitch, was mighty droll; also to hear others speaking with their 
Mpuths full. But Dinner coming, I  cared not to look about me,* there 
being on Table-sqme dozen different Dishes of Fish, whereof the Sight 
did at first bewilder me, like the Donkey between the Haystacks, not 
knowing which to choose: and Mr. Cobblestone do lament .that at a 
Feast with Plenty of good Things he never was able to eat his Fill of 
every one. A Dish of Salmon wuh India-Pickle did please me nvightily, 
also some Eels, spitchcocked, and a stewed Carp, and ate heartily, of

them with much relish; but did only nibble at the Rest by way of » 
Taste, for I  felt exceeding full, and raethought I  should have 0° 
Stomach for the Whitebait. But Tjack ! to see when it came, how mX 
Appetite returned, and I did fall to upon it, and drink icrd Punch, and 
then at the Whitebait ^ a in . Pretty, the little Slices of brown Bread 
and Butter, they did bring us to eat it withal, and truly, with a Squeeze 
of Lemon and Cayenne Pepper, it is delicate Eating. After H'e 
Whitebait plain. Whitebait devilled made us to eat the more, ao‘‘ 
drink too, which we did in Champagne and Hock, pledging each olhof 
with great Mirth. After the Fish comes a Course ofc Ducks, and a 
Haunch of Mutton, and divers made Dishes; and th in  Tarts and 
Custards and Grouse; and lastly, a Dessert, and I did partake of ah» 
as much as I had a Mind to, and after Dinner drank Port and Claret, 
when much Joking and rare Stories, and veiw merry wo were.  ̂ Preiity 
to look out of Window as we sat, at the Craft and the White °nU* 
in the Sunset on the River. Back in a Railway Carriage, shouting and 
singing, and in a Cab Home, where D r. Sh arpe called to see my Wito 
for her Vapours. Pretty Discourse with him touching the Eindcniic, 
he telling me that of all Things to bring it on the likeliest was Excess in 
Food and Drink, which did trouble me, and so with a Draught of Soda 
and a Dose of Pills to Bed.

-T -----1----- f t  -------1----------------------------------------------------------------------------------- — --------------------------------------------------------------------------
P r in ts  b f  Wllncni Bnkdbtf7, of No. 13, Upper Wobarn-place, (n the P anth  of St. P an rru , end Pre«lerickMu11et Bveni, of No.7 > Church-row. Stoke 

Ufflce m U> ubord'itreet, In the Precinct of Woitefirier$|ia t'le City of bondoo, eitd publiibed bjr the n et No Pieet-itreet, n the Ferieb of St

•‘!f

County of Mlddleie*,Prin<®^-»MS!‘'  
. Bride*., in the City of London.-SATtren-tf, Serf- »♦«»». *
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A ERITISH BULL-EIGHT.
The Bull-figlit is no longer peculiar to Spain, for the sport has com

menced in the very heart of London- by a Smilhfield bullock ; who, 
taking alarm at the comer of a street, began playing off some of those 
pranks » hich are usually exhibited before a Spanish multitude.

The brute mistaking an unhappy charity boy for a Toreador, pursued 
him into a house, trampling under foot as though it had been a regular 
Matador the luioffending door-mat. The drovers acting the part of 
Picadores, proceeded to pick at the infuriated brute with their pikes, j 
when an old woman flying away with her shawl extended in the air, ] 
involuntarily supplied a substitute for the banderillos or handkerchiefs ! 
used for throwing over the eyes of the brute to increase his ferocity. | 

Bull-lights are now becoming so common on Smithfield market aays, I 
that there are some thoughts of erecting an arena expressly for the j 
exhibition of the exciting pastime. Gray’s Inn Lane is a sort of 
miniature Madrid once or twice a week; and Coldbath Fields are in a 
cold perspiration continually with dread at the approach of every 
market day. _ :

A bull with a facetious turn rushed a few days ago into the office o f ; 
the Standard, and tossed off a two-column leader into “ p ie” before the 
compositors had time to compose I heinselves. The skittish animal then 
made for the share list, and with a truly Bullish determination t o ; 
operate for a rise, elevated the price of stocks to such an extraordinary i 
height, that it came down again with a smash that precluded all hope of i  
settling day passing over very easily. I

THEY MANAGE THESE THINGS MUCH BETTER IN SPAIN.

HIBEENTA TO VICTOEIA.
BEING A lt^M ITTED BASSAGE IN THE BOTAL IBISH PEOGRESS.

I t was Ceadmille faillha,— V̂ictoria asthore.
Was the saddest of sounds that ye heard round my shore; 
Though some boiled Ihd last pratee, and burned the last peat. 
For a feast and a bonfire your vbit to greet.

Sure the papers has told all the wondthers you’ve seen,
From the famed Cove of Cork to renowned Stephen’s Green; 
Wid the arches and speeches, and flags and goodwill.
The lights in the windies, the blaze on the hill.
Ye saw a whole nation, that smiled for to meet you.
Ye heard a whole nation, that cheered for to greet you;
Black faction was peaceful, conspiracy tame,
Wid the light of your presence, the charm of your name.

They’ve talked mighty big of the good that will come.
Prom your kindly look in on poor P at in his home.
How ’twill heal up old wounds, and new friendships cement. 
When in cool neutral tone. Green and Orange are blent.
Sure, it wasn’t  i^pealers alone, dear, but more.
That turned tlieir ould coats, wid the best side before;
So list while I  telj, w hat’s less pleasant than thrue.
What sights ye ne’er saw; what yer visit can’t do.
Ye saw me, asthore, in my moment of mirth.
N ot crouched in my dwellin’ of darkness and dearth ;
Ye heard the loud cheers of my young and my ould.
Not their moans for the himger, their cry for the could.

Ye walked in my palaces, ^ h l a  macree.
But divil a cabin, at all, did ye see;
Ye took bite and sup from my aldermen’s dish,
But not the black roots from my cottier’s kish.*

Ob, i t ’s not by my face that my feelins’ I ’d show ;
Too deep in my heart is the roots of my woe.
When ye bowed to my welcome, ye heard not the cry 
That came Lord on the shout, as yer glory went by.
Ye could loss the poor beggar a morsel of mate.
But ye can’t lift the pauper to man’s true estate;
Ye could smile on ipy sons, but not teach them to know 
The sins that they do, and the duties they owe.
Sure, i t ’s sorry I ’d be, dear, for aught upon earlh.
To dash wid a sorrow the light of your niirlli;
’Tis love true and loyal, that tlius orings to view.
What sights ye ne’er saw,—what yer visit can’t do.

FA TH ER MATIlfw AND SLAVERY.

{To M a s^  Punch.)
“ Sae,

“  H im  see by de Times Correspondent at New York, dat some 
gentmen, members oh de Massachusselts anti-slabery Society wait on 
F ader M athew in Boston, and ask him to ’tend annibersary in cele- 
brasliun ob de abolislmn of slabery in de British West Ingis. De very 
rebberend Fader sav no. ’Cause wy P Perhaps you tink him at work 
at him Pledge ana him Pump. Hot a bit oo it, Massa. Dis de way 
him trow him cold water on Abolislmn :—

“ ‘ lie  abruptly declined the invitation, obncrvin(( to the Committee that he was not 
aware of any pattaage in Scripture forbidding tlie cxlstenco of alavery.*

“ Beggin pardon ob Massa Mathew  de great Divine, me tink derc 
am passidge somewber dal tell you “ whatsoever ye would that men 
should do to yon, do ye even so to them.” How F ader M athew him 
like to be slabe P Whose niggar, tink you, him wish to be P

“ Your humble serbent, Massa Punch,
' Sambo.”

A Snug Party.
W e read somewhere the other day, in a list of visitors to some public 

entertainment, the announcement of llie presence of “ M b, Anstey and 
party.” We always understood that Mr . A nstey liad no party at all, 
and if he has, it must be a very small one, consisting at the outside, of 
himself and Mu. U rquhart. In vulgarp«r/a«ce, the term “ party ” is 
often applied to a single individual, and this may have been the case in 
the present instance, Mr. Uuquuart having been probably the “ parly” 
that the reporter alluded to.

INFANT UNDER GRADUATES.
T he plea of Infancy having lately been set up in an action against 

an Under-graduate, it became a nice question with the Judge pf the , 
County Court to determine what are. and wliat are not, necessaries lor 
an Infant at the University. The bill consisted of a series of charges 
for horses, including a hunter and back to Boulter’s farm, with hacks 
on 19 different days; and the Judge very properly ruled tliat unless the 
Infant happened to be an invalid requiring the frequent use of a hack— 
the horse-dealer would not be entitled to recover, as the debtor would 
have nothing to recover from.

I t  was eventually decided tliat an under-graduate lias no absolute 
necessity for a horse, and jndeed bis grand achievement being the 
passage of the pons asinorum, it would seem tliat another animal would, 
m ordinary cases, be required; but our view of the case is, tliat the 
University infant, like every other infant, if he needs a horse at all, 
requires nothing more expensive than the article indicated in the old 
nursery ballad, of

“ Uldo a cock-horse to Benbury Cross;

and that for no other horse has a livery-stable keeper the right of 
recovery. We like to see the saddle nut upon the right horse, and 
we were gratified therefore to observe tliat the party saddled with the 
costs was properly subjected to tlie burden.

A GOOD RIDDANCE.
We learn from Galignani that the national haras at Versailies is to be 

disposed of. No doubt France should be glad to gel rid of lier national 
haras (s) at any price. ____________ ___________

9 ■ • Tho bwket.

    
 



JUSTICE AT CALIFORNIA.
TJB own correspondent furnishes ns 

with a very amusing hatch of legal 
intelligence from this quarter, and 
we can only regret that there is not 
more of the otium ou»i dig. at the 
diggings. Tile most effective and 
most respeciable of the Californian 
Tribunals is the little court of con
science whicli is held in every man’s 
breast, but there are attempts at 
sittings in Banco by a functionary 
who sits on a Bank with a revolving 
blunderbuss in his hand to enforce 
bis decrees, and who, by the aid of 
a  few slugs, corrects a tendency to 
sluggishness in obeying his edicts. 
The criterion for ascertaining which 
is the superior, and which the in
ferior court, consists in a trial of 
strength between the respective 
judges who usually fight it out, and 
if the representative of Equity 
proves his superiority over the 
Common Law dignitary by getting 

him- down, it is held at once that Equity is the Court above, because Common Law is 
undermost. There is no such thing in California as a puny judge, because if be happens 
to be puny he gets rapidly pitched out of office by some, not perhaps more learned, but 
bigger nrothej pitching into him. Refractory suitors find their heads in Chancery after the 
old puailistic fashion, and when there is anything for (be Court to peruse and settle, it proceeds 
to peruse the state of facts and settle the party in fault, by administering a regular settler in 
accordance with that species of Law commonly known as Lynch, which is at the fingers’ ends 
of the Americans in general. Most of the proceedings insteiad of being in black and white are 
in black and blue, which are quite as effective on s^primd facie view of the case, and the repli
cation de injuria is of very common occurrence. The judge after laying down the law proceeds 
to lay down those who set themselves up against its authority, and the contumacious are 
invariably afforded p  opportunity of becommg thoroughly well grounded in their knowledge 
of the power of Californian justice.

One of the judges it is said, uses a sort of hammer, for the purpose of hammering it into 
parties who will not recognise the force of his decisions at the first view, but he seldom has 
the trouble of a new trial.

DEFECT IN  THE GAME LAWS.
H ow evee stringent the law may be in its preservation of Game, there is a class of Game 

that can enjoy no perfect preservation—though legally entitled thereto—so long as nothing is 
done to secure to them the full benefit of th e ' provisions that the legislature has made with 
regard to them.

These remarks have been suggested by the premature death of a pheasant a few days ago, 
at the hands of a cockney sportsman, who mistook him for a partridge, and the animal himself, 
though as thoroughly protected by law as a certificated bankrupt, fell a premature victim to the 
error of one who little knew what he was aiming at. In  order to secure to all pheasants 
the benefit of the act which they are so fairly entitled to, until October, we recommend that 
protection-certificates shall be issued, and that every gentleman really wishing to preserve his 
Game, should take out one of these certificates for eacn of the pheasants on his property. Each 
bird should wear the protection round his neck, as the omnibus conductor wears his badge; 
and every pheasant appearing without his number, should be held liable to a charge of small suot 
and gunpowder.

BALLAD CORRESf>ONDENCE.
The advertisements continue to inform us of the distinguished success of the elegant and 

tasteful ballads “ ff^riie io me,” and “ Fes, I ’ll write to thee.” The pair seem to be the latest 
specimens of the new invention of dialogue ditties, the best example ol which is the well known 
series, “ Will you love me then as now?” ” Dearest, then I ’ll love you more.” “ No, 1 don’t 
love you quite as m ud.” “ I  never loved you, dear, at all,” &o. &c., a set which appears to detail 
the ins and outs of a very inconstant attaclmient. At this time of year when everybody 
is from home, and friends are universally scattered, the idea of wedding the post to the piano 
might be worked with effect in an Interlocutory Songster or Post Office Little Warbler, as 
in the following—

“ W R ITE TO ME.’’.
From, a Wife at a Watering Place to a Husband in Town.

Apartments are so very high. 
Provisions are so dear.

T hat when the bills are in I  sigh. 
And wish my E dward here.

Such mems of washing, cruets, soap. 
And kitchen fire I see :

Mv cash is low. I  really hope 
That you will write to me.

E l iz a ’ s got a dreadful cold ;
(Beds here are always damp)

And T om, while bathing (he’s so bold!)
All but sunk ,wiih the cramp.

If  you come down on Saturday,
D> mind and bring the lea—

But don’t forget the money, pray,  ̂
When next you write to me. " •

I ’ve had to buy sun-bonnets, too.
To guard from the sea a ir ;

And my own things, of course, won’t  do 
A t the sea-side to wear.

To day his bill (he Draper brings.
Which settled ought to be ;

Besides some other little things—
So, dearest,' write to me.

The Answer, from the Husband in T«wn to Wifi 
at Watering Place:

My love, it really is too bad,
Yoti had a cheque last week.

And money isn’t to be had—
But it’s no use to speak.

You seem to th.ink that money grows.
And for it stnd to me—

All I know’s how the money goes 
Each time 1 write to thee.

When you proposed a bathing trip.
And talked of feeling ill,

I  always felt the nicest dip 
Would be voui’s in my till.

So once for all, I  beg, my dear.
That you ’ll not make so free:

Don’t ask for casli—and never fear 
But I  will write to thee.

No. 2.—“ Write to Me .”
{From a Creditor)

I ’ve waited on you several times 
W ith my account so small;

And now I  write to a«k, if you 
Intend to pay a' all P 

You used to say that you’d look in.
And settled it sliould be ;

But you forgot.—1 ’m short of tin.
And so I  write to thee.

Oft at your chambers did I  call—
Long on your stairs I  s a t:

You were denied—though in the hall 
I ’m sure I  saw your nat.

When I got in once by mistake,
And ’twas too late to cut.

You said, you’d only got a cheque,
And all the banks were shut.

But all your dodges ain’t no use.
Letters must come to hand.

And neither humbug nor abuse 
Am I  a going to stand.

Shell out—or in the County Court 
Pulled up you sure shall be;

But if you’d settle—as you ought.
W rite by return to me.

Answer. {From a Debtor.)

I  need not say that I  ’ni surprised 
At your offensive tone;

Though from the first I was advised 
'Po leave your shop alone.

Tradesmen must wait, for gentlemen 
Insulted ain’t to be;

Learn to be civil, Sir—and then 
Perbaiw 1 ’ll write to thee.

As for wliat yoti in bullying tone 
Of County Courts let fall.

As I ’m at present at Boulogne,
I t  has no weight at all.

Patience is what I ’d recommend,
’Twill farthest po with me :

If  civil, some of these days, friend.
Perhaps 1 ’ll write to thee.

NOTICES TO CORRESPONDENTS.
W e cannot impress too strongly ujxin all Cor

respondents, when they are doubtiul whether 
the postage of a letter is a penny or twopence, 
Ibeloroeof the old proverb, “ Two Heads are 
b-.'tler than One.”
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GLORIOUS CHANCE !

MESSRS. PLAGUE. PESTILENCE. & CO.
B eg to announce to tlieir Priends and the Public generally that they 
have opened extensive premises in the Metropolis, with branches in all 
the principal towns of England, for the regular supply of first-class 
Epidemics, warranted to do the public business effectually and rapidly. 
'Iheir works comprise

1. A Complete A ssortm ent of In tra -m n ra l B urying Grounds;
in all stages of over-crowding, from which they are enabled to supply 
the most highly concentratea roisonous Gases m any quantity, and on 
the most reasonable terms.

2. An E xtensive System of Sewers.
in connection with Elect Ditch and other centres of Metropolitan filth, 
all entirely stagnant, and

3. A Noble P la n t of the m ost Approved Nuisances,
situated in densely piop’ed neighb"vrhoods, and in full operation, con
sisting of Hone foiling Houses, Glue, and Gut Manufactories, Dust- 
heaps, Knackers’-yards. Slaughter houses. Cattle-markets, and all tiie 
other best-approved kinds of Apparatus for furnishing the strong, old, 
favourite. Sulphuretted, and (itrburelled H y d n ^ ,  and the fine, heady. 
Carbonic Acid Gas, warranted to kill in a very diluted state.

Specimens of superior Epidemics always on the premises, and samples 
sent to a distance.

N .B. References kindly allorced to the various Parish Authorities and 
Sir Peter Laurie.

URuin or Til* PICCOLO.

A N EW  ORDER OF MERIT.

_ The Pope has. it is said, been confer
ring tipon several persons the order of 
the Piano. We never heard of such an 
order, which is probably quite a new one; 
but as many orders arc all mere fiddle
stick, we do not see why the Order 
of the Piano should not be as good as 
the rest of them. Perhaps the Order 
of the Piano will be followed by the 
institution of the Order of the Forte, 
and the former, being confined to those 
whose claims are of a courtly or diplo- 
niatio kind, may be regarded as giving 
credit to its possessor for tlie Piano in 
mode, while the Order of the Forte, being 
conferred on those distinguished for 
boldness of action, n.ight be looked 
i ^ n  as attributing to the bearer the 
Fortiter in re.

TIIE “ PROFESSION ” A N D  THE PREVALENT
e p i d e m i c .

(Punch to the Public.)
My dear P ublic,

I n connection with that a t present very interesting subject, 
the state of your health—with that only, mind—allow me for a moment 
to  call your altenfion to  the condition of the medical profession.

I Now, my Public^ vou have some thousands of medical men employed 
as union-doctors. Their pay is generally very scanty ; in some instances 

' not covering the expenses of tlieir ofllce. This is no joke, I know ; but 
I bear with me. There are iiardly any lucrative medical situations in 
I  your gift; none that I  know of open to competition. The ollices of 
I  physician and surgeon to your hospitals are obtained by private influence 
I and jobbery. True, these tacts aie very dull: nay, worse, they are 
; very sad. The disciples of Galen have no such prizes as Cannnries,
I Deaneries, Bishopries, Attorney-Geiieralsliips, Lord Chanoellorships, to 
I work for. Tlieir highest remuneration is a large private praotici:; and 
\ what is that, my PuDlicF Treating patients by rote and by wholesale, 
i  'J’liere is no time for thinking about their oases. Time is money; every 
I five minutes is a fee. And how docs the popular practitioner grow 

rich, dear Public P By arresting death—by staving the plague—hy 
curing pleurisy, peripneumony, bronchitis, nhrenitis, lever P By fanning 

j the feeble llanie of life, by sooihing mortal agony P No, dear Pphlic;
' but, mainly, by composing I’asliionable nerves, ministering to petty 

ailments, and humouring the caprices of the sickly” and silly; for the

former class includes a goodly portion of the latter. That is why the 
Quack succeeds so niiich better than the regular Professor; but I  will 
not bore you with philosophy.

In proof of the respfct with which medicine is treated, allow me, 
benevolent Public, to refer jou to Ihs spectacle of the Assistant Sur
geons in your naval service, dining—honoured guests!—at the mid
shipmen’s mess.

I should almost be persuaded that you regard all medical men as 
impostors, if I  did not see that )ou send for them whenever you are ill.

Now what intelligent or high-ii.inded man will engage in a beggarly, 
dishonoured profession, success in which, such as it is, can be obtained 
only by means that are contemptible. Or having entered it, can he be 
expected to follow iL if he can get a decent living otherwise P Can . 
you wonder, worthy Public, tliat you have not so much medical talent I 
as von could wish—especially just now P

You are troubled with an epidemic of which your doctors know about j 
as much as yourself. They theorise upon its cause as men once ' 
theorised on that of thunder. For its cure they propose a host of ; 
pseudo specifics, differing only as the tropics and the poles,—charcoal i 
and calomel, brandy and ice !

Do you not, then, my enlightened Public, see that you are interested 
in having the medical profession made one worth the while of men of ' 
sense and ability to follow. Eh P | J 3

DON’T REG ISTER! DON’T REGISTER!
T he Registration is going on in the City. We do not understand 

much about these things, but we beg the Commissioners, as a particular 
favour, not to register any of tlie undermentioned articles.

No pictorial shirt of any kind, no matter whether it, be in the fishing, 
or shooting, or sporting, or ballet style, or any shirt wha'ever, no 
matter whether it opens in front or behind, or at the side, or even at 
both sides, or at the top or at the bottom 1—in .short no sbirt at all, ex
cepting it be one that proposes most effectually to do away with the 
misery of buttons.

No paletot or great coat, no matter what animal it may be made 
from, or any other article of dress with an unpronounceable name bor
rowed from the Magyar and Lancashire dialects, and which is warranted 
to be “ worn by Puree .Albert.”

No new wine, especially Port, even if it be favoured with an har
monious name like ’’ the Semi-demi-qiiaver,” and no new Sherry, no 
matter what undiscovered part of Spain it may come from, or how 
“ highly esteemed ” it may be “ by connoisseurs.”  ^

Nothing wliatever that is “ strongly recommended by the Facility.”  ,
We do not know whether tlie Registration Commissioners have any

thing to do with the above articles, but we are tired of being “ re
gistered ” from head to foot, and hope some rational stop will be put to ' 
it. The real range of the Register is the stove, and it should never ; 
have gone beyond it. I t  is not agreeable to cry out, “ Here, J ohn, 
bring me my Aqua-scutum,”  nor do we like to press a Marquis who is 
dining with us “ to try a glass of that old Semi-demi-quaver. ’ We give 
notioe we intend to buy the first Paletot this winter that dcclates it is ' 
{/nregistered.

EATING TOASTS IN  GERMANY.

Among the'many particulars in which English civilisation has dis
tanced that of continental nations, is tlie manner of public dining. 
The Times relates how, on the 28th ult., a Festmahl, or banquet, 
in celebration of the lOOth birthday of Goethe, was held at Berlin! 
I t  is melancholy that in the nineteenth century, and in the capital of 
Prussia, such a display of barbarism should have taken place as that 
described by our contemiiorary. The soup was placed on tiie table at 
half-past three, and the dessert not introduced 'ill eight. The comoanv 
in the meanwhile, it may be supposed, were cramming and stuffing 
but this hypothesis is more creditable to their taste than their actual 
comiuc'. Will it be believed P they were positively smging and 
sprecliifying over their plates!

'I’he healths of the King and the Boyal Family were given before 
the cloth was removed, and a song in honour of the “ King of Poets ” 
was followed “ by a course of niuiton-cutlets and Teliower turnips.” 
Perhaps it is the fashion in Germany to rat healths as well as driiik 
I hem, and “ Gentlemen, charge jour p la tes!” niay be the signal to 
prepare for a toast. I t  ever we go to Germany, we slia'l expect to 
meet some individual who will wish us prosperity and happiness in 
a iiioiithful of beef, or desire the pleasure of a slice of nmtton with us 
across the table.

A dinner, to have justice done it, reoiiires undivided attention ; and 
the talk by which it is accompanied should be of the shortest and 
smallest. Fancy the cold dishes—tlie coagulated gravy-which must 
be the necessary consequence of liarangues and songs at dinner time! 
The city of London, in internatiomd charity, ought really to send 
.Mr . H arker, the toast-master, to the tterliners, and teach them how 
to manage these things properly.
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PUNCH’S SONGS OF THE HEART.
By the Afueical Correspondent o f the Evening Coper

“  TES, I  HATE DARED TO LOTE THEE ! ”

“ This little ballad, which is causing such a sensation in the fashionable world, 
—has thrown so many a tea-table into confusion, and cooled the mulRn on the 
lip of female beauty—this little ballad had its origin in the following startling 
incident.—In an aristocratic family not live thousand miles from BelCTavia, 
the youngest daughter of the house was a creature all gaifety and gushiness, 
who added to the carol of the lark, the eye of the eagle, the neck of the stag, 
and the ringlets of the raven. That heart, having all the softness of the sponge, 
had absorbed the delicious ballad of ‘ Will you love me then at n o ie f’ and she 
was in the habit of trilling it out from morning till night in her boudoir not 
five thousand miles from Belgravia.

“ Among the numerous serving-men in the vast establishment of her father, 
was one wlio evidently had a heart of Indian-rubbet bounding about under a 
waistcoat of red plush, and who, in the course of his duties, frequently came 
into close communication with 1 he Belgravian maiden. His impressible fancy 
soon took the image of the eagle-eyed, stag-necked, raven-ringleted creature, 
and the rosy fetters of Cupid  were continually tripping him up when he 
entered with the coals, or came to deliver the card, the message or the billet. 
This went on for some time, until on one occasion he entered the talon just as 
the syren of Belgravia had commenced her accustomed wood-larking of the 
popular ballad, ‘ Hcm j^ g  mg then at now f  ’ when seized with a sudden

passionate _ _ _ ,
to love thee!’ A popular composer, hearing of the incident, availed himself of 
the circumstance with his usual tact, and the result has been the ballad, 
which is now in every lady’s mouth, upon every lady’s piano, and in every 
boarding-school music bill.”

HOW TO KEEP A THING PRIVATE.

Ip you want to keep a thing exceedingly private, put it in a letter, which 
entrust for delivery to  “ a private hand.” The privacy is sure to be so great, 
that no one else will ever see it afterwards.

ALARMIST LINEN-DRAPERS.
T he present would appear to be the “  Reign of Terror ” in 

the Haberdashery world, if we are to  judge by the number 
and extent of the alarms that are being got up at the Sacrifices, 
real or pretended, of the London Linendrapers. Their an
nouncements are no longer confined to mere assertions of 
“ Must have Cash,” “ Extensive Failure,”  and the other com
paratively quiet statements of a few years ago, but there is 
now a recklessness bordering upon insanity pervading all their 
placards. “ We have made a regular Smash of it.” “ What is it 
to you that our Creditors won’t get 2 pence in the Pound ? ” 
“ We have a Bill due to-morrow, and must sell for Anything 
you ofifer us to-day.”  “ Call us fraudulent Bankrupts if you 
like, but we must have some Cash,”  are a few of the delicate
baits that are now held out to purchasers no less unprincipled 
than the vendors, and it is satisfactory to feel that 1 he buyers 
who are tempted by these avowals of dishonesty, are invariably
victimised by.having to pay about double the value for their 
barpins.

W e cannot help being struck occasionally by the poverty of 
invention displayed in the tricks of the trade, and we therefore 
for the sake of mere variety throw out a few suggestions which 
may rive an artistic air to proceedings, that are of themselves 
simply contemptible.

Over the door might be suspended a model of the Queen’s 
Bench with a placard underneath, inscribed, “ Removing to 
this Place,” or, “ Where we are rapidly coming to.”  I t  would 
also aid the illusion if a few of the young men were “ got u p ” 
in the theatrical costume of “ bailiffs ”  or “ men in possession,” 
while at the first floor window a tableau might be exhibited of the

-'G tK R ’D li

OFF

UANKRUPT IN THE ACT OF nBKAKINO OB MAKI.NO A 
.S.MASII OP IT.

THE SLANDERED B RITISH  LAMB.

W e should be very sorry to quarrel with M. E m i i .e  d e  
Q ir a r d in , who has won golden opinions from us by his 
advocacy of peace; but in all good nature we beg to ask what 
doet he mean by the following passage contained in an article 
on the instability of French.governments that appeared lately 
in his paper, ha Preste ?

“ England, whilst froelng her constltntlon from the rust of ages, main
tains, with a vigilance and nrmneas th.at never relax, tho aggressive position 
which she occupies in tho two hemispheres, and over every sea.'

Why, England for the last several years has been leaving 
all the nalions of Europe to their own devices; or interfering 
in their affairs only by advice ; and even when tliis has been 
rejected with scorn and insult, she has meekly put the affront 
in her—reticule. England, too, has taken ihe initiative in 
Free Trade—thrown open her ports and her arms to all the 
world. J o h n  Bu l l  has for a long time drawn in his horns. 
Our foreign policy of late has been almost Quaker-like. Since 
the celebrated charge of an aggressive policy was made by the 
wolf against the lamb, on no one has tlmt imputation been 
cast more unjustly than on poor old England.

S u b je c t  f o e  a  P ie c e  o p  S c u l p t u r e .— M a r io , sitting 
amidst the ruins of the Italian Opera.
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SERVE US RIGHT.
HiBE was a great stir in the dark among the 

pictures in the Vernon Gallery, one line I'riday 
morning, a few weeks ago:

“ W h a t’s the rowP ”  said a ralher low- 
lifed Goodall to a  barefaced (and bodied) 
E ttt.

“ I  suppose weV« going to be flayed, like 
the old ’iins upstairs,” replied the E tty. 
“ We don’t mind—we ’re nudes—W t for all 
you decent L eslies  and M ulreadys ! h o ! 
bo! h o !”

“ I  won’t be scrubbed,”  barked a  L aubseeb.
“ I  don’t  want washing,”  murmured a juicy Cosstable.
“ Hold your silly tongues,”  interposed a calm Callcot, “ I t ’s only 

Mr . Sheepshanks going to present his pictures to the nation.”
“ There’s no room,”  shouted a score of uneasy works.
" T h e re ’s more of us than can be seen already,”  broke in M aclise’s 

Malvolio, from the dark walk.
“ Better lease the black hole at Calcutta to hang ’em in,”  gloomily 

murmured E gg’s Gil Bias.
“ I t ’s just parfectly redaculous,” drily suggested a W il k ie . “ Tell 

Maister  Sheepshanks th ere ’s nae accommodation forony niair, forbye 
the sair press there is already in this NawtionalPurratory.”

“ Do not alarm yourselves, my friends,” interposed the cheering voice 
of V ernon from his frame; “ my friend Sheepshanks has profited by 
my melancholy example. He will not bestow his pictures where they 
will not be decently provided for. He will not nullify a national benefit 
 ̂by consigning bis gift to the custody of a National Gallery. I  have it 

* from the best authority that he intends to present his collection to the 
University of Oxford. There your brethrpn will at least have light and 
air, If  those who come to visit them be fewer, they will at least be 
enabled to see and appreciate. I  was the first—and no doubt I  shall be 
the lust—foolish enough to believe that a cos) ly gem was worth a decent 
setting—that a (rood picture deserved a fair frame—that a national 
benefactor and his benefit were entitled to a worthier temple, and a 
more fitting receptacle than what was meant for a coal-cellar, and is not 
spacious enough for a wine-vault.”

.THE KITCIIEN-GARDEN OF ENG LISH  LITERATURE.

T he Radish is sprouting in the country newspapers. I t  has taken 
such rapid root latel.v. tliat we expect it will quickly supplant the 
“ Enormous Cabbage,” and put an end to that “ Enormous Goose
berry ”  which has been growing larger and larger every year, until at 
last no one can take it m.

We have recently dug up a “ Large Radish ” in the printed bed of 
the Chesterfield p o r te r .  I t  is "  of the salmon-colour kind,”  and would 
have been a radish quite to the taste of Sir  H umphrey D avy. I t  
“ measured 16 inches in circumference, and has never made the attempt 
to run into se e d ;” which is very kind on its part, but probably its 
enormous size prevented its running. Why, this ambitious rad i^  
must have been aspiring to be a carrot. Inflated vegetable !

We do not understand exactly why the sub-editors of the provincial 
Press restrict us to Vegetable Diet. They never get out of the Kitchen- 
Garden. W by not ramble into the farm-yard, or take a stroll in the corn
field f Are there not wonderful ears of corn, and Enormous Pigs, and 
Extraordinary Hens, gifted with wonderful powers of Incubation. We 
should like an Enormous Egg for our breakfast^ just to give a flavour to 
our tea. The country Press must vary its food. The metropolitan 
appetite is good, but they must, not abuse it. Twjours Gooseberry is 
only making a fool of us. Tovjours Cabbage would even make a tailor 
swear. Now we should like a “Tremendous Take of Salmon,” “ a Large 
Goose,”  “ an Enormous Battue of Partridges,” with a “ Wonderful 
Bunch of Grapes” next week. We are growing dainty, and can take 
nothing sliort of the above bill of fare.

A Very M ad Bull.

T he Standard informs its readers that, a Bull, on its way from Smith- 
field to the slaughterhouse, walked into the printer’s room of that 
journal, and remained there for fifteen minutes. No doubt the animal 
expected to make his appearance in one of the Standard's Irish leading 
articles, in which we have long been familiar with Bulls of the most 
formidable diineusious.

MOTTO FOR MOSES.
“ I ’oeU nswitur, nonfit”'

Angliee; A poet, but not a fit on the premises.

DOMESTIC BLISS, DINNERS.
{Being a Pathetic Episode from a Tragedy o f Private l i fe )

“ No l .—From Mrs. Mary A—, to Mrs. Eliza B—.”
“ Oh, my own Eliza !

“ F or the first time in a married life of many years—sometimes, 
perhaps, a Utile tedious, but never decidedly unhapp.v—I  write to you 
with the tears in my eyes, so eicuse blots. You know what a sweet-
tempered, efl«i/y-satisfied creature A--------  used to be—the best of
husbands—never looked at a house-bill twice; never dined at liis C lub; 
and content with cold mutton when convenient, and nothing better for 
dinner. If be triM a little soft, I  felt that it was a mercy he was not 
particular, especially in the way of dinners. But, my love, all this is at 
an end ! I  am in a fair way to be driven to become a desperate woman, 
or a cook in my own house !

“ You have heard, I  dare say, of one Soyer—cook, I  underhand at 
one of those odious clubs, where he spends his time in inventing new 
dishes, and has a kitchen, 1 am told, like a drawing-room, with a 
chemical apparatus, and unlimited credit at the Wl cheris. My misery
lies at that man’s door. You will naturally ask how. A-------- came
home the other day. Poor little Maria bad the hoop'ng-cough, and I  
had been at the Zoological Gardens, and there wasn’t much of a
dinner—but quite as good as many I  have seen A-------- thankful for.
I t  was a cold joint with pickles. I  noticed A-------- didn’t  eat as
heartily as Usual. In  the middle of dinner he laid down his knife and 
fork, and inquired in a solemn way if I  didn’t think there was a same
ness about cold meat ? I  couldn’t believe my ears, and I ’m sure I 
don’t know what I  said, when he went on and asked in a confused but 
still confident way, if I  knew how to make a Pot-au-Feu. or Croquettes. 
I  thought he meant crochet-work; but it appears he alluded to a dish 
—a French dish.

“ I  said I  was astonished at his conduct, when he began, and gave me a 
receipt about cutting cold beef into dice, and putting in a stew-pan with 

finely-chopped onions, and bread crumbs, and tried parsley, and gracious 
knows w hat! You may conceive what I  looked like when he went on 
about a good dinner Deing no more expensive than a bad one, if you 
knew how f o manage it, and about the best Economy being good cookery, 
and how attractive homes might be made by good dinners~d.uA. then, at 
last, the murder came out, m the shape of a little blue-covered book. 
called “ the Modern Ilousewifief which be begged me to study. And 
I  assure you, niy dear, that book contains enough to poison the 
peace of all families that don’t keep a proijgssed cook, and gives 
receipts for all sorts of nice things, and bills of fare for idl sices of
parties, and all in a series of letters between Mbs. L-------- and Mrs.
B --------, who I  don’t believe ever existed.

“ Oh, my love, if you wish to be happy ui future, don’t let B ------y-
get hold ol this book.' I  hope Soyer is a miserable man, who wrote it, 
as he ought to be.

“ I  remain, your unhappy Friend, 
______________  “ Mary A-------- .

“ From Mrs. Eliza B—, to Mrs. Mart A—.”
“ M y d e a r e s t  Mary,

“ Don’t make yourself unhappy on my account. A fortnight
before I  got your letter 1 purchased Soyek’s book, without B-------- ’s
knowledge; studied it, and worked from it. B— —̂ has been an 
altered man ever since. For remember how he used to dine from home 
—being detained by business, as he said. But since I 'v e  fried 
some tiitU dinners, he hasn’t  missed a meal.  ̂ I t  was only yesterday, 
tliat in return for a shoulder of mutton d la Provengate (which 
didn’t cost more than sixpence to do, beyond what the plain roast 
would have done), he took me into Madame Crinoline’s and presented 
nie witli a love of a bonnet. I  want a shawl to match it, and am 
going to make an attack to-morrow with a “ Turban de Croquettes 
a CEpigram!' Don’t be friglitened at the name. I t  isn’t  near so 
difflcuU to make as to read, and from the receipt, I  should think
will prove inesistible. "What a pity it was, A-------- found out the
book first!

“ I ’d recommend you to make the best of a bad bargain, however, 
and submit to tlie book. I  agree with you that plain dinners are done 
for, and that cold meat two days running will soon be considered good 
ground for a separation—a mensd—sA least.

“ Yours, very faithfully,
‘ E liza B -

THE I. O.U. COLUMN.
A creditor was lately asked what the Duke of York’s Column was 

erected in lionour of. “ 1 don’t know,” he said, “ unless it ’a the Great 
U npaid.”
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T H E  T E R R O R S  O F  T H E  T H A M E S .

F ar be it from us to prevent our gallant soldiery from playing at 
sieges when there is happily no necessity for Iheir doing in earnest, 
what they are in the habit of doing “ only in fun ; ” but that whicli 
may be mere sport to them is likely to prove death to some of the 
public, if cannon balls are to be sent flying over Plnmstead Marshes 
into the Thames, during the passing backwards and forwards of the 
steam-boats. An artillery shell would consign lo his coffin any unfor
tunate excursionist, who having run down the river for a blow, may get 
his expectations more than realised, by a ten or twelve p6nnd bunch of 
grape flopping unexpectedly down upon his hat, and giv ing him a 
ball’d head before the scythe of time has performed the operation of 
thinning his hair, or cutting it off altogether. A correspondent of the 
Timfs complains of ajregular cannonade having been kept up by the 
artillery, as he was passing in a steamer, and he gives a f^rfu l descrip
tion of a shot grazing the nose of the tigiire head, while another put 
the captain under the necessity of either catching it literally, or dodging 
it, as he stood on the paddle-bpx. We of course cannot judge of 
the necessity there may be for using real ammunition in the course of 
practice. But it would be as well for the practitioners to have some 
aim in view, lest the innocent pleasure-seekers on the Thames should 
become the involuntary targets of the brave defenders of their country.

BROUGHAM’S AGRICULTURAL DESIGNS.
L ord Brougham has made his first appearance at Penrith in his 

last new character of “ the British Farmer.” Among the Agricultural 
Designs which his Lordship intends shortly lo introduce, we are enabled 
to enumerate—

1. An improved plan for drilling the House of Lords.
2. A scheme for hatching Russian Ducks in this country.
3. A design for a scarifier for L ord Campbell.
4. A contrivance for irrigating the country with small talk.

M athem atical Error.

I t is quite absurd to say that a square has four sides, any two ol 
which are euual.

Have the kindness to look at Leicester Square.
Has that four sides, pray F and which two of those sides would you 

call equal P
Why, one side is completely gone, and out of the three left there are 

not two alike. One side has eleven railings left, and the other two don’t 
number at the outside,—or the inside either,—more than thirty-three 
between them, and one-half of those are wood.

I t  seems clear to us that Leicester Square finding itself no longer 
able to keep things square, has broken up its London establishment, and 
absconded, no one knows where. The horse is (he only thing that 
lias not cut and riin. The Royal Gent on horseback, whoever he 
may be, deserves being appointed “ R ider A. 1.”

THE GAME DISTRICTS.

Accounts of the Game this yew all agree in stating that it is 
very plentiful. On the Continent it is no less plentiful than in England.

At Wiesbaden the Game is kept alive from morning to n igh t; and 
many a poor pigeon has been plucked, cleaned out, and “ done nicely to 
a turn,’’ in less than lialf-an-hour. The Grand Duke of N assau 
superintends the Assembly-rooms himself, and freouently looks in at 
the rouge-et-noir table, to see whether there is fair play. He has been 
known more than once to stake a florin when the fun has been rather 
flagging, and lias lost it with the greatest good temper. He dines 
occasionally at the tdble-d’kote, and mixes most graciously with the 
guests whose kreulzers he has been winning tlie minute before.

The G r a n d  D u k e  o f  B a d e n  has plainly declared he cannot afford 
to give up the gambling; aud, more than that, will not. The rooms at 
Baden-Baden are beautifully lighted up. and there is music to enliven 
those who are losing their money. I t  is ia  contemplation to give all 
frequenters a handsonie supper, with unlimited Champagne, so as to 
create a greater appetite and fiercer thirst for play. The Grand Duke 
honours his princely gambling shop very frequently with his presence, 
and is never so happy as when he sees all his subj"Cts playing and 
gamb(oljling about him; on these festive occasions he is generally 
decorated with the Grand Order of the Fleece.

Spa is very lively, and has had a good stroke of luck this Sea'oa 
The gay little town resounds all day with the merry cry of “ FuUn 
voire jeu. Messieurs.”

Aix-la-Chapelle has given up its former rakish life, and has t urned 
respectable in its old age. We are told it kept up the ball to the very 
last, being determined to “ die game.” The o il sinner is occasionally 
troubled with a desire to return to its abandoned habits, for with the 
evil example at Spa so continually before its eyes, it requires more than 
Spartan courage to resist a tlirow.

The other gambling shops are quietly awaiting the arrival of “ ces 
bates d’Anglais.” A large sum, however, has been cleared by a fashion
able M. D., who has played his cards well at Hombourg. He is not 
the jonly Doctor on the Continent who has jumpt into a fortune by 
means of a mineral spring !

L IG H T L Y  T R I P  IT , T R IP  I T  M E R R IL Y .

OOR London is at this moment besieged by French 
8-pounders in the sliape of large parties of excur
sionists, who for the moderate sum of £8, or 200 
francs, are franked for an eight day’s visit to tlie 
great metropolis. W ith all due respect for our 
great city, we must express our deep commisera
tion for the fate of those unhappy Frenchmen 
who durmg this dull period of the year are 
brought over to see the Lions of Loudon. Great 
efforts are made to get up an attractive pro
gramme to induce the French to revisit us just 
now, but there are one or two points that might 

we are sure be introduced wilb advantage into the prospect us. We think, 
for example, tliat something niight be made of Wapping Old Stairs, 
which, though sounding familiar enough to us under the English title, 
would make an excellent line when translated into

LES VIEUX E.SCALIERS DE WAFFING.

Of course the ingenuity of the guides will not have overlooked the 
interesting features of

LE MARCHE DU CHAMP DE SMITH,
or Smithfield Market, which must possess peculiar fascinafion.s for a 
Frenchman, who has always been taught to believe it the Grand Mart 
for the famous or infamous

VF.NTF. DF.S FF.MMF.S,

in which wives are knocked down, whole lots at a time, with an 
auctioneer’s hammer.

Among other spots that may be specified as full of interest to the 
French excursionists, is tlie

Celebre Mer de Batter,
including a visit to the Red House, where an opportunity will occur of 
being introduced to the

CHEVALIER DE M AI30N ROUGE

or landlord of the Red House, who may easily be confounded with the 
hero that Alexandre Dumas has immortalised.

We hope to see our suggcBlions embodied in the next prospectuses 
of the 200 franc trip, which must by this lime be getting somewhat in 
want of a fresh impetus. ^
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AN ELEGY, WHITTEN IN A LONDON CHT7HCHYAHD. |
BT A TBADESMAN IN THE VICINITY. |

T h e  sexton tolls the knell till parting day, !
The latest funeral train has paid its fee, !

The mourners homeward take their dreary way,
And leave the scene to Typhus and to me.

Now fades the crowded graveyard on the sight,
But ail, its air who scent, tneir nostrils hold,

Save where the beadle drones, contented quite.
And drowsy mutes their arms in slumber fold.

Save where, hard by yon soot-incrusted tower,
A Keverend Man does o’er his port complain.

Of such as would, by sanitary power.
Invade his ancient customary gain.

Beneath those arid mounds, that dead wall’s shade.
Where grows no turf above the mouldering heap.

All in their narrow cells together laid.
The former people of the parish sleep.

The queasy call of sewt^e-breathing mom.
The ox, urg’d bellowing to the butcher’s shed,

The crowd’s loud clamouring at his threatening hom.
No more shall rouse them from their loathly bed.

For them no more the chamber-light shall bum.
The busy doctor ply his daily care,

Nor children to their sire from school return.
And climb his knees the dreaded pest to share.

Good folks, impute not to their friends the fault.
If  memory o*er their bones no tombstone raise;

Wliere there lie dozens huddled in one vault.
No art ean mark the spot where each decays.

No doubt, in this revolting place are laid.
Hearts lately pregnant wiih infectious lire;

Hands, by whose grasp contagion was conveyed.
As sure as electricity by wire.

Full many a gas of direst power unclean.
The dark o’erpeopled graves of Ixindon bear.

Full many a poison, born to kill unseen.
And spread its rankness in the neighlxturing air.

Some district Surgeon, that with dauntless breast 
The epidemic ’mongst the poor withstood.

Some brave, humane Physician here may rest.
Some Curate, martyrs to infected blood.

To some doom’d breast the noxious vapour flies.
Some luckless lung the deadly reek inspires,

Ev’n from tlie tomb morbific fumes arise,
Ev’n in men’s ashes live Disorder’s fires.

For thee, wlio, shock’d to see th’ unhonoured dead,
Dost in these lines their sliameful plight relate;

If, cliance, by sanitary musings led.
Some graveyard-gleaner shall inquire thy fate.

Haply some muddle-headed clerk will say,
We used to see him at the peep of dawn,

Shaving with hasty strokes his beard away.
Whene’er his wmdow-curtains were undrawn.

There would he stand o’erlooking yonder shed.
'I’hat hides those relics from the public eye.

And watch what we were doing with the dead.
And covint the funerals daily going by.

One mom we miss’d him in the ’custom’d shop;
Behind the counter where he used to be,

Another serv’d ; nor at hb  early cliop.
Nor at tl»e “ Cock,”  nor at tlie “ Cheese,” was he.

The next, by special wish, with small array.
To Kensall Green we saw our neighbour borne.

Thither go read (if thou canst read) the lay 
W ith which a chum lus headstone did adorn.

TH E EPITAPH.
Here rest with decency the bones in earth.

Of one to Comfort and to Health unknown,
Miasma ever plagued his humble hearth,

And Scarlatina mark’d him for her own.

Long was his illness, tedious, and severe,
Hard by a London Churchyard dwelt our friend; 

He follow’d to the grave a neighbour’s bier,
He met thereby rtwas what he fear’d) lus end.

No longer seek Corruption to enclose 
Within the places of mankind’s abode;

But far from cities let our dust repose,
Where daisies blossom on the verdant clod.

WAR, THE BEST TEACHER OF PEACE.
o kindly intended a compliment, 
we cannot help thinking it was a great 
mistake, throwing open the Versailles 
Gallery to the Members of the Peace 
Congress. I f  we recollect right, this 
palace is an immense Temple to War, 
which men miscal Glory. I t  is filled 
with long galleries of fire and smoke. 
Every picture records some historical 
slaughter. There are acres upon acres 
of Battles—more or less won by the 
French-;-and even tlie atrocities com
mitted in Algiers are there beautifully 
coloured over, and lield up to admira
tion as the prettiest victories. 'The 
whole Palace, in fact, is a long jm oram a 
of war. I t  is a pictorial History of 
France, splendidly got up for a nation 
of soldiers. I t  is a large military Keep
sake, in which every illustration is full 
of noise, strife, aggression, and murder. 
Tear out J oan op Arc, and there is 
scarcely a bright p ^ e  in it. The mind 
gets filled at last with so much smoke; 
the incessant firing, hurrahing, and 

, slirieking, sickens you, and upon leaving
the place with a violent headache, you inquire, as you breathe again the 
fresh-air, “ And is thb  all that a great nation has li ved for f ”

We are sure it was intended as a great compliment by the French 
Government, but we ask whether ibis glorification of war was the most 
agreeable sight to offer to gentlemen whose holy mission was that of 
peace ?—wtw had purposely gone over to Paris to preach universal love, 
and not universal murder, amongst all men F 

But perhaps we are wrong. The honour may have been purposely 
paid, with the worthy intention of strengthenmg the Peace Congress 
in tlie noble cause it has undertaken, and the grand national hecatomb 
of pictures was only shown to the members in order to impress them the 
more strongly with the accumulated horrors of war. Can any one look 
through the long catalogue of battles, for which Versailles is nothing 
better than a big slaughter-house with gilt edges, and say that France 
is the better for any one of them?

As drunken Helots were shown to Spartan boys to disgust them with 
the horrors of drunkenness, so was the Versailles Gallery shown to the 
members of the Peace Congress, to make them turn with greater disgust 
from the horrors of war.

W hat whall be have th a t K illed the S eer f
The Duke o? Athol (we are informed by the Perth Courier) ! 

brought down in one day 24 head of Deer. The old song asks, “ What ! 
shall he have that killea the Deer P” and we make answer, “ A blue ; 
apron and a butcher’s steel.” From the fact of having killed so many, 1 
we think the Duke is at the least entitled to the emblems of his trade. , 
The apron should be embroidered with strawberry leaves, and the steel 1 
should have the ducal coronet upon it. What a noble butcher the ' 
Duke would have made 1 The world has lost a fine Giblett in Athol.

Look Out for Squalls.
A NEW ventilating brick hM lately been registered (they rill

register a house next), which will admit of a current of air, either hot, 
tepid, or cold, being carried through an entire wall. W’e sincerely hope 
the House of Ckimnions is not being built with these, ventilating bricks, 
for Parliament is quite hollow enough as it is. W e are half afraid,

, however, that they are only some new flight on the  part of that great 
, ventilating brick, 1)r . R eid , and if so, you will see the  House adjourned 
! literally after some stormy debate.
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M r. P ip s his D iary .
WeiHgsd^, September 5,1849.—To please my Wife, did take her 

this Evening to M adame T ussaud her Wax W orks ; a grand large 
Room, exceeding fine with Gilding, lighted up very splendid, and full 
of People, and a Band of Mu«ique playing as they walked about; 
cost 2j ., and a Catalogue fid. The Wax Figures a pretty Show : but 
with their painted Cheeks and glassy Eyes—especially sucli as nod and 
m9ve—do £>ok like Life in Death. The Dresses very handsome, and I 
think, correct; and the Sight of so many People of Note in the Array 
of their Time, did much delight me. Among the Company Numbers 
of Country Folk, and to sed now they did stare at the Effigies of the 
Q deen , and the P bincb, and the D uke op W ellingtok , and the 
K ikg  of tu e  Belgians, and the P eincess  Charlotte that was, and 
G eorge th e  F ourth in his Coronation Robes, magnificent as a 
Peacock 1 The Catalogue do say that bis Chair is the very one wherein 
he sat in the Abbey; but how like a Play-House Property it do look, 
and little thought the King it would come down to figure in a Raree 
Show 1 A Crowd of Dames and Matrons gazing at the Group of the 
Roy^ Family, c ^ in g  the Cliildren “  D ars ’* and “  Ducks,” and 
would, I  verily believe, have kissed their Wax Chaps, if they had been 
suffered. My Wife feasting her Eyes on the little Princes and
Princesses, I  did fix mine upon a prelty, modest, black Maid beside 
me, and she hers on me, till my Wife spying us, did pinch me wiih her 
Nails in the Arm. Pretty, to see the Sovereign Allies in the last War,
and bluff old B lucher, and Bonaparte and his Officers, in brave 
Postures, but stiff. Also the two K ing  C iia ri.eses. and O liver, 
together; Charles th e  F irst protesting against his Death-Warrant,

I

and his Son backing him ; and Cardinal W oi îet looking on. L ord 
Btron in the Dress of a Greek Pirate, looking Daggers and Pistols, 
close to J ohn W esley preaching a Sermon, was likewise mighty 
droll; and methought, if all M adame T ussaud’s Figures were their 
Originals instead, what Ado there would b e ! Many of the Faces tliat

as well now if he were melted up. Thence to the N apoleon Rooms, 
where Bonaparte’s Coach, and one of his Teeth, and otiier Heliyues 
and Gimcracks of his, well enough to see for such as care about him a 
Button. Then to the Chamber of Horrors, which my Wife did long 
to see most of a ll; cost, with the N apoleon Rooms, Is. more ; a Room 
like a Dungeon, where the Head of UonEspiEiiRK, and other Scoundrels 
of the great French llevolution, in Wax, as though just cut off, horrid 
ghastly, and Plaster Casts of F'eHows thal. have been hanged : but the 
chief Attraction a Sort of Dock, wherein all the notorious Murderers of 
lafe Years; the foremost of idl. R ush , according to the Bill, taken from 
Life at Norwich, which, seeing he was hanged theixL is an odd Ph.ase. 
There was likewise a Model oi Stanfield Hall, and R ush his Farm, as 
though the Place were as famous as Waterloo. Methinks it is of ill Con
sequence that there should be a Murderers’ Corner, wherein a Villain 
may look to have his Figure put more certainly than a Poet can to a 
Slatue in the Abbey. So away again to the large Room, to look at J enny 
L ind  instead of u ueenacre , and at 10 of the Clock Home, and so to 
Bed, my Wife declaring she should dream of the Chamber of Horrors.

Frhtf«dbr William Brftdbmry. o fIfo .l3,UppnrWobam-pUee, lotba Pariah ofSt. Paacma.aadPradarick M allet Evattii,or No. 7>Charrh4>ow,ntok«Newla)rUm. both inlheCoontTof M(<i<i)eiex.Prlntm.at tb«ir 
Office, Id Lo ntMird atreetiln tM  Precioct ot Whlcefrlara, io tb e  Ciiyof Londoa.and publUhed by them at No. bi Flcct-aurett, in the Pariah of Bt.Bride'a, in the City of London.—SaruaD tv ,S»riBM aae li. 1849.
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T H E  S H U T - U P  O N E .
A LAY Of TUE KEGEJIl’s PARK.

T h e  n ig h t is dark  and dreary,
T he grass extrem ely d a m p ;

M y ear, i t  is aw eary 
O f yon policeman’s s ta m p ;

I ’d call him, b u t I fear he 
W ould  seize me for a  tram p.

Alone w itliin th e  railings.
A nd i t  grow eth  late and lone :

V ain  my repeated  bailings—
T’he p o rters  m ust have gone ;

I  m ay no t clim b the  palings.
F o r  1 am six teen  stone.

I  pass’d  th e  gate  a  quarte r 
Before Ih e  clocks to ll’d  se v e n ;

A nd now i t ’s te n  or a rte r—
By jingo t h a t ’s e le v en !

A nd here I  s it a  m artyr.
B eneath  th e  cope of ’E ven.

W hile  g e ttin g  m ild and mellow 
A t D oiins’s p leasant board,

I  little  th o u g h t my pillow 
W ould  be th e  swam py sw ard.

W ith  n o u g h t b u t an um brella 
M y w retched  ’ead to  guard  !

C uss on th e  fatal liquor.
C uss on th e  p leasant talk .

T h a t sen t th e  bo ttle  quicker,
A nd good in ten ts  d id baulk ;

T ill I  fe lt th a t 1 talk’d th icker. 
A nd resolved to  take  a  walk.

F o r in  general over d r in k in g ’s 
A n ’ab it I  abhor.

And I  fe lt an ’usband’s slirinkings 
F rom  knocking a t my door.

To fell my M iss is  J enkins,
T h at I M  do so no more.

T herefore I  pass’d th e  gateway.
T o  go across th e  p a r k ;

T hink ing  to  save a  g rea t way.
A nd n o t provoke rem ark .

By n o t w alking in a  s tra ig h t way. 
W hich 1 d idn’t, ’cause ’tw asdark .

W hat man, whafe’er th e  season. 
Could reasonably doubt 

T h at all le t in , by reason.
M ust also be let o u t ;

N o t left to  perch th e  trees on.
O r bivouac about ?

W h at,m an  of business habits,
1 ask, could e’e r suppose, 

T h a tth e lte g e n t’s Park  w ouldnab its 
W alkers a t  evening’s close.

A nd passengers, like rabbits. 
W ith in  its  to ils enclose f

M v wife will scarce be  a p t to  
Believe me if I say 

T h at th e  P ark  g ates are  clapt to . 
A t  th e  sam e ho u r each day ;

T h at th e ir t imes they  don’t  adap t to  
L e t  people g e t away.

T he dews fall chill and steady.
A nd damp me to  th e  skin ;

I  was cold w ithou t already.
A nd now 1 ’m w et w ith in  :

I f  th e  p o rte r is in bed, he 
I s  were I  should have been !

A nd M is s is  J e n k in s  fre tte th  
Beside her flaring dip :

A nd o ft her brow she k n itte th . 
A nd pulls an injured lip.

W hile  her w retched husband s itte th  
In  a  dreary s la te  of drip.

I  ’ll w rite  th e  Times to-m orrow . 
A bout these vile park-keepers. 

A nd teach them  to  th e ir sorrow 
T h a t m en a in ’t  railway sleepers. 

T o  esm p o u t th u s  o r borrow  
T rees to  s tick  on like creepers.

H ig h  is th e  Fence and frowning. 
A nd th ere  are sp ikes a-top.

W ith  a  D itch outside for drow ning 
P o o r creatures w hen they drop. 

N o !  here damp and done brown, in 
T he K egent’s P a rk  1 ’ll s to p !

N atier’s D irectory .— The nearest way to  the  A dm iralty is th rough  
D ow ning S tree t.

OUR LITTLE BIRD.

THE LONDON CLAY.

A HOT w ar rages betw een the  dead of th e  m etropolis and th e  q u ic k ; 
betw een th e  London clay of chtirchyards, and th e  L ondon clay tn a t  is 
still householder. I t  m u st be confessed th a t th e  living have been very 
pa tien t under th e  aggressions they  have su ffe red ; th e  enemy fighting 
w ith  all advantages upon th e ir side, secure from  all sensible re v e rse ; 
in  veriest t ru th  no t know ing w hen they are beaten. T he citizen, w hose 
cham ber window opens upon  a  grave-yard, sleeping a n a  w aking, is a 
m ark fo r his enemy whose unconscious particles are fighting m illions 
s trong  in  th e  dom estic a tm osphere of th e  breath ing  m a n ; k illing  him 
quietly  b u t surely—very surely. A nd w hat h is solace, w hat h is reno
vating  com fort against these  m ortal o d d s?  W hy, he can open his 
m outh, and protest a t  a  parish g a th e r in g : o r w hat may be a  s till dearer 
satisfaction, the  feeling m aking m usical his every heart-string , he  can 
draw  a  grey  goose quill, and— w rite  to  th e  Times. And th e  same night, 
the enem y’s millions are a ttack ing  him  under h is te s te r ;  destroying th e  
roses in his wife’s cheeks, and m aking yellow th e  baby.

T his is hard upon th e  living, h ard  upon th e  dead. W e have sym
pathies for e ither side. W h y  should the  dead be made m ischievous? 
The th o u g h t of it  m ust be th e  longest nail in a  good m an’s coffin. W hy, 
when m an has tu rned  his face to  th e  wall,— th a t wall, w here eternal 
sky-light comes th rough  upon him ,-;-w hy should he be made, in  th e  
clay, to  tu rn  again, and, w ithou t his will o r know ledge, carry  on an 
ex term inating  war against those he has left behind him  ? Im agine  a  
good, gracious grandfather, made, by th e  ty ranny  of the  sexton, to  
poison his daughter, to  kill his grandchildren. Good fellow ! w ith  the  
sp irit in  him, he may have been th e  ten d eres t, th e  k ind liest of m e n ; 
and th a t sp irit, living i ts  e ternal rew ard , th e  offal once his p roperty  is 
tu rn ed  in to  wickedness and mischief, and kills about it. A fte r th is 
m anner, a  H o w a r d  in life, may be a  hom icide in  h is coffin.

T here  was an old th o u g h t—one of th e  m any noisome pels of super
stition— th a t th e  spinad m arrow  of a  dead m an becam e quickened in to  a 
serpent. O ur London churchyards, in  th e  L ondon  clay removed from 
London cham bers, b reed  clouds of poisonous th ings, devouring as 
locusts. W e may n o t see them . W e may not, by th e  aid o f th e  b est 
microscope, read th e ir veined wings, and count one by one th e ir organs 
of destruction . T he m ore the  pity. O therw ise, we had never endured  
th e m ; had never generated  them , no t in a cord o f marrow, b u t in  every 
particle of th a t  “  paste and co v erin g ”  th a t m ^ e »  th e  biggest aider- 
man. T h e ir w orst evil has been in  th e ir invisibility. They have carried 
m ortality  down th e  th ro a ts  of men, and destroyed unseen. H ence, the  
mischiet in its  long-continuing.

And good men, and tenderest women, w ith  m ost pious in tentions, up 
to  th e  p resen t hour, insist upon doing th e ir best, when dead, to  add to  
th e ir num ber. O r wherefore, a t  th is  tim e, do London grave-diggers— 
th eir ordinary force streng thened  by helping hands— sw eat in  London 
churchyards? Fam ily graves are to  be opened. T he dead are to  have 
kindred  followers. W idow  would rejoin husband, widower would rest 
w ith  sometime wife. I t  is  very to u ch in g : th ere  is na tu ra l religion, 
pathos in th e  wish. A nd so we pile th e  Ijondon clay— layer upon layer 
— pile i t  up, u n til th e  noon-day sun  scorching th e  c ru s t of earth , makes 
hot the  very coffin-platc.

Parishioners have a  vested righ t in th e  m ischief o f the  London clay 
th a t makes a  London churcliyard, and— the adm iring world has seen it 
will no t forego Ihe  privilege of evil. They will vindicate their citizen- 
sliip even in th e ir  coffins; and when dead, insist upon th e  good old 
English prerogative of becoming a  nuisance. I t  is a fter th is unyielding, 
lite ial fashion, we m ust henceforth transla te  th e  sentim ent th a t m akes 
our neighbour crave for London in term ent. W hy should he n o t take  
up his last home in th e  country ? W hy no t—if he will have sen tim ent 
— why no t gradually become grass, th e  while Ihe skylark sings to  the  
change, and haply, th e  sheep take  a  b ite  above him ? W hy n o t to  soft 
r u a l  harmonies pass in t*  dust, th e  stone a t his head, w ith  Ihe  gravity  
of an allowed fiction, telling a  cen tury  onward w here he lie s?  I f  
sentim ent m ust be satisfied, th is country  honie is a  sw eeter, pleasanter 
abode than  a house of London clay. O r is i t  th a t  th e  parish ioner of 
S t. Bride’s th in k s th ere  may be an after soothing, a  continual droning 
to  continual re s t in th e  sound of carriage w heels ? Is i t  his th o u g h t 
tlia t, even in th e  grave, the  civic cry of “  old clo thes ’’—significant cry 
near Ihe cast-off su ils of th e  sons o f A d a m !— is sw eeter, far more social, 
than  tlie b leating of lambs ? Skylarks are  very well in th e ir way, b u t— 
th inks our tradesm an— it is som etliing to  have even above one’s  grave 
tlie delicious shoutings of—“  City ! ”  “  Bank 1 ”

Again, a  dead m an may be m ade a  so rt o f burglar if  insisting  upon 
burial in  a  L ondon  churchyard. H e  in his bran-new  coffin, w ith ils  
honest num ber o f ornam ents, and everyth ing about him in  the  pride 
and cereniony of recent, death, tu rn s  out— evicts— a previous tenan t, 
made, it  is sad to  th in k  it, of no m ore account w hen dead than an Irish  
c o tte r when living. Yes, th e  pom pous dead m an of Saturday last, 
needing full room  for h is full-length, tu rn s  ou t, o r crushes into 
abominable Uatness, th e  w ithered fellow beneath  him, who, to  be sure.
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may have done his full work of mischief in the grave; having given 
off his contribution of poison—having duly paid his subscription to the 
fund—the floating fund—of miasma, that , from rich London clay, con
taminates the London jiving. And so then, the last comer, the upper
most man-^(he may in his life-time enjoy the pleasantness of the 
thought)—is nicely placed, the earth lying very light upon him, to do 
his worst; until certain gases shall have burned out, and the sexton 
comes with his iron auger—his grave-taster—and finds the top man 
may now be second top, crushing him before his time, to  lie close for 
a new, and on such account, therefore, more respectable lodger.

Nobody builds like your grave-digger, says oHAKSPEAnE; and upon 
recent evidence nobody packs like the London artificer of London clay. 
W ith his shovel he will dismember the carcase of a man—to make the 
pieces lie close—readily as butcher will disjoint for the shambles. 
Assuredly, folks determined upon London nurial ought to weigh 
these things in their consciences—to test them, not by the sentiment 
of the grave, but by the sentiment of living justice. Can a man, ought 
a man, to die at peace knowing that he has willed, sternly willed, to be 
so bestowed that the sun may breed in him a mortal pestilence to his 
neighbours. That he may have, in a clayey sense, a speedy resurrection 
of himself in noxious vapours, taking mortal possession of the lungs of 
the living. And then, if he have churchyard sentiment, how can he 
endure the thought of breaking into another man’s grave before the 
man be fairly worn out, and either causing him to be chopped into 
oollops or rudely crushing him flat, treating his weakness as a 
brutal, burly fellow—elbowing to take front rank at a sight—treats 
his feeble inferior ? But let us remove from the churchyard to the 
Church.

W e have laws to secure the decency of the Temple at the bands of 
the living; but we allow Churchmen to make a heavy penn’orth of the 
sacrilege permitted to the dead. Most profitable cellars are church 
vaults, wherein, for a certain sum paid upon the altar, the well-to-do in 
this life purchase the after privilege of dping deadly evil by proxy of 
their dust. When the song of praise arises from the congregation, 
then likewise ascend mephitic vapours from the homicidal corpses below, 
that, despite of luxurious lead, escape to mingle with and contaminate 
the oreath of the singers. How is the offering tainted, when animal 
gases combine with myrrh and frankincense ! Pecunia non olet? Be- 
peat not the saw in English churches: for, escaped from coffins, newiy-

tapped ”—(is the sexton the grim butler ?)—the reeking abomination 
smells of money; of money paid to Mother Church for cellarage for 
her rotting rich ones.

This was a daily evil; but it is published, the evil is to cease. I t  is a 
matter for rejoicing, when Churchmen by their lives live out The 
Bock ; when with white hands they can meekly defy the opprobrium of 
the scoffer. Arabian stories tell of Ghouls that live and fatten upon 
the dead. Well, defy the mocker to  the possibility of a wrenched 
comparison: let not holy men, really and truly moved with the innocence 
of doves, be likened, by a hankering for certain mortal profits, to birds 
of carrion propensity. Still, stilt, the milk-white dove, and not a feat her 
of the crow.

Men follow fashion even to the grave. Hence, when the Duke of

Sussex elected to be buried in common clay, taking his final ease in 
Kensal Green, even as his Royal Highness’s and Royal Earlhiness’s 
shoemaker may have elected before him,—he did good service in his last 
protest against such abominations as even the gathered rottenness-;- 
spiced, and sweetened, and cere-clothed as it may be — shelfed in 
St. George’s, Windsor. The living Duke, disposing of his dead body, 
resolved to make no part of a nuisance; he would protest against 
abuse, even in his grave. And—willingly or not in every case—the 
ducal example will be followed. Churches must be left wholly to the 
living. The dead have had their uses of thein, and have passed to the 
reckoning. They must not, though unconsciously, leave evil behind 
them. I t  must not be permitted even to rank to be offensive from the 
vault below even to the vulgar out of pews. The porcelain pitcher 
broken is not to do injury to the coarsest pottery wfiole. In  a while, 
and it will be thought as unseemly for a man to desire to lay his deaa 
body in a church vault, as it would now be judged indecent for the 
living man to brawl in the service.

But wjiere to find our burial grounds for London clay ? Quills, plenty 
as the porcupine’s, rustle at the question. Enclose your commons! 
This has been the written answer. A savage in the Times, signing 
himself G. B. E.—we at once recognise Great Blockhead Ever—pro
poses that Wimbledon Common, or Streat ham, or Wandsworth, or Barnes 
Common, be taken fiom descendants of old ancestral geese, and in due 
season be whitened with tomb-stones! We answer, take the House of 
Commons, but touch not one of these. Never let sexton’s spade make 
gashes in the turf that is consecrated to the escaped Londoner, who, 
I'or a few hours, brings his spirit to grass, half choked, half stifled with 
civic grime and smoke. There is land and plenty for the London dead 
—wide lying; beds roomy enough,—wii li no cause that coffined London 
clay should, for all recreative purpose, make chill, and cold, and barren, 
the bits, the small bits of liberal green, still left.—however grudgingly 
—to the poor. The dais'es—the poor man’s daisies!—shall not be dis
placed, even for silver coffin-nails.

Death may easily spare our Commons, and still get room. Any way 
it seems that, in a while, and London churchyards are to receive no 
further contributions of London clay. I t  gives one a glow to believe 
that Churchmen are resolved upon this. No doub^ with all Chiistian 
alacrity, they will settle the money,nart of the difficulty to the satis
faction and thanksgiving of the utnearned laity. We fear that evil- 
disposed persons have been known to 1 ken our London churchyards to 
places crowded for a gala,—where beds were scarce and must be paid 
for accordingly; where the man of bitter thought has likened the 
tombstone to a money-changer’s table. But we live in better days; 
when no such comparisons can be held with. A London churchyard 
will cease to intrude upon our daily life its ghastly impertinence : to 
force upon iis foul associations of Faith, Hope, and Charity with 
Pounds, Shillings, and Pence. The Germans call a churchyard God’s- 
Field : a beautiful name, suggestive of hopeful thoughts. So we should 
ever be taught to see it—think it. God’s-Field, sown with human 
seed, at The Sound to burst and germinate, and take upon it immortal 
loveliness.

A L itttj, Buu).

SW IFT AND SURE.

A VISION VERY LIK E REALITY.

Since  justice took to fracking crime by the aid of the Electric I "  Pede poena claudo.” No wonder the murderer is nervous, when he is. 
Telegraph, she can no longer be described in the words of H orace as I literally, very often “ hung upon wires.”

POOR ST. ANDREW.

I n the hands of N icholas, Saint Andrew  is too often a melan
choly Saint M erry Andrew . The autocrat has again perpetrated a 
ghastly joke, by sending the Grand Cross of the Order to General 
H aynau, je t sm.oking fiom Hungarian shambles—to H aynau, who 
scourged women for loving their Lusbands and hroibers in delianoe of 
his bulletins. The Cross, we are told, is in Irillianls. According to

the old book, “  Liber Lauidarius,’’ it was taught that precious stones 
showed sympathy with the virtues and vices oft heir wearers; sympathy 
bv additional lustre, or by decline and change. Could this be so, 
H a y n a u ’s  brilliants would become like anietlijsts, typifying the first 
blue lines of the cat on woman’s flesh, and then, as rubies, mark and 
brand the bloodshcdder 1
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,  “ TOGETHER LET US RANGE THE FIELD .”

Such is the invitation that is constantly on the lips of certain common 
councilmen with reference to the field of Smith, or Smi'hfield, which 
constitutes in their opinion a sort of Elysian Field, where the summit 
of bliss—and a good deal of summut else—lies within the reach of them
selves and their families. The undaunted Mk. Dixon, whose ipse-dixit, 
or ipse dix-on-it, goes a great way with his civic brethren, has taken 
advantage of the prevailing epidemic to announce his unshaken confi
dence in the salubrity of Smithfield, and he declared publicly a day or 
two ago, that he would gladly locate his family on the spot, as a safe
guard for them against Cholera. The idea is a bold one, and is well 
Worthy of the same vigorous imagination that saw in the gutters and 
cattle-pens of the market a promenade for mature age, and a play
ground for infancy. Perhaps if an application were made to our 
old friend F. M. at Apsley House, permission might be granted for 
a regimental band—that of the Cold-streams would be most suitable 
—to attend in the market during a couple of afternoons in* the week, 
and Smithfield might thus bê  rendered a kind of East End Kensington 
Gardens, for the out-door ri-miiom of common councilmen and tlieir 
families.

PHYSIC FOR COURTS-MARTIAL.
M r . P unch  has been enabled, by the advancement of M edial 

Science, to invent a series of V aluable R embdibs for the Corubc- 
tion and P romotion of the M oral and I ntellectual F unctions. 
His A nti-P artiality P ills are infallible in Cases of U ndue F avour 
AND Affection , and warranted a certain Cure for tliat W inking  of 
the E ye at the Delinquencies of Superior Officers, which Is so 
disgraceful a charac'erislic of M artial—particularly of N aval— 
T ribunals. His T incture of J ustice will be found efficacious in 
equalising the severity with which Offenders are treated in due pro
portion to tlieir misdeeds. His E lix ir  of Common Sense is a certain 
stimulant to the I ntellectual F aculties, enabling the most obtuse 
and asinine to perceive the Merits of a Case.

In proof of the great necessity that exists for these Medicines, 
Mr. Punch needs only to point to toe proceedings of two recent Courts- 
Martial. On the one hand, a Lieutenant and a Master in the Navy, 
pleading guilty of desertion from their vessel, are sentenced to be dis
missed H er  Majesty’s service, to be rendered incapable of serving her 
again, and to be imprisoned for twelve months. Tlieir excuse was that 
they were driven to desert by the tyranny and illusageof their Captain. 
On the other hand, the Ca,ptain himself, brought to trial for cruelty and 
oppression, and besides, for false expenditure of stores and entering 
falsehoods in the log-book, and convicted of all these charges, is simply 
sentenced to dismissal from the service. Now, unless the demon who 
instigates is less culpable than the victim who sins, the Captain that 
drives his olticers to desert is at least as blameworthy as the deserters.

I t  is for tlie prevention of such deplorable cases as tha* above recited, 
that the Anti P artiality P ills, the T incture of J ustice, and the 
E lixir  op Common Sense, are respectfully offered by J/r . h tneh io  
the Lords of the Admiralty, with a recommendation that a dose of 
these invaluable Medicines shall be administerfd to the members of all 
future (kiurts-Marlial about to try a senior officer on (lie prosecution 
of his junior, whereby they will he preserved from passing iniuiiitous 
sentences csJculated to bring disgrace and discredit on the Jiritish 
Flag.
•,* One Trial—especially such another as Commander P itm an’s— 
will prove the fact.

THE BLACK FLAG OF ST. SAVIOUR’S.
W e are convinced that “ tru th ” really “ is strange—stranger ilian 

fiction.” I t  is written in the Times that, at a vestry-meeting of St. 
Saviour’s, Southwark, there was passed a deliberate resolution to dis
obey an order of the Hoard of llealt.h for the closure of a certain grave
yard in that district, called the “ Cross-bones” burial groumi. Under 
existing circumstances that this vote can have been carried, is less 
credible than the greatest lie in Munchttusen.

Perhaps some future historian, of more imaginalion than chronology, 
will relate how the name of St. Saoiour’s was given to this parish by 
popular irony during tlie epidemic of 1819, and will cite in support of 
his conjecture the astounding fact above recorded.

'Ihe vestry-men of St. Saviour’s liave made a bold stand indeed 
against tlieir sanits'-y aggressors. Of course their motto b, “ No Sur
render,” meaning “ We won’t give up our charnel! ” Of course, also, 
they have nailed their flag 1o the mast, and it only remains for us to 
observe, that this flag is the “ Death’s head and Cross-hones.”

iKPorerAKT R ec ipe—T o diminish the weekly average of burials in 
London;—Close the graveyards.

I N  r O E  I T — H O W  T O  G E T  O U T  O F  IT .

Once on a time there was a gentleman who won an elephant in a ' 
raffle.

I t  was a very fine elephant, and very cheap at the price the gentleman 
paid for his chance.

But the gentleman had no place to put it in.
Nobody would take it  off his hands.
He couldn’t afford to feed it.
He was afraid of the law if he turned it loose into the streets.
He was too humane to let it starve.
He was afraid to shoot it.
In short, he was in a perplexity very natural to a gentleman with— 

moderate means, a small house, common feelings of humanity—and an 
elephant.

France has won her elephant at Rome.
She has brought back the Pope.
She is at her wits’ end what to do with him.
She can’t abet the Pope and the Cardinals, because she interfered 

in the cause of Liberty.
She can’t abet the Republicans, because she interfered in the cause 

of the Pope and the Cardinals.
She can’t act with Austria, treatise Austria is absolutist.
Siie can’t act against Austria, because France is conservative and 

peaceful.
She can’t continue her army in Rome, because it is not treated with 

reyiect.
She can’t withdraw her army from Rome, because that would be to 

stuliify herself.
She can’t  go forward, because she insisted on the Roman people 

going backward.
She can’t go backward, because the French people insbt on her 

going forward.
She can’t choose the wrong, because public opinion forces her to the 

right.
She can’t choose tlie right, because her own dbhonesty has forced 

her to the wrong. i
In  one word, she is on the horns of a dilemma, and the more she 

twists, the more sharply she feels the points on winch she is impaled, 
like a cockchafer in a cabinet, for the inspection of the curious in the 
lighter and more whirligig species of political entomology. I

Poor France—will nobody take her precious bargain off her hands P 
Rome is her bottle imp. She bought it clear enough, but can t get rid of 
it “ at any price.”

V'.,u^..someloJy '. N. w  -

V

EMERSON EXPLAINED.
We are told by an Irish contemporary, that—

** E wuraon’ii word« are A)II of tru th . * J^et the irfngle man p lant him aetf indom itablj 
on bia litaUDctM, and there abide, and the faiiĝ e world will oome round to him ,’ ”

We are not sure fliat we comprehend the meaning of tiiese words 
of Mr. E merson. By a single man’s planting himself indomitably on 
his instincts, and there abiding, we can only understand liis determining 
to indulge an inclination for cigars and brandy-and-water, and becoming j 
a confirmed sot ; in which case, if the huge world will not exactly ' 
come round to him, it will assuredly ffo round to him continually. (
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Always bolt th e  D ooe of took M achine after  Bathing, or you may be  served as poor Mr. B riggs was the other 
DAY. H is disaster is  represented  above. (By the way, in answer to nvmerous Correspondents, more particularly to the Cork Gentleman, 
we beg to say that M r . Briggs is at present taking the bentfil o f sea air—and we understand he has accepted an invitation to spend a few days 
with a friend o f his during the Hunting Season. No doubt we shall be enabled tdjdepict some o f his performances.)

JA S P E R  JU D G E  R IG H T  R O Y A L L Y  JU D G E D .

T h e  surest way—as Punch some time since illustrated—to kill a 
wasp, is to let fall a drop of oil upon the insect. M r . J asper J udge, 
the small wasp of Windsor, has been thus made nothing of by our good, 
gentlewoman Queen . J udge, for years past, has beset the privacy of
the Q ueen  and P rince at Windsor ; now visiting their state-apart
ments, now their domestic fireside, now their kitchen, now their pantry. 
At length. J udge carries off certain royal etchinijs-the work of H er  
Majesty and husband—resolving to turn the said pretty private bits 
of art into means of shoulders-of-mutton. J udge is summoned to 
Chancery; makes a sad fimire in C ourt; is cast—most righteously cast 
—and the turnkey of the Bench has the offender under close ward for 
amount of costs, £180. Whereupon M rs. J udge—of course with 
sanction of the offender—petitions for mercy; and receives from M r . 
Anson  ̂ the Q ueen’s private secretary, a most annihilating answer for 
the prisoner. For many years, says M r . Anson, it has been the unre
mitting efforts of your husband-
rjT

« To inflict every possible in ju ry  on IlrR  Ma jis t t , the P rikgk, th e ir  fam ily and the 
Court, by a  ayatem of tnicnage into, m isrepreaentation and v ilifying of, all th e  acta of 
the ir private life ; you will be the beat judge w hether he deaervea such a  boon a t  the ir 
hands. Nevertheleaa—”

(And now comes the drop of oil, of olive oil, that must kilt (he spy, 
that must change the Windsor wasp to a deadly green, turning him 
upon his back, dead a»d useless as a spy for evermore:)—

“ Nevertheless, it  is  repugnant to the feelings of I ln n  Majkstv and I l l s  Rotai, 
HiOHNasfl, th a t innocent peraona like yourself and children ahould euffur in  a  cause 
w ith which their nam es are in  any way connected, and I am commanded to forward to you 
a  cheque for £180., ichieh you may pay your husband's costs, and extricate him from  
prison; and may he in future support his family by a mors honourabie ittdustry 1 ”

A paltry fellow who had persecuted the P rincess E lizabeth  knelt 
tremblingly before the new-made Queen . “ Fellow,”  said Bess, “ fear 
n o t; the lion preys not upon carcases.” A fine magnanimous rebuke; 
but not so fine—not so beautiful—so truly Christian as the admonition

conveyed by V ictoria  to the offender J udge, who for years liad “ mis
represented and vilified” lierself and husband. How beautifully is the 
man J udge condemned, by the relief bestowed upon t he culprit! How 
epigrammatically is the old line rendered by H er  Majesty—“ judey 
DAMNATUR, cum NOCENS ABSOLVITUR ! ”

I

TO BUMBLEDOM, JiELLlGERENTS.

Mr. A lderman Gobble thinks Sew’rage “ all stuff 
M r. D eputy D onk thinks w e’ve drainage enough;
M r . V estryman Goo declares Smithfield’s quite sweet; 
Common Councilman M agog smells nought in the s tree t; 
Let us know, my good friends, when your crowing is o’er,
For when you have done talking, there’s Heath at the door.

The Vestry of Gotham won’t shut up tlie yard 
Where the festering dead lie scarce covePd with sward;
Not because i t ’s no nuisance, or brings them in wealth,
But because they’ve been bid by the Board, called of Health. 
Let us know, worthy Gothamites, when the tiff’s o’er.
For when you have done chafing, there's Heath at the door.
While the Sewers-Commission is liard by tlie ears 
W ith Guardians, and Health-Boards, and eke Overseers; 
While, Bumbledom through, each man snarls at his brother. 
And Vestries do little but fight with each other—
Please, B umbles, to say when your bickering is o’e r ;
For whenyow have done squabbling, there's Heath at the door!

FEMALE GENEROSITY.

T he system of Railway Life Assurance is now becoming very pre
valent. We learn that ladies arc objecting, much less than formerly, 
to allow their husbands—who insure—to travel without tliem.

    
 



USEFUL SUNDAY LITERATURE FOR THE MASSES ;
OR, M U R D E R  MADE FAMILIAR.

Tather oj a Family {.reads). “ The wretched Murderer is supposed to have cut the throats of his three eldest Children, and then to have 
killed the Baby by beating it repeatedly with a Poker. • • • * • In person he is of a rather bloated appearance, with a bull neck, 
small ey»5, broad large nose, and coarse vulgar mouth. His dress was a light blue coat, with brass buttons, elegant yellow summer vest, 
»nd pepper-and-salt trowsers. When at the Station House he expressed himself as being rather ‘ peckish,’ and said he should like a Black 
Pudding, which, with a Cup of Coffee, was immediately procured for him.”
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MURDER OF MR. COCKROBIN.
I r m  the “ St. Sepulchres Bell.”

CAPTUEE OF THE MISCREANT SPARROW, AND HIS EXAMINATION 
AT BOW STREET.

LATEST PARTICULARS.

INCE our last publication our in
telligent reporters have been 
diligently engaged in gaining 
EVERY INFORMATION likely tO 
interest our numerous readers 
regarding the miscreant now in 
custody, upon the horrid charge 
of murderii^ Mr. Cockrobin ; 
and we are in possession of a 
mass of intelligence which will 
appear exclusively in the co
lumns of the SL Sepulchres 
Bell, and Old Bailey Gazette.

The way in which the capture 
of Sparrow by the intrepid and 
enterprising Nabbs was effected 
has been variously, and there
fore of course incorrectly, stated 
by public Journalists, not so 
well informed as ourselves. I t 
was not at the Bag of Nails, 
Luclc Street, but at tbe Rain
bow and Salutation, that N abbs 
first succeeded in getting on tbe 
“ trail ” of the (reputed) assas
sin ; and in the following man
ner. A man in the dress of 
a journeyman baker had asked 
Mr. Mowbes, 1 the landlord of 
the Rainbow and Salutation, 

J ’liether he coidd have a bed for the night, and could have a sin(fle- 
bedded room P This trivial quest ion aroused Mrs. Mowles’s suspicion 
—for it seemed singular that persons of this class should stipulate for 
accommodations of a superior nature, and she playfully said that he 
must have a bad conscience to be afraid of talking in his sleep. The 
man said roughly that he could afford to pay what he asked for, and 
pulling out a liandful of money, laid down eighteenpence in advance (an 
ill-informed contemporary said two shillings, but we can vouch for the 
accuracy of our own statement)^laid down eighteenpence on the bar, 
saying he wasn’t afraid of showing nioney with any one.

Going into the parlour, the disguised monster called for a pot of half- 
and-half, which was served to him, and a pipe of tobacco, which lie smoked 
with much satisfaction; these refreshments he paid for, offering also a 
gratuity to the waiter considerable for a person of his seeming rank, 
viz. two-pence, and at nine o’clock he requested to go to bed. By this 
time he was intoxicated, for he partook of several glasses of gin-and- 
water after the beer, and though ho offered to “ stand treat.”  to the 
company in the room, he became noisy and even offensive in his de
meanour. Being contradict^ upon some irrelevant statement made by 
him to a gentleman by the name of Swiper, a frequenter of the Rain
bow and Salutation, the b^ei^s man offered to fight Mr. Swipkr, 
which agreeable invitation the latter gentleman declined, and prudently 
left the apartment and the hotel.

Sparrow (for, in spite of his di.sguise, there can be little doubt it 
was he) swore horribly at Mr. Sw iper for a coward when Mr. S. went 
away—had some more gin-and-water, and fell into conversation with 
some other parties in the hostelry about the prevailing topic, the 
murder of Mr. Cockrobin. With immense oaths and venemence, he 
swore tlie scoundrel was served quite right, and that he hoped the man 
Would get off as did it.

i t  will be remembered that we stated that the arrest of Sparrow did 
not take place a t the Bag of Nails, but at the Rainbow and Salutation 
—but the Bag of Nails has yet to play its part as a scene in this event
ful drama, for it was to the Nails (mark the mysterious hand of F a te !) 
that Mr . Swiper retired after being contunieliously driven from the 
Rainbow and Salutation, by the violence and ferocious language of the 
guest who was established in that inn.

Into the parlour of the Bag of Nails, N abbs—who is a relation of the 
worthv landlady. Mrs. R incer, having married her first cousin in 
1823, by whom tne enterprising officer has a large family of children— 
M r. N abbs, the detective officer, happened to be cosily seated taking a 
“ friendly glass.’’ He made sonie good-humoured jokes with Mr. 
Swiper, who is a tailor by profession and proverbially timid, about his 
pallid looks and disturbed appearance; on which Swiper said that 
lie did not care to own fighting wa.s not in his line, especially with a 
man of four times his weight.

Sw iper then described the appearance of the individual by whom 
lie had been insulted at the Rainbow; “ he was 5 feet 7 inches in 
height, seemingly about 37 years of age, with red hair and whiskers, 
and a north country accent; and when asked by the ever watchful N abbs 
—whom this conversation put on the alert—whether he had lost a front 
tooth, and was pitted with the small pox, Swiper at once stated 
that the individual who had insulted him was so marked by nature. 
“ If  so,”  thought Nabbs, who, not caring to sliare the reward for the 
capture with Mr. Swipeh, did not disclose his suspicions to that party, 
“ if so, I  have my man.”  And to call for his score and settle it, and to 
proceed from the Bag of Nails lo the Rainbow and Salutation, was 

; with this intrepid officer the work of an instant.
Calling at the Trump Street Office for X 191 and Z 794, two athletic 

policemen of that division, N abbs arrived at the Salutation at exactly 
48 minutes past 9 o’clock; and having whispered his suspicions to 
the landlord, Mr. Mowles, found no difficulty in making his way to 
the bed-chamber, where the fiend in human shape lay, and whither 
N abbs was guided by the loud snores of the intoxicated ruffian.

Drawing their cutlasses, X 191 and Z 794 advanced with their 
lanthoms upon the snoring murderer, and N abbs calling out with a 
calm voice, “ J ohn Sparrow, I  seize you for the murder of Mr . Cock- 
robin,” laid his hand upon the collar of the night-shirt of the (presumed) 
fiend in human shape.

Sparrow is a very powerful m an: rubbing his eyes which were at 
first affected by the glare of the policemen’s lanthoms, be asked with an
oath what th e ----- brought them there ? and at the next instant,
springing from bed. he delivered a blow upon Mr. N abbs’s nose (which 
is so prominent), that the officer staggered back, and the blood flowed 
freely. He then made another successful hit upon the eye of Z 794, 
but was tripped up by X 191, who fell to the ground with him, while X 
191 and N abbs jumped heavilvupon his legs and head, and after almost 
throttling him, handcuffed and secured him.

He was brought to Marlborough Street in his night-clothes, covered 
with the blood, which, however, was that of the gallant officers employed 
in his ca,pture, and indulged in frightful language before the magistrate. 
He denied, sometimes with laughter, and sometimes with the most 
violent imprecations, that he was Sparrow at a ll; he said lus name was 
H icks ; that he was a journeyman in the employ of Mr. Dodghtt, 
baker, of Rolls Court, Chancery Lane, who had-known him, for fifteen 
years, and would vouch for his honesty; and when asked why then, if 
honest, he resisted the law, the presumed ruffian said, he would knock 
down any man who pitched into him, and that he would do it again.

He was locked up in a cell, where he loudly called for more beer, 
whicli was refused to him, but where, however, he had ^m e coffee, of 
which the murderer partook freely ; meanwhile the officers went in 
pursuit of Mr. Doughty, wlio, there is little doubt, will expose the 
murderous imposition.I ---------------------

SECOND ED ITIO N !
DENIAL OF THE PRISONER,

At a quarter past 11 o’clock this morning no news has been received 
from Mr . Doughty. He went to Gravesend yesterday with Mrs. D. 
and the family. Our reporter has followed them to that watering-place.

The prisoner, though now sober, still declares with obslirnde per
tinacity, that his name is H icks, and that he never heard of Sparrow, 

j for whom he has been taken. A little time will serve to unmask the j  pretender, ______________

: THIRD E D IT IO N !!
ARRIVAL OF MR. DOUGHTY.

T his gentleman, who is a most respectable baker in Rolls Buildings, 
where he bas been established since 1834, arrived by the Diamond 
Steamer at 30 minutes past 12, and instantly drove to Marlborough 
Street, where he was confronted with H icks.J

H icks, it turns out, is not the supposed murderer. Sparrow; but 
I was perfectly well known to Mr. D o u g h t y ,  whose word as a respeot- 
[ able man we are bound to take. Frequent intoxication is said lo be 
' H icks’s chief crime; but it is proved beyond doubt that he was 
j  employed upon his duties as a baker on the day when tbe ill-fated 
victim of Sparrow fell; but the police are on the track of (he criminal; 
before many hours he will be m I be bands of Justice; and on the 
instant of his capture, we shall not fail to publish a Fourth Edition.

Tlie Fourth Edition of the St. Sepulchres Bell appears with an 
account of the capture of the real criminal; with a history of his 
youth, of liis parents, of his grandfather and mother, of the meals wliidi 
betook on the road from the place of his capture and afterwards at 
Newgate, of the numbers of hours of sleep which he had, of tbe shop 
at wliich he bought (lie last pair of (rowsers which he ever wore (and 
which are purchased by Madame Twosiioes for her Exhibition), of 
the position of his brothers and sisters in life, of the year in which he
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was vaccinated, &c., &c. His portrait is enCTaved, as is that of the 
weapon fa bow and arrow), which he employed in killing Mr . R obin, 
and the S(. Stpulchrds Bell sells 80,000 copies of its publication.

Spaekow’s mask and head appear in Doctoe P heenologus’s 
Shop, in the Strand, on the day alter his demise. Multitudes flock to 
view the house in which the wretch lived, and though Satirists are 
indignant at the multiplicity of the horrible details with which the 
Press describes the life of a scoundrel; yet we have tracked in this 
manner R usk, and Taweix, and Couevoisiee, and T huetell to the 
grave, and shall relish the biographies of villains yet to come.

NEW USE FOR GUTTA 
PERCHA.

I n addition to drinking-cups, driv
ing-bands, whips, bats, splints, 
portable soup, shoes, elastic heads, 
coals, candles, tubing, tenpenny nails, 
theatrical banquets,«picture-frames, 
saveloys, buttons, baskets, biscuits, 
and other various forms into which 
that universal material Gutta Percha 
has been converted, we beg to suggest 
a new and sanitary employment from 
this multiform substance, to which 
its connexion with the gutter would 
seem naturally to adapt it.

We would suggest that masks with 
pipes of Gutta Percha might be em
ployed in London and other large 
towns, for enabling the wearer to 
breathe the upper and purer currents 
of air, in the neighbourhood of our 
slaughter-houses, cattle markets, 
graveyards, bone-boilers’, soap- 
makers’, and cat-gut manufacturers’. 
Without some such arrangement we 
do not see how the Londoner is to 
enjoy the “ sweet airs that give de
light and hurt n o t” which we are 
assured by philosophers do exist 
somewhere above our heads, and of 
which we may be allowed to breathe 
the name, if we cannot breathe any 
more substantial part of them.

ro LF.T (
?  lllLXijl') 

W Cl^CUt. -{5̂ ,

T he P hilosophy of Batle.—Being 
“ out of tow n” when knocked up in 
the middle of the night to take a young 
Irishman out of the station-house.

THE ITALIAN REFUGEE FUND.
(Grand Historical Deputation to Mr. Punch.)

Messes. J. and M. Bbhtus, Me . C. Cassius, Mr . M. Cato, and 
ancestors. Me . M. Cuetius, Messes. D ecii, Messes. T. and C. 
Gracchus, Mr. M. A. R egulus, Mr. P. C. Scipio, and other gen
tlemen, forming a numerous and highly respectable deputation of 
ancient Romans, headed by their spokesman, M r. M. T. Cicero, pro
ceeded from their mansions in the Elysian Fields to wait upon 
Mr. Punch, in his chamber, at 12 o’clock last night precisely. The 
distinguished visitors were received bj[ Mr. Punch in his nightcap.

The object of the illustrious deputation was stated by
Me . M. T. Cicero, who would not dwell with useless eloquence on 

a theme t te t  spoke for itself. He would not pretend to magnify the 
heroism displayed in the late glorious though unsuccessful defence of 
Rome, by those whom he himself, and the gentlemen behind him, 
acknowledged as their worthy descendants. But those heroes, for the 
most part, were now exiles in this country, the only land almost 
wherein there remained a temple to Freedom. They were rich in 
nothing but honour. Having earned an historical immortality, they 

! were in danger of perishing literally of want. If  the finances of 
I Britannia had not permitted her to lend them assistance against the 
j barbarous Gauls, could not Englishmen at least afford the wherewithal 
to save them from starvation? He was deputed by the worthies of 
ancient Rome to request Mr. Punch to promulgate throughout the 
globe—to publish, by means of his enormous circulation, to the re
motest Thule—the circumstance that an Italian Refugee Fund had 
been formed for the relief of the Roman exiles, and that subscriptions 
would be received by Messes. Smith, P ayne, and Smiths, 1, Lombard 
Street, and Messrs. Coutts  ̂ Strand.

Mr. Punch was truly sensible of the honour which he received in the 
visit of so many illustrious personages, tor whom he had always felt 
the highest veneration, ever since he had been introduced to them by 
Dr . Goldsmith in bis childhood. He should be most proud to serve 
them in any way, especially by giving publicity to the fact that a 
subscription had been set on foot for the benefit of the Italian refugees, 
which liis very next number should proclaim to the whole world.

Mr. Cicero, on behalf of himself and his constituents, having warmly 
thanked Mr. Punch for their favourable reception, the clock struck 
One, and the deputation vanished.

A BONNE BOUCHE TO CONTINENTAL READERS.

I t is said that, since the interest taken in Continental affairs, several 
of our dentists have made large fortunes. The immense addition to 
thejr practice is supposed to have been occasioned by the nurnerous 
accidents that have occurred from persons stupidly attempting to 
pronounce the innumerable Russian, Magyar, Silesian, Sclavonic, 
Transylvanian, Polish, and Styrian names of towns and generals, that 
have lately shot up in our newspapers. One dentist, we are informed, 
has already realised quite sufficient to enable him to start a new brass 
plate and a page, simply by advertising his “ N ew Metallic P ronounc
ing Tooth,”  warranted not to break in the jpronunciation of the most 
outlandish names. He professes to show “ Testimonials from persons 
who have served in the last Hungarian campaign,” as well as certificates 
of their hardness, from “ Readers at several newspaper offices, who 
have been W indischgratzing and J ellachiching for the last six 
months.” Praise from such quarters speaks loudly in favour of these 
“ New Pronouncing Teeth.”

M aking him  doubly Sm art.
W e observe that the P rince op Wales has been out several times 

with his tutor. D r. Birch, angling. The old precept says, “ Spare the 
rod, and spoil the child.”  According to this, there is no great fear of 
the Prince being a spoiled child, for apparently neither Birch nor Rod 
are spared on his education.

A B i t t e r  T r u t if , d r a w n  p r o m  M a lta .—Wlien a Governor parts 
with his senses, the only way to bring him back is to recall him.

SPORT ON THE MOORS.

THE BRITISH  FARM ER AND H IS  ERIEND.
“ Mr . P unch,

“ I  address you under feelings of profound humiliation. I 
know that I  belong to a despised caste. I  am aware that the signature 
to this letter is synonymous witli booby. I  am prepared to have my 
observations laughed a t ; to be denied all claim to common sense; to 
be regarded as the imbodiment of what Sydney Smith used to call 
omninescience. I  mean. Sir, that I  expect no better than that my 
understanding should be totally despised by the world at large.

“ But, Mr. Punch, I did flatter myself that this feeling of utter 
contempt for my intellect was at least not entertained by those who 
call themselves my friends. A las! I was mistaken. How could 
Mr . D israeli, consistently with the slightest respect for my faculties, 
propose, at the Bucks Agricultural Association Meeting the other 
day, to better my condition, by equalising the W ddax, so as to raise 
it to £5,000,000, with which sum to) form a sinking-fund, wliereby 
to raise Consols above par in ten months, and by that means enable me 
to borrow money at three per cent? How could he imagine that I 
should be taken in by this unancial Iiocus-m c u s ,  which sounds like a 
Merry Andrew’s project for paying off tlie National Debt ? 1 should like 
to see if Mr. Disraeli could broach such a scheme to a stock-broker in 
the smallest way, and keep his countenance.

“ I t  is indeed, Mr. Punch, with a bitter feeling tliat I  find my own 
especial friend—D israeli himself—participating in the general per
suasion that I  am a blockhead.

“ I  hope I  have not written this letter in very bad English, nor spelt 
it extraordinarily wrong.

“ Your humble—or rather humbled—Servant,
“ T he British Farmer,”'

There was a grand illumination over the island when the late 
Governor left Malta. One of the transparencies represented a bust of 
L oyola with a tremendous extinguisher upon it, whilst a tremendous 
crowd was dancing round, hurrahing, and shouting, “ No More o’ 
F errall.”
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THE MOURNEE OF CREMORNE.
AVING heard much of certain equestrian 

attractions at Cremorne, including the 
E g l in t o u n  Tournament with a real 
Queen of Beauty, and W id d ic o m b e  
as the King of Beauty, in an Earl’s 
Coronet, a dow ser’s imitation ermine 
tippet, and a crimson table-cover for a 
robej having heard also that the 
Courier of St. Petersburg was racing 
the Post Boy of Antwerp with six 
horses each, as if the nearest way to 
Antwerp and to St. Petersburg was 
round tne oval marked out for the 
sports of the Hippodrome in the 
gardens of Cremorne; having-heard 
that all this was exceedingly well 
worth seeing, we hastened tnither a 
few days ago, when, to our regret, we 
found that we had come rather too 

late, and that those performances, having been "only for a limited 
period,’’ had reidly been brought to a close.'

We should have easily consoled ourselves for the disappointment by 
preparing to enjoy the Ordinary evening entertainments of the establish
ment, but having come to see a day’s performance, the night’s amuse
ments were by no means ready to begin. Having looked in vain at 
Mooltan, in the hope that it might be stormed, and having examined 
the pasteboard fortifications of G o o je r a t ,  we inquired when it would 
be besieged, and were informed by a man in a brown paper cap that the 
place could not possibly fall before 9 o’clock (it was then only 3), and 
though we offered halt-a-crown for a special bombardment, we were 
respectfully assured that the Indian upstart could not be humbled in 
the dust until the inclusion of the regular evening’s entertainments. 
Puzzled how to dispose of our tini^ we proceeded to the cave of 
Z a t o c , to have our fortune told, but Z adoc was evidently unprepared 
for our early visit, and though the terms of the sage are only twopence, 
we could not proceed to business because the venerable soothsayer 
could not give us cliange for a fourpenny piece. After an undignified 
parley with the hermit through his letter-box, and a fruitless attempt 
of Z a doc  to got change of the waiters, we were compelled to take 
another twopenny worth of fortune, in which our original lot—the first 
two penn’orth—was completely reversed.

We next proceeded in search of amusement to the Californian Gold 
Diggings, prepared to pay our extra penny—like a man—but the doors 
of the Diggings were not yet open, and we had no resource but in a 
bottle of stout and a captain’s biscuit, oyer which we wiled away the 
tardy hours until the evening’s entertainments commenced in right 
earnest, when we were fully repaid for our patient endurance of the 
afternoon.

LITERATURE OF THE SHOP-WINDOWS.
T he practice that has now become very popular, if not quite uni

versal, under the title of the “ ticketing system,’’ has been the cause 
of contributing a great deal to that branch of literature designed 
expressly for the enlightenment of those who run and read at the same 
time, by running their eye over the placards in the shop-windows. 
While hurrying along the public thoroughfares. We are sometimes a 
good deal amused and puzzled by those compositions, and we have 
hcen somewhat mystified lately by tickets in the windows of the 
Glove shops, inscribed, “ Stout superior town-made dog,’’ a riddle we 
are unable to elucidate. In  the first place stoutness is no mark of 
superiority in the canine species, and such an expression as “ Town- 
uiado dog ’’ completely sets at nought all our speculations.

We liave often been rather perplexed by booksellers and bookbinders 
talking of “ Stout extra calf,’ but we have presumed that the word

Extra ’’ in this case is used to indicate
•' Sometblng more tlian  c s if  and less than  cow;"

a solution with which we have hitherto remained satis'ied. We have, 
however, entirely given up the hosier’s riddle of "  superior extra town- 
[Uade dog,”  and we leave it to tliose who are hand-in-gbve with the 
trade to find an explanation of the enigma.

Exi t  Commander Pitman.
P it m a n  is cashiered: is no longer Commander. Nevertheless, once 

a Captain, the title will stick. Now, as the name of P it m a n  is erased 
from the Navy List, we would suggest—in memory of P it m a n ’s  disci
pline, tliat, in a tropical climate, fixed copper funnels upon hoj’s heads 
■—he be  henceforth known, after the style of B e a u m o n t  and F l e t c u e k , 
as the Copper Cap-tain.

PRECAUTIONS AGAINST PESTILENCE.
A ComtUiilioiial BiaiLogw letvieen Jona and Broum. 

JONES.
W hy, Bkown, how well yon look, I  say,

In  this alarming season.
To what you did the other day!

Old fellow, what’s the reason?

BKOWN.
Well, I  do feel an alter’d man,

For which I  owe thanksgiving;
I ’ve also rather changed the plan 

And manner of my living.

JONES.
AVhat would I  give to be like you!

I |m  ill and melancholy:
I wish you’d tell me w ^ t  to do.

To look so fresh and jolly.

'Theu, first of all, betimes I  rise,
And wash myself all over.

Not cleansing only what your eyes 
Are able to discover.

My wife and children, too, I  make,
To arm the constitution.

Each morn their soap and water take,
And do the like ablution.

Scrubb’d sweet and clean I ’ve had my home. 
From garrets to foundation;

And taken care, in every room,
To ’stablish ventilation.

Beneath my kitchen ran a drain.
Which oft the nose offended;

The sink was faulty, it was plain—
I  caused it to be mended.

'['hen, also, on a certain hei^
I ’ve made a large reduction;

One mild glass only, just ere bed.
Is ray extent of suction.

The money saved in drink, I  spend 
In good nutritious diet.

And warm apparel; now, my friend,
You know my system:—try it.

Then, epidemics you may view 
W ith very slight misgiving:

They seldom trouble people who 
Adopt my style of living.

JONES.
I  think you’re right; and mean to try 

Your measures of protection :
And so—please goodness—s h ^  defy 

Contagion and infection.

A CHARTIST PETITION BY PUNCH.

To the Queei^s most Stcelleiet Majestf,
M av  i t  p l e a s e  t o o k  m a je st y ,—

QQhrrfiut Death, tlie great Gaol-Deliverer, ha* by Cholera set 
free from Westminster Prison, J o s e p h  W i ix ia m s  and A i £ x a n d x e  
S h AKPE, foolish men, foolislily preaching the Charter, by  means of pike  
and blunderbuss,—

PuHok humbly prays that y o u r  M a je s t y  will, in this season of 
political tran(iuUlity, and of grave niortel chastisement, give orders for 
the release of certain misguided men, it is hoped better instrooted for 
the future—and thereupon pardoB and set tree, W il l ia m  V e r n o n , 
E r n e s t  J o n e s , Little Cu e f e y , and other such offenders, now made 
harmless by the common sense and common loyity  of the English 
P®o Pl®- And your Petitioner will ever Print and Pray,—

XAUGHINO ON THE WRONG SIDE OF THE MOUTH.
T he Post assures us that Mr . D is r a e l i , in his late display at 

Aylesbury, has furnished the country people “ with a good cry.”  We 
only know that he has furnished all sensible people with a good langh.

    
 



122 PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHAlllVARI.

JVjANNERS- And-CvSTOMS; of;** E nGLYSHE W-1B49'

^EhKEOTALKYNGi-' ■ iN-Z f̂aYSTSbA-NKS.

Mr. Pips his D iary.
Monday, SwUmber 17,1819.—Comes M r . Gollope, and AIr . Goble- 

stone, and J enktns, to dine with me off a Haunch of Venison, and, 
Mr , Me. N aj! calling, I  did make him stay Dinner too, and the 
Venison very fat and good; and M r . Gollope did commend my 
Carving, whereof I  was proud. Between them a Debate over our 
Dinner, as to whether the Red Deer or the Fallow Deer were the 
better Venison, and both M r . Gollope and Mr. Goblestonb do say 
the Fallow, but M r , Me. N ab will have it that the lied is by far the 
better, and do tell them they know nothing about .the Matter, and 
never tasted Red Deer but such as had been mewed up in Richmond 
Park, which are mighty different from them that d& browse in the 
Highlands on the Heather. He do sav that Highland Deer-Stalking do 
eitcet every other Sport, from Tiger-lluntingioJj'ox-Hunting, which I 
mean to repeat to M r . Corouimys to m ^ e  ,faim’ madi- Then he to 
describe the Manner of Stalking the Deer, and his Account thereW 
mighty taking, but, with his broad ^ot;jsh 'A ccent agd Phrases, droll; 
and good Lack, to hear him talk of'Braes, and Burns, and Cairns, and 
Corries, rattling the R  in every Word », He says that the D ^ r  aire the 
cunningest and the watchful!est,^and can. see, and; hear,.ana smClLat 
the greatest Distance of any Creature almost living, Sind do k^ep 
Spies to  look ont, and their Ears and Eyes always Dpen and. their

Noses to the Wind, and do think and reason in their Minds hk® 
human Beings; which, methinks, is peculiar to the Scotch Deer. H® 
says that the Sport k  to fetch a Compass on them by Stratagenj, 
so as to approach pi- drive them nigh enough to shoot them witR 
a Rifle, and it do often take some Hours and several Miles, ®osliy 
crawling on the Hands and Knees, to get one Shot. He says tnai 
the Stalker and Hill-Keepers that wait on him must, to gam ttieir 
Chance, dodge, stooping behind Crags, wriggle and creep over 
and up Broolco like Snakes or Eels, clamber up and run down 
Precipices, a n i stride over Bogs, wherein they do sometimes sinK 
plump up to the Middle; which should be rather Sport to the b tw  
than the Huntsman. But after all, the Deer shot dead, or wounded, 
and at Bay with the Hounds at his Throat, but despatched at last, and 
paunched, which lie do call “ gralloohed,” is such a triumph that it do 
repay the Sportsman for all his Pains. He do say that what witn 
the Grandeur of the Mountains, and the hreshness of the Air, the 
Spirits an; raised beyond what we could imagine, and the Appetite also 
increased wonderfully; whereat M r . Gollope did prick up his E»rs. 
To conclude, he did declare that no one could know what Deer-Sralking 
was that bad not tried i t ; but methinks 1 can, remembering how I used 
in my Youth to creep in Ditches and behind Hedges to shoot Larks.

—----------------------------------------------- ------------- ------------ -------------------------------------
k .  W illi« m  B r a a b o i r .  oT N o. 13. U p p o r W o b u r o - p l r a .  in  t h e  S t .  P e n e re .  e n d  P » e ,leH e liM u lle t B ' l m ^  t  N o. 7. O h n rch -ro w , S to k e  N e n le k to n ,  b o lh  In  th e  C o n n l r  o f  M ld c lleee i, P r i o t e r j .e l  U « | '

^  O aU e  i J  L o  n b S w J - i t r e e t .lo  th o  P re c io c t  o f  W h i t e i r , . , . .  ,o  t . ,e  OUT o f  L o n d o n , n n d  ,  b r  t h e n  n t N o h i ,  V » e  . „ „ , e t ,  .n  th e  P t r l i h  o f  S t. B r td e i ,  In  th e  C lw  o f  L o n d o n . - S i i o n n t l ,  S i r t .  M o d , ISW -
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HORRID m u r d e r  in baker  s t r e e t .
B a k e r  S t r e e t  is in a state of terrible 

convulsion. From number one to 
number the last, an electric stream of 
indignation has passed through every 
brick wall; and every head o f a family 
has frantiely rushed to the ink-stand. 
Punch has received the result in a 
shower of letters ; but can only afford 
the benefit of print to the following. 
The writers have, to a man and a 
woman, sent their names; for the pre
sent, however, they are withheld; 
nevertheless, tliey are at the service 
of M a d a m e  Tussadd. (Apply at the 
counter between the solemn hours of 
12 and 1). _____________

“ M r . P u n c h ,—I have lived and 
paid taxes and water-rate five-and- 
twenty years in Baker Street. I  am 
the father of more than a promising 
family. Three magnificent girls, and 
two boys of the true Britisli stamp.
Morals unexceptionable, with a con

tempt for polkas, chatelaines, mustachios and cigars. Something like a 
family—with principles to be proud of. Well, Sir, it is my wish to be 
neighbourly ; e^ecially to a female. Nevertheless, M a d a m e  T u ssa u d  
—a few doors off—must not be permitted to go on, making Baker Street 
a penal settlement for murderers in wax. To say nothing of my family, 
1 nave house property in this stree t; and am tremblingly alive to a pro
spective fall of rents ; Baker Street becoming-;- if things go on as they 
have done—the Norfolk Island of the metropolis. Year after year I  have 
suffered M a d a m e  T u s s a u d  to add to her monsters, in the hope that the 
horror would kill itself—in the belief that the town would befairlyclogged 
with murder, and so the nuisance be abated. But it is not so. Public feel
ing seems to make the G r e e n a c r e s  it feeds on, and every month brings 
with it anew atrocity. M r . R u s k  was the last magnificent addition 
to M a d a ME T ’s amiable family; and now—according to the Observer, a 
first gibbet authority, a distinguished turnkey furnishing eiclusive 
intelligence—we are to have the Liverpool monster, Q l e e s o n  W il s o n , 
banged a few days since; and at whose hanging ‘ M a d a m e  T u ssa u d  
had a representative present to obtain the clothes of the wretch.’ And 
these ‘ clothes ’ are to bring new poison to Baker Street. These 
murder-tainted garments are to infect the atmosphere of my fireside. 
Talk of cholera. Sir, and miasma, is there not a worse moral poison, 
and does it not reek from the Chamber of Horrors, contaminating not 
only Baker Street, but all London f 

“ I know very little of law; and have but little wish to improve away 
my ignorance. Nevertheless, Sir, it is my intention, in concert with a 
few of my neighbours, to make my appearance before the Magistrate of 
Marylebone, on Monday next, and there to put the following case ^  
‘ Is not the Chamber of Horrors a public nuisance ? And is ilbt 
M a d a m e  T u s s a u d , as proprietor thereof, open to an indictment for 
driving a trade conira bones mores, and to the manifest injury and 
corruption of public taste and public feeling P’

“ As 1 say, Afr. Punch, 1 know little of law: nevertheless, it does 
strike me that the above is rather a delicate case, and will call for 
much stuff and horse-hair ingenuity to put it out of Court. At all 
events. Sir, as the father of a family, and owner of property in Baker 
Street, it is mg duty to try the question; and this I  will do, or 1 am 
not your obedient servant, and my name is not,

“ Sir ,—Although I  live in Baker Street, I  am the proprietor of a 
very distinguished domestic theatre—I say domestic, because it is in 
that theatre that the fireside virtues are most thrillinglg exhibited— 
across the water. Now, Sir, by the Dramatic Act (an infamous law, 
by the way, as it absolutely compels a manager to pay for the dramas he 
uses)—eve^ new piece must be licensed, at a certain cost,—the fee of 
the Saxon Deputy Lioencer, M r . K e m h l e —before represented. This, 
it is urged, is to insure propriety of words, character, and manners, in 
the nlay produced,—that the public may not be scandalised.

“ Now, S ir; why should not M a d a m e  T u sSa u d  be placed under 
the Chamberlain P Why should she not be compelled to obtain a 
license for R u s h , and G r e e n a c r e , and C o u r v o is ie r P Why should 
1, a playhouse manager, pay a fee for each domestic drama—and the 
show-woman pay no sixpence for her domestic assassins? Why should 
the Chamberlain be defied by them?

“ Knowing, Mr. Punch, that copies of your inestimable journal are 
duly found upon the I’rivy Council Table, I  earnestly trust you will 
print this, that it may catch the benevolent eye of H e r  M a je s t y , and 
the eye of all her Ministers. •• Yours ever, -----------

H e l p , Mr. Punch, help, advise, or my daughter is lost! Mr. Punch, 
my A r a b e l l a  is (was) the sensiblest and sweetest girl, till a month 
ago; plain in her ways as plain work itself; and with a heart so 
tender, it would bleed if a kitten wanted milk. And now—but you 
shall hear.

“ A  month ago, three young ladies, friends of A r a b e l l a , with a news
paper a-piece,—as they said, ‘ with such ducks of pictures in ’em ’— 
came to our house, to go to M ad a m e  T u s s a u d ’s . U tremble of nigbts 
to think we’re only— doors from the Chamber of Horrors). The 
girls were in such high spirits; you’d have thought they were going 
to fireworks at Cremome or Vauxhall. Well, Sir, to be short, A r a 
b e l l a  went out—and from that day, she has been by no means herself; 
but entirely somebody else.

“ I  remember at boarding-school, reading a poem where a girl of 
Thessaly, 1 think, fell in love with a stone statue—in stark mad love 
with it, as though it had been a live Lieutenant of the Guards. Some
thing of the sort has happened to my A r a b e l l a  ; and (as I  hear from 
their mothers) to the other young lailies. As for A r a b e l l a , she ’ll sit 
fo ra  whole morning saving nothing; then suddenly cry out, ‘ Sweet 
R u s h !’ ‘ Interesting J a m e s !’’ ‘ Strangulated B l o m f ie l d !’ And 
when I  scold her, and tell her she ought to be ashamed of herself to 
talk in that way of a monster, she draws herself up, and says—‘ She 
thought so, once! But M a d a m e  T u ssa u d  has destroyed the narrow 
prejudice. Dear woman! as Miss D e a t h s h e a d  observed, she brings 
murder borne to our business and bosoms. Yes, mamma;’—I  don’t 
know what she meant—‘ we first endure, and then embrace.’

“ I  hear, too, that all the other girls have gone in the same way. 
One’s in love with C o u r v o is ie r ,  and Calls him her beau gar^on! 
Another does nothing but cut out profiles, in black paper, of ‘ the 
enthusiastic but indiscreet O x f o r d :’ whilst the third has written a 
monody, with an urn and a weeping willow in water-colour, to J a m es  
G r e e n a c r e  ! Only yesterday, 1 opened the following letter from 
M is s  T y b u r n ’s to my girl:—

“ ‘ D e a r e s t  A r a b e l l a ,— Those ferocious and interesting beings, 
M r . and M b s . M a n n in g , are to be examined on Wednesday. I  know 
somebody wbo knows tbe Clerk at the Police Office, and am promised 
seats on the Bench. Do come, and bring your double lunettes, that we 
may have a good look. M r s . M a n n in g  does not wear a visits now, 
but a polka.’

“ Pray, Mr. Punch, do what you can to help us, and Baker Street vrill 
be bound to bless you.

“ Yours in affliction and in hope,-------------.

“ P.S. I  don’t quite believe it. But a man was just shown me, who 
they say is C a l c r a f t , the hangman, who’s engaged to take the tickets 
at tlie Chamber of Horrors, and to give any particulars required of 
the subjects.

“  P.S. No. 2. I  find it isn’t  C a l c r a f t  ; but the phrenologist from 
Liverpool, with the cast of W il s o n .’’

THE CROWN OF HUNG.YRY IN  THE MELTING-POT.

As things have fallen out, we cannot be sentimental about the Crown 
of Hungary, seeing it is, if found—to be worn as an extinguisher by tbe 
E m p e r o r  o f  A u s t r ia . I t  is said—said with indignant utterance, that 
K o ssu th  has the diadem! That it u>as “ the gift of a Pope to a 
Saint!!” (Pretty presents have passed between Pope and Saint, or all 
history is a flam !) That it has been “ stripped of its jewels as bribes 
for the Mahomedan!!! ’’ And worse than all—the gold has “ terminated 
an almost sacred ”—(is gold made in heaven, or the bowels of the earth ?) 
—“ an almost sacred existence of eight centuries, as ignominiously as a 
mere piece of stolen plate in the melting-pot of a Jew ! ! ! ! ’’

Put all this into plain words. If the main statement be true (which 
we do not believe), K o s s u t h  has preserved the life of a glorious man 
by means of the Crown of Hungary. Had the Crown fallen into the 
hands of either Russia or Austria, would it have fulfilled so noble an 
end ? Let the jewels of the Hungarian Crown adorn the covers of the 
Koran; even then they cannot minister to less Christianity tlmn has 
been exercised towards Hungary by the boy Emperor.

The lite ra tu re  of Swindling.
W e have seen a w yk  advertised lately with the extraordinary title of 

“ The'Dodo and its kindred." This «iust be a very useful work, if it 
treats of the regular 1)6 in its compound form, for a treatise on the 
simple Do, as a warning to those likely to be done, would be a valuable 
addition to our literature. We presume the Do-Do, or double do, must 
include qyery species of tbe DO,' not omitting a biography of the famous 
l)AN-DO, of oyster-eating notoriety. The career of ;this man, whose 
infirmity it Was to keep others continually shelling out, without ever 
shelling out himself, would be an exceedingly instructive lesson.

VOI.. XVII.
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NONE BUT THE BRAVE DESERVE THE FARE.
I n spite of our well-known hatred to clap-trap of all kinds, we fear 

we shidl be compelled to raise the old cry of “ Woman in distress,” on 
behalf of those British females, who are called by business or pleasure 
into the Metropolitan Omnibi. The fair sex. it is evident, cannot pass 
along the Strand without imminent danger of being hunted down by the 
savage ’busmen—not less formidable than bushmen—who rush furiously 
jdong the public thoroughfares in such a maimer, as to render it 
impossible to make out what they are driving at. The Indian seas were 
never niore formidable from the presence of pirates, than is the Metro
politan Strand, from the habit that has grown up among the ’busmen 
of making excursions on to the pavement, and carrying off, by main 
force, the unprotected females who happen to be passing along the 
thoroughfare.

A  few days ago. a  small craft was attacked off A c k e r m a n ’s  Re
pository, by two or three members of that savage hoard which 
mfests the Broiupton Road, and pours down in torrents from Putney 
every day into the very heart of the Metropolis. The craft perceiving 
that the ’busmen were bearing upon her, hoisted what canvas she 
could, and was crowding down under a pressure of parasol, when 
three rival ’busmen suddenly lay to, and over-hauled her with great 
violence; one of the ’busmen turned out to be a lugger, and began 
lugging away the craft, having hooked her on yard-arm and yard-arm, 
when a brigantine coming up on the other side, hove to wiih fearful 
violence, and getting her into his wake by means of a grapline, had 
nearly succeeded in towing her away, and she must have been carried 
off, had she not opportunely caught sight of a life-bu<Jy, in the shape of 
one of A c k e r m a n ’s  boys, to which she held on, until a skipper skipped 
up to her rescue. The most violent of the assailants was subsequently 
brought to punishment, but if the British fare are to be protected, it 
will be necessary to invest the street-keeper with T. P. C o o k ia n  
powers, enabling him to afford general protection to all females in dis
tress, and rescue them, by a summary process, from all “ land lubbers,” 
and others who may offer any molestation to that precious article, dis
tinguished in nautical phraseolc^, as a “ petticoat.”

As we have ^ id  already, we hate clap-trap, but it seems necessary 
that a little of it should he revived in order to stimulate a wholesome 
chivaliic feeling in favour of the British fare; and we hereby authorise 
for six mouths, the restoration of the celebraled asser ion that “ The 
cad who lays his hand upon a woman, save in the way of kindness, is a 
wretch, whom it were gross flattery to term anything else but a 
Brompton ’Bus Conductor.”

GEKEEUX g o r g e t ’s  EAST ESSAY.

"We learn that “Ar th c r  Gorget, of Toporez, in Hungary,”  has just 
contributed a paper to the Academy of &iences, “ on the virtues and 
chemical properties of Cocoa N ut Oil.” I t  is said, that the General in 
his late transactions with Russia, has also learned something of the 
properties of Falm Oil.

NELSON’S LIVING IMAGE.
{Ah Ode, by his Staive in Trafalgar Square, to the British Public)

I ’m much obliged to  you, my grateful nation.
For raising me to this exalted station.
Sublimely towering o’er K ing  Cu a r m s  th e  M aHTyb, 

And the two Georges, sire and son,—
The sire, with pigtail moving fun ;

The son, bis steed bestriding like a carter 
Who, stirrupless^ rides Dobbin to the bro(A; 

Examples both which let all sculptors shun.
That don't intend their .works absurd to look.

Your lifting me above those comic princes 
So far, a feeling on your part evinces 
Which is a most distinguish’d compliment 

To that illustrious heir of fame.
That hero of immortal name.

Whom I ’ve the honour here to represent.
I  have no doubt that he appreciates fully 

The very flattering nature of your aim 
In  hoisting me thus high with crane and pulley.

I ’m sure he is aware that my position 
Is  of his lofty deeds a recognition,
His treatment with my own identifying—

Not that h e ’d relish standing here 
In  burning lieat and cold severe, »

In  winter frozen and in summer trying;
H e ’s belter where he lies in glory bedded; 

Trafalgar’s victor would esteem it queer ^
For his deserts to be, in fact, mast-headed.

B u t N elson has an Image, living, breathing.
Which, Britons, to your care he died bequeathing;
To which, whatever tribute you may render,

(And, grateful Public, 1 regret 
To say you’ve oflered none as yet)

He ’ll also feel with sense by far more tender.
IIo R A T iA  si ill survives, JOHN B ell, my beauty ! 

N elson expects—his words you won’t forget—
That England by his child will do her duty.

THE DISAGREEMENT OF THE DOCTORS.

A list of queries has been issued by the College of Physicians to 
the medical profession^ calling upon the various members to state the 
different results of their different treatments of cholera. A perusal of 
these queries will show the utterly random nature of the shots that 

science has been taking at the disease, for never was there such a 
jumble of drugs and expedients, danip sheets and wet blankets, chalk 
and cheese, electricity and mesn.erism, brandy and catechu, in fact, 
everything but dog’s-nose, for beer has been the only thing that lias 
been universally prohibited.

We shall be indeed curious to learn how this extraordinary mixture 
has operated on the public organs of digestion, but we are rather 
alarmed at the suggestion thrown out by the College of Physicians, 
that, when a praclitioner is in doubt as to the effect of any particular 
treatment, he is to persevere in a number of cases until he is quite 
satisfied of its being either beneficial or deleterious. The College in 
its thirst for information, forgets the possibility that while the douhts 
of the practiiioner are being resolved, several patients may be sa
crificed, and we trust we shall not furnish one of a series of experimeutal 
cases, that may ferminate in the proof that the particular treatment 
under trial is calculated to lead to a fatal consequence.

The K night o f  M alta!
M r . M ore O’F erral has not been reprimanded by E arl Grey for 

having denied to the sick and wounded Italians the refuge of Malta. 
On the contrary, it is to be inferred, that the Governor has met with 
the commendation of tlie Colonial Office, and may expect preferment 
therefrom. Last night at the clubs it was generally understood that the 
illustrious Governor would be lent by our Government to Austria, for 
the purpose of trying to discover the whereabouts of the Hungarian 
crown, said by some to be carried off by Kossuth—by others to be 
secreted, buried in some dirty pLce. Now, if the latter inference be 
tbe true one, we.have no doubt that M r . O’F erral, once let loose, 
will, by his genius, readily discover tbe buried diadem. The deeper the 
dirt, the quicker the instinct. i
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WHAT IT  COSTS TO PLAY AT SOLDIERS.

France has spent upon its war establishment, from 1831 to 1849, no 
less than £288,000,000!

This enormous sum may be said to have been spent upon reviews, 
for not one war (the razzias in AUeria are even too contemptible for 
the contemptible name of war,) broke out durinj? the above period. 
Therefore it cost France £10,000,000 a year for reviews; really there is 
no game so expensive as playing at soldiers.

L ouis P hilippe’s motto was “ La Paix a tm dprix '' and he certainly 
paid dearly enough for it. According to the late king’s tariff, peace was 
nearly as expensive as war. But then it was “ an armed peace.”  I t  

j required 500,000 men to prevent France from fighting; that is to say,I  nearly as many as N apoleon r^u ired  to  fight all Europe with. We 
must say we doubt the peaceful intentions of such a warlike nation. A 
peaceful man does not walk about with duelling pistols in his pocket.

And it is probable that France will have to pay for its eighteen years 
of childish reviews with a perpetual income tax. We only hope it will 
be a timely warning to other peace-preaching and war-practising nations.

A SKEICtI PROM. AYLESBUllX.

Oil
W(

THEY ’RE AT IT AGAIN.
OoE nerves have recently undergone a violent galvanic shock by the 

announcement of two new songs with the following titles—“ Of what 
are you thinking?” and “ I'm  thinking note of thee.” We do not 
wonder at the song writers beginning to ask each other what they can 
possibly be thinking of, for it is a question that common sense has long 
been anxious to find an answer for. We shall expect in a few days to 
see the music publishers announcing at the usual price of 2i. “ What 
lire «p t o w h i c h  is quite as sentimental as “ O f what are you 
thinking^” and we may anticipate an immediate reply to “ What are 
you up to ? ” in the form of a poetical exclamation of “ Oh! now I ’m 
up to snu ff?” The combination of the familiar with the poetical is 
becoming so frequent that we may look for a string of interrogatories 
being set to music one of these days, and a bill in Chancery arranged ; 
as a ballad in 6-eight time, to be followed in course by the answer 
drawn by an equity draftsman, and treated as a composing draft by one | 
of the many composers who are always on the alert to famish an echo 
to the ideas of others. ___________  j

PANIC AMONG THE SM.ALL JOKE-MONGERS. |
W e understand that very great distress exists among the small joke- 

mongers, who bad for some time been picking up a scanty and pre- j 
carious living, by getting up spurious articles of imitation ware,— ' 
without any wear at all—and the unwholesome demand for which has 
altogether subsided. We may shortly expect to see advertisements 
in the paper offering “ A small Wittling Business for sale,” or “ a Joke 
Walk, doing three puns a day, with six jokes to be taken as fixtures,” 
they being considered fixtures on account of their going off having been 
found utterly hopeless. We confess we cannot feel much commiseration 
for these fidlures which have originated in an attempt to traile without 
Capital, or even worse, to obtain credit by making surreptitious use of 
the capital of others. The result has been, that the joke market, like-i 
other markets ocoasionall.v, exoerienced a temporary glut of interior, 
stuffs, but these having been exhausted, the prospect of the legitimate • 
concerns are sounder and heartier than ever.

Our Insinuating  Contemporary.
The Mormng Post announces that the Rev. Dh, H inps, Dean o f . 

Carlisle, is to be the new Bishop of Norwich. Our contemporary adds ' 
the remark that—

“ Though the Kev. Dr. la % man of consldorablo intaUeotual ability, we fejfrct that 
we cannot have the saUsractlon of congratulating the Church upon this appointment."

Why not, since his intellectual ability is admitted ? What has the 
to say g a in s t D r. H in d s  f I f  merely that he is  neither a Tory 

nor a Fuseyite, the Fusf should have s'ated the objection, instead of 
niaking an ambiguous observation calculated to vujure the reverend 
gentleman’s character.

DRAMATIC DEGREES OF COMPARISON.
Actors and managers are in the habit of playing sad havoc with the j 

;ueen’s English in generaj, and the degrees of comparison in particular. ■ 
fe find from long experiences that a “positively last appearance ” is 

comparatively the commencement of an arrangement of some duration, 
and that the more “positively last” anything theatrical may be, the more 
superlatively remote it is in all probability. R u bini had six “ positively 
last engagements ” and nearly as many “ final retirements ” from the 
stage, which were of a nature to put an end to all our preconceived 
notions of finality. The Adelphi Company has lately been outraging 
the degrees of comparison at the Haymarket, by showing that , 
positively six may mean comparatively twenty-four, or thirty, as | 
success may warrant. W e congratulate the manager on his audiences 
having become ‘tlarge by degrees, and beautifully more,”  a result that .| 
may readily excuse his liaving taken a perverted view of the degrees of 
comparison, in the announcements put forward in his play-bills. '

Posterity on In tram ural Interm ents.
“ Yesterday, some workmen employed in digging the foundations for 

the new Baihs and Wash-houses, which will form so conspicuous an 
ornament 9f that broad and magnificent thoroughfare, Shakspeare 
Street, disinterred an immense number of human bones and skulls. 
Shakspeare S'reet, it is well known, stands on the site of old Drury 
Ijane; in which locality, according to contemnorary records, was 
situated, so late as 1849, the burial-ground of St. Martin’s. That such 
was the case, is placed beyond a doubt, by the discovery of these relics. 
I t  is clear, therefore, that a century ago in this metropolis there pre
vailed the barbarous and abominable custom of burying the (lead 
among the living—a fresli evidence, if such were needed, of the filthi
ness and folly of our ancestors.”—Times, Sept. 18,1950.

A NEW  DIGNITY.
bveral dignities ending respectively in 
arch, are familiar to even body. For 
instance, there is a Mon-arch, a Patri
arch, and—that which higher than 
any—a llier-arcli, but we liave been 
somewhat astonished at the advertise
ment of a Professor of Dancing, who 
calls himself a Gymnasi arch. We did 
not know that the aristocracy of dancing 
had gone higher than a Barony, but it 
is possible that since the expulsion of 
so many sovereigns from their tiirones, 
tliey may have, some of them, taken 
steps—and why not dancing steps ?— 
to gain a livelihood.

During the first revolution the 
magnates of Europe were, many of 
tliem, in the habit of laudably devoting 
their talents and accomplishments 
to the purpose of earning a main
tenance, and it may be that some 
ruined Continental aristocrat, whose 
ability lies less in his head than in his 
heels, may have adopted ihe title of 
Gymnasiarch, as being wore adapted 
to his former rank, than the plain ap
pellation of dancing-master.
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• ION."

DEBTOR AND CREDITOR.
A KOlfANTIC DRAMA, AFTER THE SCHOOL OF

Scene—Osrford, afterward* the Queen’s Bench and Court of Bankruptcy.

Tim e; Five Years Credit.

ACT I.
Tht High Street of Oiford.

B aits fo Horse Dealer), Glib  (a Confectioner), E ast (« Tolacconisl), 
and L dretfell (a Wine Merchant), discovered at their doors.

Baits. The Freshmen gather, and my steeds, that like 
The mares of Thracian D iomede are fed 
Upon young men, neigh for their complement 
Of willing yictims.

Gtib. Range the spicy show
Upon my counter! Let Strasbourg supply 
H er foie-gras that Apicids  might have tempted ;
L et gay Provence her fragrant truiBes lend;
Lyons her pungent garlic with the flesh 
Of the wild boar, such as on Roman boards 
Smoked in the elder tim e; while England sends 
H er common dainties, from the lordly chite 
To humble crumpets: fill the ice-pails full 
With snow of Apennine or Wenliam Ice;
Pile up the modest biflan, and tbe date 
Of Libya, with the pine of tropic seas.
And all that makes wine parties dangerous 
For the digestion.

Lurewell. While I  contribute
The generous juice that bringeth cent per cent—
Port, that for roughness with Falemian vies,
And flushes with the log-wood’s constant glow:
Sherry, that sprung to light when hot Cognac 
Wooed, won, and wed the daughter of the Cape;
Madeira, that ne’er knew its island home.
And other vintages equal to foreign,
'Though of pure English growth.

Easy. And
I, my friends.

Who also love our England, will 
supply

The fragrant herbs th a t erst Nico- 
Tius loved.

My weeds are’ bred out of the 
Hebrew kind.

That never knew Havannah, while 
my pipes

Carved from the Euxine sea-foam, 
tempt the eye

That need not ask the pocket how 
it stands.

Baits. Lo! where yon Freshman 
comes—so Orpheus walked 

Upon his downward path — so 
quaint U lysses

Sought entertainment of grim Po- 
lypuem : .̂

Enter Young Southdown. They]
{surround him.

Bails. Horses for nothing — 
hacks that, like the steeds 

Ofcar-borne P haeton, once whirled 
the Sun,

Until the railways drove it off the 
road-^

My stable is all thine to pick and 
choose. _

To tide or drive, hacks, hunters, 
up to weight

Of the Queen Amazon, when eager 
T heseus

Pursued her across country; tan
dem-nags.

T hat would have borne H ippoly- 
lu s , nor shied

At the sea-monsters—try them— 
never mind

The money—’tis your judgment I  
would have.

Easy. Mv board is piled for thee—enter and taste ;
Let not a thought of dross poison the sense
In its enjoyment; Does the busy bee
That culls the honey from sweet Hybla’s flowers.
Think of the fate F ortnum and Mason keep 
In store for him P

Lurewell. This way my cellar lies—
The steps as easy, the descent as smooth.
As that which to Avemus led of yore 
Pious .E neas.—

Easy. Try my mild Havannahs,
And learn how to expound the mythic tale 
Of those who eat the Lotus.

J ll .  Come, oh come!
Y. Southdown. ’Tis well—my plastic bricks—but how to pay ?

I  know that, watchlike, ye do go on tick ;
But still a time must come for winding up.
Even with watches.

All. Nay;, think not of th a t!
You are a gentleman—wul act as such—
We cannot make inquiries: not a doubt
That you will pay. Meanwhile, our terms, you see,
Are three year’s credit, interest after that.
At five per cent.

T. Southdown. Have with ye—one and all!
[Exit furiously into all the shops at once, attended by Baits, E ast. 

Gl ib , and L urew ell.

-  ACT II.
*

A  lapse o f four years between this Act and the next. The Queen’s Bench. 
Young Southdown discovered in a poorly furnished Apartment.

Y. Southdown. The bubbles I  have blown, are burst at last;'
And huge collapse into primeval Chaos,
Has crushed my world, on credit’s chalky base 
That lately towered, into its nothingness.
A Judge’s order, like the sudden bolt 
Of J ove against rebellious Titans hurl’d.
Has stricken me to Earth, just as my foot 
Was on the deck that to Boulogne’s retreat

Had borne the downcast S outh- 
down. I t  is well.

Enter An A t t o r n e y ,

Tradesman. “  Oir, PaiV, S i b ," d o n ’t  t h i n k  o f  p a y in g  ; w K  s h a l l

BB HAPPY TO O ITE YOU BITH EK THREE OB FOUR YEARS’ CREDIT.”

M o r a l . — The Freshman im mediately remembers a dosen different things, 
which he cannot possibly do without-

Attorney. Say, reckless p u th , 
have you as yet agreed

To an arrangement with your cre
ditors f

Nay—tell me not of ten per cent, 
nor yet

Of mean instalments—let your go
vernor

Come down for your extravagance, 
as J ove

Was forced to make good all the 
injuries

That daring P haeton’s fire caused 
to the world.

Y. Southdown. I  have noth ing- 
can pay nothing — will do 
nothing.

Here you may keep me—for the 
governor

Is stern, and to my heart-urged 
prayers for tin,

Ills rigid answer still is “ Serves 
you right.”

And it does serve me right—I  feel 
it now—

See where the E rinnyes and fell 
N emesis

Crowd through mv cell—see there 
—they howl against me—

Old ticks — old breakfasts — sup
pers—wine parties—

Wild hunts of hacks—forests of 
mild cigars

That blaze and smother me—Ha! 
H a l!  H a ll!  H a l! ! !

r Falls into a trance. 
Scene rtrvtes.

    
 



THE DANCING LESSON.
Professor Brougham and his Agricultural Pupils.

“  Ilis Lordship is possessed by an honourable ambition to beat everybody and everything. • • • It his Lordship 
can put a little more life into these gentlemen, he will do them good s # ic e .”—See Timet, i
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ACT U I.

The Insolvent Court.

Easy, Glib, Baits, L urewell, Y. SoriHDOWn, and a Cokmissioker.
Commissioner. The case is heard. The insolvent is remanded 

Without protection, naked,— l̂ike the chief 
Whose name I  now forget, but ’tis in H o s ^ —
Against his enemies. Thine acts, young Sir,
Hnve been imprudent; yea, more, thevEave been 
What in poor men the world oft calls dishonest.
What would for honest needs have well supplied,
Hath been in wanton pleasures flung away—
While these, the easy ministers of folly 
That trusted thee, find their fond hopes disperse 
Like the mirage that mocks the traveller 
In  Libya’s parching deserts. As for you.
Evil supporters of an Evil life.
Go hence, and think if blessing should attend
Upon an industry that thrives, as did
The bees of Aristaeus, on Corruption. * »
Learn, parents, from the fate of this sad youth.
That there are lessons more important far.
Than those that guard against wet feet, late hours.
And all the ills that mothers’ hearts appal.
Which wait the ^outh whom ye dispatch to seek 
The studious Universities—So warned.
Teach them of honesty and self restraint.
Of truth, of manhood, and the happiness 
To stand erect uw n the solid base 
Of ready money dealings—Hbarn, ye youths.
That longest trust has heaviest period.
And all the interest that ye pay, but adds 
Fresh weight to the stone, which like sad Sisyphus,
He rolls who buys on creait; and learn yei 
Oh creditors, that like to Scyllas bark 
About the strait through which young men must sail 
To onward life, or like to Syrens wile—
Learn ye, that he who panders to an evil.
Is liable for its continuance.
That UiKt:, when she helps such, never lifts 
The bandage from her eyes, and that, in short.
Your gains by such a system are ill-got.
Your losses, when you do lose, well deserved.

THE VICTORIOUS FRENCH AT ROME.
The French army, in the persons of certain French Officers, at Rome, 

have won new laurels. They have magnanimously conquered a female 
singer, at the Argentina Theatre. One Madame E ebussini refused to 
pick up a bouquet thrown as an offering to her genius by the fraternal 
French. This was the more disrespectful, as no doubt the bouquet was 
composed of heart’s-ease, and other florm emblems of simplicity and 
love—emblems made so very rife, wherever the French have trod upon 
Italian earth. French Officers, the blood of the wande nation being up 
—up like exploding gunpowder—took the stage by storm; whereupon, 
says the account in the Nazionale of Florence, “ Madame R ebussini 
appeared pale and dishevelled, wilh tears in her eyes; she held the 
bouquet in her left hand.”  And so insulted France was mollified; and 
the French apidauded. I t  is impossible not to glow with admiration 
of such self-restraint. We will not go quite so far as to regret that the 
head of the R ebussini was not shaven off by the avenging sword; but 
certainly three or four of her "  dishevelled locks ” ought to have been 
excised by the sabre of France, and sent in a locket to tlie French 
President. They would have been qriite worthy of his other Roman 
laurels ; and more so, if saturated with a Roman woman’s tears.

“ T hunder and Ouns."
L ouis-Napoleon in bis railway speech at the Yonne, says—“ I  could 

have wished to have gone as far as Tonnerre.” His letter to the Pope, 
however, has gone quite as far, only we are afraid that it was composea 
principally of the Yankee kind, called “ buttered thunder.” Where is 
the auvantage of writing a fulndnating letter that it is treated with 
about the same respect as if it had been sent 1^ J oseph AdyF Thi.s 
style of letter-writing pwlakes strongly of i)xtfortiterinmodo and the 
suaviter in re. I t  is like a man with two wooden legs that should 
threaten to kick the D uke of W ellington. We should like to see a 
portrait of L ouis-Napoli;on as the Olympian JoiT) of Europe, sitting 
On a cloud of tobacco-smoke, wilh the Erench Cock at his side, holding 
in his hand t he Yoirnerre of France. Cremariint Quel joli petit Tonnerre 
de Trisident!

MORE SEA-SIDE INTELLIGENCE.
y an overland bathing-machine 

we have received papers from 
the respective gates of Mar, 
Ram, and King, on the South 
Eastern Coast, which is still 
enlivened by the presence 
of those who find in it a 
cheap substitute for Carls
bad, Baden-Baden, and the 
other Bad’uns and Good’uns 
of the Continental watering- 
places. Those who cannot 
get to the original Italian 
TivoU, may enjoy its Mar
gate namesake, where there 
IS the usual compound of a 
bowling-green, a hermit, fire
works, a Cosmorama, and 
brandy-and-water within call, 
which are the customary in
gredients in aTea-Gardener’s 
idea of Elysium. A balloon 
ascent was promised, but 
as not even the renowned 

Green himself would have been Green enough to enter a car which, 
after taking up at Tivoli, would in all probability set down in 
the German Ocean, the ascent did not take place, and during the 
high winds all talk of the balloon has completely blown over. The 
theatre is also open, and a Signor Somebody has been dancing in 
fetters “ by kind permission of Mr . Sinclair.”  The chains of this 
Signor must be very galling to him when he requires the penuission 
of another before he may dance in them.

I t  used to be the boast of the (Stage) Briton that the chains fell at 
once from the slave directly he put his foot on British ground, but here 
is a lamentable instance of captivity in the case of a (dramatic) Signor, 
—is he not a man and a brother P—who goes about dancing in fetters 
by “ kind permission” of Mr. Sinclair. The dramatic company has 
recently been strengthened by the addition of two canine celebrities or 
dog-stars, who are rescuing weary travellers every night at half-price, 
and fastening on assassins’ throats for the benefit of box-book keepers. 
The pier is still the favourite promenade, where a well disciplined 
German Band has some difficulty in rendering itself audible against the 
wind instruments of Boreas, wbo has commenced his annual series of 
equinoctial concerts and grand Galer nights. The town crier is still the 
great (nasal) organ of lo<^ intelligence, and the following is a verbatim 
report of one of his most recent announcements. “ To-morrow mor
ning, CUy of Canterbury, direct. Fast and Commodious Captain Large, 
Favourite Navigation (lompany. Royal William. Sale of effects, 8-day 
Piano, Bkoadwood’s, 6J octavo clock, Superior Hunting Watch with
additional keys, the property of Mrs.----- , I forget her name, leaving
Margate.” At the bazaars there is the usual demand for the absent 
one in the shouting of half-a-dozen voices at once, for the “ only 
one wanted.”

1H E DEPRAVED AND ILLITERATE POOR.
At the Central Court, one Rt e i>hf.h  C u m m in s , painter, is found

a  of bigamy. H r sells his first wife for six shillings; five shillings 
e wife, and “ one shilling to drink health.” That the transaction 

may be in due form, C u m m in s  gives a receipt. The Recorder, 
sentencing C u m m in s  to imprisonment and hard labour for one year, 
says, “ Under any circumstances, it were a great public offence for a 
nian to go through the ceremony of marriage with another woman, while ' 
his wife was living.” iBut then the poor are so depraved—are so illiterate'.  ̂
They will not go to the Ecclesiastical Court—they will not appeal to the 
House of Lords. A legal separation, conveying the right of future i 
marriage, is always to be had on proper evidence given,—and yet the ; 
poor will not purchase their remedy. Noblemp and gentlemen conform 
to the law of divorce, and making a bow to its majesty, undraw their : 
purse-strings. But we cannot account for it—the poor, let them be \ 
ever so outraged in their conjugal affections, will not go to market, like 
their betters, for the proper separation.

A I^NG PUIi, A STRONG FULL, AND A FULL ALTOGETHER.'!
An American Publisher announces the “ Panorama of a Railway, 

nearly a mile in length, embracing some of the finest specimens in 
lithography.” A mile of lithographs ! To make the stretch perfect, we 
wonder the Yankee did not say that P rince Albert had laid the first 
stone!
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THE DONKEY-BOYS OP ENGLAND.
A  Song for the Sea-Side,

HE Donkey-Boys of England, 
how merrily they fly, 

W ith pleasant chaff upon 
the tongue and cunning 
in the eye.

And oh 1 the donkeys in a 
mass how patiently they 
stand.

High on the heath of Hamp
stead, or down on.Bams- 
gate’s sand.

The Donkey-Boys of Eng
land, how sternly they 
reprove

The D rute  that won’t “ come 
over,’’ with an impressive 
shove;

And oh 1 the eel-like ani
mals, how gracefully they 
swerve

Erom side to side, but won’t advance to spoil true beauty’s curve.

The Donkey-Boys of England, how manfully they fight,
When a probable donkestrian comes suddenly in sight j 
From nurse’s arms the babies are clutch’d with fury wild,
And on a donkey carried off the mother sees her child.
The Donkey-Boys of England, how sternly they defy 
The pleadings of a parent’s shriek, the infant’s piercing cry ;
As a four-year-old Mazeppa is hurried from the spot.
Exposed to all the tortures of a donkey’s fitful trot.
The Donkey-Boys of England, how lustily they scream.
When they strive to keep together their donkies in a team ;
And the riders who are anxious to be class’d among genteels.
Have a crowd of ragged Donkey-Boys “ hallooing ’’ at their heels.
The Donkey-Boys of England, how well they comprehend 
The animal to whom they act as master, guide, and friend ;
The understanding that exists between them who ’ll dispute—
Or that the larger share of it falls sometimes to the brute ?

THE DANCING CHANCELLORS.
I t seems that the illustrious N athan is not the only Baron who 

seeks distinction in the mazy dance; but his brother Barons, 
Bsoughau and Lyndhurst, are ready to contest with him the Terp- 
sichorean crown, and we should scarcely be surprised to hear of the 
first-named Peer having rushed into the eggy arena as a competitor 
with the hero of a hundred eggshells. We shall begin to think when 
such noblemen as L ords Brodguam and L yndhurst begin to pride 
themselves on their dancing, it will become a question whether N athan 
may not become “ a discontented Baron ’’ if he is not called up to the 
House of Lords as first E arl op Entrechat.

We had im i^ned that the Mcomplished Brougham had already 
distinguished himself in every science and art, but this wonderful man 
has yet to make a saltatory reputation, and we have no doubt, that 
though he only begins at a period of life when the dancing days are 
usually considered to be over, he will leave the imprint of his footsteps 
on the sands of time as he goes dancing down to posterity. As he has 
lately adopted the science of Agriculture, he will perhaps render the 
more graceful subservient to the more useful pursuit, and we may 
expect to find him inventing a new ballet to be danced in wooden shoes, 
and to be called the “ Clod Crushers.”  Every novelty had apparently been 
exhausted in the shape of Sylphides, Daughters of Air, Spirits of 
Water, and Children of F ire ; but it will be reserved for L ord 
Brougham to compose a Dtveriitement, called Lee File de la d'etre, or 
the & ns of Earth, introducing a Pas de Clod-crushers, with real clods; 
and as a final tableau is always considered necessary, an effect, a I/t 
Fiorifa, with its rw l fountains, might easily be produced by a grand 
distribution of liquid manure, on the newest principle. T’he ingenious 
and indefatigable Mons J ullien will of course avail himself of the 
story told by L ord Brougham, to prepare for his u e #  series of 
Concerts—

THE LEGAL QUADRILLE.
^ d  since the Army and Navy have long had their respective quadrilles, 
it is only fair that the Law should^be similarly honoured.

’This very novel feature of next season’s Promenade Concerts, will of 
course be got up with the liberality usually bestowed by the Mons on 
his new productions; and the same enterprise which took him into the 
mountains in search of cows’ horns, upon which to accompany the 
“ Ranz des Facies” for the Swiss Quadrille, will inevitably carry him 
into the Courts of Law in quest of all kinds of legal instruments to be 
added to his orchestra for the purpose of making the performance of 
the Legal Quadrille as perfect as possible. The drums and tambourines 
will be covered with the parchment of real deeds, and that very 
piercing instrument, afi fa , will be added to the ordinary fifes on the 
occasion. The Time will, of course, be 6-eight throughout; and a 
rapid movement, consisting of a run up and down the semes of Justice, 
will form a part of the accompaniment. We may anticipate from the 
descriptive powers of the Mons J ullien, something like the following 
announcement of the contemplated novelty ;—

F igure 1. Rising of the Sun, and sitting of the Cpurt—Slow move
ment of the Motions of Course—Filing and double-filing of the Bills— 
Slow advance of the professional combatants, and rapid advance of 
the Money by the Suitors.

Figure 2. Slow movement in sixteen Crotchets—Grand chassez- 
croissez of the Counsel from side to side, and balancez of the Chan
cellor.

F igure 3. Down the middle of the Long Vacation, and back again— 
Hands across, and hands over—The Suitors handing the fees across to 
the solicitors, and the solicitors handing them over to the Counsel.

Figure 4. The leading couple of Counsel pair off in opposite direc
tions, leaving the junior couple, or couple of juniors, setting to each 
other, and coming round to their first positions.

F igure 5. Grand round for all the Counsel, and final advance by 
the Suitors, who after their last advance^re thrown off on both sides, 
and are left to retire—Both couples oTCounsel join hands, and the 
Quadrille concludes with a Grand Crash in two flats, followed by a 
movement of four sharps in a scherzo through several rapid passages 
leading up to A minor, whose notes go off into minims, until they reach 
the lowest minimum.

The Cheapest of Fires.
W e frequently observe in the newspapers an advertisement which 

offers “ Four Fires for One Penny.’| Some scores of fires may be 
obtained for that small sum by the simple practice of letting lucifer- 
matches lie about houses on the floor.

AN INVITATION TO A BALL.

Tigerissiuo H ayn.au has published a proclamation, calling upon all 
members of the late Hungarian Diet to come and be tried by Court 
Martial. He forgot to add, by way of post-scriptum, “ Muskets kept 
continually at full cock, and an unlimited supply of ball-cartridges ou 
the premises.”
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ANYTHING FOB A CHANGE.
T  the newspapers, "any
thing for a change ” would 
seem to be the motto of 
everybody. The Bromp- 
tonian seeks the heights of 
Highgate or Hampstead, for 
autumn^ change of air. 
The citizen quits the Lon
don lowlands for a lodging 
in the Surrey hills, and thus 
the theory of the ups and 
downs of life is brought into 
almost universal practice. 
The newspapers, teem 1 with 
invitations to those in want 
of change of air, and the 
Atheneeum of the last three 
weeks has contained three 
consecutive advertisements 
proclaiming the respective 

advantages of Underclitf, Ventnor, and Baden-Baden.
The Isle of W ight would stand a chance of being converted into an 

Isle of Greens, if it were filled with persons lured thither by the 
promises held out in the advertisements. The “consumptively disposed” 
are invited to a salubrious climate and “ congenial sentiments,”  and 
“ invalids” in general are offered furnished houses and apartments 
at Ventnor, “ surnanred,”  as the historians would have it, “ the Madeira 
of England.”

We were not aware of Ventnor having been honoured with this alias, 
nor do we see why it should be called England’s Madeira, any more than 
Gravesend might be termed its port, Battersea its cape, or Chelsea— 
toujours chere—its sherry^ We shall be hearing next of Herne Bay 
putting itself up as the Marsala or Marseilles of Kent, and Margate 
Usurping the title of the antimony wine of the Isle of I'hanet, on the 
score of the anti-monetary effects of its bazaars on the pockets of the 
visitors.

Perhaps, however, the most absurd of all the advertisements addressed 
at this season of the year to invalids, is that which asks them to come to 
Baden-Baden to enjoy “ a quiet and tranquil life,”  amid “/«;«», concerts, 
and balls,” “ the sounds of tnusic enlivening the promenade,” and “.the 
numerous parties of equestrians, and ^lendid equipages, now covering 
the beautiful valley of Lichtenthal.”  How “ a quiet ana tranquil life ” 
is to be gpt at amidst all this noise and bustle we cannot conceive, an^ 
indeed, we who keep no other equipage than a tea equipage, are posi
tively confounded at the idea of the equipages that the valley is said to 
be covered with. “ Preparations,” it is also added, “ are being made 
for hunting parlies, on a scale of magnificence which will form an appro
priate termination to this brilliant season.” The idea of winding up “ a 
quiet and tranquil life,” of 0 e s ,  balls, and concerts, with a series of 
hunting parties, completely sets at defiance all our preconceived notions 
of peace and sobriety. Perhaps the placidity attributed to Baden-Baden 
is only of a political kind, and in this we can, we believe, bear out the 
facts stated in the advert isement.

Tlie Grand Duke has been restored to his throne—on the bar at the 
back of the refreshment room—and the treasury, in the shape of the 
till, seized last year by the Bed Kepublicans. has been given up to the 
petty potentate. The army has been reduced to the old peace footing 
of a corporal’s guard, and the civil department is being worked by 
contract at a pound a day, while the Grand Duke’s brass band has been 
engaged at an English watering-place for a term sufficiently long to stock 
the privy purse to an extent which renders the royal assets quite equal 
to wliat they were before the outbreak. So far as these arrangements 
are concerned, tranquillity is, no doubt, to be found at Baden-Baden'; 
but in other respects, we do not think that the advertisement we have 
referred to Ivolds out a very tempting promise of pence aud quietness.

I N eeds m u s t w h en  Snaithiield drives.

I Among the champions of the Smilhfield nuisance are the drovers 
Bow employed in pioneering the bullocks as they bellow through the 
streets of London, and it is not surprising that these gentlemen sliould 
object to Ihe abolition of the Marxet, when we see them driving a 
roaring trade out of it.

I^NDON, TAtaS, 1IEHNF. BAT, VIENNA, NEW YORK, BERLIN, LITTLE 
1-EDLINGTON, TO WIT.

conceited, if not more so, than men. There is 
carwiy a largo or small town but what has culled itself, at some time 

ot other, “ the Capital of the Civilised World.”

TEETOTALISM TBIED BY THE KULE OF 
FATHER MATHEW.

(To Massa Pvneh)
“ Sa r ,

“ H im berry much ’bliged to you for grantin him de fahor'ob 
a place in your baluable collums de toder day for him remarks on de 
sayin oh F ader Mathew dat Slabery be no forbidden by any passidge 
in de Scripture.

“ Since den him been ’minded by a friend oh de niggar oh anoder pint 
him glad wid your permishn to reemend to de ’tention qb de berry 
rebberend Fader. ’Pose dere no passidge in Scripture agin Slabery— 
witch 1 say dere am—wot place Fader Mathew got to show dat forbid 
de use oh fermented hekers ?

“ Him know berry well dat Bible forbid wine drinkee for drunkee. 
But it ’low him in moderashun; and in one place reemend a little for 
de sake of de stomach; and besides tell how water was change into 
wine at a marriage feast,—meant to be drink dere him spose, by de leaf 
oh Fader Mathew.

“ By de berrv rebberend Fader’s own rule, Sar, he no right to 
OTeachee teetotal abstnee from alkhol, and pretend to teachee better 
dan de Book.

“ Wen Fader Mathew delibber sermon, him wonder if he ebber talk 
oh de ‘ Slabery ob drunkenness,’ and de ‘ Slabery ob de debble ? ’ 
Slabery, him warrant, de wust word he can use for low, wretched, 
misrable, shameful state. Do de Scripture ’low any man to keep him 
broder in sitch a state as dat, Sar ?

“ Him read, toder day, De Life ob Jonathan W ild,\iy the celibated 
Novliss, F ielding. Wen J onathan condemn to be hang, de Omary 
ob Newgate come to conbert him. J onathan propose bottle ob wine. 
De Ornary say him prefer punch, ’cause punch a licker nowhere spoken 
agin in Scripture. So Fader Mathew’s an old argment, and used, 
too, long time ago, agin Fader Mathew.

“ Baleeb me, Massa Punch, |
“ Your berry humble Sarbent,

“ S a m b o .”

A s a n it a r y  DICTATOR.

F. M. THE Duke of W ellington has long jmssessed a tolerably 
dfceut i-eputalion as a defender of his country, r . M. however, under
stands the business of national defence even better than people generally 
suppose. For several months the British forces, under Ihe generalship 
of the noble Duke, have sustained, comparatively to the rest of the 
population, without loss, the attacks of the common enemy—the pre
vailing epidemic. The Times has informed us how, on the approach of 
the invader, F. M. promptly issued orders to the coninianding oflicers 
of the Household Troops, aud the various garrisons, to set their barracks, 
outhouses, stables, and quarters in general, in order. The consequence 
is, that the army was never in better condition. I t  is much to be 
wished that F. M., in addition to his various other offices, was made 
President of Sewers, Inspector of Nuisances, Dictator to Parishes, and 
Commander-in-Chief,—with full military authority.—of the Board of 
Health. St. Saviour’s, and similar districts, would speedily become 
salubrious under martial law, dispensed by the Duke: and veslrynien 
aud guardians be forced to do their duty against a foe that is as little 
to be trilled witli as F. M.

T he Pope “  C hanged.” .
A Correspondent of the Times does not hesitate to say, “ that the \ 

Pope is much changed.”  “ His hair has become nearly grey.” We fear : 
this is from the foolish and inordinate use of French powder. “  And ; 
his countenance, though still retaining all its saintly placidity,” —the ' 
bomb-shells flung among his flock, not very much disturbing the ' 
absent shepherd—“ is marked by some lines of c a re 'p e rh a p s , traced 
by the edges of French sabres. Altogether, however, the Pope has i 
stood the siege of Rome like a brick of Babylon. And his face siill 
retains—says Correspondent—“ the combined expression of ■unaffected 
devotion, unbounded philanthropy, and saintly philosophy !” Devolion, 
philanthropy, and pMitosophv, luay be very sublime; but are certainly 
not the belter recommended, when drest in French regimentals.

ORDERS ”  rUNCTUALLT EXECUTED.

The ^Id K ing of H anover has executed his Order upon H aynau— 
the Order of the Guelph. We understand that Madame Tussaud, 
fired with emulation of Ernest, has also sent to the Austrian Whip, 
her OriW for the Chamber of Horrors. He has certainly won his free 
admission.
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Mr. P ip s  his D iary .
Tttesday, September 25,1849—With my Wife this day to Westminster, 

and walking thereabouts in llegent-Street and Oxford-S( rcet, and the 
principal Streets, though contrary to niy Resolution to walk with her 
only in the Fields, but did it to please her, and keep her in good 
Humour, but in mighty Fear of what it might cost me, trembling to 
observe her continually looking askance at the Shop-Windows. ' But 1 
cannot wonder that they did catch her Eye; particularly the Haber
dashers, and Drapers, and Mercers, whereof many were full of Bills, 
stuck in all Manner of Ways across the Panes, and printed in Letters 
of from two Inches to a Span long, and Dashes of Admiration two and 
three together, as staring as a Notice of Hue and Cry. Mighty shocking 
to read in one Window, of a “ Tremendous Sacritice! ” in another of an 
“ Alarming Failure ! ! ”, in a third of a “ Ruinous Bankruptcy ! ! ! ” , 
by Reason whereof, the Goods within were a selling off at 50, 60, or 70 
per Cent under prime Cost, but that at any Rate the Owners must 
raise Money. Good Lack, to think of the desperate and dreadful Pass 
the Drapery Trade must have come to ; so many Master-Mercers and 
Haberdashers on the Threshold of the Prison or the Workhouse, and 
their Wives and Families becoming Paupers on the Parish, or Beg
g a r , and th ^ r People out of Em^oy, starving; if their Notices do 
tell tru e ; which made my Heart ake, I  mean, through laugivng at their 
Roguery. But my Wife did say, very serious, that we were not to 
iiidge, or to know of their Tricks and Cozenage, and, that it was no 
Matter to us if they did cheat timir Creditors, provided we qpuld buy 
their Wares at a Bargain, and besides, if we did not, others would. So

going by R a g o e , R i p , and Co., their Establishment, as they do ^  
their Shop, she would needs stop in Front of it to look in, and, I 
consider what among the Things there, she could find to w ant: .
did trouble me. I  to read the Posters in the Window, which _,j 
worst and most pitiful of any, aud by their Showing MR- R a g o e ,
M b . R i p , and their Co. were going all together to the i fo ;  
Wife did presently, as I expected, find somewhat she liad a Mmu  ̂
a Muslin she did say was Dirt-cheap, and I knew was 
plainly refused to let her buy it, or anything else at K a o g e  and it 
who have been, to my Knowledge, making a Tremendous Sacrince ,- 
Time the last two Years; but the Simpletons their Customers the o 
Victims. But I do not pity such Gudgeons a Whit ns are iw
these Tricks of the Drapery Trade; and methinks they are 
served by oeing cheated in seeking to profit, ns they th in k , by t r  
and dishonest Bankruptcy. 1 told my Wife that R aogk  and Iti  ̂
sell off at a Loss to none but those that deal with them, and were 
at that Moment;, instead of being Bankrupts, to bo making 
the Expense of their Dupes. But she being sullen at my Denial , 
Muslin, 1 did quiet her by the Promise of a better F'ece at hAlliCi- , 
and P r y c e ’s , who do carry on Business without roguish Puffery, e  
after the old Fashion of English 'I'raders, according to the Maxi 
that “ Good Wine needs no Bush,” wbicb my Wife, poor silly Wrerc > 
not understanding, I explained to her did mean, that Stuffs vV
buying, to find a Sole, do stand in no Need of Haberdashers’ trickis 
Ailvertisements.

PrinU i by WilUam flralbury, of Xo. IS.UppCT W oburn-pUc, Intba e an ib  of St. Paocraa. an>l Pmleriek Mallitt KvaBa,of No. 7, Churcb.row, Stoka Nnatnyton, both In thoCoonly of
omce, la Lo'na.vi'«cr«et,ia tbe Precin«rt <m in ttie Cuyof LaQ.lon,nna puouia<y(l by tb«m at No. (4* lo Che Parleb of m tb t  City of [aoa(l<>n.^SATuai>«kr
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OUR l i t t l e  b i r d .

J5t^O^'APARTE AND TH E MAGPIES.

HAT a B u o n a p a r t e  should lecturo 
upon the comparative qualities of 
magpies, is very encouraging. Com
pared with certain e^ les, single and 
double-headed, magpies are most re
spectable, most conscientious birds. 
P r in c e  L u c ie n ’s mode of treating 
the little blue magpie of Spain, and 
the little blue magpie of Siberia, has 
suggested to us a subject that, with 
profoundest respect for the peaceful 
philosophy of the Prince, we beg to 
offer to his ornithological Highness. 
Why should he not give a series of 
lectures— say at the Whittington 
Club—on the Birds of foreign Courts? 
Sure we are. he might make the 

course most touchingly instructive. Illustrations so abound! For 
instance: let us assume that he takes his own little blue magpie of 
Spain as typical of the very little king consort of that country. Is it 
to be doubted that he would draw therefrom the most amusing parallel? 
The blue magpie of Siberia might also be made subservient—comparing 
small things to mighty ones—to an admirable illustration of the habits 
of the Emperor of that land of hemp and hides. But this, by the 
way. The fullness of the subject would be afforded by the Court Birds 
themselves.

Mr. W a r r e n , a practical man o f  Manchester, has recently lectiired, 
!(nd most successfully, on the growth and manufacture of cotton, illus
trating his text by model machines. Let P r in c e  L u c ie n  improve upon 
th is; and with his property-birds about him (there must be a successor to 
the late able h iR . B r a d w e l l , wlio can supply the animals), lecture on the 
recent and present condition of the Continent from its various winged 

! representatives.
And first the Gallic Cock. Very eloquently would L u c ie n  describe 

' the miserable condition of this bird, in its gradual deterioration from 
game to dunghill. We have just learned that the C o u n t  M o n t h o l o n ’s 
apartment at Longwood is turned into a poultry-yard. Could a cock, 
by wav of contrast, be procured from the St. Helena stock, it would,

. doubtless, add to the interest of the lecture. Any wav, L u m e n  would 
admirably show the present pipped condition of the bird, llow  it had 
cried cock-a-doodh-doo before? Itom e; and how it had scratched the 
dunghill of diplomacy, and not found a jewel. How it moulted feather 
by feather; and how. at the present moment, with M a z z in i’s sentences 
Wreaked upon it, (True M a z z in i ! with the “ breath of heaven” still 
speaking to him “ from the Alps of his country,")—how, ns though 
scalded with boiling oil, it is a poor, naked, featherless thing—a mere 
poulterer’s bird—with not a plume to fly with. I

Next, the Homan Eagle. Here the Prince would show, how, for tho  ̂
past forty years and more, the bird had been chained, and fed upon the 
garbage of the Vatican. How it snapped its bonds, and flew upward , 
and upward to the sun, still stronger with the light that gilded it,— | 
until its wing was broken by a French bomb-shell (fired in the name of ■ 
freedom) and down it fell, and was chained again witdi stronger iron, the ' 
keepers iu red hats looking warily at the new forged links. I

Austria! Double-headed Eagle, would supply a large and terrible 
subject. The Prince might give its monstrous history from its 
monstrous birth. Might show how, vulture-like, it had fed upon the 
vitals of liberty that still were not consumed, but grew again—again to 
he devoured. Might dilate upon its present hunger, screaming with its 
double-voice for prey escaped. Screaming for a meal off K o s s u t h  ; a 
picking of B e m  ; or with a scrap or two of a small Poet, who “ always 
goes about with a bare neck.” Yes. C h a r l e s  B e m - liear the Double
headed Eagle’s Hue and Cry—would furnish capital fare. His “ round 
face, and brownish ruddv complexion ” would he excellent food. And 
then K o s s u t h  : think of the Double-Beak stuck into that “ loftv open 
brow,” that “ small handsome mouth,” “ that “ beautifully formed eye,” 
with its “ upward look.” And M a d a m e  K o s s u t h  would be a dish for 
the Royal Bird—the Austrian mightily relishing woman’s bleeding flesh, 
scourged or otherwise by the whip of H a y n a u . T h e r e s ia  K o s s u t h ’s 
“ long fofclicad, black hair, and eyes,” would waste, aud turn grey nud 
become dim, feeding the vengeful appetite of the Austrian Eagle. And 
P e to sy , “ poet;” his “ vaulted round forehead” and “ well-proportioned 
mouth’* — poets have ever been such weak, small singmg nirds, in 
the'talons of imperial might — would be very pretty picking; if 
S u l ta n  A d d u l  M e u j id  would only render tlie dainty morsels for the 
banquet.

But A r d u l  M e d j id  refuses to supply the food, and the Double- 
Headed Eagle may cry in vain.

Here are a few birds for P r in c e  L u c ie n  to begin with. With time 
and opportunity, he miglit supply other lectures upon the Eagle of 
Hussi^ and on tfie. dollar-loving Eagle, with a beak for negro flesh,'of 
America. Anv way, that he may for awhile quit the study of blue mag
pies for the better anatomy of carnivorous birds of royalty, is the 
humble wish of ^  L it t l e  B i r d .

“ AHOYNT THEE, W ITCH! ”

T h e  Sherborne Journal tells us that in the neighbourhood of Henton 
and its vicinity, in a population of about 200, it is asserted that there 
are 19 witches. And Punch begs leave to inquire,—How many clergy
men ? And wliat are they! about ? Where the Bishop of the Diocese ? 
If the poor creatures “ about midnight generally hear some terrible 
unearthly noises,” where are the Ministers of the Church to still the 
tumult, and exorcise the demon of ignorance ? Children, it is said, are 
“ scratched.”  Are the pins stuck properly in their clothes ? Some of 
the folks are “ hag-ridden.” No doubt. How many of lis have more 
upon our shoulders than we can comfortably carry? Some “ dream 
wonderful dreams,” and “ some have cramps!” We hardly know 
what to prescribe against dreams,—unless it is continual wakefulness, 
—whilst cramps we take to be as old as night dew and the east wind. 
Nevertheless, we think the cases of the Henton sufferers, cases for the 
clergy. Tlie battle against the witches is one for the clergyman and 
tlie schoolmaster. Of the 19 liags there is not one that may not be 
mortally levelled by the New Testament and the Primer. AVhilst 
certain arrows to bring down certain black game are best feathered 
from goose-quills.

A WET D A I AT A COUNTEY INN.

Guett. “  l l  THAT VO m i NOTION OF SOUBTIIING AMCSING | ”

The Spread of Protectionism .
T he last few days liave furnished external evidence of a remarkable 

spread of Protectionist principles, or, at least, of an attempt to advance 
them bj; the formation, in the suburbs, of numerous associations of a 
Protectionist character. We have read in no less than sixty different 
windows within the last week, the fojlowing portentous announcement :— 
“ A G oose C i .u b  h e l d  h e r e .”  This looks as if the Protectionist partv 
had formed a fearless resolution to call things by their right names, and 
to get up as many Clubs as possible. IVe never attended one of these 
Goose Clubs, but we dare say an agriculturist orator is always in 
attendance, to stuff the members with sage, after the approved Protec
tionist fashion.

VOL. xvn.
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A GOOD EXCUSE.

“ Now, MY LITTLE M l N, TELL ME— FOR A PEK.YY'— WHY' DOK’t Y'OD 
WASH TOCR FACE,”

“ L or, bless you !— W e never has no -water down obr court.”

T H E  O L D  H O U S E  A N D  T H E  N E W .
(a voice FEOM church street and church court, BLOOMSBURY.)

Is  it a street or kenEel ? Foul sludge and fetid stream,
That from a chain of mantling pools send up a choky steam ;
Walls blackwithsoot.and bright with grease; low doorways; entries dim; 
And out of every window, pme faces, gaunt and grim.
Crouching at every door-way, under each foot of wall.
Bundles of ragged squalor, wives, husbands, children small; 
Unreverenced age, grey-headed youth, man with his manhood cowed. 
Woman without her womanhood, haggard and fierce and loud.

I  moved, I  marked, I  marvelled, each sense of me assailed
By sounds, shows, stinks, that hearing, sight, and smell at once regaled—
Suffering and sin here held their own—had but relieved by worse,
The ear turned, eager, from the cry, to hearken to the curse.

I  had stept from out a thoroughfare—auRrtery tlmt rolled
One of the London human streams—the streams that run with gm d;
I  had but twenty steps to take, another stream to find,
Rollhig as rich and rapid, with waves of human kind.
And between these ceaseless currents that speak to thought and sight. 
Of knowledge, arts, and wisdom, religion, riches, right,
Lieth this hideous delta, this sad and savage place,
In  its wants, as in its wickedness, lower than lowest race.
That stream still rolletli onivard—for blessing must not stay;
The grave, the good, the wealthy, the wise pass on their way;
Here on the river margin no fringe of green doth lie.
The tide goes rolling, rolling, and the desert howls hard by.
I  paused upon the border—but it was midnight then,
And the great streams no longer poured their daily tide of m en;
And, save the watclilight and the wail of those with sick or dead,
Even that misery was at re s t- th a t vtretebedness a-bed.
I  heard a voice upon the air, which a Church Street house did utter. 
W ith a gush of sighs right redolent of cess-poo), trap, and gutter, 
W'hereto from out a spruce snug house in New Church Court hard by, 
W ith no more of self-complacence a voice did make reply.
Quoth the Old H o u se -“ Here must I  stand, ’mid sewerage-mud, and 

smells;
The cess-pool water saps my bricks, and poisoneth my wells;

P l ^ e  takes its lodging in my rooms, where every inch of floor. 
Triple-tenanted alre^y , wants not that grim guest the more.
My rafters creak beneath the weight of ignorance they h ear;
My old walls shake with all they see of sickness, crime, and care; 
While Vesti7 men and Guardians, Health Boards, and Boards of Sewers, 
Are wrangling round my wretchedness about their several cures.

Whitewash my ceilings, flush ray drains, or ventilate my rooms ;
Do something—all or any—aught but tliis strife, that dooms 
My helpless, hopeless inmates to the first red plague that falls 
Upon tbe prostrate squalor crowded within my walls.

For you, my decent neighbour, you’re cleansed outside and in ;
Your miserable lodgers are turned out, kith and k in :
And when our parish Solons bring strangers here to view 
Our sanitary progress, they prounly point to

W hat did you do. Church Court, to win a fate so changed from mine ? 
W e both were foul, yet in your spruce new stucco coat you shine; 
While 1, besides the misery that was, and is my own, „
Must help to bear the wretchedness from off your shoulders thrown.

“ Envy me not,”  quoth the New House, “ old friend, although ’(is 
That 1 have cast mine ancient slough, and show a front span-new.
Such loads as you aud I  have borne mav not be flung away.
As they cart off the rubbish of our shells, within a day.

’Tis true that I  am clean to s igh t; its gig between my rows 
Respectability may drive, nor hold its decent nose;
That Competence now stands erect, where Beggary crouched before; 
That Misery, rent and reckless, squats no longer at my door.

But hollow all this decent show ; ill doth the dwelling fare.
From squMor purged, that selfishness may find free quarters there; 
They have swept the human offal out of my shelter—true,
But ’twas to pile the festering heap higher, old friend, in you.
There’s not one wretchedness the less for all my smiling face ;
There’s not one grain of filth the less, for all tins well-swept place; 
There’s not a plague the fewer for all my clean-fliished drains;
My scavengering and sewerage is worse than wasted pains.

They ’ve drained the stream that ran through me, to dam it high in y d ! 
They’ve swept out my old lodgers, to furnish you with new ;'
The Plagues that Parish Boards crow o’er as vanquished, only scoff, . 
And write up on their recent homes, ‘ Removed to two doors off.’

They issue from compacter haunts, the. stronger for compression,
And thongh their residence no more, I  still am their possession :
Each ill, as I  was, swept away, a new ill crop arouses,
Until the public may exclaim, ‘ A plague o’ both your houses! ’ ”

“ AROUSE YE THEN. MY MERRY MERRY MEN.”

C onsiderable excitement has prevailed within the last few days in . 
Trafalgar Sijuare, by a movement of a most unexpected mid iinusuw : 
character. About a week since a surly old man and an obstinate liohhlC" , 
delioy, furnishing an apt illustration of “ crabbed age and youth,” i 
seen advancing to the foot of the N elson Column, and having )iimhle“ i 
for some time about the base, tliey succeeded in elevating a piece oi i 
canvas, or an old sheet—there are speculations in favour of bolli vifi** | 
of the material—to the height of the pedestal. Some alarm was createo ; 
wnong the inhabitants that the dismal-looking texture might possibly n® 
the standard of Cochrane again about to he raised in thencighl)oiirhoon> 
and the blank and dirty aspect of the affair went very far towards favour
ing the supposition. , i

Upon inquiry being made, it turned out that the proceedings that hau 
caused so much uneasiness were preliminary to the investing of '.h* 
Column with the base relief, a style of out-door relief, ilift want of wl'telt 
has for some lime indicated our national poverty. We liave heard that 
the reason of the delay in finishing the four lions, whose absence has been 
so much commented on, arises trom a vague hope of the sculptor that 
he shall persuade the British Lion to give him a Billing.

Oema from  Jo h n  O'Connell's New Book.
Ptirlwmentary Jmpr*$$iana and Ilfcolltaiant o f  O'Con nku ., Kfiq. .V. durif*9 

a carter from  iSW to 1H4H,

I  recollect that I made a disagreeable Parliamentary impression wliett' 
ever 1 rose to s])eak.

1 recollect that i  promised to die on llie floor of the House, but I ’’̂ ® 
dn impression that I didn’t.

My impression is that I didn’t make much impression upon anybody’s 
mind, at any time, on any subject.
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E are happy to find that, at this dull season of the j;ear, the Me
tropolis will henceforth be enlivened bv a free exhibition which has 
iust been thrown open to the public, and the particulars of which will 
be found recorded m the following (fourpenny) paragraph;—

“ The Marquess of L arsdownb has, to a  considerable d e ^ c ,  throw n h is  splendid 
town mansion and ^ u n d s  in Berkeley Square open to the view of the public, by the 
erection of an iron gate in B erkeley Street, opposite H ay  li i l l .”

Here is an opportunity for a lounger to spend an agreeable half 
hour with his nose between the gratings in front of a m a t  m ^ 's  
bouse, and a comfortable consciousness that he is owner, for the time 
being, of as much of the property as he can, as the saying goes, “ put 
in his eye and see none the worse for it.” We hope the Commissioners 
of Police will issue proper regulations to prevent confusion at this 
very attractive exhibition, now, for the first time, thrown open to the 
public in general. We suppose it will be intimated that “ Donkies’ 
heads are to be turned towards the Hav on Hay Hill,” and that police
men are to take up or give a setting down to all who may misbehave 
themselves.

We have heard it rumoured that the proprietor of a celebrated tavern 
means to tlirow open, in the most liberal manner, the view^f his viands 
to the general public, by placing in his window, from ten to onCj the 
materials for an excellent dinner; it is expected that noses will be 
turned towards the most savoury dish, and while the exlnbition 
continues open, mouths will be permitted to remain open in sympathy.

CURIOSITIES OF SPOUTING LITERATURE.
W e believe we may commend the subjoined extracts to the attfntion 

of all lovers of sport, even such as inay never have shot a bird, or 
caught a fish, or crossed the back of a horse in their lives. The first, 
so far as it is intelligible, is an indignant denial of the charge of un
fairly destroying foxes; but of some of it we can neither make muzzle 
nor brush. Read it

“ F O X  II0 X T IN O  IN  EA ST K E N T .
“ To the JCtUtor t*f the Kent Herald,

“ Rin,—A report having  gained strong currency, tha t It ia m y intention to appear 
w fore the world In a  new character, th a t of ‘ Vulpecide/ (is i t  posalblc th a t even a 
dream of the slightest suspicion can exist on th is liead ? I cannot find language sufti- 
cienily jwwerful by which to express m y u tte r  astoniHliment!) 1 wish it, with your 
assistance, to bo made publicly known tha t, as far as my humble endeavours are con
cerned, i f  any  representations are conveyed to me a t any  time, declaratory of persons 
ann ih ila ting  or endeavouring to annihilate the breed of foxes uj>on my property, 1 will 
take the m ost active measHres by whUrh to obviate the consequences resulting from 
such doings, as connected w ith the in terests of the Kast K ent H unt. N o —no fox shall 
bo killed upon m y jiroperty illegitimately, If I ani made acquainted with the circum
stance In suflicient tim e s<i as to prevent it, ns long as I hold life, and enjoy the  vse of 
intellect, by which to discrim inate tha t which la r ig h t from th a t which is  wrong. 1 
tru s t Uiat 1 shall again  api>car in tiio hunting  fluid. How eunld 1 (abacnoo or presence 
never ought, and, therefore, never wiW make any difference as to my Hue of action) liavo 
tljo consmnm ate assurance and impndence to do so, unless m y brains wore choked up 
w ith  the dust and cobwebs of m ental aberration complete, bramlotl with the ignominioue 
title, ‘ Bullish Vulpecide ?'

1 liAVO the honour to be your fidtlxfiil servant,
“ J ohn F .”

Mu. F. fays, that if he is informed lliat persons are extermi
nating, or endeavouring to exterminate the breed of foxes upon his 
property, he will, as far as tils humble endeavours are concerned, “ take 
the niost active measures hy wliicli to obviate the oonsec^uences re
sulting from such doings as connected with the interests of the East 
Kent Hunt. J)oes Ma. E. mean to promise tliat he "will replace 
the slaugiitered foxes P—which would seem to be the only possible mode 
of obviating the consei^nenccs to the East Kent Hunt that would result 
from the destruction ot those animals. But this gentleman is not the 
less amusing for being unintelligible. We hope to  see him in print 
again ; and expect 1 hat he will supply the void in literature which lias 
been left by O e o k g e  R o b in s .

The other morsel, though more laconic than the foregoing, is not less 
enigmatical:—
T o  BE S O I.n , a HANDSOME SHOOTINO COU, ab o u t 13^ h a n d , h igh , 

hIx ycara old, perfectly sound, and w arranted to s it on her hack, and Hhuut a dozen
times, and will stop a t  tho word of cQmmand. To l>e seen a t Mb. T̂ ---------'a sub les,

Ac,

The owner of this Cob slmuld exhibit her, not sell her. An animal 
 ̂>at oould perform the astoundmg feat of silting on its back, and 

shooUn^ twelve times, let alone slopping a t 1 he word of coainiand, 
Would bring il s proprietor more money than the Learned Tig, or Ton 
xiiUMB, or the Mouse of imisical memory.

^ik our readers if the above pieces of writing are not by far 
gl^g®j®^^''*ordinary compositions than even gun cotton or the marine

THE LOUIS NAPOLEON CODE OP HEALTH.

T he health is dependent, not so much on the circulation of the blood, 
as on the circulation of a railway.

To be in good health you must he constantly opening new lines.
Good health is onlv found at the Buonapartist stations.
A Republican, or Red Station, is a sign of blood to the head.
A Legitimist, or White Station, is an indication of languor, nausea, 

and extreme paleness.
A cry of “ f I'm  N apoleon ”  causes a high colour, and general hilarity 

of spirits.
Several cries of “ Vive rEmpertur” produce the most violent palpi

tations of the heart, that, if not checked, are likely to turn, the h e ^ . 
The sensation,' however, is very pleasant, though the [relapse is very 
trying when caused by

A cry of “ Vive le President'' which is always succeeded by a general 
coldness, and the lowest depression of spirits.

A cry of “ Vive la R-piibhqve "  always has such an effect, that you are 
obliged to go home to bed directly, where you are sure to remain several 
days, according to the intensity of the blow.

A kick, given publicly by a Mayor, will upset you for a week, and is 
liable to faring an attack of cholerine, from which you can only recover 
liy writing a latter, which n ^ d  not be ofiicial, or by dancing at a public 
ball, or by reviewing several thousands of Nationtd Guards, or by visit
ing privately a poor artisan in his garret, only taking care that the visit 
is made in a quarter where you are known (and popular).

By attending to the above simple rules, it is asUaiMing how easily 
you may preserve your constitution.

An Etnperor’E Presence o£ Mind.
I t is said that J ellachich assured the young ExtrEROR of Austria 

that he must “ to the very letter fulfil the promises he had made to his 
subjects 1" Whereupon, we learn, that the Emperor was astonished; 
hut “ did not lose his presence of mind,”  No doubt the Emperor 
believed in the royal right to keep every thing, but his word. That, 
being undeceived, he should keep his presence of mind, is a marvellous 
instance of imperial greatness.

Ireland’s new  b ir t h .
Mu. D uffy, in the Nation, goes upon his knees to the priesthood of I 

Ireland. In the words of his friend M eagher, if Ireland is to have a ' 
new birth to liberty, “ she must be baptized in the old Holy Well.” j  
And who are to be the sponsors f According to the insinuations of 
M r. Duffy, we cannot mistake the parties. Simply, Corforal P ik e  I 
and Cattain Blunderbuss.

HOW TO TURIFY THE SE'WERS.

T hrow into them a quantity ot railway shares (with calls due) and 
they are certain to be cleaned out.
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A M O N S T E R  C O N C E R T .

NEW S OF NEXT SESSION.

T h ere  seems to be such a dearth of business for next Session in the 
present tranquil state of the country, that the professional agitators 
will be remlarly hard up for a case, a cry, or a grievance. In the 
absence of other exciting topics, it is whispered that a renowned 
champion of every body and every thing intends calling for a Committee 
of inquiry into the “ unmerited persecution” that has been for so 
many years endured by a certain acknowledged victim of domestic 
melodrama. I t  can be proved by true hills, which have been presented 
over and over again to that grandest of grand jqries, an enlightened 
British audience, that the victim has been nearly one thousand times 
unjustly condemned to death, and has only been rescued at nearly one 
thousand last moments bv nearly one thousand apropos appearances 
of nearly one thousand ghosts, real culprits, reluctant witnesses, or 
unconsciously retributive low comedians.

The dreadful scene of this long series of "persecutions”—all quite 
“ unmerited”—has been the New Cut, and it will be proposed that a 
return should be laid before the Honourable House of all the unfounded 
charges, base imputatiqns, murderous draggings by the hair of the 
head, and ferocious seizures by the throat in the assassin’s grip to 
which the “ acknowledged victim” has been subjected.

We have no doubt a very strong case of unmerited persecution will 
be got up, and we are happy that in these days, or at all events in this 
country, the case in question is the only one of “ unmerited persecu
tion” that is likely to arise for a Parliamentary Committee to inquire 
into. As a warning to persons, who having the power might be seized 
with the will to persecute, the effect of the iniiuiry might be beneficial, 
and we dare say, if the matter should be proposed, there would be no 
opposition on the part of H er  M ajesty’s present Government.

A T remendous J oke.—A celebrated punster, who has long ago 
broken up the whole of his dental estabfijhment with the  constant 
cracking of jokes, has sent us a pun of such terrific power tliat we are 
actually afraid to print it, lest it should split the sides.of the globe, 
and completely upset the earth’s gravity.

A WORD FOR MR. W ALKER.

I t is the common remark of churchwardens, poor-law guardians, and 
people of that sort, that the movement for the abolition of intramural 
interment is all W a lker . This, in one sense, is quite true. Mr . G. A. 
W alker, Surgeon, and author of “ Gatherings from Grave-Yards’' is 
the originator, and has been the chief fomenter, of that most laudable 
agitation. I f  ever the London atmosphere is purified of volatilised 
dead men, and ceases to hold corpses in solution; if we shall be enabled 
to walk the streets without inhaling human remains in a state of vapour, 
and go to church without taking our defunct relations and neiglmours 
into our lungs; and if, as may be expected, through this desirable 
change of air. we shall get rid of cholera and typhus: for all these 
beneuts we sliall have, humanly speaki|g, to thank Mu. AValker. 
Already he may be said to have saved all the lives that have been pre
served by the partial closure of churchyards.

Now M r . W alker, being a public ocnefactor, we suppose will not 
fail to be rewarded as such ; that is, to be utterly neglected as long as 
he lives, and perhaps to have a caricature 'of his person, under the name 
of a monument, erected to his memory after his dtntli. But should 
the Government be of opinipn that any truly useful man can possibly 
deserve to be recompensed like a soldier or a lawyer, we would suggest 
that the more prompt and solid species of requital might judiciously be 
allotted tg M r . W alker .

L ittle and Good.
A CALCULATION has been made, which shows that the whole o f the 

gold currency in the world would only weigh 1150 tons, and that a 
room 20 feet long, 12 feet wide, and 19 feet high, would contain the 
whole of it. If this is all the gold coin the world contains, the pro
prietor of a tea-cup full, or au old stocking stuffed with sovereigns, has 
indeed a most respectable share of it. Our respect for the bank par- 
loul and its riches becomes lowered in an instant, and we dare say, if 
the truth were known, the whole of the gold coin in the establishment 
is confined to one division of the cellaret in the bank parlour sideboard.
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A POOR LOOK OUT.
Gbeek is still the prevailing colour 
among a certain class of advertisers, 
who are continually applying for that 
which causes us simply to express a 
wish that they may succeed in getting 
it. One of the latest specimens of the 
very sanguine temperament enjoyed by 
some of our fellow-creatures, is a re
quest to be supplied with a Govern
ment appointment for life, producing 
between two and three hundred a-year, 
with the slight stipulation that the 
duties must be nominal, or capable 
of being performed by deputy. This 
little snuggery, which, if it exists at 
all in these days of retrenchment 
and hard work, must be a little official 

nook, that has escaped the eye of all financial reformers—this ex
ceedingly comfortable sinecure is advertised for by one G. D., who 
does not object to come down with £500 to the high a«td influential 
person through whom alone such a situation could ever be attainable.

Fancy one of our Ministers of State taking a sheet of paper, and 
answering G. D. with a proposal that the document conferrmg the 
office should be hidden under a certain archway at a given moment, 
while a bag containing BOO sovereigns should be deposited under a lamp- 
post opposite. Imagine the Minister lurking about the appointed spot 
with the official warrant in his hand, and looking out sharply for G. D. 
to locate the “ swag” in the position designated by the answer to the 
advertisement. I f  we were a member of the Government, or possessed 
of official patronage, we would insist upon G. D. letting us know what 
he might dare to take us for, when he presumes to insult a large body 
of the most ;exalted men in the kingdom, by his petty bribe of 500 
sovereigns.

If, as W alpole said, “  Every man has his price,”  we hope our leading 
statesmen, whoever they may hereafter be, will, at all events, keeptheir 
price up considerably higher tlian the paltry standard at which G. D. has 
taken thajiberty of fixing it. Happily we Imve not yet come down to the 
practice, sometimes recommended by very enthusiastic economists, of 
putting out the Government of the country as a contract, to be under
taken by the year or by the job ; nor have we commenced letting the seats 
on the Treasury benches to the highest bidders; and we are, therefore, 
tolerably safe so far from the risk of the places in the administration 
being filled by a set of people, who undertake the thing at the very 
lowest figure, with the intention of making what they can out of it, by 
such indirect means as G. D. appears to look upon as a matter of course, 
if we are to judge of his notions on the point by the tenor of his 
advertisement.

B adetsky am ong the Flowers.
Gu m  old H adetsky has returned to Vienna; and, we are told, he 

was almost smothered with flowers and garlands flung upon him by the 
Austrians. All well and good—for Austria and Austrians. The Man 
of the Sword comes back, having ham-stringed Italian Liberty. Let 
the Viennese throw their flowers upon him ; but why—oh, why should 
British writers, in their wholesale eulogy, cast upon the tool of Austrian 
tyranny the Hose of England P

GIVE THE OLD GENTLEMEN THEIU DUE.
I t has often been said with much severity that the persons who 

planned Trafalf^r Square did not know how to lay out a site. This is 
hardly fair, for it is perfectly evident that in the achievement of laying 
out a precious sight of money they are beyond all competition.

Louis-N apoleon's Pony.
T hey show at Boulogne a pony foaled at Logwood, in the house of 

N aeoleon. The pony is on its way to the President, a present from 
M. L acosie, a Mauritius planter. There is a sly irony conveyed in 
the present. As the nephew can by no means ride the high horse of 
his uncle; he may nevertheless, in one sense at least, be able to post 
his pony. _____________________

A LAI’SUS LINGUA.

T he L ords o? the T reasury have just authorised the admission 
duty free of pigs’ tongues from America. We have no objection to the 
freedom of pigs’ tongues in any part of the world, but we wUh some of 
the asses’ tongues at home could have some wholesome restrictions put 
upon them. t-.

CHURCH VAULTS.— ST, SAGE-CUM-MARJORAM.
“Mr. Punch,

“ I  AM, and have been, for five-and-forty years. Vestry Clerk 
of the ancient church of St. Sage-cum-Marjoram, an edifice that, 
handed down to us by the Normans,—(the Conqueror having laid the 
first stone, and rented a family vault hitherto unoccupied)—does 
honour to the City of London. As Vestry Clerk, you must permit me 
to raise my voice—(which I  could wish a brazen trumpet for the 
occasion)—against the unhallowed war at present waged against the 
vested interests of the dead asleep in church vaults, and in the vault of 
St. Sage-cum-Marjoram in particular.—Under the unprincipled plea of 
public health, the unbeliever desires to aim a blow at the decencies of 
the dead; and further, it is my opinion—and not only mine, but that 
of our beadle, a humble, but a very far-seeing individual—to introduce 
pagan and heathenish rites to the contempt of Christian burial.

“ The present cry is—Come and he buried in the country. The church- , 
yards are foul- the church vaults fouler; come and take j^our long 
rest with hawthorns smelling about you, and skylarks singing above 
you. All very fine—but I  (and the beadle) see what it  will end in. A 
few years, and there ’ll be no burying at all— n̂one. And this I  would 
wish the undertakers to ponder upon, that the:r may rally round the 
church and her yards, and vaults, and other institutions- A few 
years, and there’ll be revolutionists,to propose what I ’ve already 
heard called the good old Homan way j namely, to make a , bonfire of 
the dead, putting out the flame with wme, and gathering up the ashes 
to be put into an urn for household furniture. I ’ve heard of a phoenix, 
—though I  never saw one—th a t’s burnt with cinnamon, and mace, and 
nutmegs, and other spices. In  this fashion, it will be proposed to get 
rid of them who die well-to-do, consuming the poor with nothing better 
than tar and turpentine. We now see advertised ‘four flres for a 
penny ’ in the shape of circles of wood. Give up our London vaults 
and churchyards, and in like manner and in time we shall see—‘ Four 
funerals for five-and-sixpence.’ Urns will put out coffins.

“ But, Mr. Punch, what I  particularly want to stand upon is th is ; the 
sweetness—I may say the more than sweetness of the church vaults 
(so shamefullv attacked) of St. Sage-cum-Marjoram. Notliing can be 
sweeter! W M t’s the words ?—

‘Only the actions of the ju s t 
Hmell sweot aud blostom In the  dust.*

Which is the case with our vaults. A flower-garden in June is nothing 
to ’em. And for this reason. Only the most respectable people of (he 
parish have been buried there—and will continue to be. Look at our 
clergyman—look at his clerk—look at our beadle—look at all the con- 

! gregation. Pictures of health! And all along of the sweet and 
' odoriferous vaults of St. Sage-cum-Marjoram. And so—I ’ve no manner 
of doubt of it—so it is with every other church; for which reason, I  
write this letter, calling upon all churchwardens and all beadles, to 
rally round their tomb-stones, to raise the black flag with the death’s 
head on it in their churchyards, and one and all to cry—‘ War to the 
Death, and no Surrender.’

“ Give up your churchyards, and in ten years, at least, there ’ll be no 
decent lying for anybody: no, nothing but what the heathen call, 
funeral piles. However, 1 have eased my conscience, and am,

“ Your Obedient Header, and
“ V e s t r y  c l e r k  or s t . s a g e -c u m -m a b jo r a m .”

Sooted to  the Climate.
W e see the announcement of a new kind of Fresco painting which 

has been discovered in Berlin. The proof of its durability is, that a 
painting executed in it by K oulhach was put up a chimney for a year, 
and found perfectly fresh and in good preservation after being thus 
smoked. Applying this test, we may promise ourselves that the works 
ill the Vernon Gallery are certain to be durable, for no chimney can be 
darker and few sootier than the hole which they occupy.

“  IIA ri’INESS WAS BORN A TWIN.”

T he good E arl or Carlisle has very pithily illustrated the words 
of B yron. A stranger sends to the Earl £100 to be devoted by him to 
the public service. And the Earl, forwarding to the B ishop or 
L ondon the stranger’s £100, adds to it  a twin £100 from his own 
pocket. I t  would be well if Poets had always such practical illustrators 
as the excellent E.arl of Carlisle. ;

th e  trium ph  of LOUIS napoleon.
W e understand that in Paris—the capital of European liberty—it is 

in contemplation to give a grand/e/e to L ouis N apoleon, to celebrate 
the result of French interference in Home, that is, the revival of the 
Inquisition.
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PENNY-A-LINE ATROCITIES. 1 TURKEY versus TYRANNY.

! A ccotjnts from Vienna and St.
; Petersburg state that the Austrian 
I Vulture (immoperly called Eagle) and 
the Russian Bear are in a most frantic 

I state, raging mad with disappointed 
I liatred. Their triumph over Hungary 
has been robbed of nine-tenths of its 
zest by the escaw of K o s s u t h  and 

, l\is companions, wno have taken refuge 
; in Turkey, and whom the Porte refuses 
1 to deliver up to their tender mercies. 
Of course it  is impossible for any 

, human being to conceive the agonies 
of these wretched creatures, thus 
baffled of their prey, and burning with 

: the thirst of vengeance which thev are 
I forbidden to slake; but their bowlings 
are said to be frightful. The S u l t a n  
is (wnsidered to have shown great 
spirit in resisting the demand or the 
allied savages, and to have fully sub- 

' stantiated his claim to his ancient title 
■ of the G r a n d  T u r k . Altogether it 
may be said that Turkey has, in this 

' matter, taken an attitude truly worthy 
\ of the S u b l im e  P o r t e .

B e a t e n  away from the enormous cabbage plantations, and fairly routed out of the early strawberry 
beds by the lateness of the season, the penny-a-liners have been terribly put to it for a meal and a 
paragraph. Even the monstrous gooseberry can no longer be crammed down the public throat, for 
the newspaper reader will no longer consent to be made a gooseberry fool of as he once used to be. 
An unusual haul of mackerel, which was formerly all fish in the casual reporter’s net, is now not worth 
its weight in ink to the unhappy scribe, nor will the very best attested pig with five tails run, as once 
it would, the round of the newspapers. The two-headed cm has gone to the dogs; the bi-tailed bullock 
has drawn in his horns; the one-eyed jackass has given his last kick, and the whole catalogue of nature’s 
anomalies, which could once command their fourpence per paragraph as the regular market price, are 
now utterly valueless.

In their despair, the penny-a-liners have lately taken to the horrible practice of burying people alive, 
and causing them to wake again, in order that they—the penny-a-liners—may turn a most dishonest 
and, indeed, a most atrocious peimy. I t is true that they get an additional sixpence by a contradiction 
a few days afterwards, and that, after administering the bane to the reader, they do not long withhold 
the antidote. We nevertheless think that these interments, with which the newspaper cemeteries 
are now being crowded, should be put a stop to as speedily as possible.

Spea e t Opes.

I t is stated that a vessel lately 
arrived from Ireland with five pockets 
of hops, the produce of that country. 
This is good news indeed; for we have 
heard of nothing but empty pockets in 
Ireland for some years, and the worst 
of it is, that we have been expected 
to fill these empty pockets incessantly. 
(A wretch at our side has almost spoiled 
our satisfaction at the circumstance 
alluded to, by whispering in our ear 
the suggestion, that the arrival of these 
hops may be the happy prelude to 
Irish h-opulence.)

TH E OLD CHURCHW ARDEN’S COMPLAINT AGAINST 
[SANITARY REEORM.

P i s h  ! What 'trouble and vexation, what a deal of botheration ,we 
a r ^ u t  to bv this precious sanitary reformation !

W hat’s the sense of “ sanitary P no such word in dictionary—an 
expression to the good old English language quite contrary.

In our district so extensive, if a drain’s at all offensive, it must in
stantly be mended; which is monstrously expensive.

And our dead we ’re forced to bury somewhere in a cemetery, all 
because our churchyard’s crowded; whieh is arbitrary, very.

If w e’re satisfied what matter, though the churchyard were still 
fatter; if so be we ’re not partic’lar, what to other folks is that ’ere ?

How the scientific asses preach about their poisonous gases, making 
havoc ’mongst the habitations of the lower classes !

Things bur forefathers knew nought of, now they tell us fever’s 
caught of— oh! the times when sulphuretted hydrogen was never 
thought o f !

I  ’ve no faith and no reliance in your chemistry and science; if you ’ll 
act by my advice you’ll set the doctors at defiance.

We, the Board of Health supposes, ought to make sinks smell like 
roses; people now-a-days pretend to have such very dainty noses.

I ’m convinced, by much reflection, that there is not that connexion, 
which we heard so much on lately, ’twixt uncleanness and infection—

My great uncle is a brewer; eighty-eight, and well as you are ; all 
his life has he been living close beside an open sewer;

And the Thames with refuse,flowing, its salubrious nature showing, 
makes, he says, beyond comparison the best of porter going.

D irt and filth with he^th agreeing in the pig ’lis easy seeing; now, 
inside, a pig, I ’m told, is very like a human being.

But in outlay to engage us, would, 1 own, make me outrageous, even 
supposing filth and dirt to be infectious or contagious.

I  would go to such expenses on no reasons nor pretences; let us 
save the cash, 1 say, and take our chance of consequences.

SL.4VE TRAFFIC IN  ENGLAND.

OREiQNERs accuse US of selling our wives 
' I in Smilhfield Market, but what will Europe 
‘ say when it reads half-a-dozen advertisements 
• per diem ‘‘in our public prints, proposing an 
■ Exchange of I’upilsP A pupil is a human 

being, and an exchange of the commodity 
implies a traffic in human beings, (he idea of 
which causes our ink to run cold in our quills 
and brings the “ burning blush of shame’’ 
into both sides of our countenance. We find 
the principal of a female seminary prepared 
to barter away a boy for a ■schoolmaster’s 
girl; and in another case, the head of a 
seminary anxious to take out a young lady’s 
education—intellectual and moral—in coals, 
candles, butcher’s meat, bread, or'grocery.

We can imagine the sort of account that 
must be kept m the case of a pupil, whose 
instruction has to be balanced byjood or fuel. 
Of course every pound of beef would be pro

perly checked off by a per contra in the shape of grammar or geography ; 
and if the pupil’s father were in the candle line, so many dozens of dips 
would be the booked eiiuivalent for so much mental enlightenment.

I t  is to be presumed that if the articles were not regularly sent in . 
the instruction would at once stop, and if the parent, being a coal 
merchant, failed to teacli his subortfinates when and where to slioot the 
required coals, the young idea would not be taught to shoot, or would 
perhaps be significantly presented with the sack, and a polite intimation 
of its being impossible without coals alere Jlammam, However convenient 
the mutual accommodation system may he, we wish, for the credit of 
the country in the eyes of foreigners, that the objectionable heading, 
“ Exchange of Pupils,’’ be at once witlidrawn from the advertisements.
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BAKER STREET, A PEN.AL SETTLEMENT.

E see by the Tim s that the boors 
of the Cape of Good Hope have 
shown themselves more fastidious 
than the polite people of Baker 
Street. The follcs of the Cape 
lave resolved not to receive 
among them a ship-load of English 
convicts; and further, have deter
mined to refuse to supply any of the 
necessaries of life to any persons, 
official or otherwise, who shall obey 
the mandate of the Colonial Office, 
in the reception or toleration of 
felons. We understand that, taking 
this hint, the tradesmen of Baker 
Street and the vicinity have re
solved to starve out Madame 
T ussaud and all her establishment, 
unless Madame consents to cleanse 
the neighbourhood of the evil 
hrought upon it, by her “ harbour
ing and comforting”—to use the 
words of the State—R ush, Couk- 
voisiER, Goode, and other mur
derers too sanguinary to mention. 
Eor our own part, we respect
fully call the attention of the Board 

of Health to M adame T .’s Chamber of Horrors. We understand that D octor Brittan 
has recently examined the place, and the result of his microscopic investigations is truly 
alarming, liis: fungi discovered in the wax of the murderers are sufficient to poison all London ; 
entering, as tney do, by means of newspaper advertisements, into the moral food of the 
population. The devastation committed, particularly amongst women and the youth of both 
sexes, can scarcely be exaggerated. If moral health be really the care of the State, there is but 
one remedy for the disease communicated by the felonious wax—namely, the melting-pot.

We have, however, heard a report—that gains hourly CTound—respecting Baker Street. 
The Neptuns, being sent back with its convict freight from the Cape, will disembark lier felons 
at Greenwioli. Tnenee, they will be conveyed to Baker Street, and quartered upon the 
inhabitants. That is. the attics only of the houses will be rented by Government, and a certain 
number of convicts located in each. On Monday next, it is said. Government blacksmiths 
will proceed to place bars before all the garret windows, and to take other preeautionary 
measures against the escape of the captives. A turnkey will occupy the two-pa'r back in 
every house 1 Of course, Government cannot thus invade the rights of private property, without 
making due remuneration. But, as the Cape refuses to receive our criminals, and as we must 
locate them somewhere,—it appears to us, that Baker Street is admirably chosen for the 
purpose. I t  has been proved, or at least asserted, by the report of the Board of Health, that 
people become acclimated to a fetid atmosphere. In the like way, we presume, folks may, 
after a time, live in a neighbourhood having a bad reputation for murder, and never be the 
worse for it. Government does npt act without authority, its  medical officers have examined 
the inhabitants of Baker Street, right and left, and opposite to the Chamber of Horrors; and 
except a certain wildness of eye and tremor of lip, and colour suddenly coming and going, 
with knocking of the knees together, and other phases and movements, sympathetic with a 
(?nilty knowledge,—except this and these, the inhabitants of Baker Street have borne the 
liomicidal wax-work without any change. Therefore, half-a-dozen convicts (for the number in 
each attic will never exceed six), with a tutelary turnkey, can make but little difference in the 
moral atmosphere of the neighbourhood. We understand that the post of matron to all the 
convict garrets has been offered to Madame T ussaud ; but that lady has not yet returned an 
answer. It has been whispered, that her silence is the result of well-grounded discontent; 
iier vested rights in wax-work crime being, as she declares, materially injured by making living 
convicts rivals to her atrocious dead!

Of course the determination of ministers to carry out on a large scale the purpose of Madame 
T ussaud , and to make Baker S treets penal settlement for live convicts, has caused considerable 
stir in the neighbourhood. Punch will anxiously watch and report the progress of events.

MANNING A POET.

Th e  Penny-a-liners have this week made another most interesting discovery with reference 
to Manning , who, if we are to believe the paragraphist of the daily press, “ occupi^ his time 
principally in writing poetry, and his compositions are generally presented by him to his 
Solicitor.”  Here is good news for the music-publishers, who were beginning to want a new 
sensation after the decline of the Merry Sunshine which the poet has “ loved not wisely,” but 
rather ” too well.” A new song by M anning will be a great liit, and will be well worthy at 
once to take its place by the side of the “ Wkai are you thinking o f t ? ” the “ Yes, 1 have dared 
to love Thee’s,” the “ Write to M i s f  and other favourites of the boarding-school class.

We do not doubt tliat we shall soon have the Bermondsey Ballads in the hands and mouth 
of every sentimental Miss, while J u lu en  will have the affair got up as an appropriate feature in 
his next “ Monster” Concert. There will be, of course, an end to all further applications for 
money to conduct the defence, since a lawyer, with such valuable property as tlie poetical 
MS. of a suspected murderer in his possession, must be unreasonable indeed to think about 
the security of his fees, whatever may pe the issue of the trial. We expect to hear in a day or 
two that M rs. M anning has taken to crochet work—according to p"nny-a-line authori^v.

which, we beg to say, we consider no authority at 
a ll; but in order to gratify the morbid Quriosity 
of the public, no stone can be left unturned by 
the ima^native paragraphist to add to the excite
ment on the subject of this, at present, most inte
resting couple in the whole kingdom.

ARISTOCRACY FOR THE M ILLION.
I n these days “ Everytliing for Everybody ” is 

the universal motto, for there is nothing offered 
to the wealthy few, but a cheap edition of the 
luxury is immediately forthcoming for the benefit 
of the less affluent multitude. Music is no longer 
the monopoly of the higher classes at two shillings 
per sheet, but may be had for twopence by the 
million, and the fashionable paletot is not more 
within the means of the peerage than obtainable 
—from one pound and upwards—by the people.

There is one thing, however, that has not yet 
been supplied to the million, and though the 
matter in question seems naturally adapted to 
exclusive use, wx do not despair of seeing it ex
tended to the masses, under the very takmg title 
of Aristocracy for the Million, and we are happy 
to furnish a suggestion, in the hope of inducing 
M r . B urke, or some other great heraldic litte
rateur, to try the experiment. We would propose, 
as an admirable beginning, a work under the title 
of the Peerage and the Landed Gentry, giving an 
accurate account of all such Gentry or Gents as 
may have landed at the Pierage between London 
Bridge and Battersea within a given period. The 
literature of llunkeyism has already descended 
almost as low as to have come to a biographical 
Court Guide, and we see no reason why itshould 
not take another step downwards to the directory, 
from which the transition to the P ie rce  and the 
Landed Gentry—on the plan we propose—would 
be perfectly natural.'

EUROPE GOING BACK AGAIN. j
The admirers of things as they were will be j 

gratified by the information—which we derive 
from the Morning Post—that

“ H r a  new law on Sporting in  Pm ssia , Jnst nanctioned by 
the K ing, no one is to have the r ig h t of shooting unless 
possessed of 300 acres of laud /'

Hurrah for tlie Game Law s! Torture and 
breaking on the wheel, we suppose, will be re
stored next in Prussia: perhaps witch-roasting ' 
also. Truly the Continental Sovereigns are, to 
use a vernacular expression, “  a going of it.” 
They liave npt only gotten Liberty down; but 
they are dancing on her, and the above-mentioned ' 
enactment, in figure, is a specimen of their capers. 
We may, however, be blamed for ascribing sal
tatory activity to a set of beings that may with 
reason be said to exliibit rather the tardy and 
retrograde motions of the crab.

Consigtent P rotectionists,
The Tines informs us that at the late West 

Surrey Election the mob of Guildford exercised 
their privilege of free and independent electors 
by faking the liberty of breaking the windows 
of each candidate’s hotel. Our conteniporaiy 
adds that “ the worthy inhabitants of Guildford 
stood by in evident gratification at the damage 
caused,” and that tlie general remark among 
them was, “ I t  will ifee a good thing for the 
glaziers, and of course the candidates will pay.” 
01 a truth, the men of Guildford have proved 
themselves staunch Protectionists, not only by 
returning Mr . E v e l y n , but also'by applauding 
the doing of other mischief in the belief that 
it would: afford encouragement to British 
Industry .'
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f<|ANNER^ANo. C\/5T0MS- 0P-^‘ CNGUYSHE-W-i849' N’ 30-

PARTt- or- Sportsmen- ovra -S’HVttnge:.

Mr. Pips his D iary.
MonAti/, October 1, 1849.—Up mighty betimes, and to Brushwood 

for a Day’s Shooting, by Invitation from Mr. T ib b it t s , whose Father, 
the rich Furrier, did die the other Day, and leave him a Fortune, and 
now he hath rented Brushwood Manor to shoot over for the Season. 
But Lack, what a set of young Rogues I  found there of T ib b it t s  his 
Acquaintance, a-smoking of Cigars and short Pipes, and a-drinking of 
Ale ^ d  bottled Stout at 10 o’clock of the Morning f Mighty ashamed 
of, though diverted with, my Company, to hear their loose and idle 
Conversation, and how none of them could pronounce the letter H, 
and to think what an unlettered vulgar Fellow T ib b it t s  is, and that 1 
should demean myself to associate with such a Companion only because 
of his Riches, and Wine, and Dinners. One of the Party, W ig g y n s , 
did tell me we should have a prime Lark, which, this being the first 
Day of Pheasant-Shooting, I  dia think droll; but divers Larks, indeed, 
were shot befbre the Day was over. So we into the Fields, and, a 

Dogs, and, whenever I  did look over my 
Shoulder, did catch him grinning and making Faces behind our Backs. 
But strange, to see how much better the Rogues did shoot than I  ex
pected, though firing at Tom-Tits, or anything almost, and do understand 
w y  got this Skill at the Red House, Battersea, tnrough popping at 
Pigeons ^ d  Sparrows let loose from a T rap ; which do seem but a 
cruel and barbarous kind of Sport. But little Birds were not all they 
shoy-for one H ig g e s  aiming at a Hare did miss, and instead of the

Hare hit one of the Dogges, and sent him yelping and jfjre-
But good Lack, to see bow careless the Fellows were with , J,u,er’8 
Arms, carrying their Guns, full-cocked, pointing right in one 
Faces, and one, dragging his Piece through a Hedge i we
off, but finding it hw  only carried off the Skirt of Ins S having
had a good Laugh of it. Another, with a double-barrelled jjar-
shot off one Barrel at a Blackbird, I  did see reloading; iLnirod
rel being still loaded and at full Cock. He, forcing down the i 
with all his ^ g h t ,  I  did catch him by the Elbow, and P°‘_o,,ddcn 
Cock of the Gun, and methinks 1 did never see a Man ® t ;_toa 
tremble so terribly, or grow so pale. Getting beyond Brushwo ,
Field hard by, M r . W ig g y n s  did let fly at some Ducks, for one 
Ijarks he had been talking of, which did bring down '}P®, unged 
Farmer, with his Bidl-l)og, and cause us to make oil ij-k in
we could. 1 in mighty Hrcad of being seized as 
shooting the Duck, fearing the Farmer, who is horridly, ag _ ,Biiooiing m e  jju cx , learing  iiiu ra n m -t, -  • • p - "  ,,n  histhe Game-Preserving at Brushwo^, for that the Game -Yfoni
Crops ; and, truly, the Game Laws are a great i>._ very
onr Shooting, with our Bag, carried by *''? j,,.? manv’r ' ' ” '
full, with a Brace or two of Pheasants and Partridges, {
Brace of Chaffinches, and Yellow-Hammers, and Robm-Rcdbr >_____________
SO to Dinner, where all very merry, and so to Bed.

WiUiftm Bradbarjr, of No. 13. tTp;;>fr Wobarn-plftce. lo tne P&nali of St. Fucraji, and FrMM^ckMullM Rvant. of No.?. Churcb row. Stoke Newincton. both In the County of 
Oince ID Ia>'nbard-ttreec. to t'le Precinct of Wnltefnara, to t  >e City of London, and piibhahs 1 by tlie o at No Klee'-atreet, la (he Pariah of St, BTlde'e. la  the City of London.*#Aivk®* »
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OLD BAILEY COURT CIRCULAR.
NDOUBTEDLY the increasing interest 

every da,v developed by an enlightened 
public m ti^e savings, doings, and 
dressings of illustrious prisoners and 
dulprits, demands an Old Bailey Court 
Circular. I t  is a crying want of the 
times, and must be answered. Punch, 
with his customary benevolence, is 
induced to put forth a model or sample 
number. The thing should be nicely 
illustrated, that it might more readily 
find its way into the family circle; and 
impress itself the more vividly in the 
minds of the youthful members. No
thing like cutting moral lessons into 
the bark of olive branches, that may 
enlarge and grow with their growth. 
However, to give a foretaste of the 
matter.

“ Yesterday morning M b . S ik e s  
rose at 7. Asked if there was anything 
new in the papers ? Wished to write 
an Ode to Liberty, and desired to be 
denied to everybod^ho  might call, 
except to M a d a m e  T d s s a c d  or repre

sentative. M b . S ik e s  partook of his breakfast with charactenstic 
energy. Complained that the prison regulations did not permit brandv 
in his te a ; but concluded his remonstrance with the philosophic remark 
that, ‘ when one’s in Newgate, one must do as Newgate does; also 
complained of the barber, and declared his intention to be tried in 
moiistachios and a tip.

“ Yesterday, M b s - S i k e s  got up in usual health and spirits. She 
wore a muslin morning gown, with maiden-blush bows. Had a half- 
blown rose stuck in her braided hair. A letter (of course it had been 
opened by the governor,) from L o b d  F it z n o d d y , (he has been constantly 
on the Bench during the examinations) requested of the fair prisoner, 
one lock from her tresses. With a light faugh, she said ‘ it was like 
his impudence,’ and then ‘ raised the glittering forfex high in air,’ 
M  M b . P o p e  says, and cut it. M r s . S i k e s ’s presence of mind, her 
intellectual resources, and her jeux (Pesprit in general, have won her the 
hearts of the prison. All the turnkeys swear by her.

‘I Three boys, of the variou#ages of 11, 12 and 13, were salubriously 
whipped by Mr. C a l c b a f t , who—it is pleasant to think—made a great 
impression upon all the culprits.

“ In the evening, M r . S o lom ons  transacted business with W il l ia m  
PoBTEB, alias B i l l  S w ip e s , detained upon an insinuation o f burglary.’’

OUR LITTLE BIRD.

s w e e t s  OE t h e  SUNDAY.

W e rejoice in the stir created by the equivocal notice of the wise 
men of tlie Post Office. Why it should be so, we know n o t ; but 
certain it is, the spirit of mischief—some sort of Puck—is verv apt to 
look over the ahouldqrs of men drawing up Bills of Parliament, Reports, 
and other official literature, leading their pens astray into tlie quagmire 
of quibble, and the bogs of nonsense. This spirit was active in 
St. Martin’s-le-Grand: and, under its waggish influence, the Post- 
Master was made to tlireaten London with Sunday letter delivery the 
same as upon the pounds, shillings, and pence days of the week. London 
was straightway in a pucker. Meetings were held; and the beadle 
of Exeter Hall looked mpre than usually ominous. Whereupon the 
Post-Master reconsiders his work—calls for another sheet of paper, and 
makes his meaning plain. Some twen^-five clerks (wlio will, of course, 
receive extra money) are to attend for a time in the morning and 
evening of a Sunday; and these five-and-twenty sorting in the metro
polis, will set free hundreds of their country brethren, heretofore 
prisoners to the letter-box from morn till night. Here we have a clear 
gain. The greatest liberty of the greatest number. And in London 
and its suburbs—we are thankful for the continued blessing—oim 
knockers are to remain untouched by postmen.

Uur continental friends are apt to be very merry on the dulness of 
an English Sunday. They are welcome to all their mirih, so that we 
keep all our dulness. I t  is a blessed pause—a healthful breathing
time—from the Imrry, and scramble, and tumult of working-day life. 
I t  is a day to look for—a bit of blue in the distance, let the other six 
days be never so murky. A bit of Sabbath sunlight, gilding the “ sullen 
ground ” of lalwrious time. .• i r

To the English Sunday—it is our faith—Englishmen owe no little of

that s o ^ r  common sense that makes them strong and great among 
the nations. In Sabbath quiet is renewed a power that, all uncon
sciously it  may be, manifests itself in the six days’ strife. The Sunday 
pause—the domestic calmness of the Sunday hearth, when the house
hold gods have their benignest influence, is a precious blessing. May 
it never be soared by the noises that make Vienna so gay, and Paris so 
delightful! Above all, let the six day slaves of Cockney-land be spared 
the stunning rap-rap of the postman’s knocker. At the Sunday hearth, 
at least, let all men say with the Athenian, “  Business to-morrow.”

SALT w it h  t h e  s u l t a n .

K o s s u t h , B e m , and his companions have eaten A b d u l  M e d j i d ’ s  
salt at Widdin, and the Sultan will not throw them as garbage to the 
Russian Bear. We love peace, but let us, at all cost, honour the spirit of 
hospitality. At this moment A b d u l  M e d j i d , the Turk, is one of the 
best favourites of Christian England. The magnanimous Mahometan 
may enjoy an im^inary shake of the hand with every decent Briton. 
We say we abominate w ar: but we have a deeper hatred of treachery. 
In the cause ot the Sultan’s salt we would not hesitate to fire away 
more than a little salt-petre.

Again, to do proper honour to the noble Sultan. This is a time for 
testimonials. What if we send a testimonial to Constantinople ? Some
thing that shall typify the virtue of the reigning T u rk ! Therefore, we 
beg to suggest the gift of a magnificent salt-cellar. And for the device, 
a Turkey—a very fine Turkey—with its wings covering a figure oi 
wounded freedom from the teeth and paws of a grisly bear.

FEEDING THE TIGEB.

A MAGNIFICENT dinner has been given to H aynau, the woman- 
whip, at Vienna. The correspondent of the 7V»ies speaks of “ that man 
of iron,” as being seated next to the Servian patriarch, a man of silver 
—“ silvery beard and hair.”  In such case, a most imseemly juxta
position of the melals. ‘ This H aynau, we read, was vehemently 
applauded by the small white hands of the fine ladies of Vienna. 
Innocent things 1 Did ihey reflect upon their sister-woman scourged 
by the orders of the barbarian who, it is to be feared, was really bom of 
woman—and fed at woman’s breast ? At Kuseburg—according to a 
letter from an Englishman, dated at Widdin, Sepr. 11,—this much- 
applauded H aynau, baulked of his prey in the escape of Bem and others, 
“ ordered the lady of the house, who had treated them with courtesy, to be 

flogg-d. And she wets afterwards dragged barefoot by the robbers as fa r  as 
Halseg.” But th* atrocity was not at its full. “Her husband, maddened 
by this outrage, blew out his brains with a p isto l!"  Wives of Vienna, 
another round of applause—another flourish of your snow-white 
kerchiefs, in honour of the man-monster of iron, “ whose breast,” con
tinues the Times' correspondent, “ down to his waist was covered with 
stars : ”—aye, most malignant stars, with blood and fire, and pestilence, 
in every baleful ray. We would rather do knee-worship to the s]iots of 
a panther, than even at a public feeding tolerate the stiurs of a H aynau.

m o r e  o ' f e b r a l l  a n d  t h e  ir o n  f l ie s .

“  T h o u g h  absent, present.” might be the political motto of M o r e  
O ’F e r r a l l . Though in the body at Boulogne, he is still in the spirit at 
Malta. When he Quitted his governor’s chair, “ he left his character 
behind h im ;” and that, in fullest activity. Another shipload of 
relugees has arrived at Malta, but have been consigned to a i>art of a 
lazaretto, called “ The Sicilian Hospital.”  This was in obedience to the 
orders of I he absent governor. Here is a picture, that surely is a little 
too horrible even for the strong taste of Downing S treet:—

W e heard the wailings of the devoted wife, whose husband had th a t d a j  been forced 
by increasing sickness to bis loathsome m attress. W e saw the gaping wounds of some, 
th a t under careful treatm ent would have been lon/^ since cured. W e saw titoso whom 
the fate of war had deprived of a  limb—we saw the loathsome verm in crawling on the 
bodies of many, by whom the  luxury  of a bath had not been attainable before, although 
th is  trea t baa, wo believe, boen since allowed. W e saw those suffering from cutaneous 
di.seases of every k ind—we heard the groans of a  poor creature, suffering tb^ pangs ot 
labour; we saw—but we have told enough.**

Surely M b . O ’F e b b a l l  has earned his right to a Russian O rder: be 
can hardly escape the cross of St. A n d e e w  for all Ibis ? But bear 
further:—

The shrivelled arm  had scarce the necessary s treng th  to dislodge the nutneroue fixes 
already settling on the ir victim s.”

This is horrible. Nevertheless, a flesh-wound fly-blown may be 
curable—but hardly so a fly-blown reputation; so fly-blown, that 
decent people hold their noses when they think of it. So fly-blown, 
that not a whole river of rose-water running from Downing Street, 
will ever again sweeten it.

These said flies suggest to us an odd wisli. Folks have heard of 
the famous wooden eagle, the wonderful iron-fly, constructed by that 
marvellous mrchanician R e g io m o n t a n u s . We hugely desire the skill 
to make not one such fly, but a Midsummer swarm of such flies; 
iron flies; a very cloud of buzzing, droning metal. And when we 
had made the multitude of iron insects, we would further wish for
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the power to make them Mr . M ore O T errall*s continual atten
dants. They shoidd lackey him everywhere. At home and ab ro ^  
—at table and in bed (all mos(|uito curtains being vain against 
their ferruginous wings)—the iron dies, the small relentless Erinnyes, 
swamed from the flesh-flies of Malta,—should wait upon tlie governor, 
and do him buzzing service. By the way, the shiverea sword of Rome 

(there is a stiihy in the future for another blade) — would supply 
admirable material—most retributive metal wherewith to manufacture 
the swam of rengeful iron. ^

C H E A P  B IB L E S  A N D  B E B L E -B IN D E E S .

"  T hkotjgh the  world we are famed above all other firms.
For supplying best goods on the cheapest of term s;
To no house in the Trade but our own can you go,
W here the wares axe so prime and the figure so low.”

” And what is your merchandise, gentlemen, tell ?
Coats, vests, trousers, boots, shoes, hats and caps do you sell? 
And your Firm, that for ches^ness is equall’d by none.
Is  it I k et  and C a, Sirs, or A aeons and Son ? ’’

Oh, dear n o ! a  far higher position we c la im :
A Society, ‘British and Foreign’ byname,—
And the articles sold at our Mart so renown’d.
They are Bibles and Testaments, handsomely bound.

“  Don’t suppose we do business for profit and pelf,
For our object's the good of our neighbour—not self;
And we render the Scriptures as cheap as we can.
To the end that the Gospel may reach the poor man.”
‘‘A h! and how do you manage to bring down their cost,
To a price on which cash, one would think, must be lost ? ”
“  We contract for their binding,—a method, you see.
That reduces the sum to the lowest d ^ ree .”

“ Oh, indeed! Do you know, then, what wages are paid 
To the workwomen—those on whose labour you trade F 
Take the mean—mean, in truth, you ’ll permit me to say— 
Five-and-sixpeuce a week fur ten hours in the day.
“ So the Book, that to none threatens vengeance more diro 
Tnan to those that the lab’rer defraud of his hire.
Is encased and embellished without by the sin v 
Which in heaviest terms it denounces within.

“ Whither want u rp s  Woman, let gaols witness bear.
Let the stones of the pavement cry out to declare;
And the Volume that lightly men tremble to name,
Thus is bound in her guilt, and is clothed in her shame.

“ If  your charity prompt yon cheap Bibles to sell.
Let your charity pay the poor bookbinder well;
And the means that so freely the Scriptures supply,
Will no more, in effect, give their precepts the lie.”

B ubbing up  the Old Plate.
T h e  Mcmivp Chronicle has an article several columns long, w ith the 

following lively title—”  W hat is  the heal position op th e  plate
(JIJESTION F ”

M e think it would puzzle P lato himself with all his philosophy to 
answer the above question. As for ourselves, we are induced to odteve 
that the real position of this Plate must be ‘ The Back,” for our niind 
is sure to be thrown in that state directly we begin to look for it. We 
suspect 1 hat this piece of Plate was originally given as a Test imonial to 
some indefatigable sub-editor for his unremitting exertions in filling the 
paper during the recess.

A DISSOLUTION MOST DEVOUTLY TO HE WISHED.

Op all dissolutions, to which Cluunbers that are representatives of 
the people ure royally subject when they wax too warm, none would 
give us so nil ch pleasure as to witness the Dissolution of the Chamber 
of Horrors in Baker Street. We wish the Sun would walk in some 
fine day, and ( rder, a la Cbomwell, some of his strongest beams to 
“ take away these baubles.” “ What a melting sight it would b e ! ”

A SERMON IN A (PODNDATION) STONE.

I t is at Holloway they have laid the first stone of the new City 
Prison. Is this a recognition of the fact that Prisons, repressing the 
manifestations without toucliing the root of crimes, only do good in a 
hollow way F

F IN E  SWEET HAWANNAHS.

D r . Andrew  U r e , the celebrated chemist, tells ns “ I  have found m 
tobacco in Bond, fully per cent of sugar.” We never knew before 
that Bondage bad its sweets !

According to the above statement, it would seem fbat cigars were 
only lollipops in disguise, and a tobacco warehouse nothing more than 
a “ sweet-shop” on the largest scale. Nurses should be warned in 
time not to  give too much to their young charges.

By-the-bye, now that we think of it, this new discovery of saccharoe 
in tobacco must be the reason why we see so many of the Rising Gen
eration smoking now-a-days. Depend upon it, it is the sugar that 
tempts the little dears to put a cigar into tneir mouths.

THE WATER THAT JOHN DRINKS.

T his  is the  water that J ohn d rin k s..

T^is is the Thames with its cento of stink. 
That supplies the water that J ohn drinks.

These'are the fish that float in the ink- 
^  stream of the Tlmmes with its cento of stink, 
‘That supplies th e  water that J o h n  drinks.

This is the sewer, from cesspool and sink.
That, feeds the fish that float in the ink- 
-y stream of the Tlmmes with its cento of stink, 
That supplies the water tiiat J ohn drinks.
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These are vested iat’resls, that fill to the brink. 
The network of sewers from cesspool and sink. 
That feed the fish that float in the ink- 
-y stream of the Thames, with its cento of stink. 
That supplies the water that J ohn drinks.

This is the price that we pay to wink 
At the vested int’rests that fill to the brink.
The network of sewers from cesspool and sink, 
That feed the fish that float in tlie ink- 
-V stream of the Thames with its cento of stink, 
I'hat supplies the water that J oun drinks.

TH E PlUVILEGES OF PAltLLkMENT.
W e have heard a good deal of objection during the last year or two 

raised against c. rtain Parliamentary privileges, whidi are not thought 
r[uite consistent with legislative dignity; but we have been struck by a 
very novel mode of turning the distinction of M. P. to account, by 
making it figure in a ** selling oil'” advertisement, issued by a retiring 
linen-draper, who “ trusts Ids many friends and the public will take 
advantage of this unprecedented opportunity.”  The whole affair is 
rather unprecedented we admit, and tlnmgh there is no objection what
ever to an M. P. being a tradesman, the availing one’s self of one’s 
membership tp embellish an advertisement about the shop, is, to say 
the least of it, an original idea, and may rank among the goods 
in the window as a decided novelty. I t  used to be one of the 
points of Ciiwtisni, that Members of Parliament should be paid, 
and perhaps it is in pursuance of this very liberal principle that an 
M. P. in the linen line would feel himself at liberty to make the most 
of his membership in connection with his “ French Merinos, Indianas, 
Coburg Cloths, Balmoral Plaids, and other articles at 35 per cent, 
under market prices.”

We admire the precision with which it is intimated that, "  To pre
vent mistakes all goods are marked in plain figures,” and indeed it is 
quite evident that plain speaking is the very essence of the whole 
advertisement. The combination between the political aiid commercial 
character of the M. P. who “ must sell off within a very limited period 
not capable of extension,” is rather peculiar at first sight, but as the 
honourable gentleman is probably one of the Utilitarian school, it is 
natural that he should do his best to make the very most of everything, 
and if the addition of M. P. to his name can add to the inducements to 
the Public to come to his shop, he feels himself of course justified in 
availing himself of his legislaiive capacity in the way of business.

HAMLET IN THE LONDON CHURCHYAED.

Scene—Zonrfoa. A  Church-Yard.

HAMI.ET (Me . P unch), H oratio (Me . J ohn B ull), and Clown.
Clown, digging, ihrom up a Scull.

Hamlet. That scull had a nose on it, and could smell once : How the 
knave lias hacked it from the spine as if it were S ik es’s jaw-bone, that 
did the horrid murder! Tliis might be the pate of a niea‘:-salesman, 
which this ass now abuses; one that would defend Smithfield, might 
it not P

Horatio. I t  might, my lord.
Hamlet. Or of a rector ?—which should say, Let us sleep with our 

fathers ! Let «»be buried with our sirei!  This might be the Reverend 
M e . So and So, that praised such and such a burial-ground, because he 
had a vested interest in it j might it not P

Horatio. Av, my lord.
Hamlet. Why, e’en so ; and now not even my Lady Worm’s, coffin

less, and knocked about the ground with a sexton’s spade. H ere’s 
fine retribution, an we had the irick to see it. Did these bones cost so 
much the burial to play at loggats with them P mine ache to think on’t.

Clown. \_Sings.A  pick-axe and a smde, a spade.
For—so the dead we treat;

0, a pit of lime for to be made 
For such a guest is meet. [ Throws up another sculi.

Hamlet. There’s another. Why may not that be the scull of a 
churchwarden P Where be his vestries now, his votes, his violent 
opposition to the Board of Health P This fellow might be in ’s time a 
great furnisher of funerals, with his feathers, his mutes, his mourning 
finery, his crape, his hatbands. Is the fine of his finery and feathers to 
have his fine anatomy cflt into fine pieces P The very undertaker cannot 
rest in his grave; should they bury any more here ? ha P

Horatio. Not a single one more, my lord.
Hamlet. I will speak to this fellow; Whose grave is this, sirrah P
down. Nobody’ŝ  Sir.
Hamlet. 1 tliiiui it be nobody’s indeed; for thou lettest nobody lie 

in it.
Clown. Nobody lies out on’t. Sir, fo r’tis everybody’s grave; and 

what is everybodv’s, is nobody’s : argal, it is nobody’s grave.
Hamlet. How long do you suffer a man to remain in the earth ere 

you break him up P
Clown. Faith, if he be not broken before he die (as we have so many 

railway accidents now-a-davs) we let him stay for some two year, or 
three year. H ere’s a scull now hath lain you i’ the earth three,—ay,— 
four year.

Hamlet. 'Whose was it P
Clown. A rich old fellow’s it was. Whose do you think it was ?
Hamlet. Nay, I  know not.
Clown. A pestilence upon him for an old rogue ! he sold me a stale 

sheep’s head once. This same scull, Sir, was Cleaver’s scull, the 
Aldgate butcher.

Hamlet. Aha! old Cleavf.r ! I  knew him, Ilo ra 'io ; a fellow of 
singular taste, of most peculiar fancy. Here hung the lips that pro
nounced slaughter-houses salubrious, I  know not how oft. Where be 
your lies now your blunders, your pieces of absurdity that were wont 
to set tbe publio-in a roarP Get thee to the Parish Vestry, and tell 
them that let tliem bury twenty feet deep, to this condi’ion nrust they 
conie at last; bid them thiuk on that. P r’ythee, H oratio, tell me one 
thing.

Horatio. W hat’s that, my lord P
Hamlet. Why may not iniagination trace the remains of an alderman 

till we find them poisoning his ward P
Horatio. ’Twere to consider too curioqal.v, to consider so.
Hamlet. No faith, not a jot. As th u s; T Ikavisides died, H eavisides 

was buried, H eavisides became gas, the gas is sulphuretted hydrogen • 
of sulphuretted liyitrogen is bred tynhus. And why, by that typhus 
whereto he was converted, might not his ward be poisoned P

Fat H eavisides, deceas’d, and turn’d to gas.
Poisons his fellow-creatures in the mass :
Oh ! that, like fools, we should let plagues bs bred.
In crowded towns by burying our I

SEOIITING i n t e l l i g e n c e .

Young Gentleman. “ I  wonder why they call them ‘ Dog Carts P ’ ” 
Young Lxdy. “ Because they generally carry ‘ Puppies.’ ”

A R ussian F allacy.—N icholas, in his contemptuous opinion of 
the Crescent of Turkey, evidently thinks the Ottoman moon to be made 
of very green cheese.
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h a m l e t  in  t h e  LONDON CHURCHYARD.
B a m U t (M r .  P u n c h ) .  “  W hy may not imagination trace the remains of an A lderman, till to  find them 

'  ‘ P oisoning HI3 W ard ? ” S u  p. Ii5.

    
 



    
 



MONSTROUS BIRTH.
HE olive planted by V ictobia. on 

her late visit to Ireland having 
become infected with the pro
perties of the soil, has com
mitted a vegetable bull, and 
produced

1. An attack on the Cappo- 
quin police-station.

2. AfatalpartyiightatDolly’s- 
brae.

3. A dozen tenants and as 
many lanalords shot in struggles 
to take and keep the crops.

4. A batch of new Secret 
Societies.

5. And lastly, a fresh agitation 
for Repeal by a new monster 
party, formed out of the ignoble

parts of the Young Ireland faction and the tail of the Old One.

WANTED, A SPONSOR EOR A PALETOT.

A Talented Tailor, whose name may be found inscribed in the'ad- 
yertising columns of his country, informs the world that “ A novelty is 
in preparation for the approaching season, to which a distinguishing 
name has not yet been given.”  Till this important discovery is made, 
(the poor tailor is closeted twelve hours a day, we are told, with his 
goose, sitting indefatigably upon the Peerage in order to hatch this 
golden egg), we suggest that this new garment be called “ Th e  Cloak 
OE M ystery,”  for it seems to be the only Paletot that the tailors have 
not registered yet.

Such an article, too, would be invaluable to many persons. W e can 
imagine the husband of L ola M o nies  would at times givq any money 
for a good cloak of mystery !

By-the-bye, if this nnchristened Paletdt is to assume at all the 
features of a wrap-rascal, H aynau would not be a bad “ distinguishing 
name.”

A STORM IN  A TEA-CUP.
T h e  Germans are making a great noise about their Fleet. Now, wo 

were scarcely aware that Germany had a fleet, any more than the Great 
Desert. We should as soon think of calling Stoke Pogis a maritime 
power as Prussia, for what an inland country can want with men-of-war 
to defend it, surpasses our nautical knowledge. However, the German 
Fleet has been ordered into the Mediterranean, and this order has been 
followed by such a fearful cry of “ Shame,” all through Germany, that 
we have been prompted, out of curiosity, to look into the fact whether 
the Germans have any boats or not, for we should be very sorry to sink, 
(in the estimation of the world) their entire navy, by running it down 
upon false grounds.

Accordingly we dispatched Waterman No. 101, to Hamburgh, and, 
having furnished him with a microscope of the strongest, power, gave 
him full authority to inspect the German Fleet in any way he pleased, 
and to send us the result of his observations.

This is his report:—

“ I  never seed sich a Fleet! I ’m blessed if our Thames Navy 
would’nt shut it up in Davy’s locker. Admiral and all, any morning 
before breakfast, and think no great guns of it eilher.

“ This is what I  sawed with my own eyes. First they showed mo 3 
little steam-tugs which they was purlite enough to tell me was “ steam- 
frigates.” I  tiiought they was making fun on me and so 1 looked into 
their faces, but they moved no more than cheeses, so 1 admired their 
steam-tugs as well as I  could without laughing, and told ’em they was 
remarkably Hansom for their size.

“ They then pinted out to me 4 steam corvettes or covies, I  think 
they called ’em, and very rum covies they are. They are Richmond 
steamers looking wherry poorly.

'■ The next article was a guard-ship, which looks uncommonly like a 
sand-dredging machine.

“ The last bundle of firewood was 24-gun-boats which may be seen 
any a^m oon  at Seaele’s, by a-picking out 24 of the ugliest wherries, 
and giving each on ’em a long gun-barrel over the bows.

“ Sich IS the sum tottle of the Garman Fleet. I f  it isn’t drowned 
like so many kittens, long afore it reaches the Mediterranian, I  ’ll eat 
m y breeches.

“ I  must tell you, the sailors looked wherry sea-sick when I  sawed

’em, and every man jack on ’em wore straps. I  seed one chap a 
manning the yards with a pair of Berlin gloves on.

“ The Commodore was a-racing of the deck with spurs. I  axed if 
he wam’t the Colonel of Horse Marines ? but they clearly didn’t 
understand me, for one chap, takmg his chapt off, said I  ‘ was too 
good.’

‘‘ The Garman Fleet stands then as below:—
“ 3 Steam Tugs ;
“ 4 Richmond steamers on the doctor’s lis t;
“  1 Mud-dredging machine, mounted with a cannon;
"  24 Wherries with 24 gun-barrels.
‘‘I  am bound to state that several persons informed me that the 

Garman Fleet had never been in sich an efficient state before.”
After the gratifying report of our Commissioner, we shall never 

doubt the existence of the German Fleet again.

TRICKS UPON TRAVELLERS.

Ohb ingenious friend the Builder, who has been the unconscious 
architect of many of our jokes—sa well as of his own fortune—ybas sup
plied us with a small lot of building materials in one of his recent 
advertisements. We beg the attention of the public to the following;—
TJU ANTED to  Purchase, a  TRAVELLER capable oC lif tin g  1® to 12 tons, 
* * One tba th sfl been already used would «ot be objected to i f  complete and fitted with 

the  m odem  imi^xyTeiDeiits. Letters, w ith  particulars, m ay be addzvsssd dbo.

We confess ourselves somewhat puzzled by this announcement, for 
though we know that a Traveller will pick up a  great deal in the course 
of his travels, what can be meant by his being “ capable of lifting 10 to 
12 tons,” is to us a thorough mystery. T'he intimation t ^ t  the Traveller 
is to be purchase4 adds to our perplexity, nor can we see what is 
intended, unless a regular sfll of some sort is implied in the offer of a 
purchase. There must be some allegory under the suggest.iott that the 
Traveller is required to lift 10 or 12 tons, and perhaps, after all, it is 
somebody with the power of raising a few hundred pounds that is 
required. “ One that has been already used would not,”  we are told, 
“ be objected to, if complete and fitted with the modern improvements.’’ 
We presume that this is an allusion to the beard, moasraebios, imperials, 
and other kindred adornments which seem to be regarded as “ modem 
improvements ’’ by the ordinary run of Travellers.

The stipulation for a capacity to lift 10 or 12 tons remains still 
unexplained, and we can hazard no other suggestion but that it may 
have reference to some “ strongman,” who may be required to travel 
with a show, in the character of H ercules. I t  is now some time since 
we have seen anything of the class of prodigies to which we allude, and 
a gentleman who could revive (he old practice of holding in his teeth an 
arm-chair with an adult in the seat and six children clinging to the legs, 
or who is possessed of the enviable power of bending a poker across the 
bridge of bis nose, holding up a B aker’s Patent Mangle by the bair of 
his head, and allowing a park of artillery to be let off on the top of his 
chest, would no doubt prove a very attractive novelty.

010 : BOARDING-SCHOOL PHILANTHROPISTS.
I t ha-s reached our ears that the principals of several highly respect

able suburban boarding schools for young ladies hare, in order to 
cultivate a feeling of charity among their pupils, set them to work in 
the cause of the distressed Irish. The de.sign is excellent, but we can 
scarcely venture to express an opinion as to the result, for we find from 
inquiiy, that the fair labourers in the philanthropic cause are chiefly 
devoting their energies to tlie manufacture of pinafores. The idea is a 
pretty one, and the saying that a stitch in time saves nine, will doubtless 
he quoted to expedite the fingers of the youthful benefactors of 
Hibernia, but unfortunately the sons of Hibernia will be rather puzzled 
when the pinafores arrive, and are distributed among them by way of 
succour.

A pinafore is a very useful article, and a supply of these domestic 
wrappers might have been rather apnpot to give the Irish people a tidy 
look at the time of the Queen’s late auspicious visit, but a pile of 
pinafores will be rather an absurd cargo to send out at this time of day 
to the distressed sons or daughters of Erin. I t  is nearly as bad as 
dispatching breeches to the Cherokees, and paletots to the Patagonians.

R ailw ay  Intelligence.
Such has been the mismanagement of their Railway by the Cale

donian directors, that the concern is thoroughly scotched, if not quite 
killed.

The Fife Railway is to be dissolved, the shareholders Iiaving to pay 
the piper.

    
 



FOLLOW MY LEADER. MR. D UNUP ON POSTAL REFORM.

Oto old friend (and his own enemy) Mr. D uhop, has written to us, 
declaring his views on the new Post Office project, which it will easily 
be believed he indignantly declaims against. He maintains that, judging 
by his own experience, the delivery of letters is always much too rapid, 

I and he adds that every communication he receives through the post,
I being always a demand for money in some form or other, comes a great 
deal quicker than it is required. He objects, of course on principle,

! to any addition to the labour of the Post Office Clerks, and he protests 
I  loudly against the additional labour that would be thrown upon him, 
and others of his class, in answering duns, should any arrangement he 
made to augment the number of letters on any day whatever. He is of 
opinion that commercial confidence is the very soul of our prosperity, 
and he thinks it very desirable to keep up that confidence to the utmost 
extent, by allowing as much time as possible between the sending of a 
letter and the expectation of an answer, for he maintains, with some 

I  show of reason, that as long as there is reason to hope that an answer 
j may yet come, the writer of a letter for payment of debt may retain 
I some slight gleam of confidence in the possibility of receiving a 
remittance.

I t  is true that Mr . D untjp’s views on the subject of the proposed 
postal changes, are somewhat original, but as every turn in the 
kaleidoscope of opinion may assist us in gettinff a glance at the truth, 
we have thought it right to lay before the public the ideas with which 
our friend has favoured us.

I

P U N C H ’S K E V IE W .

T h e  papers have lately been teeming with correspondence relative to 
the best means of disinfecting premises or persons; and we are not 
surprised that the suggestions offered should be somewhat miscella
neous. Lime has been the grand specific, and it has been strongly 
recommended as an article to be put down at every door, and there 
has been almost everywhere, a little lime in limine, or at the threshold.

The official report of the Markets has not for some time announced 
lime as slack, for the article has no sooner been introduced, than it has 
gone off wil.h the rapidity of quicklime, and it has been difficult to 
procure sufficient supplies of it.

Every day ^ s  brought forth some new suggestion for guarding 
against infection; and one of the latest propositions has been a recom
mendation to the public from a gentleman who has found smoke a most 
efficient purifying agent, and who is desirous that the London public 
should avail themselves of such a very plentiful material. He has, he 
says, derived the most especial benefit from gas smoke, and he hopes 
that others will try the effect of a fluid which he has found so 
salubrious.

To us his recommendation savours a good deal of the old fable of the 
tailless fox, and seems to  proceed from an individual, who, being 
smoked out of house and home, is not only anxious to make the best of 
it by looking at it in a disinfecting light, but is under that peculiar 
impression to which so many of us are liable, that by gettnig our 
neighbour into the same scrape as ourselves, we are lightening our 
own burdens.

There are a class of individuals who always do as they are told, and 
we have no doubt that as “ in a pliant hour,” the gentleman with the 
toothache was recommended to take some cold wa'er in his mouth and 
sit on the hob till it boiled, there will be n.any who hearing that smoke 
is a disinfectant, will be ready to pass an afternoon anong the chimney 
pots. ^

A trocious Invasion.

A DEAD TAKE IN .

W e are informed by the Post that an association has been formed 
to carry out M r . D israeli’s Aylesbury ^hem e, appropriately headed 
by a M r . L owndes, of the Bury.” If they will call it the Burial 
Society we shall be happy to  assist at the funeral.

now TO DO THE OBSTREPEROUS COLONIES.
T h e y  wont take our paupers after they liave become convicts, 

us send them out as Emigrants, before they get into prison.

The History of 'England from, the Accession of James II . By T h o m a s  \ 
B a b in g t o n  M a c a u l a y . P aris : A. and W. (jalignani and Co., | 
Rue Vivienne, No. 18. Baudry’s European Library, Quai Mala- ; 
quais. No. 3.

T his  is an extraordinary work. A miracle ot cheapness. A hand
somely printed book—printed in double columns, on very decent paper,

: in rojal 8vo. (if anything be royal in extremely Republican France,) and 
lall at the low charge of 9 francs,—some Is. fid. of English money. 
Many thousands of this impression of M r . M a c a u l a y ’s  work—it must 
delight his amour jsropre as an author, to know it—have been circulated 
in England. “ Sir,”  said a Boulogne brokseller, his voice slightly 
trembling with emotion, “ Sir, it is impossible to supply travellers. 
But we expect a few thousand kilogrammes more of the work, by to- 

I morrow’s tra in ; and then, for a week we may rub on.” 
j I t  is cheering to feel that French, Belgian, and American booksellers 
are doing their best and tlmir worst to scatter abroad (and at home, 
when smuggled) the seeds of English literature. We should be lost in 
amazement at the cheapness at which they sell English books, if upon 
second thoughts, we did not arrive at the conviction that—they stole 
them. These gentry live upon the purloined brains of authors; and, 
we must own—from the samples we have seen—very fat and oily they 
look upon the larceny.

I t  is, perhaps, not generally known that the M essrs. Galignani have 
a very handsome chateau entirely built of the sculls of English writers. 
The savage shows his scalps as evidence of his trium phs; the polite 
bookseller rejoices in the brains of his victims.

We had almost forgotten to give due directions for smuggling, for 
the benefit of the English public and the English Custom-house officer.
“ Sir,”  says the Freiich bookseller, holding up the tome, piice 9 francs, 
“ you will smuggle it thus. Divide thelm ok in two. Then, spread 
it over your breast, button your waistcoat close, and, when you land, 
look the picture of innocence in the face of the searchers.”

“  S i r ,— I  perceive under the head of Foreign Hops, that this 
spurious product, which has hitherto been confined to our theatres, 
from which it has excluded the home-made art icle, is about to extend 
itself to our breweries. The foreign hop, which has ruined the 
morality of our ballet, is, I  regret to observe from the list of iniports, 
coming in to impair the body of our British beer 1 And tliis is Free 
Trade 1 « j  remain yours,

“ An E nglishman .”
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THE LATEST MIEACLE OF MESMERISM.
The Manchester Guardian Las published a 

most extraordinary statement in a letter 
from one M., said to be an ofScer of rank 
in the Royal Navy, and an unexception
able authority. I t  is a pity that M. did 
not sign his name in fu ll; for those who 
see M. appended to any marvellous rela
tion, cannot help recollecting with mis
givings, that M. stands for Munchahsen.

However, the deponent M. witnesseth 
that a certain clairvoyante at Bolton, un
able, when wide awake, to read or write, 
did, fast asleep, being cast into the mes- 

. meric state, point out the present identical 
position of Sir  J ohn F ranklin  on the 
map, and declare that Sir  J ohn was alive 
and better than he had been, and in good 
hopes of returning to England in nine 
months and a half. F ranklin, by her ac

count, was somewhere to the north of Hudson’s Bay, but to have divined 
his thoughts at so great a distance, she must have been considerably 
farther north than he was. She professed to visit his ships; one of which 
was sunk; she said that some of his men were following him, and that 
she saw the dead bodies of others under the snow; moreover, she des
cribed the forests, savages, and animals that she passed in going to him : 
among the latter, in particular, “ one that leaps very far, supposed to be 
a panther or a wild-cat; ”  a wild-cat most likely, as it  is probable enough 
that this seer can see now the cat jumps.

But this is not all. She likewise went to visit Sir  J aaies R oss, 
whom she made out to be ice-bound off Bankes’s Land, and she added, 
that when she saw him it was snowing heavily. She desoiibed his 
looks, and the position and appearance of his ships; and stated that he 
intends returnmg to England when he can; which is possible. Curi
osity may inquire how she got to Sir  J ames Ross? According to M., 
by means of an old letter in Sir  J ames’s handwriting; by which it is to 
be understood she was placed in communication with him. Scepticism 
may perhaps identify the billet of mesmerism with the broomstick of 
witchcraft.

So much for M’s marvellous narration. 0  day and night. Readers, 
but this is wondrous strange! 'I'he greatest wonder is that the reve
lations concerning S ir  J a.mes Ross should have been derived through 
a specimen of his bandwriiing. A ctairvoyante at this rate, could give 
you the biography of all the pupils of Ma. L ewis of the Strand, 
jfour oldest letter will furnish the latest intelligence about you by 
mesmerism.

Punch hereby advertises the Mesmeric Netcs, a weekly paper, in 
which, by means of autographs of the Ministry and Ambassadors, 
divined Irom by a elairvigante, he proposes regularly to publish diplo
matic negotiations, proceedings at Cabinet Councils, and all the most 
important secrets of Slate. This idea is now copyright, but will be 
disposed of (to Government only), for an adequate consideration, by 
Mr. Punch.

Three Things We Cannot Do.
T h e  Pavilion, that grand design for a grocer’s shop, at Brighton, has 

only cost £18,200 to keep in repair during the last eleven years. We 
are sure that sum might have been realised if some enterprising Cubitt 
had turned the useless Palace into Club Chambers—tliough the beat 
thing to purify the tainted place, would have been to convert it into 
Baths and Wash-houses. But we are told the toy will share the fate 
of all toys, and wLl shortly be broken into pieces.

There are three things in which we English are oceans behind the 
Continent. We cannot build a Palace, erect a Monument, or make 
Coffee. __________________ __

The L argest Bread-Basket in  the World.
Accorbino to the Mcming Chronicle, such is the waste of sewage, 

“  thai no le.ss than 246,000,(XX), pounds of bread are flung into the 
Thames every year.”

Reversing the ingredients in F aistaef’s bill, there is very little 
sack to  so much bread, so tlie sooner the above state of things gets the 
sack the better. _______________

A N ote for Mr . Briefless.—You are requested to look into the 
Chamber of Murder, and say whether Madame Tussahd could not 
be inuicted for murder on the ground of her having been for so many 
y ears an accessaig to the fact.

Curious E pitai’ii in  a F orgotten CnuRcnTARD.—"  H ere lies 
A Box of L if e -ITlls.”

TRAVELLING MADE UNEASY.

W e  do not wonder at H e r  M ajesty preferring her yacht to the railway. 
In  the former, she can sail about without interruption. She is not obliged 
to stop every half-hour to listen to the prosy address of some prosy 
Mayor. The se^ thank Heaven 1 is not overrun with Lerd-Lieutenants. 
No yeomanry, either, stop up the gang-way to go through ilieir awkward 
manoeuvres every time H e r  M ajesty appears on deck; anu. above alL 
there are no drums, or cannons, on the ocean. O h ! those eternal 
cannons ! How pleased the Queen  must be to get away from thi-m two 
days together—to be able to breathe the fresh air, unpolluted by gun
powder ! I t  must he such a treat for Royalty to enjoy i self without a 
headache—to go to bed tired and happy, and with its hearing perfectly 
unimpaired.

The way in which Corporations try to catch the Royal ear is by the 
noisy overture of some twenty-one guns—to induce H er  M ajesty to 
listen to them, they have recourse to the beautiful Irish plM of making 
her deaf, first. This plan, disagreeable as it may be, is attended, 
however, with a certain advantage, for it must opportunely relieve H er  
M ajesty from the fatigue of listening to the wearisome address which 
the Mayor of every Little Pedlington thinks he has a right of presenting 
at the Royal carriage-window as often as the Royal carriage passes 
through his town. On the sea, there are none of these drawbacks. The 
yacht can pursue its quiet way, free from Mayors and all ot her nuisances, 
not forgetting the Reporters. I t  is clear that the Royal Family prefer 
their steamer, for the simple reason, that they can enjov nowhere 
else such perfect privacy as on board of it. To speak vulgarly, the 
Queen  is never so much at home as when she is thoroughly at, sea. I t  
is too bad such a state of things should exist! We are all ready to 
boast of England being a Land of Freedom ; there may be freedom 
enough for every one else, but there is very little of it for the Q ueen 
when she travels.

LICENSED SHOPLIFTEES.

OME weeks or so since, according to the 
Sunday limes, “ J ohn Aaron, who keeps 
the King of Bohemia, High Street, 
Hampstead, was fined £2 for eight bad 
measures. This was a second convic
tion.”

This is only one out of some fifty de
frauders, most of whom had been con
victed for the second and third time. 
Tlie punishment, in our opinion, b  much 
too slight. An ignorant boy is sentenced 
to hard labour for months, if not trans
ported, for stealing a pocket-handker
chief, and yet these respectable shop
keepers can go on robbing their poor 
customers for months and months, and 

escape with a small fine. Tradesmen are generally unforgivingly severe 
against any monomaniac, or starving wretch, whom they detect shop
lifting. Wliat is a good punishment when they are ronbed, must be 
equally good when they are the robbers, and much more so, for 
whereas the first is an isolated case of robbery, and may be only the 
first offence, the robbery by fraudulent weights and measures b  a 
series of robberies which being perpetrated every hour of the day, 
it is impossible to calcubte the number of offences, or the amount 
stolen.

Accordingly, as shoplifters are always imprisoned, or transported 
for several years, so we would, have these licensed shoplifters 
punished in the same manner. As the law at present b , every 
shopkeeper has an interest in being dishonest. If  he has a large 
business, it is well worth hb while to use false weights. W hat is a  line 
of 20s. once a quarter to him, if he can gain a penny every time he uses 
hb Iraudulent pound weight, or quart measure? Why, he would dear 
as much, frequently, on the Saturday night. W'e cry out against 
gentlemen who are allowed to compound for their ofl'ence at the police- 
offices, by the payment of some small fine, and yet, thes- shopkeeper! 
escape by the same means every time that they are convicted. Trade 
has its golden and silver ke>s just as much as the peerage. If one of 
tliese genteel cheesemongers, or aristocratic publicans, was put in Ihe 
Dock of the Old Bailey, and sentenced, jike other prigs, to the mill for 
three months’ hard labour, we should not hear of so many instances of 
thi.s, the pettiest kind of petty larceny, committed beliind the counter. 
As it is, any tradesman can be a shoplifter for 5».; he pays liis money, 
and can go home and repeat the same offence the next minute. 
Highwa.vmen are exfiuct, and ind"ed where is the fun of risking 
your life when you can rob as you jilease, simply by opening a shop 
and using false weights and measures to any extent lay paying for 
them.
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A  -pPvOSPECT- OF'AKi Jl LECTION

Mr. P ips  his Diary.
Thursday, Srptember 27,1849.—Up, and by Railway with M r . W a g - 

STATFE to Guzzleford to my Cosin P e g  her Wedding, and did marvel to 
hear the Bells a ringing at 9 o’Clock. the Marriage not to be till 11, 
but found they were rung for an Election; ’S q u ir e  C a l l o w  and 
M r . P'a ir p o r t  standing for County Members in the Room of M r . 
B ro w n  JOHN. So, the Wedding ovc;y, and the Bride and Bridegroom 
drunk, and M r . W a g s t a t f e  did say, divers of the Company too, we 
about the Town to see the Fun. A Fellow the worse for Beer demand
ing, as well as he could speak, whose Colours we wore, meaning our 
Wedding-Favours, M r . W a g s t a f fe  did pleasantly answer, H vmf.n ’s, 
whereupon the Fellow, crying “ C a l l o w  for Ever 1 ” did rush full at 
us, but, we parting, slip between us and tumble headlong in the Mud. 
Good Lack ! to see what Numbers of Rwamuffins everywhere with their 
Hats awry. Noses bleeding, or Eyes blacked, staggering under huge 
Placard Boards, whereon, in great Letters, “ C a llo w  and Agriculture,” 
or, “ Vote for F a ir p o r t  and Conmierce!” The Windows and Bal- 
cpnies full of Ladies, drest mighty fine, and some pretty, to whom 1 did 
kiss my Hand, and am glad my Wife was not nigh to see me. But to 
mink of the L ilie s  wearing the Colours of the Candidates, Blue and 
lellow, not caring a Pin what Politics eii her Colour meant,but only for an 
Excuse to deck themselves out with Ribbons ! In the Streets, Horsemen 
did keep galloping to and fro, to tell the State of tlie Polls, and the Mob 
cheering and bwtering them, was mighty droll. ’S q u ir e  C a l lo w  did 
put up at the Barley-Mow, and M r . F a ir p o r t  at the Rising Sun over 
the Way, and between the two Inns, with a few plump rosy Farmers in 
lo p  Bools, was a noisy Rabble, quarrelling and lighting, with Skins

unwashed, and unshorn Muzzles, whom the Candidates’ Commitlre' 
Men, speaking to them from the Windows, did call Free and 
pendent Electors. To some that harangued them, the Mob did cry, “ 
Home,” and “ Who cheated his Washerwoman r ” or, “ How about t"? 
Workhouse Beef ? ” yet listened to a few t hat were familiar and crackeU 
old Jokes with them. Presently they addressed by the Candidates 
T urn ; and nasty to see them pelt each Speaker with had Eggs. 
to he.ar, as well as might be for the Shouting and Hissing,’SqUiR^ 
Ca l l o w  promising the Farmers to restore tlie Corn Laws, and laytRe 
the Potato Blight and late Sickness to Free Trade; while Mu F a iiu ’OR” 
did as loudly charge all the Woes and Grievances of the Country on the 
Landlords. Hy-and-by, M r . F a ir p o r t , the Poll going so much against 

I him, did give in, and then ’S q u ir e  C a l l o w  come forward^ and niake »
I  brave Speech about our Glorious Institutions and the British Ijion, *0“ 
so away to have his Election declared, to the Town Hall, in a Garriy® 
and Four, and the Rabblement after him. Then the Mob left behind 
did set to on both Sides to (ling Stones, and ’S q u ir e  C a l ix iw ’s  Party 
did break the Windows of the Rising Sun, and M r . F a ir p o r t ’s  the 
Windows of the Barley-Mow; which the Townsmen did say would be 

i good for the Glaziers, and M r . W a o s t a f f e  do observe that the Cpn- 
' servalive ’S q u ir e  C a l l o w  hath destruoiive Constituents. What witR 
' Publicans, and Lawyers, and Damage, the Election will cost the Can
didates £6000, or £7000 a-Piece, and to think what a good Motive one 
must liave to become a Parliament-Man, that will spend so much Money 
(or the Chance of a S ea t!

l^ l l . l l^  Bradburr. of No. IS. Upptr Woborn.pUoc, In tbo Parl.b of St. Pnacmi. nnd Fr«d*riek UoUet E n n i .  of If o. 7. CbuK'i-row, lloke  N«wln«tou. both In Ibe Connlr of MIddloMi prinlrr*. o ' tbriy 
o « « ,  in lo m b u d -.ttM t.ln  tbo Precinct oi Wbltctrinre. In tbc Clipof London,cno no'ilicocd b j  tbcoi i t  No. a , Flcct-otrccl. In tbc i'lrU b of Bl.BrIdc'., in tu t  Cits of London ^ S frn n n .iT u JV o M ^ ^
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A LEGEND OF FLORINS.
E see there has been a terrible piece of work 
with Queen Victoria’s last baby of the 
Mint, the Florin. Never, in the memory of 
the oldest money-lender, has there been such 
a disturbance among the coin. And for this 
reason, Miss Florin has appeared in terrible 
deshabille. Quite unfit to keep company 
with respectable, pious coins, with all the

froprieties about them. But then Miss 
'lorin was introduced to society |by a 

Homan Catholic Master of the Mint (how 
unlike Sir  I saac N ewton, master sent 
from the moon and stars to test guineas 
and crowns!) and besides what was wanting 
about the head of Miss F lorin, besides the 
absent Dei Gratia and l)ef. Fid., the 
curious eye, with a decent pair of spectacles, 
could discern in the royal arms, on the 

obverse, a papistical gridiron quartered with the leopards. However, 
the pockets of mankind are not to be trifled with. Coin has curious 
sympathies. No sooner was the first F'lorin dropt in the till of a dis
tinguished banker—no sooner did the new comer mingle iwith her 
elders—than she was spelt and read, and turned over and over, by her 
associates. The till was dark enough ; but what of that ? Hoes not 
money see and sometimes work in the dark ? Has it not been known 
to prey in the dark? Therefore, wonder not that the bright new 
comer, the illustrious stranger from the Mint, was, at a glance, revealed 
to lier companions.

“ Eh ? what—what ? Florin—florin P One tenth of a Pound? One 
tenth of a Pound? What—what,? Florin—Florin?” rapped out George 
THE T hird, staring, and, with a very swelled cheek, making violent 
faces from a Five-shilling piece, and almost threatening the new young 
lady. “ V ictoria Hegina, 1848! iVery g09d — very good! But 
where’s I k i  Gratia? where’s Her Gratiar Inside, eh? Inside?” and 
then the George the Third Dollar, with the unseen tip of his pig-tail 
raised, cried “ Bad money ! Bad money ! No Defender of Faith ! 
Wicked money ! won’t g o ! won’t go.”

“ Another evidence. Sir, of the impiety of the^imes.”  Thus spoke 
George the Fourth from a Half-crown; smiling a thoughtful smile 
with tlie sweetness of the first smiler of Europe. “ Yes, my worst fears 
are realised. The sainted Eldon foretold it, when I  granted Catholic 
Emancipation.”

“ Very had—very bad! horrid—horrid! Coronation oath—Coronation 
oath,” cried the T hird George’s Dollar. “ Gone to HanovSr first! 
Gone to Hanover! ”

“ When 1 was coerced into that abhorred measure—”
“ I ’d have lost my head first—lost my head,” said George the 

Third .
“ I ought to have stipulated that no Papist should have been allowed 

at the Mint. No, Sir,” said George the Fourth, another sickly 
smile upon his silver cheek, “ no, S ir; there is upon the Florin no 
I)ef. F id .: no Defender of the Faith. Alas! my country! Miserable 
laud, when religion has departed even from the coinage ! ”

“ Avast there! ” cried W illiam the Fourth from a Shilling. “ Yes, 
avast and take a turn in that. V ictoria R eg.—well, I  think it a very 
pretty thing. And if dear little Vic.—bless her precious eyes—if dear
&

“ Clarence,” said George the Fourth, “ I ’m afraid your religion’s
of the cockpit. Your niannersl always smelt of oakum. I t ’s a matter
of liistory, Clarence, that you always had all the vulgarity, of the 
family.”

“ Belay there, George, about history. I ’m a swab, if—for all you ’re 
up at Charing Cross—you arn’t mast-headed in history, and your grog 
stopt. As for this new Florin that we’re all to go with—”

“ Never ! ”  exclaimed the Half-crown of George the Fourth, jump
ing with indignation at the thought, and coming down with a chink 
among his silver companions. “ I  will never go with such a piece of 
irreligious metal.”

“ Very right—very rig h t! Good boy—good boy! ” said the Dollar of 
George the Third .

“ 1 will—yes, I will bo melted first,” cried George the Fourth. 
“ To omit Def. F id..' To leave out Defender of the Faith! What— 
what will my dear friend, H enry the E ighth, say?”

“ Henry the E ighth ! Enow him, George ? Know him ? ” asked 
George the T hird.

“ I had the happiness. Sir,” replied George the F ourth, in the 
Half-crown—“ the great pleasure to pass five years with him in a 
cabiuet, sinee scattered. A fine, noble gentleman ! But then, I  always 
had a great sympathy with H enry the E ighth.”

“ Well, and he was promoted to be Defender of the Faith? Wasn’t 
h e ? ” asked W illiam’s Shilling. “ And arter that, what did he do? 
Why, didn’t he go and blow up the ship ? ”

“ Clarence,” said George t ile  F ourth, "  your ignorance is 
dreadlul. Sir,”  and the Half-Crown turned to the Dollar, “  Sir, I  
have made up my mind. My principles—my morals—stren^hen me 
in the determination. I  will not go with that irreligious Florm.” 

“ Very right—very right,” said the Third George’s Dollar. “ Very 
right—no Christian will take it.”

“  N o ! ” cried the Gulielmus Shilling. “ Only just you try it in the 
fleet on pay-days.”

A RARE BEVERAGE.

“ W ater, S i r ? Y es, S i r ! T h e  real thing or  the substitute. S i b ? 
H eal water very dear, S ir  ; a shilling a glass, S i r .”

MR. JOHN O’CONNELL “ AT IT  AGAIN.”
I t appears that Mr. J ohn O’Connell, no longer having the fear of 

summary justice before his eyes, is in two senses of the phrase, “ at it 
again.”

The Tims, in recording the revival of the Repeal Association in Con
ciliation Hall, on the 8th instant, reports that—

“ Mr. .lonx O'Consei.l  rose, and announced the receipt of £3 10«. from the patriotic 
coal>])orters of Ueorge’it Quay, and  twu or three sm aller sums from individual 
contributors.”

A Repeal Bill at so many months, cashed by tlie poor coal-porters to 
the amount of £3 lOr. “ At it again ” in sense No. 1.

Having made the above intimation—or avowal—or confession— 
Mr. J ohn O’Connell, according to our contemporary, proceeded to 
deliver a discourse, wherein he dared to utter the following words :—

" There was another act of Ix)bd Clarkhdon’s which should not be forgotten. At 
Dolly's Hrae ho sent the military and police to escort an Orange party while they were | 
comuiittlug massacres on tlie people.” |

IVlien Mr. J ohn O’Connell, the other day, published his “ Recol- ‘ 
lections and Experiences,” it may have been hoped that he had abandoned i 
fictilious oratory for historical literature. Vain was such hope; and : 
the foregoing incorrect assertion respecting L ord Clarendon compels < 
Mr. Fitiieh to exclaim with reference to Mr. O’Connell,—“ At it | 
again” in sense No. 2. |

Mr. Punch really knows not which to deprecate most; Mr. J ohn : 
O’Connell’s sayings, or Mr. J ohn O’Connell’s doings.

M elancholy News.
The following paragruph appeared twice or thrice in last week’s 

Court Circular.
" Mr. -More O'Kkrral hod yesterdsy Rn interview  with Lord J ohn R urrell."

We are very sorry to hear that any of H er Majesty’s ministers 
keep such company. By the way, if it be necessary to perform 
quarantine on quiUmg the Island of Malta,—may not events require 
a like sweetening of thdse who hold intercourse with a Governor 
thereof ?
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" I  found him in custody: w th  some difficulty I  discovered 

proof against him consisteii in his wearing a Heckensc , .  , 
a H ecklr Hat. His wide-a-wake, it seems, 
been proscribed here, because it used to be worn by a Me . M ,
seems to have been a Baden Con-ET. In  the agitation v e ^  "^ P ^red  
SMing one’s son in custody for high treason, I a n d  
silk pocket-handkerchief, and was at once coUwed by nractices,
liancfcuffed. I  found that I  was also accused of 
for having my Doae, ‘with an anarchical and of a red-colour poc* 
kerchief blown,’ as the interpreter rendered the charge. . t  all

“ Sending for my wife and daughters to prove my a
revolutionary tastes and tendencies, they were taken into cusioay

charge of showing treasonable partisanship with the extreme gnd' 
The charge against them was proved by their weanng red,

! yellow ehawls, picked up a bargain at Berlin, as all articles oi ^  
colours might well be sold bargains, u  the wearers were uau» 
treated in tiiis un-English way., , ,  , . , , , husiu*’’®;

“ But this last affair, I  am thankful to say, clenched th e  u =
On our release, which was effected after some days, we all ^i-n^bled  
Baden was not quite the delightful retreat to be chosen m ,. 
times, and, if the Baden troubles had their inconveniences, 1 to
that I  have any reason to  complain, since they brought me 

inly have remau 
t this record of 
I going abroad, i

•* Mr. Punch, i.
“ Your harassed but obedient servan i - ..q 

“ JouN Twi«s-

"T H E  N EW  MORALITY.’’

BADEN TOO BAD’UN.
[.Beiiig the ’Experiences of a disgusted Father o f a Family)

IB ,—A n  advertisement, headed ‘ Ba
den,’ has appeared in tlie Times any 
time this summer. I t  holds out to 
the lover of solitude the inducement 
that this charming retreat is crowded 
by the nobility of all countries. I t  
attracts visitors who want cheap and 
comfortable quarters, by the assu
rance that all its hotels are filled by 
illustrious personages, and that there 
is not a lodging to be bad, without 
turning out a British duke or a 
German sovereign prince. I t  pro
mises peace and quietness by in
forming you that the delighibd valley 
of Lichtenthal resounds from morn
ing till night with the music of 
numeroBS brass bands, and the clat
tering , hoofs of equestrian parties.
Persons nervous about the use of 

fire-arms by the ineiperienced, are also comforted by the intelligence 
that numerous h u n t ^  parties on the enoTMOut scale of fom er 
years, will be organised during the season. Lastly, the Parbian 
who nas never been at the Hippodrome, or the Englishman who has 

1 not had the pleasure of seeing W iddicombe at Astley’s, or Ca b o u se  
! and Aubiol at Drury Lane, is reminded that a  peculiar feature has I  been added to the establishment of Bad«i, in the shape of an 
: amnhitheatre. Unable to  resist these complicate attractions, I  started 
I with my family for B a d ^  early this u itum ^
I "  Now, I  hate travelffing abroad, knvixig my li ttk  English comforts and 
; and not understanding any 
\ loreign language. But my 
 ̂ family make up a poly- 

glott establishment among 
■ them. My wife — between 
' ourselves—knows a little of 
' all languages, but not enough 

to talk, or be talked to, in 
any. Aly girls have been 
taught French, Italian, and 
German, and speak something 

, which they assure me is the 
last, language, but which I  

 ̂ ^■’ Iiot believe to be the 
' German talked by the natives 

of Germany. My son J ohn,
! also, professes a familiarity 

with the above tongues; and 
i I  have reason to believe he 

can make himself sufficiently
. understood to put questions in any, though I  regret to say be cannot 
; understand the answers to them. .
j “ Well, we got to Baden at last, and found very dear and uncomfoiv 
I able lodgings. To be sure, a Qeheimratk (whatever that may be,) had 

been turned out to accommodate us, and that seemed to satisfy my

I “ My ion Tom bad always bullied me about not smoking. : xreianu. u uno uimg lo lenu money lo ouy a iworu iu‘ -  . ity-
to a melancholy state of dulness, for there was’nt a soul to or a blunderbuss for a Hosii—and very much anol her, we ta* '.’,,, i l  i'*
the place, I  thought if ever I  eould smoke it would be at Badem and . . .  
tried my first cigar on the bridge, where I  was accustomed to stand mo

amuse myself by 
rating into the at r e a m 1OM 
was with me, encouraging me.
The sentinel approached us, 
and spoke: I  asked Tom 
what be said, who informed 
me that it was’ a remark upon 
the weather. Whatever it 
was, the remark was repeated 
angrily, and at last the man, 
bringing his bayonet to tue

charge, walked self and Tom at the point of it, into bis 
whence, on the arrival of t’he relieb we were marched pli to uie 
Folieei, as they call the Police Office here, and 1 found that it w  
against the laws to smoke on a bridge in this charming re trea t. f  neeo 
not say in what a state M bs. T witts and family were, on hearing oi 
our arrest. We were released on payment of a fine.

"N ex t day, Tom, who is a bit of a coxcomb, made his appearance in 
one of those wide-awake hats, which you may have seen m JiOndon.
He started on a fishing excursion; two Jiour» after 1 received a note, in 
pencil, informing me that he had been arrested on a charge of treason •

I t is told by Fbank.un  that certain (Quakers contributed to t ^ >  
supplies in America, when the estimates ran for "  corn and 
Thus, they were willing lo pay for any sort of grain that tJiC
The CUtnniele has a leader, somewhat in point, on what to
" New Morality ’’ of Me . C o b d e n , wlio opposes a loan to Au 
pay for Hatnau’s woman-wliiug. Let us suppose another * 
that of I&47,—“ where,” asks the Ckrotdele, ,̂0-

“ Where voiild be the wonder If a hot and violent faction of Americana ” th® 
vene pubUc meetings In New York to atlKmatlao, as m isnvanu and 
merclutaU who ihoulU propose (o Mipply a r ira l oaUuii with Um  iuc*iuu> of ^

Surely, this can hardly be called a “ New Morality.” 
of the American war tacitly allowed it when they made grain lo**
with gunpowder. Nevertheless, we do see a differeiioe mooel̂ '
of foreign wheat, and a foreign bomb-ehell bought with Kngl'*'*
We (fo see a distinction between the outliy of f u n d s  d ev o tcU i^  ol 
other atrocities, to the scourging of women, and the ink
children,—and the money spent to discharge cargoes of jigTN*’Jl
Ireland. I t  is one thing to lend money to buy a sword fo r* .' fee** 

' or a blunderbuss for a Hosii—and very much another, we 5 l '
‘ the famishing, and shelter the houseless. Surely, money* 
other glorious qualities, may have morals—though not merely '>**' 
of the changers.

The E xchequer's Last W indfall. .
The C h a n c e l l o e  or t h e  ExciiEquER lately 

Timet that he had received in an anonymous letter, dated ®**fuffd k  
October 0,1849, a Bank of England note for £100, " Ip b« P gj n'«« 
the credit of H er M a je s t y ’s Exchequer.” I t  is only ,,oe, ** ■! 
suspect the donor to lie a lunatic tliat we hesitate to ju k*"]
public robber, the iuati who does his country good by stca**** 
kind of way. ___

October 0,1849, a Bank of

AS GOOD AS m s  WORD.
Mr. Disraeli assured the folks in Essex tliat be was ready 
them “ his poliiicml reputation.” True to his word, he hasto iheiii “ his political reputation.' 

for Braintree Church a bran-new double-gilt weathercock.

R epeal' EEDur*i) to its L ast F e n n y . - The price of
« W e\V !• „4 *̂»WV T I .. I I I — ..A  Mr _ I S . . .  _ . r  H ito Conciliation Hall is now One I’ennv. 

“ T h e  O’Connku. F e n i - ^ e n t i .u i y . '’

call'
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; A EUIN AMONG RUINS.
! I n the old Hall of Hedia(?ham, the Hall of the H e V eees,
I King Time hath long held wasteful Court with his (Treat train of Years, 
j They have heaved the rooftree from its hold, the hearthstone from its bed, 
I Rent from the wall the banner, and the ivy hung instead.
I  And every night, for ages now. King Time, enthroned there,
! Hath sat, with his scythe-sceptre, and his crown of hoary hair;
I  And with whistling winds for music, and the pale moon for a torch,
I Hath coldly marked the world roll on outside that crumbling porch.
' But for one day King Time turned out, and that old hall again,

For the'noiseless tread of pacing years, echoed to feet of men; '
And tlie bottle circled merrily to songs and laughter’s sound,
Instead of the grim hour-glass that the feasting years pass round.
And round about those monld’ring walls, green-ivied o’er their grey. 
Flaring and flimsy banners with flimsy legends play;
And slight deal tables held the place of the massive oaken board, 
IVhero, in hats for helms, broad-clothfor mail, sat farmer, squire, and had.
There to an Essex audience, with draffy Essex brains.
Uprose a wordy, shallow man, and spoke in sounding strains;
And deft and nirnble changes rung on cotton and on com.
Sluicing Protection with his praise and Free-trade with his scorn.
The place and theme were suited well—a cause now past away.
Upheld in all its ruin in a rain gaunt and g r ^ ;
And the fissures in the fabric, the nakedness and wreck.
Hidden in sophistries as thin as the flags those wails that deck.
Y es! Feudal thoughts and Feudal things both held their own of yore, 
As this old pile mocked arrow flight, or even cannon’s roar;
But causes, even as castles, rise, live, and pass away,
Though cotton flags and flowers of speech laake shift to mock decay.

TH E MOST WONDEBFUL INSTANCE OF CLAIRVOYANCE.

So many wonderful instances of dahreyancediave lately astonished 
the weak intellects of the public, that we feel somewhat diffident in 
laying before our readers the following astonishing case, lest they should 
exclaim, ** Oh, this is a little too strong I We can believe a great deal, 
but this surpasses everything.”

ilu t our readers should recollect that Truth is'stranger than Fiction. If 
it were not for that noble copy-book maxim which inspires us with 
moral courage, we should no more dare to publish the following fact 
than to go up in a firework balloon with a shirt of gun-cotton on. But 
as it is, we boldly defy the world, and challenge contradiction.

Here is our wonderful case:
‘‘ A  young lady (whose name was not S m it h ), after having been 

put into the mesmeric state, was asked, ‘ if she could see anything 
m the Vernon Gallery P’ After a long silence, during which the 
question had to be repeated several times, she said ‘ the place was so 
dark she could not see anything.’ The experimentalists, however, who 
had a grand discovery in view, did not despair, and she w m  directed to 
look again, when she exclaimed, ‘ Yes, I  do see something; they are 
like pictures; but there’s lb  light, and it is very difficult to observe 
anything. But stop ; they are pictures; they are hanging on the walls, 
very close, and some very low down; I  can distinguish a T u r n e r , and 
there’s a lovely M a c u s e , and lots more. They are such ducks of 
pictures, I  never saw anything like them before.’ But here tlie 
patient was so exhausted with the effort, that it was thought expedient, 
from motives of humanity, to close the seance.”

We call the above the most extraordinary instance of clairvoyance 
that has hitherto been recorded, for it establishes beyond a doubt the 
important fact, which many persons have long suspected, but which no 
one has yet seen with his own eyes, that there a r e  p ic t u r e s  in  t h e  
V e r n o n  G a l l e r y !— only a person must be gifted with the strongest 
powers of clairvoyance to be able to see them, 'Ihe Commissioners of 
the National Gallery should appoint a Mesmeric Professor to be in 
constant attendance in the cellar.

’ AN IMAGINARY VISIT TO HOLLAND.
W e have never been to Holland, but we can imagine it must be 

something like the Thames Tunnel—very dark, dreary, and damp—not 
exactly laud, and not altogether water—nut something between botL

th a t’s some comfort.
W e are authorised to state that there  is no tru th  whatever in  the 

rumour that the numerous relations between Government and the 
E lliotts liave been suspended.

PLEASANT NEIGHBOURHOOD.
usT now there is no account
ing for people’s notions of 
pleasure and salubrity.

M r . D eputy H icks,with 
several butchers and meat- 
salesmen, thinks Smitbfield 
highly salubrious, and its 
neighbourhood singularly 
pleasant. W e constantly 
see. advertisements in the 
newspapers, announcing for 
letting or sale, eemi-de- 
tached villas in “ pleasant 
and healthy neighbour
hoods which, when we 
come to analyse the laby
rin th ’of terraces, places, 
crescents, and villas, which 
make them up, are found 
to accommodate, on an 
average, half-a-doeen cow- 
keepers, five gut and glue- 
manufacturers, mi odd soap- 
boUCT, and, last not least, 
a firework-maker, whose 

premises are blown up, on a fair calculation, once every five yean.
With the strong sense we entertain of the great advaniage of bringing 

such convenienees to every man’s door, we cannot help feeling that 
proprietors of gunpowder-mills, alkali, and other ^em ical works 
generating noxious gasesy£c., are treated with gross iiqastice in being 
compelled—the first, to cairy on their operations out of towns— t̂he 
others, to pay damages for injury done to the crops and constitutions 
of those aooi^ them.

A man has not far to go now, if he wishes to be stifled with'sulphu
retted hydrogen, or to be burnt or blown up by detonating Mwder, 
naphtha, rocket mixture, or any other article of pyrotechnics. But why 
is ne to be derived of the pleasurable excitement of a powder-mill 
overlooking his back-yard P Why is he not to enjoj the benefit of the 
chimney o f  a sulphuric acid manufactory, giving off its smoko into liis 
bed-room P

I t  is obvious that the study of Practical Chemistry might be much 
advanced, by bringing such works close to our densely-peopled neigh
bourhoods ; while the invidious distinction which at present confines 
the privilege of blowing up to fire-work makers, and of poisonintto  
knackers, bone and glue-boilers, and gut-makers, would be done w ay  
with. . , (

We recommend an agitation, in favour ’of ’the ill-used proprietors of 
powder-mills and cbemical works, to Mu. IL L. T a y l o r , M r . A l d e r - ! 
Man S id n e y , M r . D e p u t y  H ic k s , and the other wiseacres of the 
Corporation of London, who have already done such good service in 
defending and perpetuating vested interests in venerable nuisances, 
and the rights of the citizens to go on being poisoned after the sacred 
usage of their forefathers.

A P o w e r  
A P o w e r  
A P o w e r  
A P o w e r  
A P o w e r  

P o w e r  
P o w e r  
P o w e r  
P o w e r  
P o w e r

The Powers T hat Bo.
OF E v il .—T hat’s R u ss ia .
OF M is e r y .—Tliat’s Ireland.
OF L uck.—TIud ’i  Louis N apoleon.
OF I g n o r a n c e .—That’s Austria.
OF N o n s e n s e .—That’s J o h n  O ’Co n n e l l , 
o p  M is c h ie f .—That’s L ola  M o n t e s .
OP F u n .—That’s L o r d  B r o u g h a m , 
o f  F olly .—That ’g our Colonial Government. 
OF S l a v e r y .—T hat’s the United States. 
o f  G ood .—That must be Funch.

bearded with Ills own corn.
An Irish tenant, who lives opposite to his landlord, has liad the 

impudence—the bold front, we may say—to write over his granary, 
which is full of this year’s crops, “ R emoved from over th e  way.’*

Naval Intelligence.
(From the Daoy at Ihe Sere.)

T he German Fleet put, yesterday, into Hamburgh for provisions. 
After taking on board one dozen red herrings, and a gallon of water, it 
sailed iruniediately for Hie Mediterranean, i t  carries 6 cwt. of coals. 
The midshipman is laid up with the mumps.

    
 



LONDON

PREMONITOEY SYMPTOM OF MR. BRIGGS’S HUNTING FEVER.
Maid. “  I f  t o u  p l e a s e , M a’a m , t i i e e e ’s  a  Y o u t e  i n  t e e  p a s s a g e  a s  \ t a n ts  t o  k n o w  i f  t e e s e  T o p  B oots  i s  a l l  w g e t .”

CORRESPONDENCE ON CASINO-CLOSING,
" D e a k  P u n c h ,

“ I  beg to say that I  highly approve of what Mn. S e k je a k t  
W i l k i n s  said the other day at tlie Middlesex Sessions against shutting 
up the Casinos. Talking of additional prisons and no end of lunatic 
asylums being declared necessary on account of the depravity occasioned 
bv music and dancing licences, he said, if such was the fact, it was 
‘ because there was not a far weater number of places where the people— 
the working classes—might have the full enjoyment of recreative amuse
ments.^ And afterwards he said ‘ that the people required the means 
of having reasonable recreation, and none was more innocent than that 
of music and dancing,’ in which remark 1 quite agree with him. 
I  consider myself as one of the working classes, and I can tell you I ’ve 
a good deal of work to do sometimes. I t ’s very hard if I ’m to be 
obliged to stay cooling my heels waiting to go on dutv instead of 
being able to  warm tliem by the innocent recreation of dancing, as 
Mb . W il k in s  very properly calls it. I  assure you that 1 like dancing 
amMUigly, and I don’t see why the magistrates should deny such a 
delightful amusement, and the decidedly refining influence of the female 
society connected with it, to the working classes,

“ And, your occasional Reader,
“ A L i e u t e n a n t  i n  t e e  Baom fs.’’

“ Guards' dub-Douse, Oct. 13,1819.”

“  O ld  P u n c h .
“ H ere’s a infringement of the Riles o’ the people agin! The 

beeks have bin and Shutt up the Casinor. I  agree w ith  S u b g e o n t  
W i l k i n s , that there ought to be More such places for the Amusement 
of the Workin classes. N eigh; I  gose F urder: for I ’d ave a lor 
that every place of the sort should be Redooced to Irf. from 1j. ; for a 
ShilJin touch is a Cut above the .Workin Man. 1 ope your o’ the 
same o Pinion with your Ummle Servunt,

“  G im l e t .’’
'Jiotue o f  Call fo r  Carptnturt, Sunda^f, Oct. 14, 1840.”

THE MEETING OF PARLIAMENT.

T e e  public in general, who do not luxuriate in the perusal of the 
London Gazette, may not be aware that Parliament actually met on 
Tuesday the 9tli of October. The report of the day’s proceedings is 
quite a model report, and we feel convinced that when the Legislature 
meets for the dispatch of business, it will Ibe worth while to imitate 
occasionally the calm and quiet scene described in the papers of the day 
following. Not a speech was made, a ^  there was accordingly no 
talking to prevent the men of business from doing what they came ,to 
do, which was to prorogue Parliament till a later period. Only one 
member of the Lower House was in his place, and he, instead of getting 
up to inflict a long harangue upon the officers of the House, was satis
fied with looking “ unutterable things,’’ which he was considerate 
enough not to utter. A few such [sittings as the one to which we 
allude would (wonderfully facilitate the business of the session, and 
many excellent measures might be passed, if the old proverb that 
“ silence gives consent ’’ were to be generally acted upon.

Tow n an d  Country Sunday.
An unreasonable cry has been raised against the Government for 

proposing to reduce Sunday post-office work over the country very 
greatly, by increasing it in London very little. Caitio (when exceedingly 
drunk) says that “ the Lieutenant is to be saved before the Ancient.’’ 
In  like manner, some would seem (to think, is London—by its belter 
observance of Sunday—to be saved before the country. A correspon
dent has suggested a compromise between scrupulosity and convenience 
by employing on Sundays, at St. Martin’s-le-Grand, gentlemen of the 
Jlebrew persuasion. And really this is so much like prohibiting 
slavery in our colonies, and at the same time eating foreign slave-grown 
sugar, that it would be but consistent to adopt Our correspondent’s 
suggestion. • '
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JOHN O’CONNELL CAPPED.
OHN O’CoKNEix, in the Fpardonable belief that at 

least the eyes of all the potatoes of Ireland would 
be immediately upon him, departed a few days 
since for Dublin to open Irreconciliation Hall, for 
the purpose of becoming money-taker in the cause 
of Repeal. The learned and eloquent gentleman 
had made every necessary preparation. ” The first 
flower of the earth” was renovated fresh as a daisy. 
“ The fcst gem of the sea” was reset in native 
metal. The D uke op W ellington, from the 
Horse-Guards, cast an anxious look towards Ire
land. Everybody expected new Monster Meetings, 
and new Meetings of Monsters. Well, Mk. J ohn 
O’Connell has shown himself in Dublin, bat, for 
some days past, the learned gentleman has not been 

visible to the naked eye. I t  is, nevertheless, believed that he is still in 
Ireland. Great anxiety has been manifested for his whereabout *y m  
extensive circle of at least a dozen friends; and it is hoped that his 
abiding-place is known, though up to the present time he has not been 
discovered.

The following mysterious account has been given (privately before a 
magistrate) by T im  H oolaghan, servant of M r . (J’Connell. The 
man deposed that the last time he saw his master, he desired him to 
bring the Repale Cap of the Liberator—the Cap presented at Tara— 
that, before J ohn went to the Hall to make a mighty splash, he might 
try it on, and have it t^ e n  in, if at all too big for him.—That Mr . J ohn 
O’Connell, approaching a mighty big glass, put on the cap, which on 
the sudden seemed to grow as big almost as the great lantern of the 
Eour Courts, covering him intirely.—That he heard his master crying to 
be taken “ out of that,”  as the cap was smothering him; that he 
(Tim) cried to B iddy D elaney (the housemaid) to come and help him; 
that, between themselves, they pulled off the cap, but they could not, 
with all their eyes, find the masther at all at all.

B iddy D elaney corroborated the evidence of T im .
The Liberator’s cap, collapsed to its usual size, was handed to the 

magistrate; B iddy D elaney declaring, upon her word and honour, 
that her masther was in it still; bewitched into the. smallest taste in 
life of a Liberator by the cap of Da niel .

The cap was carefully examined, but the naked eye could not discover 
M r. J ohn O’Conni^  Nevertheless, T im  declared he heard liim 
somewhere in the lining, crying in the smallest of the small voice of one 
of the good people—

“ Heredltaiybondsnieul know ye not," &c.

Silence being ordered m tbe court, the wort by magistrate, listening 
with the acute ear of justice, said he believed he heard him too. 
Whereupon, it was suggested that the cap should be examined with 
a microscope, that—if really in the cap—the present Liberator might be 
manifested to all Ireland.

At the time of our going to press, no microscope had been procured. 
However, let the matter end as it will, the story should be a warning to 
all pigmies not to meddile with the caps of giants. Smothering is the 
least that comes of it.

SANITARY STREETiNOMENCLATDRB.
T h e  names o f  our London streets exhibit a disgraceful tautology. 

We are afraid to'say how many Peter Streets, John Streets, and, above 
all, Wellington Streets there are in the metropolis. Let this fault be 
amended. Let the streets be called by their proper names; that is to 
say, at present, by the various nuisances or diseases which infest or 
pollute them, respectively. As, Open Sewer Street; Gully Hole 
C ourt: Slaughter Hoiue Buildings ; Shambles Place; Knacker’s Y wd; 
Grave Yard Crescent; Charnel Square; Typhus Terrace; Scarlatina’s 
ilen ts ; Intermittent R ow ; Consumption Alley; Scrofula L ane; 
Cachexy Comer. Let such, at least, be the provisional nomenclature 
of the streets of London, till this fillhy capital shall have been properly 
drained and watered; shall have had its cnurchvards closed, its atmos
phere disinfected, and plague and pestilence expelled from its habitations.

A THAMES D RINK ING  SONG.
Away to the cistern, each thirsty soul.

And set the tap a-going.
While murkily into the dingy bowl 

The stream is thickly flowing !
H sorrow we cannot always drown.

From our sight we can always thrust i t ;
Tbe filth in the water will keep it down.

And the sediment will o’ercrust it.
Then hey for the cistern, each thirsty soul.
And bury your cares in the mud-girt bowl!

Let revellers boast of their choicest wine. 
Contented let them drink i t ;

’Tis not so rich as this liquor of mine. 
Whatever they may think i t ;

They boast of its body, but come and see 
The Thames, and impartially view i t ;

Eull-bodied, indeed, it fain must be.
While the dogs and the cats run through it. 

Then hey for the lusdoua Tiutmes! 1 swear,
H  you look for body, you’ll find it  there.

D ISPA R U T AMONG THIEVES.
“ Mr  P unch,

“  I  am just come out of the House rf Correction, where I  have 
been for two months, for nothing more than just taking a pocket-hand
kerchief—not worth more than twopence, if tru th ’s anything in this 
world—from the pocket of a ticket-porter. Two months, Mr. Bunch, 
and harder oakum I  never picked.

“ Well, I ’ve just read the newspaper at the Barrington Arms. And 
there I  find sixteen tradesmen all convicted of robbing their customers. 
And are they sent to the stone jug P Not a bit of it. They pay their 
money for their right to rob, because they pick pockets— n̂ot in the 
streets—b” t, like respectable householders, behind a counter.

/ ‘ One baker in Old-street, St. Luke’s, has a ‘piece of lead’ under 
his scales, which chisels the customer out of ‘ an ounce and a half.’ 
The baker is ‘ severely censured, fined 40j .,’ and sent about his busi
ness—his business being to chisel again.

“ A pork-butcher of Clerkenwell (near my own House of Correction) 
has an ‘ illegal balance ’ and five light weights. He is ‘ fined 20»., and 
cautioned.’ Now I  wasn’t  cautioned, but locked up.

“ A chandler ‘ has a halfpenny concealed in some fat ’ under a scale,that 
diouses his customer of lawnl weight, and he pays 'iXis. for it. I  only con
cealed a handkerchief, and I  got two months. But see what it is to rob 
with a comfortable roof over your head, and not to be obliged to pick 
pockets whether it rains or shines.

“ Well, sir, feeling how wicked I ’ve been, and how I  should like to 
reform my ways, would you open a little subscription for me at your 
ofilce, to put a penitent up in a small way of business ?—say the chand
l e r  or green-grocery line, in which I  might follow the bent of my mind, 
with no fear of the stone jug and oakum.

“ I  am youPs to command,
“ J ohn F ogleman.”

A SINKING PUND WITH A VENGEANCE.

M r . D israeli advocates a sinking fund; but were the honouraye 
gentleman’s financial schemes adopted, it is to be feared that the fimd 
which would assume a sinking character would be the National Income.

RINDING ON AUSTRIA.
P alconbridge, in King John, recommends Austria to “ hang a calf

skin on those recreant limbs.” At the present day he could hardly 
have recommended such a binding in calf, seeing that Austria is already 
bound in Russia.

A Royal Wish.
(Echoed bj/aUfur

H er  Majesty was attempting lately, previous to one of her journeys, 
to master the difficulties of a Railway Guide. She turned over page 

I after page, but seemed to sink deeper and deeper into the iron net- 
I work of figures. At last she threw the Guide down in desmir, and 
' exclaimed bitterly ; “ ()h! Albert, I  wish there were a royal road to 
learning £radshate.“

IRISH BITTER BEERS.
W e are glad to see a gradual improvement in the well-known Irish 

BitUr Beers. Originally, these Beers were single X, Ar-ecrated.
Since the Dolly’s Brae affair they have been known as double X, 

Ajr-ecrated and Ar-posed. The limt quotations describe them as triple 
X, £z-ccrated, Air-posed, and Air-justices of the Peace,

Novel and In teresting  Match.
A STOUT old gentleman with the gout has, for a trifling wager, 

backed himself to walk from Netting Hill to tbe Bank against one of 
the omnibuses on that road. Although the qld gentleman is by no 
means a fast walker, yet such are the dawdling propensities of the 
driver and conductor of the vehicle, that bets are 20 to 1 in favour of 
the elderly pedestrian.
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SU N B E A M S FR O M  C U C U M B E R S ; o r , G EM S FROM  A D V E R T IS E M E N T S .

SCHOLASTIC !

Mother. “ A n d  p e a t , D octo r , ■w h a t  a r k  t o o r  t e r m s  f o r  H e d c c a t in g  l it t l e  b o t s  ? ”
The Principal. “ W a r ,  my d e a r  M a d am , m t  d s d a l  t e r m s  a r e  s e v e n t y  g d in e a s  p e r  a n s v s i  ( t o  u s e  t h e

LANGUAGE OP THE ANCIENT ROMANS), BUT TO EFFECT MY OBJECT (? )  QUICKLY, I  WOULD TAKE A FEW FOR 
WHAT I  COULD GET ,  PROVIDED THEY BE G E N T L E M E N , LIKE TOUR DEAR LITTLE BOY THEBE ; BUT (AGAIN
TO USE THE L a t in  t o n g u e )  it  is  a  slv*  qua n o n  t h a t  t h e y  s h o u l d  b e  G E N T L E M E N  M l ”

YOU CAN’T MAKE A PURSE. ETC.

W e have for some time observed, repeated at short intervals in the Times, the following advertisement

TO T H E  ARISTOCRACY AND G EN TR Y .— The Principal of a First-Class School, wishes to increase his 
connection. His average terms are 70 guineas. To secure his object quickly, he offers to receive a few pupils at 40 guineas, 

provided they be gentlemen. The latter condition is a sins qud non. Terms inclusive. References of the highest order could 
be given.

W e are glad to see that, however much pure snobbism there may be in the world, there is not yet enough 
to enable the advertiser to “ secure his object quickly,” for, since his announcement first fell under 
our eye and caused us to turn up our nose, some months have expired. There is something exquisitely 
mean in the proposition to smuggle in a few 40-pounders among the 70-pounders, and we are delighted 
to find that the offer has not been clutched at by persons ready to avail themselves of such a shabby 
arrangement.

The condition that the low-priced pupils should be gentlemen is most absurd, for it is quite impossible that 
they could be gentlemen’s sons, since no gentleman would send his son to a concern, whose Principal takes £-10 
from the parents of some of his pupils to enable him to get £70 from others, who are not in the secret of 
the little arrangement by which the head of the concern is “ securing his object.” We are sorry to see the 
educators of youth adopting the disgraceful haberdashery trick of asking one price and taking another, tlie 
demand being regulated not by the worth of the article, but by the gullibility of the purchaser.

THE W IN T ER  BLOCKADES OF LONDON.

T he usual blockading of London for the winter season has commenced at several points, ^ d  the Strand is 
already in the hands of a hostile pavioury. We think that the name of this great leading thoroughfare 
ought to be immediately changed, and tliat the title of the Via Pavia ought to be given to it. By the 
blockade now established, a vehicle may have to go half a mile round to a spot, though literally within a 
stone’s throw of it. The invading force of paviours would appear to be overrunning the whole tract of land 
eastward of Charing Cross, for, even when apparently retiring from one position, it is only to take up another 
immediately adjoining it. I f  the City had a heart of stone, it would be like tearing its heart out continually, 
to treat it m the manner that it is constantly undergoing at the hands of the paviours.

We had written thus far, when news reached us of Piccadilly having fallen into the hands of the barbarians : 
the whole tide of the western traffic has been thrown in copious streams upon the narrow creeks in the 
vicimty. Albemarle Street has been flooded with omnibuses for several days, and Dover Street, like the 
Straits of Dover, has had an uninterrupted stream running through it, with frightful impetuosity. We have 
heard the Pwks described as the lungs of the Metropolis, but when the circulation is stopped so near the 
lungs, the vitality of commerce appears to be jeopardised. We wish some modern Hannibal would make 
his appearance, to perform the feat of cutting througli thejeally Alpine mass of stone that blocks up a'portion 
of the Strand and Piccadilly, once at least in every winter. As vinegar has, on a previous occasion, achieved 
the grand object, it is possible that a little of our essence of acidity, which we are very happy to supply 
in a good cause, may effect the desired object.

GOOD MEN, SPARE THAT 
TREE.

Dtdieated to Ma. II. L. T aylor, on the 
Strength o f his coiling SmithJUld an Oak,

Good men, spare that tree.
Lop not a single bough;

Its fruit has long fed me,
An^ I  ’ll protect it now.

That tree ’s an ancient Oak,
To which I  owe my prog;

Oh, do not idly joke.
And tell me I ’m a hog 1

Smithfield, the sweet, the clean.
Is  that Oak, dear to m e;

Ask me not what 1 mean 
By calling it a tre e !

The breezes through its twigs 
Amid its branches play.

And of balm-breathing pigs 
The perfume waft away.

Sweet flowers around it blow. 
Whence odours rich ascend ;

There wild musk-roses grow;
W ith cowslips violets blend.

And there the patient ox 
Enjoys serene repose.

Unhurt by drovers’ knocks 
O’er head, horns, eyes, and nose.

Its wholesome precincts nigh 
You ’ll never find disease;

Typhus is all my eye.
Around this tree of trees.

No fever-case you meet.
And y e ^  little loss

Of life in Tummill Street,
Or in, or near. Cow Cross.

O h ! come, ye sufferers pale. 
Come, lodge in Greenhill’s Rents,

Wherein you may inhale 
Our Oak’s reviving scents.

Then do not let it fall.
That Oak, so dear to me,

And oh I by no means call 
My Oak a Upas Tree.

Carpet Bag-ishness.
M r. W alker, speaking of the 

St. Giles’ churcliyard in London, 
says, “ in less than 2 acres, it con
tains 48,000 bodies.” A London 
churchyard is very like a London 
omnibus. I t  can be made to carry 
any number. If  there is no room 
inside—no matter, there is always

t t of accommodation outside.
ame with a London church

yard-num ber is the last consider
ation.

There are three things, in fact, 
which are never by any accident 
full. These are : The P it of a 
Theatre, an Omnibus, and a London 
Churchyard. The latter combines 
the expansiveness of the two for
mer, with the voluminousness of 
the Carpet Bag.

A M ovem f.n t  i n  t h e  r ig h t  
D ir e c t io n .— Of all popular move
ments we do not know of one from 
which the public is likely to derive 
so much benefit aud immediate im
provement as the movement of all 
churchyards out of town.
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THE KICHEST LAY-MAN IN  ENGLAND.

EAEGtrs O’CoNNOK has been offering “ to lay 
down hia life ” ever since we recollect him. 
At the late Norwich Meeting he repeated the 
same offer. We never knew a man so liberal 
with his life. He lays it down on every 
public occasion. The p e a t object of his life, 
in fact, seems to he to lay it down. His only 
competitor in this line is J ohn O’Conneli  ̂
and lie falls far short of him. J ohn’s offer was 
simply to die on the floor of the House of Com
mons, but F eaegus makes no lim it; he takes 
in all England. H e offers to die anywhere, no 
matter whether it is Land’s End, Gravesend, 
or Snigg’s End. The most extraordinary thing 
is, how s m ^  a trifle will provoke this libe
rality. I t  is only sufficient to contradict 
F eargus, to elicit from him the magnani
mous promise to lay down his life. If any of 
his statements are doubted, he at once puts 
their truth beyond all possible doubt by pub
licly offering to lay down his life. I t  is won
derful how he has lived so lonp for a man who 
has been laying down his life every week 
for such a number of years ! We forget how 

often he has made this liberal offer, this tremendous sacrifice of self 
with regard to the unfortunate Land Scheme. I t  is lucky he has 
never been taken at his word, or else where would you be, F eaegus, 
a t the present moment ?

THE IR ISH  ORANGE FLOWER.

T he Irish Orange Flower needs a new nomenclature. We offer one 
with diffidence.

Aueantia  H ieeen ica  (Irish Orange). leaves, prickly and lanciform. 
Flotcers (of speech), of a blood-red; jPistils, loaded.

H abitat.—Abounds in Ulster, and north of Ireland generally, and 
found scattered over the whole of that island.

Q u a l it y .—Pulp of fruit, bitter, with juices acrid and profuse. Bind, 
Lard. Ijeaves, sour.

Uses.—P roduces m ^u n d an ce  the acute and powerful poison called 
I  Odium Theoloffteum, which is distilled by aid of Ime and faggot. Other 

uses, none.
The plant is not so abund^t or fructiferous as it was, as the 

f authorities have ordered it to be rooted up wherever found, but it is 
still highly mischievous in its operation, and fat^  accidents frequently 

1 occur trom the rash use of it m Ireland.
The symptoms of poisomng, by means of this plant, are great

?:iddiness with a disposition to talk wildly, and foaming at the mouth, 
ollowed ty  raving of the same rabid kind that is caused by hydrophobia. 

'J he patient sliows a disposition to violence, and all deadly weapons 
i should be kept out of his way, or he may injure liimself or others. No 

curative treatment has been discovered, except excision from the body 
to which they belong, of members affected by the dreadful conse
quences of tills vegetable poison.

M odem  Smithfleld Martyrs.
P unch hereby gives notice to M r. H icks, M e . Sharp, and others. 

Common Conncilmen of the City of London, that he intends to renew 
Martyrdom in Smithfield-^the punishment to be inflicted on anti- 
sanitarian heretics. Certain gentlemen made it so clear at the Common 
Council of Wednesday, last week, that they have a stake in Smithfleld, 
as to leave Mr. Punch no alternative but to roast them.

EAU HE m o e t .

We  understand that the London Water Companies have been 
•applied to by several farmers near the Metropolis for a supply of liquid 
manure, of which the water furnished by the Companies alluded to is 
said to contain ail the ingredients.

A Party in  Buina.
. I t is a ciirions fact—if not coincidence-;-that the late grand Protec

tionist meeting at Hedingham was held in the old hall of the ruined 
castle. Tlie newspapers attribute this s in ^ a r  circumstance to the 
great demand for tickets of admission to the enjoyment of M r . D is- 
ra eei’s eloquence, but Punch ascribes it to a predilection for ruinous 
places, in which feeling Protectionists sympathise with bats and owls.

RESOLUTIONS AGAINST ROWLAND HILL.
“ I ’ve asked that question of the IIiixs.”—I<m,

A MOST judicious, disoMsionate, impartial, and reflecting public—re
presented by London’s bishop, bankers, merchant, shop-keepers, and 
keepers of nothing—have resolved at divers meetings to disbelieve the 
authorities of the Post Office, the oral avowals of L ord J ohn R ussell, 
and written and printed English. " I  will be drowned, and nobody 
shall save me,” cried the Irishman, floundering in the Liliey. “ Sunday 
shall be desecrated, and nobody shiul deny it,”  exclaim the SabbatariMs. 
All this shows zeal, however it may lack common charity. Not to believe 
the grave avowal of the Prime Minister, a gentleman of most scrupulous 
honour, and withal, a firm religionist,—is somewhat eccentric, but still 
a very lively illustration of a belief in Christianity; it is, indeed, relinon 
at high pressure. No doubt the scepticism will rage for another fort
night before it enters a transition state. No doubt a dozen meetings or 
more will be held, whereat energetic gentlemen will denounce wlmt is 
never to exist, and roll their terrible thunders at nothing. We therefore 
offer a few res9lutions to be used at the discretion of the various 
speakers, who, like their predecessors, would arm themselves to the 
teeth for an annihilating fight when there is nobody to fight with. D on 
Quixote at least had wind-mills to battle with. The Postal Quixotes 
tiret imagine the wind-mills, and then lay swashing blows about their 
victims. However, we give a few model resolutions:—

I. Resolved, Tliat M r . R owland H ill  contemplates the total 
desecration of an English Sunday.

II . Resolved, Not to admit of any denial to the contrary, set forth 
by the said R owland H ill, however distinctly a s s e r t^  however 
lucidly developed.

I I I . Resolved, That the employment of 25 clerks in London for a 
conple of hours of Sunday will not set free a thousand clerks on the 
same day in the country. And if it does—what of it ?

IV. Resolved, That every London householder— the unhallowed 
determination of R owland H ill carried into effect, which it never 
shall be—will receive not less than ten letters every Sunday.

V. Resolved, That every man, receiving ten letters on the Sabbath, 
will cause ;at least ten stationers’ shops to be open in the neighbour
hood, that pens and paper may be obtained to answer the same.

VI. Resolved, That, ten letters being received, and to be answered, 
no man will go to Church.

V II. Resolved. That, no man going to Church, no man will pay 
Church rates.

V III. Resolved, That, no Church Rates being paid, the.Church will 
cease to exist.

IX. Resolved, 'That the Church, as by law established, ceasing to 
exist, Englishmen will lapse into the original state of their infidel 
ancestors.

X. Resolved, That Englishmen, so lapsing, will fall into the habits 
of ancient Britons,—whereby the tailors, hatters, boot-makers, cotton- 
spinners, and other trades, will be utterly and for ever annihilated.

XI. Resolved, That L ord J ohn R ussell committed a gross and 
unwarranted outrage upon the vested ignorance of a most obtuse 
deputation when he said he “ really thought that the public would not 
understand the nature of the measure until they had experienced it.”

X II. Resolved, That understanding has nothing to do with experience.
X III. Resolved, That experience has still less to do with under

standing.

RELIGIOUS WEAPONS!

T he most doubtful legend ever heard of in connection with Rome has, 
it is said, been publishea by P io N ono. According to the Times,—

'*Tb« P o n t hoA tlirccted ft certain num ber d  deconttions to  be distributed to  ibe 
troops tha t had contributed to the restoration of the Holy See. T he decoration consists 
o f ft medal w ith the following inscriptiun l*ius IX ,, P . M,, eoUatis arm is CathoUeia 
in  suam sedeni restitutua, Anno 1S49.’ **

The P ope restored to his Bee by the comoint Catholic arms! P ius 
has been restored hy bombs and cannon, and bayonets. M r. Punch  was 
not aware that such weapons are Catholic am is: but on this point, of 
course, his Holiness is a better authority than M r. Punch.

SOYER ON THE DIET OF HUNOART.
SoYER, who, when he is not cooking, is joking—only 

sooner have his dishes any day than his jokes—makes this apt 
tion between K ossuth and Gorget. ‘‘ Kossuth, he says, was tne 
Reslauralevr of Hungary, and Go rgei its Traiteur."
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Y^VyVtK-\AvLTs-ATDocks 5Howynge a Paktye Tastynge

]\Ir. P ips his Diary.
Thursday, October 11,18-19.—To the Docks, to meet M r. Soker, and 

go over the Wine Vaults with a Taating-OrJer, and taste the Wine 
there before it hath undergone any Roguery for the Market. Found 
there Soker, and Mr . Wagstaffe, and Swilby, and Swype, and 5 or 6 
more, and with them Mr . Qoodfellowe, who had gotten Soker the 
Order. First to  the Quay, heaped with Barrels of Wine, close as 
Pebbles on a Beach, and one huge Barrel, they did tell me, holding 625 
Gallons, and I  wondering how it could have oeen hoisted ashore, M r. 
W agst.affb did say, by an Adjutant, or Gigantic Crane. Then, through 
all MaMer of Casks and Tubs, and Bales of Merchandise, to St. 
Katherine’s Docl^ and down to the Vault, where a Cooper forthwith 
did wait on us with a Couple of Glasses, and gave each Man a flat Stick 
with a Lamp at the farther End, to see our Way, and we looked like Goblins 
with Torches in a Pantomime. The Vault almost quite dark,only lighted 
by Sconces from the Roof, and the farthest Sconce looking llaif-a-Mile 
off, and all this Space full of Barrels of W ine! The Roof supported by 
Rows of Columns; and the Vault altogether like the Crypt of a Cathe
dra , but 20 times as big, and more than 20 sweeter; the Air smelling of 
Wine very strong, which alone did make me feel giddy. Strange to 
see the Mildew hanging in all Sorts of Forms from the Roof, which 
many do mistake for Cobwebs, but some call Fungus, and 1)r. L imbeck, 
the Chymist, do tell me is mostly Nitrate of Lime. The Cooper did 

1 lead us to tlie Wine we were to taste, and pretty to see him tap the 
1 Barrel by boring a Hole in it with a Gimlet. We did drink, all round.

a good Ale-glass each of excellent Sherry, all except Mr. G ood- 
FELLOWE ; and I did wonder to see him taste the Wine, ami call it rare 
good Stuff, and yet spit it out, but found by and by that he was 
wise. Next, to  the London Dock; and Mr. QoonFF,uxiwK did give 
us Biscuit, and recommend us to eat, and I did fake his Advice, and 
glad I did. Here, more Curiosities in Nlildcw, hanging from the Roof; 
and one a Festoon as big as the great Sausage in the Pork-Shop at the 
Comer of Bow Street. A good Story from the Cooper, of a Visiter 
that would needs take a Specimen of the Mildew away, and put it in 
his Hat, and with the Moisture of his Head, it melted and blackened 
his Face, and served him right, that—like more than enough Sight- 
Seers—could not keep his Hands from Picking. To several Vaults, 
and tasted Wine in each; all very vast, but the East Vault the biggest, 
and do contain more thousand Pipes, and cover more Acres than I  
doubt, by Reason of the Wine I drunk, I can remember. After tasting 
so much, our Party very jolly and noisy, and did begin to dance and 
sing, and flourish their Lamps like Playhouse Devils ; and methought 
[ did see the Meaniiyt of the Not ice outside, tliRt Ladies could not be 
admitted after 1 o’clock. Coming into the open Air, our Company 
could scarcely stand; and Mr. Goodfkllowe did see them into two 
Cabs, and I home on Foot—I fear not very straight—and my Wife 
wondering at the Redness of my Nose. _ Good Lack, to see the Quantity of 
(Joods and Wine in the Docks; and’to think what a great and mighty 
Nation we are, and what Oceans of Ijiquor we do swill and guzzle 1

WtUUm B ndbarr. of No. 13, Upper Wobam^place. In theP arttbo f I t .  Panenu, aDtlProderickMuUct Bv«Qt.of No.7,Churcb-row, Stoke NewiiRton, both lu the Countr of M lJcU eae i. Printer*.at th*tr 
uoc*  in Lointmni-ftrett, in the Preotoctof Wbitefriara,lo Cke Citr of Loodoo, a» l putiUabea bytkeia at No. M .lfler-a treet, iB tbt Pam b of St. Brtdf'i, in the Clt^ of Luuioa.—S a iB ao aft O c t.

    
 



PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 163

OUR LITTLE BIRD.

3

I I

A GUY FAWKES WANTED.

j  Hear the cock crow at this. “ One’s rage rises at the intense wicked- 
i ness! ”  Again. “ If  the author of these two lines were put upon his 
; trjal before an imparl ial judge and jury, he would be happy to escape 
' with nothing worse than transportation for life! ” H appy! he would 
' dance his gratitude in a hornpipe of fetters. But, no ; impartiality could

ossiRiYit has—no it cannot have escaned a?* so part with him. He would be hung, decapitated, quartered. And,
of coursc, his four quarters—with the royal compliments, in hampers 

l in t  Under the rojal Seal to four loyal journalists—would adorn the outer
of the British C o n s ti tu ta  walls of either office. Such a display would make the fortune of any
nf Ihe^inmher of fi.Tv TnwvvLn nffh® the utter discometure of the small peddling folks who only

deal in art-murder, and with dullest llavour, render homicide on wood. 
“ I t was Satan,”  cries the aforesaid cock, “ who aimed at * a more 

when he struck the Dei Gratia out of the florin.”

of the number of Guy P a w k e s e s  on the 
solemn Pifth of November. This down
ward tend^cy  is, of course, the result of emnhattc Msbion 'nuPPwHfiTlt; Pnnprv W a qi-a a POSmOD,r W T  * 1  C lI ip iI c lL lU  U U S il lU D , W llC U  U C S IF U C K . lU C  U t t  IJT i

n / '" r  , Truly, a h W  blow at the divine right of silver.
t h f  “ principle resides in the.Masler of the Mint

others, most ini imate with the
I , “ , L .j coin of the realm, may volunteer as chairmen to carry about the effigies

of late years we have had ^  alarniing decrease of Guy and gather money, to be afterwards in blankets, coals,
the number of Guy llAWKESKs. I Aanriiaa Hnlv fiietrrhnfpH ^ *

The prime cause is tragically obvious. We Lave

!>

lIicnAKD I jai.o iiS iie il—R owland H ill—L ord 
J ohn R ussell !

Here is a pleasing, and withal perplexing choice 
of culprits. Nevertheless, wilh our amount of 
population, and with the Ixmllre of zeal that this 
small sheet of paper will light up in ihe heart of 
every true Englishman, we may lairly promise our
selves the pleasure qf seeing all the three a thou

sand limes multiplied on the Glorious Piftli—may meet tlieni at every 
step and hear tlieir attributes roared and bellowed at every corner.

R ichard L alor Sh eil  has powerful claims on the indignation and 
hatred of every monied Briton. N otan Knglislimaii wit ha single test er.in 
his nervous pocket that has not sixpenu’orlli of wrong against the Master 
of tlie Mint. Por that Englislimati’s principles of religion and loyalty liave 
been tampered with in tlieir exireme weakness. Tuey liave been subtly 
played with by tlie coined agents of the sorcerer, and—to crown the 
mumity—they liave, within a fe\y weeks, been made unconscious traitors 
to the Queen : become accessories to the horrible fact of depriving her of 
her dearest privileges. Por furllier particulars, see the new florin. The

”n * * /^ *  " P p n  tlic wretch, who hit ributes to Majesty itself the omission H ollow a y , I  
of Dct Gratia us it “ would give the coin a more emphatic character.” | principal pill a

Butj it is evident, the
‘I r  ' L ■ " » >ri _ evu principle resiucs m lue aiasier oi uie lu-iiii.; and if, as Englishmen,

fl^^ I '^*?**’w r  u® , we venerate our Queen, and love our homes, and worship our sixpences,
pocket IS ma^ellously developed in English- behoves us to « h ib it and burn the effigies of R ichard L alor Sheil

i“  r  arch-conspirator, the Guy P awkes of 1819.
A I householdcr to contribute somelLing

W  c exhibition and the closing conflagration. Old hats, old
“ ifit h.ttpr rusli-bottomed cliuirs. Tlie masquerade shops in their

ti? I «^p^.rtr^»thrp will, doubtless, fumish masks at cost price. Everybody—the
thele-s, everythread of it IS a nerve of most exquisite giyg something. Even beggary may manifest the

h { 1 °V""i p. ”p l n  L  of brightness of i t s ^ a l  in a brimstone match.
-PH wp fv Z  here, a cheering opportunity presents itself to those members of

AnH ; the nionied Interest, who see in the florin an instrument of Popery.

M'e have an earnest hope to see Guy 
Sh eil  in Lombard Street-Ho meet him upon ’Change! The closing

a  P a p is t  b la s t e r  of the . t  .p.lbonhPe niusrbe lighted on Tower H ili; and*we call upon the authorities

i -  I Ko^LAND HiLL, .3 another, and doubfleaa .realer conapiralor
enervating influ , .1 . . .  pippiripoiu rnn I against the peace and happiness of the kingdom, will be very notorious
pocket of he r e c e j , ^ d  Englishmen will shamefully fail if they do not club
I®^ph In ^h^lfpvi iVv L wrv hfile I together lo send a R owland H ill jnto every street. And when we

IS fl ?re*f,S‘‘ hSt-"".S2
confident that even among the ” most rcspeciable” will be found volim- 
teers to carry Guy R owland H ill from door to door, and chant the 
desecration he never proposed—the wickedness he will not periietrate. 
And further to illustrate the no-meaning of the apocryphal wrong, let 
Guy F awkes H ill  carry a lighted lamp, iilletted by charitable zeal with 
this inscription—“ (Jeod Christian people; this is not a flaming lamp, 
but a black dark lanlhorn,” And further, the “ Minute submitted to 
the Post-Master-General” by Guy H ill, shall be hung topsy-turvy 
about the elliay’s neck,—as read upside-down by pious wilfulness 
at public meetings. And, at the close of the Glorious Fifth, hundreds 
of effigies of Guy R owland H ill  shall be consumed in St. Marlin’s-le- 
Grami, the Bishop op L ondon kindly lighting the first fire, and with his 
apron fanning the early blaze.

L ord J ohn R ussell, as the third abetting culprit, merits special 
j u i  ± Ai.a.r,cii,ij. .110 .aiipiou >guo'>‘iny- Rccausc a knot of righteous men will «o/take his word; 

Constitution is again to be destroyed—supposing because they ring every syllable of his lordship suspiciously, as though 
andhoping at the time we wiite that it has not every syllable were a bad shilling, when the Premier has never yet beep 
already ceased lo h e -b y  three known conspirators, known to utter counterfeits; because they insist uimn twisting hia 
There nmy be thirtv, or three hundred; b u t-w e  are , * ™ " ' ‘'‘ejr faIseinterpretalion ;-pecause of Ih.s, and more than this, 
pushed fok room -w e must he content with three. ^e cliaircd m h.ghwnvs and bye-ways on the

- iwum . . .  coming riftli, as L ord Guy Fawkes J ohn, andhis entrails of straw con-

is not. a blow struck at Protestant ascendancy. The 
priiiciples of Ihe pocket tampered with, and farewell 
to the judgment. And thus, gradually, man, in his 
unholy greed of half-crowns, has wickedly neglected 
Ills Guy F a w k e s e s .

However, even through the present darkness, 
there breaks one star-like point of light. I t is not 
too late to appeal to the remorse of Englishmen 
through the blessed influence of a Fifth of November 
close at the threshold. Let us be stirring. Let us 
have a Guy F awkes in every street, in every lane, 
in every court, in every alley. Let the walls of 
London resound w ith a carol, speciajly made for the 
eventful purpose: a carol, ringing like a chime of 
bells, through every homestead.

There is a clioice of Guy F awkeses. The British

sumed liy lire in Palace Yard to slow music.
We earnestly beseech all men of great speech and little thought— 

men of much zeal and small charity—men of large faith in themselves 
and of no belief in otliers,—to be up and doing against tlie Glorious Fifth.

Let comniittees be formed in every parish to receive old clothes, old 
chairs, and every wherewithal to manufacture Guy Fawkes Sheil, Guy 
Fawkes H ill, and Guy Fawkes R ussell.

And let influential men—of the classes above recited—who are 
desirous of carrying and attending the Guy from door to door,—give in 
tlieir names witliout delay. Let the Fifth of November, 1819, bum, 
like an enduring blue-light, down through all posterity.

Let not the women of England be behind m their subscriptions for 
the national bonlire. All can give something. The smallest lucifer 
gratefully received. _  A L ittle Bird.

How Government is Supported.
T here is a talk of building a new Stamp Ollice. As the Stamp Office 

is supported in a great measure by the sale of quack medicines, tliej  --~U P r >  V ^  a-.a,.VA.... w j wwao MW •• . .  V  . —  ■ w . w  W *» W» w w V» «  p  .  ^  a. PV., w A V< V J  bAlW < V> VS • • • » . -- - j

Jlerald oi the morn—the cock tliat, emulating meaner poultry, always Government, we arc informed, in gracious reliira for the three-halfpence ! 
saves the Britbh Capitol—denounces the defrauded florin, and calls for it levies upon every box of pills which is sold, will allow portraits of '

- • •- ......... Morrison, ami Parr to be introduced amongst the
ars of that establishment.

VOL. XVII.
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LIGHTS ! LIGHTS ! I SAY.”

Two of tlie elements are 
wofolly deficient in the 
neighliourliood of Eaton 
Square, and the traveller, 
on entering its precincts, 
has p o d  reason to appre
hend that “  Chaos 1im  
come agmn.” The road is 
usually little better than a 
rud'S indigeslaqm molet of 
common mould, with a 
brickbat her^ and a pan- 
1 ile there, togive it variety. 
Tue gas seems to have 
been all cut off in its prime, 
and the watering of the 
roads appears to be left to 
the voluntary contribu
tions of our old friend 
A q u a e iu s . Whoever ven
tures into this locality 
after nightfall, will run 
the risk of another fall, 
unless he provides himself 
with the means of illumi
nation in this region of 
obscurity.

We should recommend a  few^of the celebrated dogs of St. Bernard’s 
to 'be engaged during the winter season, to perambmate Eaton Squar# 
and its neighbourl ood, with lanthoms in their mouths, to serve as 
p id e s  to the benighted wayfarers. A few domestic puppies, or unhappy 
dogs of footmen, have already been engaged on this philanthropic 
service, and may be seen after sunset acting the part of glow-worms, or 
walking gas-lights, in attendance upon the ambulatory inhabitants of the 
vicinity. We feel it our duty to ridicule the present darkness of Eaton 
Square, as the readiest way of making light of it.

Conscience, Avaunt!
Some curiosity is naturally excited a.s to who the parties can be that 

from time to time forward sums of conscience money to the C h a n c e l l o r  
or THE E x c h e q u e r  We understand that a  considerable portion of the 
sums thus sent proceeds fromWest End tailors and other tradesmen who 
thus make a kind of partial a'onement for tlieir overcharges to their 
customers. I t  has been rumoured tliat M r . D u n u p  intends contri
buting one shilling as conscience money, being exactly one-eighth per 
cent, on the sum he has for a long line  unconscionably owed his 
landlord.

A STOCK OF ADMIRALS, CAPTAIITO, & GENERALS,

SU m ciO T TO LAST TOE THE NEXT 100 TEARS.

E n g l a n d  has a capital Naval and Military stock. S te  has 150 Ad
mirals, and only 15 of them are employed. W hat a notion it  must give 
a foreigner of the unbounded weal'h of our country, when he considers 
that we can afford to keep 135 Admirals merely to help 10 others to do 
their w ork! Tliis monster drove of Hyde Park D r a k e s —these 135 
N e l s o n s  on horseback—must be quite happy to take a turn occasion
ally at the wheel of some Chelsea steamer, if simply to keep their hand 
in. We should not much wonder if one bought the berth of Captain on 
board the halfpenny Moonshine ; if another had his flag flying from the 
stays of the La.'is of Richmond j  whilst every IVaierman that steams to 
Greenwich or Woolwich will probably have either a lied, or a Blu^ or 
a Yellow Admiral ofl its paddle-box shouting as lively as possible, “ Ease 
’e r ! ” “ Stop ’er.”  They must do something to keep up their nautical 
knowledge, or else when they are ordered to take the command of a 
squadron, they will know less about a ship even than L o r d  J o h n  
B u s s e l l ,  or the E a r l  o f  E l l e n b o r o u g h .

But if we have an ocean of Admirals, with only a Trafalgar Square 
Basin to put them in, we have likewise a whole parkfiil of Captains, 
and nothing but charity boys to give them to lead to victory. The 
ignorant reader, wlio has no notion of the immense resources of his 
country, will scarcely believe that we possess no less than 780 Captains. 
He probably did not think there were so many in llie whole world, but 
whilst he is rather pleased to learn that England is so richly provided 
with Captains, he cannot help wondering Iww she can want sucli aJwge 
number. His astonishment is perfectly natural, and we should know 
better tJian to laugh at it, for England does not want 780 Captains any 
more than she wants 780 Prime Ministers, and so she very wisely 
employs only as many as she wants, and pays the remainder for 
ravaging the ball-rooms and laying waste all the young ladies’ hearts, 
or doing anything they please,—which liberal privilege the Captains 
generally avail themselves-of. England therefore only employs 180'Cap
tains, and as she does not want the other 600, they are alloired to keep 
company with the 135 Admirals, who are in a siiiiilar preJioMnent to 
themselves, and have nothing to do, and are only kept in for fear 
there should be something for them to do at some time or other. The 
same generosi y is shown by our economical Government to our brave 
Generals, for, whilsl. we have 340 Generals, we have only 120 llegiments, 
so that every Regiment has nearly three Generals a piece.

Tue ignorant reader above alluded to will, doubtlessly, maintain that 
this excessive prodigality of command proves bad generalship some- 
where, but we beg to Msure him that a General is not a thing that is 
made in a day, and so it is necessary always to keep a stock on liand. 
I t  is true that we have Admirals, without ships; Captains, wifbout 
soldiers; and Generals, without regiments; but tins, far froni being a 
waste, is the strictest economy, and is easily explained by the simple lack 
that it is much easier to build a ship than to niake an Admiral; and 
that it is the simplest thing in tlie world to enlist a soldier and raise a 
regiment, but the great difficulty is to find Captains and a General 
for them.

Therefore, if the ignorant reader, whose narrow-minded objections 
we have done him tlie honour, not only to listen to, but to refute, still 
persists in calling this a system of waste, and that,, if it is persevered 
in, we shall soon be having Field-Marshals without an army, bishops 
and Archbishops without a single soul to cure, C o ix in e l  R o w a n s  
without a blessed ])oliceman, and an overflow of Readies without a 
single pauper; and that, the consequences of such reckless extravagance 
must, very rapidly, be a Government without Funds, and a National 
Debt without end ; it is very clear lliat he understands nothing at tJl 
about i*. We always find it the best way with a man like the one in 
question, who c-uinot convince you, and will not be convinced, to 
Imish the argument by calling him a uincompo'jp, which accordingly we 
do in the present instance. Reader, you are to consider yourself 
called a “ Nincompoop.”

In teres ting  and  B aring  Ohallenge.

M r . F e a r g u s  O ’C o n n o r  has challenged the House of Commons for 
£100 aside “ to lay down his life” 272 times, and to pick it up again, 
in the course of one year. We understand that he is backed to a very 
la’ ge amount by some of the wcJlliiest Life Insurance Compiuiies in 
the City, who plime the greatest conlldenco in tlie honouraltle member’s 
powers of longevity. No answer has yet beeu sent to M r . O ’C o n n o r ’s 
lib>ral offer. The reason for Ibis curious ai«t,hy is founded, we are 
informed, upon the absurd belief that the indelatigable M. P. ij  sure 
lo p rforiu iue astonishing feat, no matter whether ho is challenged, or 
not. In the meantime lie is in capital condition, having been in training 
now for several years.
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SONG OF THE SENSITIVE 'BUS-MAN.
CoMRiDEs, gather closely round iVie, 

Comrades, lend me all your ea rs ; •
Take vour seats and give your orders, 

Call for your respective beers.
Comrades, I 'm  a nian of sorrow. 

Plodding o’er life’s weary way;
D i  iving two reluctant horses 

Six-aud-thirty miles a day.

On a 'bus I  spend my hours.
From my box I  ne’er descend;

How in such a situation 
Can I  evi r-make a friend ?

If  by chance should sit beside me 
One with feelings like my own.

Ere the journey is completed 
I  am once more left alone.

Solitude I 'd  leam’d to suffer.; 
Isolation I  could bear:

But 1 felt my spirit humnletl 
By the lowering of the fare.

Oh ! the public, iron-hearted, 
Grinding our employers down ;

Making us, for paltry coppers.
Drive them in and out of’town.

But they share our degradation.
For we take them now, of com e,

By a lower range of ’busses.
And a lower class of horse.

Meanness meanness thus engenders,  ̂
Poor the triumph ! deep'the jkame'!

.Eor the vehicje is eeeijy.
And the animal.is l^ te .

True it is we sometimes whirl them 
Through the streets with frantic speed ;

But ’tis madness in the driver. 
Desperation in the steed.

Into swiftness we may lash him.
Till we fear to let him stop.

Knowing, if we give him leisure, i 
Nature will exhausted drop.

Comrades, ’lis a sorrv business,
Comrades, ’lis a-griovous tale;

L st me drown niyTfecollections 
In  a glass of Button Ale.

Take me where the-beers are mildest.
Lull me in oblivion’s  dream—

(Carry .me where unmotested 
iltmay tasteilhevalls^’s  cream.

THE BISffiORIAN I N  LEICESTIER 'eQUARE.
RRT lately’we tookmwialkwvitli 
M aoauw.y round sonioaf'tlre 
London wnutnrw—if we may 
‘be allowed the v iil^ r  ipiivi- 
legB'Of talkingfdfcgoing’ra«»nf 
a .spKmr—and' OUT rpvomenade 
extended as far asiiolro and 
iBIoonfflbury. Hmreferenee’to 
’these onee fashionable lona- 
llities M e . M aoxulay uiakee 
'the following'dbservations;:— 

“ Foreign princes were car
ried to see Bloomsbury Square 
as one of the wonders of 
England. Soho Square, which 
had just been built, was lo 
our ancestors a subject of 
pride wi'h which their pos
terity will hardly sympathise.”

Should another M acaulay be in existence a century hence—we can’t 
hope for his earlier appeal ance, inasmuch as one sucli man in a century 
is the utmost we have a right to expect— we can imagine his writing 
in the following eloquent strain of the Leicester Square ol the present 
day, from the data which our own immortal pages will have furnished 
him with:—

“ The square of Ijeiccster was a kind of back-wood in the verv centre 
of civilisation, for the polite arts had never found admission within its 
palings. On its borders stood a half-savage race of cabmen, wlio seemed 
to have caught all I lie wildness of tlie spot, and who apueured to lose 
what little cultivation tbev might have possessed, directly they came 
within its brutalising influence. Within its dreary enclo.'ure, the 
scream of the catvoae in shrill echo to the bark of t he dog, while the 
howl of distress burst from the unwashed lips of squalid and neglected 
infancy. In the centre, the stone efligy of royalty stood as a target for 
the brick-bats of a  brutalised mob of voiitlifiil outcasts, whose arms 
were nerved ratlicr by a spirit, of mischief than by any dangerous 
hostility to the institution emblemed by an armless, noseless, and 
almost footless figiire of a monarch, without a friend to shield him from 
the cold by the thinnest coat of the cheapest white-wash. In the njiddle 
of the day. leap-frog ■was openly played in what was once a well-kept 
garden, and the peg-top spun, in careless security, under the very eye 
of the police, while the marble rolled with impunity over the gravel 
patli, wliich had not for years been trodden by the sober footstep of 
authority.

“ The S()uare-keeper, though an officer flourishing in the full plenitude 
of power in all the adjacent squares, was, in tlie Square of Leicester, 
as unknown as he would have been at the mouth of tlie Sphinx, or at 
the foot of the Apennines. Such was Leicester Sipiare in the very 
middle of the nineteenth century-in  tlie niiddle of a century whioli 
bail brought Beadledom to its bij^liest altitude, wliicli had planted the 
stall of power in the Arcadian solitudes of the Arcade of Exeter, and 
whioli liad made tlie names of Street.keeper, of Square-keeiier, and of 
Beadle, synonymous with power, with greatness, and with retributive 
justice in the ears of mischievous youth, as well as of menoicant 
maturity.’,

BEAUTIES OE H.AYNAU.
I t is the opinion of ladies that H aynau, like a tiger, may be hand

some ; but that, however much they niav approve of his features 
genertklly, they sliould by no means admire his lashes.

.SLN'CffFER TO EMBRAOE ATIL EN(3LAND.
AMOHasT'lhe many p ip s  senfin for the drainage o'f the metropolis, 

one rtf'them'is mot satisfisd^ith stopping at London, but runs ^  over 
the Khigttom. IK is'thus described by the autkor, W .  'W. C.

' ’H n ;g r«p« liig«ey ip lnn’'<n 'the K w ra g e  AfUho ni«tT>e>AUs, itla ia ty « |iln l( in :tln t the 
’MlMaHKMndtOeDifeMee/MUTOly the iaetrepeUe and Its ImuMdUSe.BMghbourbood, lu l 
tfcraagiu'fc'inMw .” ^

0?h8re■^8meomprehensive scheme for you! Imagine England being 
‘^embraeed ” 'by a 10f)O sewers! Wewonder if the Isle of Wight would 
be token in'tire “  enlbraee”’ and whether Ireland also wouldihe included 
■wilhinitlie •Slide circum'ferenee of its channs?

TFe do not see how Scotland can-expect to be “ embraced! ”  I f  she 
wants draim.-Kliy (w ^thev’aayttt th e ’tea-table) “ she must sweeten 
herself.” Biitdf this monster scheme (wliich beats e v ^  other one 
“  hollow”) should ever be carried out,—and \V . W . £ .  is kind enough to 
tell us it is only a question of expense,”—England must carefully avoid 
all convulsions. The slightest agitation, and the whole kingdom might be 
swallowed up in an ocean of sewers. If there was any strong excitement 
Tjondon might suddenly disappear as under a trap. Its hilarity every 
Christmas Day would have to be regulated by the Police. Families 
would be ordered to romp to slow music, and festive narties strictly 
enjoined (o dance to nothing quicker tlian a Dead March, for they 
would bo dancing over a mighty gulpb, it may-he over a volcano. The 
latter notion has nearly made us leap off our chair.

I t is horrible (o think tliat any thoughtless Gilbert Gorvet 
—any modern Gent of a Guy F aux—who was given to practical 
joking, might, by filling these hollow tubes wi'li a t'a in  of gimpowderj 
send all England in a moment “ to smithereens.”  The exph'sion would 
communicate from oneend of the kingdom to the other, and the Consti
tution of England be undermined and completely broken up, like that 
of a dninkant, by having swallowed too many drams.

W. W. C. tells us, “ his scheme is but a question of expense.”  We 
should think it was. W hy! bless the man, it would only drain all 
England,

STRIKING ERRORS AT THE MINT.
W e wonder whoT'-ads the proofs at the Mint? for it seems that 

the last publication at tliat office (whose works we invariably take in— 
as soon as we can get them) was not properly corrected before it was 
issued to the public. And the coins are to be recalled, and to be sent 
through the press a second time.

A second ediiion of a coin, “ with additions and eorreotion.s,” cannot 
be done exactly for a penny; and we cannot see how .the adoitionol 
outlay is to be provided for.

We strongly ailvise the proprietors to engage a careful Reader for 
their establishment, and to see for the future that every new work they 
bring out—no matter whether it is a humble half-farthing for the benefit 
of tlie Irish landlords, or a valuable balf-!«vereign for distressed Pro
tectionists—is properly revised before it is put into the hands of the 
Public. Nowhere do accidents cost no much as at the Mint— f̂or tiie 
smallest mistake will chip a shilling off every sovereign,—and a number 
of such eliips would soon make a hole in the entire currency of'llie 
realm. To guard vgraiust such accidents,'tlierefore, perhaps it will lie 
safer for them to adopt the old mercantile caution, and to have 
engraved round the edge of every new coin, " ErroM Excepted.”

Hy-the*by, when are we to liave an English coin? The Florin is a 
pretty mongrel affair. A German name, wilh a Latin inscription, and 
an English definition of its value. However, it does not lookwo bad, 
when you have a niimher of them together, and besides, we should take 
it most kindly that tlie silver is not German as well as the name!
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M b . B r ig g s , p e r s u a d e d  t h a t  “ a  good  H o r s e  c a n ’t  b e  a  b a d  c o l o u r ,”  h a s  p u r c h a s e d  a  s p o t t e d  a n d  h i g h l y -t r a in e d

STEED FROM A CiBCUS; BUT THE WORST OF HIM IS, THAT AMONGST OTHER THINGS HE HAS BEEN TRAINED TO SIT DOWN ON HIS 
I  HAUNCHES WHEN HE HEARS A BAND PLAY, AND YOU MAY IMAGINE HOAV DISCONCERTED POOR O l d  B r IGGS WAS THE FIRST TIME 

HE DID SO.

PROPOSAL FOE A NEW LOAN, BY MR. DUNUP.
The extreme facility with which loans are obtained by even the 

worst of characters for the worst of purposes, has encourasiea Mr . Dun- 
up to draw up some proposals for a loan to himself, by which it is 
expected a very large class of most deserving persons—his own creditors 
—will eventually benefit. He has seen with some surprise, that it is 
only necessary to ask and to have, in the case of certain powers with 
whom Mr . D unup would not condescend to compare himself, and he 
ventures to hope that if money is so readily forthcoming in a bad cause, 
there may be no difficulty in raising the necessary supplies for a good 
purpose.

The following heads of a proposal for the Great D unup L oan have 
been already put into circulation among the leading capitalists, who it 
is hoped will have sufficient ca«h to spare from their Austrian, Kussian, 
and other owrations, to enable tliem to contribute to the excellent 
object Mr . D unup calculates on accomplisliing.

The Iioan to consist of £10,000, to be secured on Mr D unup s 
word, which is considered to be quite as good as bis bond, and lias the 
advantage of requiring no stamp to give it validity.

Those who purpose “ taking the Loan,” which means giving tiie 
money, may do so in any sums however small, and tliough the first 
applicants will have the “ preference,”  arrangements will be made to 
“ let in ” all who are desirous of contributing.

The interest of the Loan will be calculated from time to time and 
added as a bonus to the whole sum, which will be looked upon as “ a 
rest,” and, in order to prevent this “ rest ” from being disturbed, it 
will remain permanently in the hands of the lendee as long as any of it 
remains, when the whole of the money expended being found to balance 
wuh the sura received, the “ re s t’’ will be distributed without any 
deduction whatever—except the logical deduction that it is all gone— 
among the contributors.

Any person wishing to transfer his share of the Loan may do so on 
finding a transferee, but a sum of 5 per cent will be first payable as

“ caution money,”  for the purpose of rendering the parties more 
cautious in future transactions.

Interest will accrue from the day when the Loan is paid up, but the 
interest will not be payable until the wliole of the principal is repaid: 
as it is very fair that the principal which forms the first debt should 
have a preference, inasmuch as being a prior claim it ought to be first 
satisfied.

Any person having contributed to the Loan, and wishing to with
draw his contribution, may do so—if be can. but not otherwise.

Though the Loan is nonjinallv raised for distribution among the 
D unup creditors, it is still desirable that, that respectable body should 
enjoy the same privileges as the contributors to the Loan, and the 
amount of the creditors’ claims will therefore be converted into con
solidated stock, which will be added to the original amount of the 
Loan, and bear interest at the same rate, payable in the same way as 
if it liad been interest arising from contributions to the Loan itself, to 
which it will in all respects be equivalent.

All applications rerpecting tlie Loan may be addressed to M r . D unup, 
but he would sufigest the expediency of a  small rem ittance to cover 
preliminary, coutuigent, and other possible expenses.

“ The Butcher W ard.”
T h e r e  has been a grand dinner of the Butchers’ Institution. We 

wonaer if toasts were given to some of tlic greatest Butchers of the 
age-;-to I I a v n a u , and liADETSKi. We observe that part pf tliis 
institution is called “ T h e  B u t c h e r  W a r d .”  Can this iwssibly be 
in honour of the Governor of the Ionian Islands, who has lately given 
such strong proofs of his merits in that capacity at CeplialoniaF

THE CHOLERA AND ITS QUARTERS.

“ A LATE Visitor at Nice ”  writing in the Ti'ot' a denies that cholera 
has extended its ravages to that town. The fact is, that the cliolera 
always keeps clear of any place at all deserving the epithet of Nice.
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THE GABEER OF A RAILWAY PARCEL.

On the recent investigation, at the Clerkenwell Police Conrt, of a 
charge of stealing twenty-two Eailway parcels, it became necessary to 
trace the course of one of them, sent by Mx. H assell, of Bristol, to 
Messbs. L efabj) & Co., in London, and for this purpose to produce no 
fewer than eleven witnesses. This evidence is “ carefully summed up ” 
in the following lines

This is the Parcel in paper brown, 
k syH ' That was dispatch’d from Bristol town.

This is the Clerk of lawyer H assell,
That "  did up ” and address’d the “ passell.”
This is the Boy who scamper’d hard.
To carry it to White Lion Yard.
This is the Gent, who from him took it.
And very properly did book it.
This is the Conductor of the ’bus.
That carried it to the terminus.
This is the Railway Porter who 
Received the parcel and way-bill too.
This is the Clerk who, in the nick 
Of time, the railway bill did “ tick.”
This is the Great Western Guard,
That brought up the parcel for Mk. L epaed .
This is the Clerk who, from the guards.
At Paddington takes the parcels “ inwards.”
This is the Clerk of Chaplin  a n d  H oene,
That counted the parcels at early morn.

This is D avt, their man, who ri^es in a van.
To deliver the parcels as quick as he can;
B ut walk’d with twenty-four on. his back,
(Their weight, he says, did make it crack), 
iin to  the office in Bedibrd Row,
Of GnEGony, P a l k n e h , and SKinnhw.

This is M bs. Coombes. who sweeps the floors.
And opens and shuts their office doors :
She eased the porter of his load.
And in the hall ’twas snugly stow’d.

This is the Thief, as a lion bold.
That to her a wicked story told :
H e lifted the bundle from the floor.
And the Lawyer’s parcel was seen no more.

OUR “ IN SU LTO D " POCKETS.

W h er e  is R ichahd L alor Sh eil  P What place of refuge conceals 
the traitor F Is  there to be no impeachment—no trial—no transporta
tion—for, in these milksop times, we can hardly hope for the hurdle, 
decapitation, and quartering. Tlie traitor Sh e il  has filched from bis 
"royal mistress her two fairest titles,” roars John Bull. Yes; tlie 
"  Panistical Master of the Mint,” says John, “ under the inspiration of 
his Jesuit confessor, we pretumr," has—see the florin—robbed the 
Q ueen of that—

“ Which secures to her the alleglsiice of her suhjects (Sn Oio hlRhest and firmest of 
all grounds, that of her reigning ' liy the (irace of l io n ’ A public acknowledgment 
of the error it would, perhaps, he too much to capccl; It la in the nature of the Whigs 
to feel no hcsltaUon to do wrong, hut great difficulty In repenting. Stealthily they 
have outraged the nation’s faith, and stealthy is to lio the reparation. He It ao. We 
care not liow it Is brought about, pmvidod It ho done, and our pockets bt not iiuuUed by 
a  coin, which on the face of it denies wiiat Engllsiunen bold doaruit.”

Blit file outrage must he publicly atoned for. The Master of the 
Mint, clothed in a sheet of unpriuted Bank note paper, with a dark 
lanthoru in his hand, and his pockets turned inside out, must be ex
hibited for a morning at least at the Stock Exchange, or any other 
public place sacred to Mammon. Our loyally, our feelings, our prin
ciples^ our household gods, all are as nothing compared to our pocket. 
'I'lie insult ” offered to tliat innermost heart of man must be avenged. 
But the “ florin” is doomed. Lawyers refu«c it, uppn principle, as 
any m rt of the Gs. and 8d. Jew clolhesmen lift up tbeir bands against 
it. Pawnbrokers hurl it back into the box from whence ’tis oll'ered. 
The crossing-sweeper opposite the Blandard office drops it down the 
drain when le t fall into liis hat by some benighted passenger. Thank 
PujTUS! the English pocket has feelings. The pocket will not be
insulted.” _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _

ANOTHER POSTAL QUESTION.

A correspondent of the Herald asks—
Has it occurred to you that this new arrangement at the Post-office may h« an 

attempt to pave the way to let Mb. Babon Rothschild and o ^ e r  rich Jew$ have their 
letters delivered on our Sunday, as they ought not to open or read their letters on their 
Sunday (our Saturday)? ’’

A burst of sunlight breaks in upon us. There can be no doubt that 
this movement at the Post-office is only the beginning of the end. We 
are sdl, in good time, to be Judaized. I t  is all very well for L ord J ohn 
R ussell to declare that he is a sincere and fervent (Christian; a certain 
Bishop knows better; and on the strength of his episcopal charity, will 
not bmieve him. We hear tto t R owlanh H ill , from boyhood upwards, 
had Judaical tendencies; being frequently found playing marbles in the 
neighbourhood of a Birmingdiam synagogue. The E arl op Carlisle 
is a deep Hebrew scholar, mlling up the oifficultiesof'Biblical literature, 
by the very rootsi Then D israeli—who has laiifca.’wager of his poli
tical reputation with himself that ha-will be Premier in a twelvemonth 
—D israeli has been heard- to prophesy that, in eighteen months, the 
Chief Babbi of the Jews will preach in St. Paul’s Church., With all our 
disgust, hidred, loathing, and contempt,—it is impossible not to admire 
the subtlety of the traitorous powers that be, who, aiming at the sub
version of Christianity, for the triumph of. Judaism, array a ledon 
of five-and-twenty clerks in the Sunday Post-offioa., I t  isKsalomated that, 
in a twelvemonth, at most, these five-mid-tweBty derka,. working three 
hours on a Sunday, will pull down, the Altar and upset t ie  Threne—drive 
into exile the Archbishop oe Gantbrburt witto nothing but his 
carpet-bi^,—and put tJie High Rrieat of the Jew» in. the palace of 
Lambeth!

BOUAirCE OF ALDYERTISEMEinL

“ I  WISH, MI.STKR, y o u ’d  DK SO GOOD AS TO STOP THB PRESS AND 
PUT THIS IN A GOOD PLACE (reodt) : ‘ Jlemily. J)m 't delay, biU return 
to yer troken-arled Adolphut, or there ’> no knowing what may be the 
coneequence// / ’ ”

Floating  Foat-Offices.
I t has been suggested in the IJatly Hewsih&t Post-office clerks should 

be carried on board the foreign steamers, to sort and stamp the letters 
on the voyage. This would be all very well in smooth weather, but in 
a storm, the clerk must of necessity be alternately on his heels and on 
his head, wliile endeavouring to preserve the equilibrium necessary for 
his duties. The sorter would frequently be put terribly out of sorts 
by the discovery tliat, after all his trouble, a sudden lurch might 
again shuffle the correspondence together in the most admirable 
disorder.
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A REFLECTION.

W hat a cuaiocs thino it is, that altuocgh P olicemen are placed at

PARTICCLAR SPOTS FOR THE EXPRESS PURPOSE OF MAKING OMNIBUSES “  MOVE ON,”  
THEY ARE GENERALLY SEEN CHATTING, OR CRACKING THE FRIENDLY WALNUT WITH
THE Co n d u c t o r s ,  t o  t h e  m a n if e s t  in c o n v e n ie n c e  an d  g r e a t  in d ig n a t io n  o f

THE P aSSENGIRS. H oW IS T H Is !  Is IT AMIABLE WEAKNESS ON THE PART OF THE 
C o n st a bl e , o r  is  it  p o s s ib l e  t h a t  h e  e v e r  r e c e iv e s  p in t s  o f  b e e r  t o  n e g l e c t  
HIS DUTY i Oh ! l e t  us  h o p e  t h e  f o r m e r  ! !

A llE D  EMPEROR.

W e have had a Sateen-string J ack. I t is not the fault of the precious young 
Emperor, F r.vncis J oseph, that the Austrians have not a Sixteen-string 
E m ^ror. He has a great taste fpr hanging; but was baulked in his delight, 
by Count B atthyani, whose self-inflicted wounds rendered such mode of death 
impossible. Whereupon, he was sho t; and H ayxaU licked his tiger lips. 
Hungarian women, of the highest classes, we are told, endeavoured—but were 
not permitted—to steep their liandkerchiefs in the blood of the murdered man. 
But the blood did not sink. I t  helps to dye the Emperor. And, as it is with a 
certain insect, that “ the finest red ” dyes the deepest black,” so with 
Emperors, the purer the blood that is shed, the blacker the stain that is left.

BRANDED BY HONOURS.
H onouks are beginning to lose their value. The most honoured man will 

shortly be he who has not a single honour. Look at R adbtski and I I aynau ! 
How the honours shine upon their honourable breasts ! and no wonder when 
we recollect the blackness of the ground upon which their diamonds 
are set.

Our Ministers are beginning to copy this continental system. They have made 
the Governor of the Ionian Islands a Grand KniglP, or something or other, 
of the Bath. We cannot imagine they meant otlierwise than to disgrace 
M r .W ard by thus “ honouring” him. I t  was only in the H aynau sense 
that the honour was conferred upon him. The Cepbalonians cry out that their 
Governor was bad enough before, but what are they to expect now since he has 
been re-Warded ?

A WOMAN’S PLEA FOR MERCY.
“ T ub CoN7>K>iNEO PoisojTKB C harlott*  HARBiA.—Some charitab ly  dis

posed in h ab ltanU ofT aun ton  recently  mem orialised the  Home Secretary to 
spare the  life of thfs convict, condemned for poisoning her husband, and 
now aw aiting her accouchement, previous to the sentence of the  law ^ i n g  
carried in to  effect. S ir  G robge G ret  has officially announced h is  regret 
th a t the case pre-sents no grounds th a t w arran t h is  interference w ith the due 
course o f law. T he prisoner is  expected to  bo confined every  day, and as 
soon after as possible the extrem e penalty  of the law will, i t  is stated, he 
curried into efiect."— D aily S tw i .

Still  keep the night-lamp burning,
I  must have constant ligh t;

• Those horrors, else, returning,
Harrow mine inward sigh t:

The drop—the noose—each feature 
Of that bad scene I  see.

Where they bear forth yon creature.
From childbed to the tree.

H er pinioned arms deny her 
H er infant’s last embrace;

Since they may not untie her.
They lift it to her face.

And then—yes, I  should banish 
Such fancies overwrought.

But they refuse to vanish.
Those spectres of my thought.

’Tis true, if aught could smother 
P i^ ,  it were her crime ;

But I  shall be a mother 
Too, in a little time.

To think if I  were lying.
Foretasting every pang,

Gfiunting each moment flying, ■
^ n d ,  after all, to hang!

To feel each cordial proffered 
My sinking frame to prop—

Was succour only offered 
'I’o save me for the drop!

Better at once to end me,
Than, like that hapless wretch.

To soothe, sustain, and tend me.
And nurse me for J ack K etch !

The law, with s<range compns-.ion.
Her unborn babe reveres,

IVhose mind despair will fashion.
And agonising fears:

Preserved by mercies tender.
An idiot but to lie ;

Nav, what these Uioughfs may render 
My own, disquiets me.

M other  and Q ueen , forget not 
Pardon is in thine hand;

For woman’s pity, let not 
Tills hanging shame our land;

But cause the mob ferocious 
The spectacle to miss.

Inhuman and atrocious.
Of butcher-work like this!

HOUSEHOLD ORNAMENTS.
A S unday newspaper, whose seeds of literature arc com

monly hempseed, adverlises a republication of the portraits of 
the M annings iii the week of their trial. With the taste that 
is stimulated for such fine art, we think a few lockets, with 
small, delicate Daguerreotype portraits of notorious malefactors 
would find a readv welcome in the bosoms of families. Mur
derers are now made such common visitors in the Sunday circle, 
that they may fairly challenge a more enduring place in tlie 
breasts of their patrons.

We also thinlc that small plaster-of-Paris or terracotta 
casts of distinguished criminals for mantel-pieces would be 
pleasing and instructive ornaments for the hearth. We have 
Dorothea at the fountain,—why not M rs. Browning in the 
Coal Hole F There is Apollo, a shepherd,—why not Green- 
acre, a grocer ? We feel certain that the genial labours of 
many of our contemporaries have quite prepared thousands 
of their readers for the patronage of an Art Alurder Union. 
If not, it is not our contemporaries’ fault. They have evi
dently intended it.

    
 



PUNCH. • OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 17J

WANTED A GOVERNESS.
W e had hoped that our occasional obsenrations on this painful theme 

had shamed some and persuaded others into a more liberal course of 
treatm ent; but the following advertisement shows that the class «f 
Governess tormentors is not yet extinct

Da il y  g o v e r n e s s .—w a n t e d , in the neighbourliood of Brixton,
a YOUNG LADY, to take the care and education of three children, irom the 

hours of 9 till 4. She must be able to teach music ai>d accustomed to tuition. Salary 
£12 per anniun. Apply by letter, post-paid, to R. II., &c. . .

Three children for seven hours a-day, at £12 per annum, will give 
something between a halfpenny and a penny per nour, for the tuition 
of each infant. The neighbourhood Irom which this ^vertisement 
proceeds, is quite appropriate. The governess who commits herself on 
those terms to Brixton, is committed for hard labour, indeed; and we 
should imagine that none but a regular “ Maid of the Mill,” who had 
been accustomed to the tasks imposed at the House of Correction, 
would venture upon answering the advertisement.

alarming  height  of puffery.
H a b e k p a s h e r y  and slapdasbery 

are going hand-in-hand, arm-in
arm, and neck-or-nothing, with 
ihe most alarming rapidity. The 
putting linendrapers are becom
ing so openly audacious, that 
they make no secret of their 
opinion that a bold front is every 
thing, and each man attempts 
to put on a bolder (shop) front 
th a n ^ ^  neighbour. If  a man 
in t ^ M  days wants to open a 
linenWper's, he and his laniily 
must sleep in the cock-loft, for 
the shop occupies the whole lour 
stories of the house, from tlie 
basement floor to tlie garret ceil
ing. In  St. BauTs ClmrckYard 
there are a few specimens oflihe 
new school of linendrapery arebi- 
teoture, and where we presume 
the goods are ohiefly intended 
to attract the observation of 
persons perambulating the outer 
galleries of the catliedral, for in 
no other portion is it possible 

to catch a glimpse of the articles displal’ed in the window.
I t  is all very well to write up half a mile high, "Look here! 4». 9rf,” 

but how is any one to look, or, at all events to see, without a telescope P

absolutely necessary to  invent some new kind of vehicle, with a sort of 
Pisa-like tower, into which I t  will be possible to ascend in order to

I t  is no longer possible for (he fair occupants of carriages to catdi oven 
a glance at tlie display of haberdashery as they ride past, and it will be

inspect Ihe dresses, shawls, and other contents of the Metropolitan 
HAagazim des Noweautes.

Our attention, by the way, has been called to the last new linen- 
drapery trick—a trick worthy of the well-known addition in thin 
pencil marks of to the bold black figure of 1 shilling, when the 
intention is to charge a customer double the price apparently appended 
to an article. The last new trick of the trade is to attach to a number, 
supposed to be shillings, an initial, of such a dubious form, that i ' may 
do aufy either for an & or an F, and the shopman can thus change the 
siuu into either shillings or florins, according to tlie probable greenness 
oi^^llibilil.y of his customer.

PU NCH ’S OWN R.ULW.^Y.
E v e r t  now and then there appears, amidst the Railway In'elligence 

of the day, an account of a meeting of proprietori ol the West London 
Railway. The usual clamour is raised against the direc'ors of the 
North VVostem and Great Western for refusing to recognise the little 
affair, and stop their trains at i s modest station. The attemp’s of the 
proprietors to Keep up a constant communication between Wormwcxl 
iScrubs and Warwick Sipiare savours of an enthusiasm that would 1k' 
better employed in a better cause. “ Develope our traffic” is the con
stant cry of the shareholders, w'ho seem to sigh for a return of the days 
when an empty omnibus ran backwards and forwards to the terminus, 
and a newsman shouted "  Xitnei, Chronicle, Daily Neas," tlirough the 
hollow and echoing sh’d of the deserted platform. Well do we 
remeniber the fitful attempt at a cab-stand wliich was got up on the 
opening of the line, when, first the waterman dropped off, iben (he 
horse was detached from (he cab to graze at leisure on the gra<s 
growing up between the stones before tfie-office door, and at last the 
cab itself was drawn off as a hopeless atfair, amid the jatrs of the 
bystanders and tlie tears'of the station clerk.

No one can wish fbr a repetition of these melincholy mancouvres, 
whioh must be-tlie result of the re-opening' of theJine. if if, has no 
better r e w u i^  for traffic tliamthose it formerly started upon, 
while the trains oft the U aa t Western and North Westermlly past the 
W est London Station, with: proud contempt for the dasp:-rate signals 
of it* one policeman, and the frantic oontortionsof the superintendent 
of traflloj hoisting his hands, hat, and liandkerohief, in. an agony o'' 
exci'ement, to hail the engine tlrivor ot tlie larger ooniiwies, the 
proposition.to open the line is one which wa cannot ajneaientiously 
second; _______________

A Nice Look-Out.
Mr . D ickers tells ns, in DaviJ Copperfield, that MR- M icawrer 

was always on ths look-out for sonietliiug " to turn up.”  Ha lived in 
that hope. It was the only prospect he had before him.

Now, if Mr . MiCAwniER bad lived, over a Loudon churchyard'(St. 
SaviouPs for instance) he wwuld have seen in one day, merely by 
looking out of his window, rather too many, subjeols “ turning up,” 
tliough how far he would nave enjoyofl tbe proapect before luoii we 
oaunot say.
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- A  W e D D Y N & E - 3 R E A K r A S T E

Mr. P ip s  his Diary.
Mondaif, Odober 22, 1849.—Up, and to Church together with my 

Wife, to see P a l l  H a r l e y  married this Morning to U ic k  B a k e r : on 
both Sides mighty genteel People, and their Guests, all except Ourselyes, 
such as they do call Carriage-Gompany. P a l l , in a Uress of White 
ij.atin, and Orange Flowers in her Hair, very pretty and demure, and 
M ®  Sky-Blue Coat, Crimson Velvet vViristcoat. Yellow 
filoieskm Trowsers, and Japanned Boots ; with Lavender Kin Gloves, 
Md a Carbuncle in hit Shirt-Front, a great Buck. D ic k  and every 
Man of us with great White Favours at our Breasts, mighty con
spicuous and, metnought, absurd, the Things serving neither for Use 
uot Umament. But to see how grand were old fat M r . H a r l e y  and 
M r . B a k e r , and how more grand were their fat Wives, and how fine 
and serious they looked and how high they carried their Noses ! And 
when the King was put on P a l l ’s  Finger (D ic k  first having fumbled 
for it in the wrong Pocket), her Mother did weep, and, falling for sup- 
W)rt on Me . ^ R ley, nigh overthrew him. But the pretty modest 
Kndesmaids did most of all take m e; which my Wife observing, I  saw, 
“ ' “ .'‘''“uble her. The ^rem ony over, and the Fees paid, and the 
Bride kissed by some of the old Gentlemen, we to old H a r l e y ’s to 
Breakfast, where what W ig g y n s  do call a Grand Spread, very fine both 
for Show and Meats, every Dish ornamented with Flowers and Gim- 
cracks, the cold Chickens trimmed with Ribbons, and the Bride-Cake, 
having u ^ n  it Wax Cupids  ̂ and Turtle-Doves, was pretty. So down 
we sat, D ic k  stiff and sheepish, and P a l l  also, shamefaced, and trying

the Company in Eating and Drinking, an“ .“> 'Arriviarrinires,
most coDceriled. But to tliink what a Fuss is about most ,
and how little Reason for it is shown by most People s marrie __ _

to hide her Blushes with a Nosegav. P a l l ’s Mother m Tears, and he 
Father solemn, and the Bridesmaids mostly b.-«hful but a litUe ma  ̂
one that sate by me very merrv, and I did by-and by pull CraCKe 
with her, till my Wife suddenly thrust a Pin into “'Y „i,o
Quick. Î’he Company first silent, till a Friend of the young ■
Sd say he had known tliem both (roin Babies, did propose their 1 ■
in a pretty pathetic but confused Speech, and l'r«‘‘l‘V f f A T l  Iappi 
Midst of a Sentence, conclude by wishing them long “  r... [|J, 
ness, with great Applause. Then the BrTde-Groom to return l  hauM, 
but, perplexed with his Pronouus obliged to stop soon
saici, overcome by his Feelinits. Tbe Champajme llo Joke.%
merrier, especially an old Uncle of D ic k  s  **'9, nresently with
which did trouble the Bride and Bride Groom. But Qoj^gf,.and-
much Crying and Kissing, and Shaking of 'V oissW ^^^
Four, amid the Cheering of 1 he Crowd in the SI looking on
to behold the line Equipage; and ? ' K r e a t  S
from the opposite Windows. We eating and drink ?  saluting us
till late in tfie Afternoon, but at last broke up, tlie 
each as we stepped into the Street, and the . « grand
were guarding the Door in great Stale, touching Uieir Hats A  gra^^ 
Marriage Breakfast do give a brave Treat to . V ,|,o,e
the Company in Eating and Drinking, and^w great F un 0 ,  ib ^

^  WlUlfcm Brsdboiy, of Ko. IS, Upper Woburn.plMt, (■ toe ^u leb  of 8t. Peaeru . ami Predericb 
>»ce. ta M mbanl-atiect.io tbe Precinct of W hlutriara, la tbe Clip of Loadua.aoA pabliaiM^ bjr tb«.a at

Mullet KVana, of No. 7, Chureb-row, ftoke NewInKtou. both In Ih tC oun lf of 
No. BO Piori-aneei, la the PaiiaO of It.ttriile'a, In tbe CItp of London,'*loTuno*Vi
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GLY OLD COVE, 
SO D18AQRKE-

Conductor (very loud). “ Go on, B ili
WOT ALWAYS KICKS C P  SUCH A ROW , A! 
ABLE, JUST OOT IN I ”

Driver. “ On, h a s  h k ! I ’vkadedc
AND BREAK U lS STUPID OLD ED ! 1 ”

OUR LITTLEL

KING COAL AND HIS NEW PALACE.

HE most precious jewel in the crown of 
Enirlaud is frOni the treasury of K in g  C oal 
—du(r from. Lis mines in Newcastle. There
fore, it Was a sifcnificant and seemly inten
tion of Q u e e n  ViCTOKiA,in herown person, 
to do graceful fealty to tlie tremendous Po
tentate—blacker-than S i ih b a  and stronger 
than S o lo m o n— on the house-warming of 
his Exchange Palace, in Thames Street. 
For the Q u e e n  o p  E n g l a n d , with all her 
might and glory, is only the feoffee of 
another power. Without K in g  C oal , what 
a dwarfed thing were English royalty— 
without K in g  C o a l , what a pauper place 
were England. Whilst with him, the Bri
tish diadem shines, a starry ring to the 

nations;—and his broad black pennant, from a thousand funnels, floats 
in every sea.

Q u e e n  E l iz a b e t h , in her state-barge, on solemn days and ’holidays, 
was truly a fine sight. B a l e ig h  wept courtier’s tears- to look at her. 
But Q u e e n  E l iz a b e t h , in lier golden boat, is but as discrowned Queen 
Mob in a cockle-shell when thought of with the idea of Q u e e n  V ic t o r ia  
afloat upon the Thames, and bound for Custom-House wharf. Q u e e n  
E l iz a b e t h  was pulled by mere brawny bargemen—Q u e e n  V ic t o r ia  
would have been D om e onward by the greatest king of the world—K in o  
C o a l . He is on board the TUfin steamer, and though himself unseen, 
has let fly his black pennant. With a liauser of twisted gold-thread, 
K in g  C o a l  takes in  tow the royal barge, and—and—

E  at as this sheet must be in print long before the water pageant takes 
place, We caimot report the solemnity of the time from the evidence of 
our own eyes. We must ask of K in g  C o a l  to favour us with a private 
view—as the fossil T om  H il l  saw a private eclipse of the sun the day 
before the public exhibition—and to this end, with that domestic 
wand, a steel poker—a wand worth all the wands of fairy for the 
happiness it casts about a circle—we shall compel his Majesty of Coal 
to show to us, in a series of dissolving views, his history from the
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earliest down to the time of his latest triumph—to Tuesday last, at his 
Palace Warming in Thames Street.

W ith the hearth-wand, to housewifes known as a poker, we have 
begun our coal-compelling spell. There!—right in the yielding heart of 
the fire. And small white jets of flame blow and blow—and the fire 
talks—talks audibly.

—Another ten minutes, and the spell works— t̂he show begins. 
K in g  C oal, now so mighty in England and upon the seas, shows us, as 
in a burning mirror, his earliest history; the oeginning of his vegetable 
life, ere mineralised into the black wealth he now vouchsafes to man. 
Yes, in K in g  Coal’s  own fire, we see, in dissolving views of sapphire, 
topaz, and ruby, here and there emerald-tinted, the story of K in g  C oal’s 
growing majesty.

The fire bums hollow. A red sky rests above a burning earth, 
where many colours hve, and creep, and change into one another. And 
now grow up ferns ani  ̂ trees—thick and tall. K in g  C oal  in his 

when not a beast or bird stirred his leaves, or rested 
_ ! the solemn heavings of the

lifeiCilLCoAi, and
B W  OJ s i r  q  

bitii(»eB. - And m w the 
la t t  and Ijnried—deeper 
out of sights irust'cd and-trt®'

Another ware of the . 
aril negro Krsf’ C-ML is awi 
adiA Ilf srntiee. We see (dm at 
ittiS’irT iron, liam n e r i^  nStiiig. 
rft.y; and K ing Coal is wwauaff*

‘‘unn ° "**■'
The fire falls. AiifT I.USrt _

ship—a naked ship—with a fiery pennan 
to sea in his n^w steam-ship.

Another dissolving view. A thick-built town; with tall chimneys 
shot into the molten sky. That is Cottonville, and there K in g  C oal, 
with his new working companion. Steam, is tearing cotton—teazing— 
spinning—weaving it.

Again,—a glowing sea. And thousands of ships with dusky sails, 
like black swans, swimming onwards. All the ships of rich K in g  
C o a l .

Ahotlicr change, and now the Thames. The wharves rise on either 
side, and llowHig through Uiem is the burning river; and there is the 
hlfin. K ing Coal’s special steamer, towing along a golden barge, 
barges following,—the whole fire alive and dotted with craft, and 
pierced with masts, and—the embers fall, and no doubt Queen  V ic 
toria’s Husband and Children, have landed at the Custom-House, 
and are on their way to the Palace of K ino CoaL to pay him homage. 
Father Thames himself,—(by the way, we noticed him in the embers a 
minute since)—lias, with much pains and difficulty, washed himself 
clean for the occasion; whilst every collier below bridge dons a new 
suit of white satin sails, worked by the maidens of Sunderland and 
Newcastle, with legends in honour of K ing Coal.

We pass the ceremony at the H all; for that will be duly registered 
by our fellow chroniclers. Neither shall we dilate upon the magnificent 
throne of polished coal, cunningly contrived for the state of H e r  
M a je s t y  ; we shall also leave to others to desenbe the coronet, witL 
specimens of tlie Coal Flora for strawberry-leaves, and polished “ nut- 
coal” for pearls, of the attending M a r q u e s s  OF L o n d o n d e r r y . Of this 
we feel assured; that K in g  C o a l  will be mighty in his kitchen, 
doing his best at boiled and roast for the Princes who honour him. 
Indeed, K in g  C o a l  will, in London City, be triumphant at a thousand 
ranges.

We read that Mr . L ang has enriched the Exchange with scenes, in 
encaustic illustration of Coal History. We have not seen them—but 
we feel certain that we can divine them.

The “ Richmond Shilling” is no doubt a prominenl subject. The 
shilling upon every chaldron granted by the paternal care of C h a r l e s  
THE S eco n d  to his bend-sinister sou, the D u k e  o f  R ic h m o n d  ; the 
shilling since commuted at the cost of £490,833—for a perpetual annuity 
of £19,000 to the liouse of R ic h m o n d , in whose coronet coals mav be said 
to bum at a great price. This were a sweet, waggish touch of the 
Merry Traitor to make his royal virtues fire-side gossip. M e . L a n g  
has, of course, taken this theme, encircling, it with the R ic h m o n d  
motto—“ En le charbon de terre ie fleurie.”

'The “ Limitation of the Vend ’’ is, of course, another subject treated 
by the artist. For by this legalised conspiracy at the pit’s-mouth, the 
necessary of coal comes heightened to the poor as a luxury. The 
London weaver has, however, the satisfaction to know that if he pays 
30s. per ton for coal,—his cosmopolite brother at St. Petersburg may 
worm himself with Wall’s-end at little more than half the price. With 
this fact before him, M r . L ang  has no doubt shown us a Russian family 
very jolly over roaring sea-coal, and a family in Spitalfields with starved 
fingers and blue winter noses.

London Bridge and its approaches being built upon London Coal— 
London’s Corporation levying 8rf. per ton for such structure aud con-
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veniences—M r . L akc hai no doubt painted the ceremony of commencing 
tbe bridge, substitu ting  for the foundation stone, foundation coal.

Be this as it may. X ing  Coal’s new Palace is opened. Compared 
with tbe power and purpose of which it is the rewesentative and free 
type,—wnat a Prison-Palace is the Palace of St. Petersburg! What 
a wigwam, hung with bleeding scalps, the Palace of V-ienna!

Great, indeed, is the royalty of England’s K in g  Coal. We maryel 
how many Kings of Naples, for instance. K ing  Coal could hide in his

A L ittle  Bir d .

SCENES FROM THE LIFE OF AN UNPBOTECTED 
FEMALE.

S c e n e  \  —Blifworth SMio*. The north train (Peierboro^h line) 
coming in, the north train (lincoln Line) going out: the Birmingham 
train traiting to a m i in, the York train tcaiting to go out; several 
croes-eountry traint coming, going, waiting to come, tcaiting to go ; a 
fero pilot enmnes running about plagfully ; a goods'train across the 
Line, several horses being pu t into horse-boxes, and kicking on the 
platform—Luggage scattered about— Porters rushing to and fro—a  
Station-Master in several places at once, and bells ringing at 
intervals.

Unprotected Female [descends hastily from north down train. To 
E l d e r l t  G e n t l e m a n ). D o we change carriages here ?

Elderly Gent. [distraHedly). Two portmanteaus, black leather bag, 
hat-case. Hollo! th a t’s mine!

[Darts after Young Gentleman carrying hag.
Vnwotected Female {to E lderlt Gent.) Are you a  guard P
Elderly Gent. Go to the dev—{turns and recognises F e m a l e ) . No— 

my trunk—my trunk !
[Rushes wildly in iuso directions after two parties. Struggle.

Unprotected Female. Oh! somebody—^Tratn begins to move. Screams). 
Stop! I ’m going on! {Is about to tumble under wheels, is stopped by 
P orter .) Oh.-j-do we change P

Porter {to E lderlt G ent.) Ton’s your train—There, ma’am. {Points 
to lincoln train. O ld Gent, rus^s towards it.) No—not youm, S ir:— 
this here lady’s : th a t’s yoiirn. (7'o E lderly Ginn.,pointing to 
Peterborougk train. U nprotected F emale rushes towards it.) No, 
no, ma’am. T  other side for you.

Unprotected Female. There’s my bag in the carriage. Oh,
ir f

dear I
dear f

Porter. Which carri^e P
Stout Clergyman. This—quick ! [T orter goes towards it.
Unprotected Female. No—no—T hat’s his—Ob, where’s mine P Oh, 

dear f—
Station-Master. Now, ma’am, look sharp. South train going on.
Unprotected Female. Here—Peterborough—South train ?

[Springs towards it.
Station-Master {pulling her hack). No, ma’am. Lincoln. What 

luMage, ma'am ?
Unprotected Female. Two boNfs— t̂wo cases—four parcels—and two 

little------O h! T hat’s my carriage, I ’m certain.
[Rushes to a carriage, and plunges under seat. Commercial 

T raveller does the some— their heads come into violent contact.

Commercial Trateller. Confound-----  , i.otber one
Unprotected Female. No, it isn’t—and two little boys â 1 

and a carpet one. _
Porter {ringing bell). Now th e n ! London—Lon Lon 
Unprotected Female. Oh, wliere, where ?
Porter. What is it, ma’am P
Unprotected Fmale. • „i,nm Line,
Porter. Peterborough Line, or Lincoln Line, or Birroing 

ma’am P Euston Square or Shoreditch P Now, look sharp ! r
Unprotected Female {gradually going dUtracled). Oh, I  don ^
Elderly Gent, {from train in motion, stretching wildly /cow v 

Hollo! That’s my bag on the platform. Stop !
Guard {shutting door violently). All r ig h t! , ijiiip
Unprotected Female (wildly). My luggage—Oh, dear' Diy 

boys !—Oh—do—somebody ! ,  i „ f
Station-Master.—Lost little boys ? Here, quick—lots of btii 

boys b6rc * * •*
■ [Rushes into lost luggage department, followed by

f*£M VL£
Here you a re ! [ Produces several

Unprotecied Female.—Oh, no—I ’m not. Oh, Johnny! On, wn ) • 
and my boxes! , • ”

[Bell outside, and voice, “Kow then, Peterborough irainwutn. 
Unprotected Female [passionately adjuring S t a t io n  j I a s t e k ). u n ,  

do—Sir—put me in somew here! ,
Station-Masler.—'Vhis way— not a minute to spare — • i

babies—here—-(iS A cw *U n p r o t e c t e d  F e m a l e  into carriage.'  ̂York train .
- a l l  right. . ,  [Shuts door nolently.

Unprotected female {screaming from  iclarfow). — But I ’m going to
London! rm . r •

Guard.—All right. [Tram moves on—general confusion.
, Tableau—Scene closes.

W aste o f  Water.
At the present m d B ^ w h e n  1 he metropolis is absolutely panting 

for pure water, it ia^Bitively shocking to hear tliat the fountains in 
Trafalgar Sipiare co^B ne no less tlian lOOO gallons per minute. From 
the effect produced, w slion ld  have estimated the consumption at about 
half-a-pint every hali-Bour, ami our kettle actually boils over with in- . 
dignation at the idea that the paltry spouts at Charing Cross are sup- | 
plied at such a dreadful sacrifice of an element that is so much wanted 
in London. I  here must be some fearful neglect of hydraulic science in  ̂
the arrangements of these shabby jets, for we would undertake, with a 
pail of water and a hose of six-squirt power, to make a far more effective 
pair of fountains than those wliich now sprinkle their miserable tears. ■ 
or spit their impertinence out, upon the head and face of the disgusted 
bystander. We almost wish some patriotic tumcnok would go and , 
cut the water off on his own responsibility, and y’ancA would be the ' 
firat to move a resolution to the effect tliat he had “ deserved well of 
his country.” Tlie best thing that England can possibly do with the 
miserable eau d’arl’fce,m hose  playing is the merest child’s play, at 
Charing Cross, is to go at once to the Basins in Tralulgar Square, and 
wash her hands of the thing altogether.

I t ’a Astonishing how  D istance Grows.
-Alrert H ouse is found to be such a distance now by hundreds of 

fashionables, who once made it their daily haunt, that Iiords and 
Ladies have been known to set out from Belgrave Square as early as 
3 o’clock in search of it, and to return at 7 without having been able 
to r e a c h  the end of their journey. |

The distance, in fact, is found to be so great from the W est End, that 
when a lady is about to pay a visit to Albert House, she makes pre- 
Wrationi as if she were going on a long expedition, and her sense of tlie 
distance is best conveyed by her always directing the coachman to 
“ D rive TO H udson Bat.”  I t  is needless to state that the carriage 
never gets any nearer than the comer of P ic ^ illy .

Indeed the fashionable traffic has so completely ceased in (hat 
quarter, that a sporting Manjuis has offered the sum of £500 to any 
earriage that explores tbe passage of tbe Hyde Park through the 
Albert Gate. ____________________

An U nnatu ra l Son.
Mr. L ew is , a son of the old Ac*or L ee I iEW Is , has left a legaev of 

£10,000 to the Trusters of the National Gallery, on condition of their 
hanging the portrait of his father. One is tempted to  quote H o r a c e  
on the subject: ‘ Delicta msjorum immeritus luis.” -dngliee, “ Oh, 
L e w is , your ancestor didn’t deserve it.”

We have heard of prodigal sous who consigned their family pictures 
to the garret, but it is new to find a pious child paying £10,000 to liave 
his father’s portrait consigned to the coal-hole.
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THE MYSTEKIES OF THE TllADE CIRCULAR.
W e coi>y the following extraordinary announcement from the Morn

ing Chronicle of Oct. 23. I t  was found under a heap of dusty intelligence 
from Leipsic, and, as we thought it too precious a jewel to be lost, we 
have taken the trouble of re-setting it to adorn the casket of our pages '•

“ Civet cats were in jjreat demand; Wolf very dnll; as also Virginian foxes, of which 
only one parcel of 2000 were sold. Hears were in great demand, and were bought up 
eagerly by the Poles. Badgers were neglected. W hite Fox without sale. Blue Fox 
deficient. Grey Fox abundant, but high. Country Foxes were bought up rapidly at 
anv prices. A great deficieucy of Cats, both black and blue. Weasels were of very 
interior quality.”

We could make neither head nor tail of the above mysterious mixture 
of all sorts of animals taken from the well-known miscellaneous 
collection of the Haj/py Family. First of all, we were deeply pained to 

’ were neglected,” for we have always looked 
was greatly run after.

beard of a  "hii'c cat.”  lit the is, suie 'to
« ^ u r  a leg of n<n£lon 'when 11te
'̂.’We Wf-Ni ^Jittle^sanrised. at the Tntrrmnc«rhiij^ | i i [ # ^  n Beaij 
were houi^vIgiH ietflr w  tb&Po^**. We Slat,
t he i ’oles J a ^ n td  e m i in  o t tbe. Umm rll
their

iijmn ___.
Fiext, we vrfee 
of cats, both black 
tlumgh CO iks must

T H E  N E L S O N  C O L U M N .
A PKOPHZnC ODE.

The Nelson Column 
'  Kiseth solemn,

But isn’t finish’d, though we’ve raised the capital; 
The old boy and the old man 
Complain that now they can- 

Not as of old snugly enjoy their nap at all.
The folks make such a pother 
About something or other.
Which “ bas-reliefs” they call.

But wEch the very masons when they saw.
Letting their chisels fall.

From sight ofliias-reliefs found a relief in “ bah.” 
Nor can we place reliance

___ Upon the four stone lions,
TOudi we’rC'Si.sm-^jaB-WgEiCC-the comers;

. t&dTi
T h ' r: P''

But the whole article mystified us. - Could it 
asked, who has gone over to Leipsic to make fresh purchases for liis 
Zoological Gardens ? Who is jt that can want such a number of 
animals ? They cannot be for our House of Commons, for that Bear 
Garden is quite large enough. They may probably be for our sporting 
squires, for we notice, amongst the choji^item s disposed of, that 
“  country foxes were bought up rapidly.” countrj' gentlemen have 
been long complaining of the growing s f l ^ w  and dearness of foxes, 
and this new investment, we said, has iiBBubtedly been made to 
remedy the deficiency. England will be overrun with Reynards of all 
colours, and our intrepid sportsmen will ractw ith  one another to be 
“ in at the death,” in order to present their wves with the brush of a 
“ blue fox.” Wo must confess we do net envy much the N imkod who 
had to carry home the nice little “ parcel,” above mentioned, of “ 2000 
Virginian Foxes.”

Our fears, however, have run away with us, and it appears that they 
have not the slightest ground for doing so, British homesteads are not 
to be desolated once more with ravenous wolves, and English ducks and 
hens will be allowed to “ sit ” in prace and quietness, without any im
pertinent fox (who from his breeding should know better,) “ dropping 
m ” upon them. If  any of the aninials above specified are imported, it 
will not be in a live state, but their hides will be so well tanned, that 
any lady will be able to wear a “ blue ca t”  round lier neck, and any
gentleman have the pleasure of pressing a b ad ^ r to his bosom, with the 
greaUst impunity. The alarming sacrifice of bears, civet ra's, bad^rs, 
and weasels, turns out to be only a quiet sale of furs 1 W 
nearly frightened out of our skins,—but nothing more.
Circular 1ms deceived us this once.

We have ^ e n  
The Trade

does not “  catch a weasel asleep ”  a second time. i
P ro te c tio n is t Pum ps. i

M r . E v e l y n , the Protectionist Member for W est Surrey^ at the late 
Agricultural Dinner at Guildford is reported to have told liis audience 
that— 0 

u In times of dUBciiUy they ehould all eet their bands to tlio work, and If the ship 
were leaking that waa a reason why aU hands should go to the pumps.”

All hands should go to the pumps! What does that meanP That 
the agricultural interest should have recourse to the Protectionists P

i

ANOTHER TALE OF A TUB. ___________: ;-------------- —

A TODNO gentleman (of Trinity College, Dublin), whose notions of 
Ancient History are infinitely too Rollin’, for they apparently have 
gathered nothing, will insist upon it that our old friend D iogenes was 
uo more a cynic than L ynn, or Quin , or P ym, but that his great object 
in carrying about a tub every wliere was only io eell oysters.
. He maintains tliat the fact of D iogenes being an oysterman suffl- 

cieutly accounts for his being the first man on record who “ astonished 
the natives.” ______________

Mono jon Sewee Coamssio-NEHS.—Slow, but not sewer.

The Gkeatest P ill-ak of the State.—The E arl of Aldbokough.

AS II ovgui 10  as.

•^u t which we think are certain 
(If we may lift the curtain 

That veils the future from the scoff of scorners,) 
To end, if they do end in aught at »H,
Thus —in a baked apple and ’tatcr s t ^  1

/ i

AS IT WILL HE.

An Island  th a t understands Self-Qovemment.
T he Daily News says, “ Malta at this moment has no Governor, or 

Chief Secretary, or dommander-in-Cliief of the troops present—they 
are all away on leave, and .vet. the machine works on as well as usual.” 
In fact, we should say much better than usual, considering the Governor 
is no less a personage tiian M r . M ore O’Febrall. By-the-by, since 
that honourable gentleman receives his salary all the same, he must be 
paid by Government to keep away fiom tbs Island. Viewed in that 
ligiit, he is well worth his ssdai-y.

We advise the Colonial Secretary to take a lesson from Malta, for it 
is nimoured that his temper is so uncertain that he would be all the 
better at times for a little Self-Government.
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MR-Uliiaas’S HUNTING C.U* comes home, but th at  is KEALLY a th in g  MUS. IHUGG3 CAY NOT, AND ffViZ, NOT I’UT Ul' WITH

iHOW  ro INCREASE RAILWAY TRAEFIC.
All sorts of speculations—some of them very bad speculations— 

have been afloat as to the cause of the diminution of Kailvay Tragic 
throughout the country, but the most ingenious mode of increasing 
it is one that our own little Railway has hit upon. At the recent 
meeting of this promising little concern, it. was stated that the directors 
had sent three parcels down their own line by waytof experiment, or 
more probably pour encourager lt> atUres, though the result was not 
very encouraging, for it was stated at the same meeting that only one 
of the parcels reached its destination. This mode of increasing traflic 
may be applied to the passenger as well as the parcel department, for 
any railway may send its clerks and porters to ta te  tickets and run up 
and down the jine, by way of giving life to  the concern when it seems 
to be languishing.

The idea is not altogether a novel one, for it is only a modification 
of the principle of the unknown author who used to order a copy of his 
own work, and pay for it in order to promote a sale at the pubijsher’s. 
The result was, that he, in time, had paid for and got upon his own 
shelves the entire impression of the work with which he had hoped to 
make a favourable impression on the public. There is something trujy 
T o o t s ia n  in the notion adopted by tlie directors of our little line in 
despatching parcels directed to themselves by their own line, at their 
own expense, for their own satisfaction.

The K ilkenny Cats in  Paris.
I t seems that there are two parties in the French Chambers. The 

debates are always interrupted by “ A Voice on the Right.”  and “ A 
Voice on the Left,”  and considering how seldom the debates are 
argued on the former, it is no wonder that the divisions should always 
prove for Freedom to be over the latter. But this division of parties 
may somewhat account for the pugnaciousness of its members; for 
judging them by their disputes, their boxes on the ear, their challenges, 
blows, and dueu, never were representatives so fond of hitting “ right 
and left.”

THE TIES AND NECK TIES OF HOME.
T he literature of the cravat must now be added to our products of 

the march of intellect, for a book has just been published on the subject 
of the neck-handkerchief, and the work is illustrated by a vast number 
of engravings, showing the different modes of arranging that important 
article of male attire. When we consider how necessary it is to know 
how to hold one’s head up in society, and when we reflect how much 
the tie of the cravat may tend to the formation of other ties of more 
tender character—for the arrow of love has often reached the female 
heart from the bow round the neck of a gay cavalier—when, we repeat, 
we remember these things, we cannot be surprised that the adjustment 
of a noose, by which a dearer noose is frequently effected, should have 
become the subject of a literary composition.

We wonder Mr. Burke, the heraldic author, who is so great on the 
topic of old family Stocks, does not take the new stocks of the existing 
generation under his cogniiMce. As far as stiff-necked pride is con
cerned, we do not see that it ca* have anything more appropriate than 
a well-starched stock to rest upon, and we hope therefore Mr. Burke 
will not consider the subject to be beneath the dignity of his ordinary 
labours.

The G reat T ailor for Bucks.
The Edinburgh Review says that “ Cabbage is found to be richer in 

muscular matter than any other crop.” On the strength of this, the 
Morning Chronicle recommends M r. D israeli to raise the cry of 
“ Cheap Cabbage.” 
tural distress were t
to stop the farmers’ mouths, and prevent their crying, i t  wouia nave, 
also, this further advantage ; in all measures where there is cabbage, 
there is generally something else. Now, M r. D israeli might identify 
himself so thoroughly with this new measure, that he could find the 
agriculturists not only in their Cabbage, but in a magniEcent Uoose 
also. We have no doubt either, if the great M. P. for Bucks were 
strongly pressed, that he would not mind cooking it for them into the 
bargain.
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A BONE FOR BONNYCASTLE.,
Great arithmetical puzzle —which would 
defy the astuteness' of the calculating boy 
himself — is now pervading the streets of 
London, and the western suburbs. This 
modem Sphinx, to which we have for some 
time been vainly endeavouring to play the 
part of QSdipus, is the fare of a Kensington 
Omnibus. I t  purports to be 'threepence 
from Sloanc Street to Charing Cross, and 
sixpence from Charing Cross to Stoane Street 
—a result which has no parallel except in 
the extraordinary case of the wonderful. 
Rhinoceros that, according to the Show
man’s description, measured inches from 

the snout to the tail, and 88 inches from the tail to the snout.
We defy Bonnicastl* himself, or the old original Tutor’s Assistant,, 

with the aid of his own Key, to discover, with anything, like certainty, 
the fare by a Kensington Omnibus. We have tried it every way, and 
endeavoured to work it out in every TOssible manner, but when we have 
seen 3rf. distinctly painted on the wmdow of the Omnibus, we have some
how or other found that the money we pay cannot be got to agree with 
the sum indicated on the vehicle. As the Arithmeticians say ,G iv en , 
Gd. 'To Find, the Change out of it.”  Let any one try it, and he will 
find it almost impossible.

We sometimes fancy there mnst.be a system of pantomime scrolls 
applied to the windows of the Kensington Omnibuses, for though you 
see 3d. as large as life on aU parts of the vehicle, get in where you may, 
and get out where you may, you will find, by the close inspection of some 
almost invisible type, that yours is not a case for change out of sixpence. 
Sometimes even this coin will not sufBce, and, by a most unintelligMe 
effect of the atmosphere on the fare, a wet night will raise it to a 
shilling, and you will have the door slammed in your face without 
another word, if you decline being taken in on the terms of the 
conductor.

We are no advocates for unreasonably low fares, and we have no 
desire to enjoy the privilege of being drawn for twopence by cattle so 

: debilitated as to be scarcely able to draw anything more than their last 
breath, but we must say we like a little uniformity, and we should be 
glad to know what the fare really is on the Kensington Road, for the 
price is at present as variable as the Share List, and seems to be regu
lated by the arbitrary will of the conductor for the time being. a 
glut of buyers in the market sends shares up, a number of riders 
will in five minutes double the fares on the road to Kensington.

We highly appreciate the value of permanency in all our institutions, 
and we shall not be satisfied till we see the principle applied to the fares 
of the Omnibuses we have been speaking of. I t  is true that the Com
pany, having a monopoly of the road, may do what they like with the 
road, which is exclusively their own, but a little wholesome opposition 
may yet be found to bring the Company and their fares to a level. A 
fitful attempt was recently made with a retired Chelsea Omnibus, and a 
pair or so of brutes so exquisitely attenuated, that—

" Nothing lived ’tw iit them snddog'a meat.”
But though this “ unreal mockery ” of an opposition dismally failed, 

and the Chelsea cavalry retired before the ridicule of the enemy—the 
unhappy horses looking as if they were fed upon nothing but chaff from 
the drivers and conductors of the rival Omnibuses—it is not improbable 
that a more earnest, and consequently a successful, attempt will oe made 
to break up a monopoly that threatens to place the weary feet of the 
western traveller in the hands of a little band of determined ’bus-men, 
with a delusive 3rf. painted on the panels, and Gd. or L». engraved on 
their hearts. __________________________

NOBILITY OF THE M IND AND POCKET.
W b have great pleasure in giving publication to the following 

interesting instauce of
CONSCIENCE MONEY.

“  T he PuKK o» ■ preieiits hU complimonte to the D irectors of the Y ork, New- 
CMtlb, and Horwick Hallway, and begs to return  them the Num ol'£6U00, which he con- 
Midora is  the lawAil property of the ir Company, as i t  was tho am ount of profit upon 
oertnin shares tiia t were presented to the D uke ny M s. U uuhok."

We have no doubt that tliis liberal example will be largely followed 
by other members of our proud English Nobility, who were not too 
proud at the time to participate in Mb. H udson’s gains, but who, we 
are sure, will be far too proud to keep those gains now that they 
know by what dishonest means they were obtained. We hope in a few 
days to be able to publish a long Ib t of the most aristocratic conscience 
monies. We shall not be surprised to find one or two Duchesses’ 
names amongst them.

BLUEBOTTLES IN THE VATICAN.
The French soldiers are called at Rome “ The P ope’s Policemen.” 

Of course tliey belong to tbe “ ISee ” Division P

A BARGEE’S BALLAD.

L {iron c t f  stuff.

I t was off Bankside sooer,
' Our gallant barge she lay—
A noble craft as you don’t see 

H er ekal every day.
And as ve Jay at tbe Bankside,

A hawful groan I  eared.
And under our stem an old gent I  ’spied. 

With pea-green ’air and beard.
Like an elderly mud-lark he did rise 

His body from the sludge;
.  :Says I, “ Yoii ’re a come here, prigging coals,”
. -W ich  he did answer, “ Fudge.”

“ I ’m F ather Thames,”  he says, says he;
• ■ Out of my b ^  I  *ve rose.

To seek ..........................
■‘T o w |

“ F o r l ’J  
T o t J  

With the]
And I

“ I f s l p l  
T h e f  

Thof ol 
K in i

“ Apd aj
TharnBWTflBic m j-

Except that one at Erith stairs,
As they «ort t’ other day.

“ But in them old and ancient limes,
I  was fit for to be seen;

My bed it were both smooth and sweet.
My waters bright and clean.

“ M y’air it warn’t as now you see”—
And he squeeged it with his ’and.

And all sorts of nasty slimy ihings 
Dropped out of every strand.

Says he, “ There never was river ran,
That, at my time o’ day,

’As been treated as bad as they treat me,
Nor sarved in such a way.

“  They pisons me with sooerage,
■With rubbidge, shoes, and ’ats, 

Withchimicals, coal tar, and gas.
And with dead dogs and cats.

“  And though a water Power I  be,
You ’ll think it werry funny,

I  can’t raise a drop of the resil stuff.
Either for love or money.

“ Now, as I  vants to do my best.
And be fit for to be seen,

(As any river in England would.
If axed to bear the Qveen),

"  I  vish you’d speak to the vater vorks.
Or vatever’s the proper quarter.

And ax if they can’t spare 1 atheb Thames 
A drop of clean soft water.”

THE STANDARD OF SH ER R Y -W H A T IS  IT ?

XirERB meets our eye, at many a turn, a placard headed with the 
unintelligible phrase, The Standard of N atural Sh erri. We 
cannot comprehend the.eiistence of any wine in a state of Nature, and 
we cannot imagine the sort of Standard which Natural Sberrv has 
adopted. Can it be the flag that has braved a thousand years the bottle 
and the breeze P or, is it the Standard at Comhill, in the neighbourhood 
of which a good deal of Sherry—rather more artificial than natural—is 
to be met with P Does the song of the Standard Bearer refer to the 
Stmidard of Natural Sherry, and what is the meaning of the “ Nutty 
Flavour,” spoken of in the advertisement we are alluding to P Perhaps 
the whole mystery lies in a nutshell, but even if it does, we are at a loss 
what to make of it. Are we expected to believe that Natural Sheny is 
a production of nature, and not of art P—a sort of wine in the wood, just 
as the oak and sapling are to be met with in the forest P We pause 
for a reply—but whoever attempts a reply must be good enough to pay 
the postage.
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YOUE •MONEY, O R - “ COMPEN
SATION.”

I t seems that no less than 8000 •writs 
were issued last year by the Palace Court. 
These were properly 8000 cases of ex
tortion or persecution, purposely taken 
into the Palace Court to swell the costs. 
The Court, we are told, is to be abolished 
at the end of this year, but compensation 
is to be giren to every one who had an 
interest m it. Compensation for what ? 
For the maintenance of a vile sinecure, 
for a public 'wronfr, for a wholesale rob
bery. If any one should be compensated, 
it ought to be the 8000 persons against 
whom the writs above mentioned were 
taken out. are the real sufferers— 
but there is no talk of compensation for 
them. The persons who shared the 
plunder aos to receive a further plunder 
m the shape of compensation money, but 
those who were plundered are not even 
to have the money of which they were 
shamelessly plundered returned to them. 
Surely, there is something faulty, some
thing almost wicked, in this system of 
compensation. We pay people because 
they have been thriving all their lives 
upon abuses. The greater the abuse, 
generally, the greater the compensation. 
W e would not give these Palace Court 
gentlemen a farthing. I f  the Palace Court 
be paid, we shall not be astonished to see 
Mu. H u d s o n  come forward and demand 
compensation!

TH E

FU N  AT F.kRMERS’ D INN ERS.

Mr . P unch will really be "obliged to 
invite himself personally to an agricul
tural dinner; a kind of banquet whereat 
the good cheer, (notwithstanding agri
cultural stairation) and the equally good 
fun, seem, united, to form a treat which 
Mr. P . cannot longer deny himself. He 
would have given away several numbers 
of his popular periodical, gratis, to have 
been present, the other day, at the Guild
ford banquet, could he have foreseen the 
sport which befel there. The newspaper 
reports of the festivity are, however, 
more than droll enough, and from these 
records Mr. Punck, in convulsions of 
mirth, with difficulty transcribes the 
following extracts

At the crniclnsion o£ a snbatantial repast, the 
tumal loyal toasts were giren, and drunk in rapid 
niectuion,̂ ^

(So it would seem).
“ The Chairman then observed, that the present 

was an agirieuUural and not a political mectinfCi 
and that any gentleman who trespassed on the 
forbidden ground of politics would be a t once 
called to o^r.**

This announcement, it is stated, was 
received with “ cheers.”  The reporter, 
doubtless, meant “ laughter,”  and if 
he had not attended more to his dining 
than his reporting, would have informed 
us that the worthy chairman uttered the 
above words with a marked ironical em
phasis, and followed them up by making 
a face and taking a sight at the company, 
who responded by cries of “ Over the 
left,”  and appropriate gestures. For he, 
immediately afterwards, having given 
‘<The Armv and Navy,” coupled with 
the name of L ord Egmoni :—

'•m «  lordship, In acknowledging the tnaat, 
ssld he regretted to observe that were was rising

np in this country a  base Repnbliean faction, which was endeavonring to 
squeeze a  too squeezeable Government into accordance with their views, 
and to destroy that glorious free Protestant constitutional monarchy of 
which this country h ^  so long Justly boasted.”

Ac.! A c .!! A c .II!  Ac. I I I !  Ac. I I I  fI

In  this style (after the usual loyal toasts, &c.) proceeded 
the noble Lord to the end of his oration, without any other 
interruption than “ cheers.”

For the enjoyment of all the humonrs of a political debating 
club, (to follow a substantial repast and the usual loyal toasts), 
commend Mr. Punch to an agricultural ditner where politics 
are tabooed, and where anybody who refers to them will be 
at once called to order.

PRECIOUS LIBERTY!

“  P ardon, M adahe, votrb passi-port, s’l t  vons p u i t .”

Panic in  the Fish M a rk e t
W e regret to  say that the fish market has not emerged' 

from the panic into which it was thrown by the epidemic j 
which has now happily disappeared, though the public h a s! 
not yet recovered its fishy appetite. Last week’s prices show ; 
very little improvement, for oysters, which were dull at the | 
opening, have continued in the same state, and mussels gave | 
way so rapidly, that anything approaching muscular strength 
in the market seemed utterly out of the question. A | 
speculator in eels let several slip through his fingers,' and 
though oysters in the bed appeared at one time to be 
getting up, they evidently required a great deal of bolstering. 
The discovery of a new bed of oysters at Shorebam, marked 
out by four posts and forming a sort of four-post-bed, may, 
perhaps, give the trade an impetus.

Orange Donkeyiam.
Mr. B eers, the Irish Orangeman and ex-magistrate, seems 

determined not to allow the unfortunate notoriety which he 
has acquired in connexion with “ Dolly’s Brae ”  to subside. 
He seems to glory in the honours of the Brae, and,' in his 
epistolary effu.<iiotî  on that subject, to have written himself 
down a kind of animal truly entitled to them.

I

TH E DUSTMAN.

I  k n e w  the dustman years ago;
I  see hi<open v is^ e  now:

His fan-tail’d hat, his footsteps slow.
His ve|veteens, his honest orow.

A chord is touch’d which but requires 
A breath to blow away the rust 

Which time deposits on the wires 
That vibrate to the cry of “ Dust.”

I  view within his mournful eye 
Reflection’s melancholy trace ; 

Thousands may pass him coldly by. 
Volumes are written in his face.

I t  bears an impress full of thought,
A lesson that we all may tru s t; 

T h ^ ro u d est may by one be taught.
Who knows so.much of common dust.

I  ’ve seen him turning o’er and o’er 
The recently collected heap;

And oft with disappointment sore 
I ’ve watched him turn aside and weep: 

When all his scrutinising pains 
Found nothing but a mouldy crust. 

Not e’en a tea-spoon, whose remains 
Might give some value to the dust.

I ’ve heard him in the saddest tones,
In  language that the sense confounds. 

Vent curses on the price of bones— 
Eight paltry pence for twenty pounds. 

And then I ’ve seen his visage fall,
And heard him say, “  W hat must be 

m u s t;
Vexation is the fate of all.

And all alike must end in dust.”

I  think h e ’s now a wiser m an;
I  fear he sometimes care beguiles 

In beer’s too captivating can :
I ’m sure he very seldom smiles.

B ut this I  know—that he has Icarn’d 
W ith what is sad to b lend>hat’s just r 

I ’ve liad a silver fork return’d !
Which chance had thrown among the [ 

dust.

Then visit not with harsh decree 
The dustman who ’ll at fate repine ; 

How would it go with you or me,
Were his condition yours or mme P 

I t  is a question opening wide 
A thousand points to be discuss’d ;

B ut neither of us could abide 
Too dose a sifting of our dust.

A VOICE FROM TH E STOMACH.

Somebody recommends what he calls 
a “  voice lozenge,”  which, it is asser
ted, gives "  tone to the stomach.”  This 
must be very convenient to singers; 
for anything which gives “  tone to the 
stomach”  must add to the usual ad
vantage of a vo€« di petto, a regular 
voce di ventre, which woulu be bailed 
anywhere as a decided novelty.

A  stomach with a tone to it must 
be equal to a barrel organ, and would 
furnish to a vocalist the means of ac
companying iiimself without being de
pendent on any external instrument.

We can understand the stomach of a 
cat having a tone, for it is the source 
whence we derive all our fiddle-strings ; 
but the human stomach with a tone to 
it, is a phenomenon wtiich ought to make 
tlie lozenge that produces it universally 
popular. ____________

THE CRT OF THE PROTECTrONISTS.
"G ood luck protect us from D israeli 1 ”
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OLD BAILEY LADIES.

From M iss L ouisa. ■ , to M iss Chaelotte •

"  M y dearest Charlotte,—
“ i  HAVE just come home from the Old Bailey Dock in that 

horrid Newgate, and you caiH  think what a flutter I ’m in. Dear m e!
If it isn’t more exciting than the Opera; and then, you know, love, 
what makes it more delightful, i t ’s all true. But let me tell you all 
about it. t

“ Our Charles knowing dear Mr . ----- (he is one of th e ------ of the
City of London) got tickets for myself and Arabella to hear the 
whole of the trials of those horrid, dreadful creatures, the Mannings. 
Coming late (for you know what a girl Arabella is ; never ready when 
everybody else is) there was no room for us. upon the Bench, where I  
saw those girls the P ierrepoints (who always push themselves every
where) ; and so we were obliged to take a seat wiih the dreadful blood
thirsty creatures in the dock. I  didn’t  much like it at first; but after 
half an-hour or so, got quite reconciled to the situation, as it enabled 
us to see all the movements of each of the criminals’ rni^tl)H»Tina thr 
monsters. /

“  There were many ladies in C ourt; as our Tost saysL‘notabilities.’
I  think I  saw M adame T dssaud ; but then  her visit wRs, of course, 
purely one of business.

“ When the creatures came into the dock, I  was all i i  a twitter, and 
upon my word and honour, do you know, I  felt for a j  moment as i^

( making him 
likened in r  
can judge for 
ed. When 1 
_ s i ^  gown

_________ _____ ____ , -he had a pTSIfTf
shawl of the Stuart pattern. Wore a very beautiful cap, that I  have no 
doubt will be fashionable, with such beautiful lace lappets and lace | 
ruffles that—no, I  never! I t  did seem to me impossible that such ■ 
hands, with such lappets, could commit a murder ;  but, then, such J 

doubts made tlie sweetness of the interest. |
“  Well, the trial went on, and I  felt myself so much at home with the i 

horrid prisoners that, once or twice, I  caught myself about to offer my 
eau-de-cologne to the wretched culprit at the bar—but I  didn’t. As

yoi
murder was catching. The villain Manning was dJi 
black; and looked such a wretch, the Sunday papers no 
half monster enough. (By the way. I ’ll send you hi/ 
locket, with, if possible, a bit of his hair, and then you

rings, and snuff-box, and overwhelming the Treasury with baskets of 
game^ or swamping it with hampers of wine. Nothing is more painful 
to think upon tlian misdirected benevolence, and there is an office (85, 
Fleet Street) to which the stream of bounty we have been just contem
plating might just as well be diverted from that of the Exchequer. 
That is the place for those to send presents to, who are disposed to be 
generous for fun.

THE COBPOR.ATION BAGGED SCHOOLS.

the witnesses were examinei if it wasn’t much better than a play, 
I ’m not here, th a t’s all. Mr. Serjeant W ilkins was a little hard 
upon our sex; but then you know, he was paid for it—and that 
explains everything.

* Well, my dear, to beshort, the judge summed up, and the jury retired, 
and the interest was delightful. They came in at last, and the judge 
began to pronounce sentence, when Mrs. Manning—well! didn’t slie 
show her spirit 1—called every body a pack of wretches, and threw all 
the sweet and bitter herbs before her, upon the wigs of the lawyers. 
I t  was altogether a great deal finer than Grisi’s Worwg, and much more 
real than Mrs. W arner’s iMdy Macbeth. However, the judge went 
on, and sentenced the horrible criminal to be hanged; and Mrs. 
Manning flounced out of the dock, telling ’em all to go and be 
asliamed of themselves.

“ Having broken the ice, if they are executed I  think I  shall go and 
see the sight. For if ladies make the Old Bailey fashionable, I  don’t see 
why they shouldn’t patronise the new drop. I t  is so excitmg: and as 
I  said before,—so real.

“ Good bye, for I ’m going to dress for dinnei^-but I*tvouldn’t miss 
the post. Should there ever be another trial, you must come up to 
London, and go to Newgate, with (my dear girl)

“ Your affectionate
“Oct. 36th. " L ouisa.”
" P.S. Bonnets are coming out with bunches of artificial rue, a la dock ; 

if you want one, give an order for a Newgate chip.”

MONOMANIACS OF THE EXCHEQUER.

T he daily acknowledgments of the receipt of conscience-money made 
by the C h a n c e l l o r  o f  t h e  ExciisquER in the IHmes must have 
induced a suspicion in the reflecting ndnd that, somehow, there must be 
a vast number of lunatics at large. The announcement, last week, that 
he bad received £50 “pro bono jmblico ” is a clear proof of the insanity 
of somebody, evidently unfit to oe trusted with his own cash. I t  is the 
opinion of Mr. Punch that both the penitents and benefactors of the 
Exchequer, the P. (i.’s, F. W.’s, X. i . ’s, and A. S. S.’s, are simply one 
eccentric old gentleman, with more money than brains, and slightly dis
ordered in respect of the latter.

As the  mama of this cracked unknown develops itself, he will, very 
likely, be sending the C hancellor of the Exchequer his watch.

T h e  Corporation neglect Education, and attention to the morals'of 
the rising generation! On the contrary, we’ve no hesitation in stating 
in this publication, that for the edification of the youthful population, 
they’ve opened places of education; to wit, for teaching the humanities, 
the 8lauglitermen'« and carcase-butchers’ shambles, and for instructing 
in the.urbanities, there’s SmitliBeld Market for Young England’s 
rambles; where they may learn from songsters great as greasy, tbe art 
of slang-song a la Free and Easy; from drovers, courtesy and kindly 
bearing; from ki ackers, catch the knack of profane swearing; courage, 
from seeing sheep and lambkins slaughtered; and cyphering, from 
watching oxen quartered.

In short, that they may learn all life’s best rules—doth Smlthfield 
Market hold its Bagged Schools.

A NATION COMMITTED TO NEWGATE.
T h e r e  are no less than 40,000 persons imprisoned for political 

offences in the Kingdom of Naples. I f  it goes on at this rate, F e r d i
n a n d  will not have a single free subject left. Every man in the kingdom 
will be a prisoner; every house will be a jail. Tliere will soon be 
nothing but dogs and babies seen in the streets. His Ministers must 
have new titles. They will be receiving fresh appointments f

First laord of the Stone Jug.
Lord Privy Turnkey.
Lord High Policeman.
Chnncellur of the Condemned CelL 
Commauder-io'Chief of the Sheriff's 

OItt *eni.
Hume Secretary for Newpate.
Foreign Secretary for liocany Bay. 
Master of tlw Handcufls.
Lord President of tbo Treadmill.

1 as follows:—
Chief Secretary for Hard Labour.
First laOrd of the Hulks.
Chanceilor of the Duchy of the Penal 

Settlements.
Hereditary Lord High Constable and 

Chief Huadle.
Hereditary Usher of the Birch Rod.
Lord lligh  Keeper of the Stocks. 
PaymasteiMjieneral of Pulicerasn in plain 

duthes.

K in g  F e r d in a n d  may boast of ruling over the largest prison in 
Europe. His kingdom should be wdled in like an immense Newgate. 
Should tbe odd lancy ever seize him to wash his royal hands, we are 
afraid that not all the Naples Soap in his kingdom will get them clean 
again I __________________

A N e w  P r o v e r b .— Beading in (he la te  reports of Bailway Investi
gation Committees of the cost of what they call “ rolling stock,” we 
should pro)K)se “ stocks” for “ stones” in an old proverb, and write 
“ Bolling stocks gatlier no moss.”
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amd.Cvstom s o f a » E w g lysue  in  1349- N° 3 ^ .

A T h e :a t e e :- .S H o w y n 3 e;  > * 'H o v s e  a m v s e t d a '> C o M V c K E -A C r o R .-

Mr. Pips his D iary .

_______ „ ________ BuUtoVthirik how '^«.^'"«'i*have°slen a
take Ueligtit in everything that is ridiculovis ; .*% „£,„gTOVK in a
Theatre ringing with Merriment at the Sight of I ouci^ tu

the Town mighty natural.
............. ijjtit in 1

ringing

___________ .................................... ................... , .. - .. ____ —.......... n do a fcmob as well as a tvlortpoie, ana iie w ^  j ,
■R'^wstcoat, Trousers too big for him tucked up at the Ankles, Hob-1 both, whether a rustical Hooby or a Whippersnanper W  j of 1 
Nail Boots, and a great ill-shaped Hat, mighty droll, and did move the | use V for W, and misuse or drop his H , and talk the r im  ._ |g do :
People to clap their Hands and laugh the Moment he come on the *i--m-------- ............................................ .....  -
Stage. Then did he take off his Hat, and show a red-cropped Head, 
and smooth down his Hair, and make a Face upon the Audience, 
whereat they did laugh again, and then turning round show them a 
Back View of himsell, which made them laugh the more. Still greater

' " did laugh too, as 
only for the Odd-

iiicai.rc riugiiig wiiii ivirrriinciii. a . n - „  p--,ng ‘Muf- ;
Paper Cap and Apron, witli a Baker’s Iray, and a ”  Anns ,
fins!” or eating wiiii his .Mouth full; Audience, ;
a-Kimbo, or pulling his Hat over his Byes, and som ji’o- ;

, and myself too, in Fits almost with '^®'^j.ncholv People 1 
______  could not keep my i reigners are wrong to suppose that we are a mci l' . . . .  * „ j  hoW

Countenance to hear him, even if he were speaking//(/mW. Mighty i would give up this Notion it they could see us a iteath.
droll to see him in a fine House make himself at Home after the Fashion 1 easily we are pleased, and what Straws will , ®, '’i-, n • ,  nndtriil.v 
of a Bumpkin, and hear him in bis rus'ical Urawl and Twang relate a ll ' Home, mv Sides aching by Reason of ToocitsfONB s i  rouer • ,  ;„ui,ig 
the News and Tattle of his Village. What witli his clodhopping Gait, I lie do make a mighty excellent roguish Buffoon. So 
and Awkwardness, and Independence, and Impudence, he did make, | T ouchstone his Voice to my Wife, which did divert net m g  • ^

f  naMdb,r WllUun Bradboiy. of No. IS. Uppor Woborn-ploee, In tb t  Por*.h of St. Paacnub bod Fr.d«lcktdullM  B .bot. of 1^0,7. Chopeb.row. Stok* NbwI.dfon. both lb tb t  County IPtP.
O d e t m Lo ab v d 'itrec t, m U « PnciactQf WtklU:nar«, la t a t  C itf of idoa, aud p>toii«at i by tba a  «t No. Mp yia«t>Btrott, |a  t a t  Paiitb  of I t .  Bridt'tp la tit t  Cttjr Of liOodta.-*8 a ioaoA is
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OUR LITTLE BIRD.

BIBLE SLAVERT.

B y means peculiar to this 
paper, we are enabled to 
outstrip all contempo
rary rivalry, and to lay 
before our readers a 
most faithful report of 
a recent meeting of 
African, savi^es of the 
Mozambique nation; a 
meeting conducted with 

- -  the greatest decorum, 
and resulting in most 

^  pious resolutions. The 
proceedings, carefully 

^  _  watched hy a L ittle
B ird , from the top of

a date-tree,'have been rendered into the most scrupulous English by 
a gentleman attached to the Foreign Missionary Society, and who 
^ s e d  the very prime of his life among the Makiiana race of Cape 
Delgado, on the Coast of Mozambique.

The meeting was proclaimed by beat of wooden drum, to be held an 
hour after sunrise, in the centre of the vilWe. The purpose of the 
meeting to take into consideration the benighted condition of certain 
individuals, known as the Committee of the British and Foreign 
Society. A t the first gleam of light the people left their. cahin^ and 
were assembled in the square. Shortly after, the Makiiana Chief, 
black as night, attended by the oldest men of the tribe, appeared— 
silence was cried—the chief took his seat upon a bamboo seat, over
spread with a tiger’s skin, and an old man stepped forward, carrying a 
small packet carefully enfolded in palm-leaves. Ceremoniously untying 
the leaves, he very reverently drew forth— a London newspaper. 
Whereupon the savage multitude bowed their heads in sign of vei)6ra- 
tion of tne token of truth and human refinement. Three or four wopien, 
with the passionate impulsiveness of the sex, dropt upon their knees, 
and taking their gold ornaments from their necks, laid them upon the 
earth, as an offering to the picture of the Lion and the j Unicom, 
printed—tattooed, as they doubtless believed—upon the brow of the 
aforesaid newspaper.

The old man—his grizzled hair was white ai sea-foam, and his 
appearance, for a savage, benign and intellectual—addressed the multi
tude. He had, it was known, in the strong 'days of his youth, when 
he could have griped the life from a young lion, and raced down 
the ostrich in its earliest speed, he had been sold to the English, 
who “ wear clothes, ride upon elephants, climb into houses, and are 
gods.” The wonderful English 1 They had taught him their tongue : 
t hey had taught him that, when he was put into the earth, he should 
still travel beyond the sky, and. like the sun. be bright and glorious for 
ever. They had given him a Book that had put wings to his back—a 
Book that had softened liis heart into honey—a Book tliht bad him cast 
away his war-club, and hug even the Sowauli as brothers. (Here the 
samtges shouted, and clapped their hands). But the mighty English had 
fallen into the dust. Thev had made, even of the Book itself, a thing 
to hurt and to destroy. 'I'his was the tru th : for it wa^ written in the 
paper, the Morning Tongue, that though silent, talked to the English 
nation, lie  would, however, make the paper speak, so that all should 
hear him.

Here the old man, with great facility, translated- into his own bar
barian language the pure English of the morning paper, reading 
therefrom a report of the proceedings of the British and Foreign 
Society. According to such doings, the young women who folded and 
stitched the Bibles and Testaments for the Society—the Scripture 
Slaves as the old man called them-^could not, one with the other, earn 
more than 5>. Cd. a week. And here, it was curious to observe with 
what intelligence the speaker described to his hearers the misery in
separable from such wages. I t  was of no more worth, he told them, 
in England, than a hundred cowries in Mozambique ; it would only huy 
a few ilates, a calabash of milk. And then, he said, the poor English 
things must pay for houses to live in, and for clothes to wear. They— 
poor dears !—they had not the same sky and the same freedom as the 
tribes of Makiiana.

A young man then addressed the meeting. If all that they had 
heard was a true thing,—ho would no longer look into the Book that had 

given to him by the English—he would no longer listen to the 
English sent among them. Ilow could the Silent Tongue of the Book 
' “'1̂  Until? And coidd they beljeve men who said they love all men as 
brothers, when they starved their wretched sisters ? For what became 
of them r Did they lie down and die?—He. for one, would never Icwk 
into that Book again. After what he hail heard, it was sewed with 
lieart-strings—tattooed in blood—and covered with human skins.

A second elder rose. He told the last speaker that he was no better 
than a quagga. The Silent Tongue was no less true, because men were 
untrue to it. Because the English sealed their ears with wax, and 
whilst they could earn cowries or get much cattle — plenty more 
elephant tooth and palm wine—would let the Tongue talk beauty, and 
heed it not,—making white slaves, and spotting white souls—and all 
to save the hlack man—to send white intq the pit, and black into the 
sky. All this was like snake that with bright colour—pretty to look 
at—had poison in tooth. Still, because snake have poison, no reason 
that there be no pretty colour.

At least a dozen other speakers descanted upon the doings of the 
Society, that starves the bodies and endangers the souls of wretched 
girls and women upon miserable pittance. “ The Committee of the 
British and Foreign Bible Society ”—it is thus our translator renders 
the words of a Mozambique savage,—“.offer manna to black man, and 
ashes to white girl.”

After further discussion, the chief—with his hand commanding silenM 
—rose. He spoke gravely and fluently. His words were to this 
meaning.—“ The English people had, no doubt, done much good among 
the black races. They had taught the Mozambiques many things that 
were wise and good. They had sent them books that gave them souls 
in the sky. But this was in former times. The English of to-day, it 
was plain as his hand, were no longer the same as the English before 
them; They had forgotten the preaching of the Silent Tongue, and 
thought of nothing but stores of ivory and gold dust. Though still 
wliite men without, they were black men all inside. Now, he would 
piit fliis to the Makuana race. (Here teas a  sudden hush, and the tnul- 
tituie gathered closer about the chief.) These were his words: let 
them sink into their hearts .like water into sand. In days gone p ^ t ,  
the English had taught them* good. Now, as the English had forgotten 
what they had taught, let some fxom amon^ themselves depart from 
Africa—let them send Mozambique missionaries to enlighten toe British 
and Foreign Society,—and, taking a copy of the Book, make them leam 
its true beauty and spirit. And when they had learned them, thev would 
no longer send the news of salvation abroad, at the cost of gooauess at 
home.”

This proposition was loudly applauded; and—in due season— a depu- 
tetion of Alozambique blacks may be expected on their charitable mission 
in London. I t  is to be hoped that the benighted Committee of the 
British and Foreign Society, who sell cheap Bibles at the likely cost of 
female purity; will give patient ear to the teachings of the pliilanthropic 
savages. ^  L ittle B ird .

MAKING THINGS PLEASANT.

Adding some thousands under he»d “ Revenue -, ”
Imagining traflic, that no body ever knew;
Changing losses to profits, to creditor debtor;
Making fair returns monstrous, and bad returns better; 
Clapping some four per-cent, on to a dividend;
Squaring bad books till they right as a trivet end;
Rigging the market your snares to dispose o f;
When a shareholder grumbles straight snapping his nose off; 
With others’ cash buying to sell to yourself;
Making shares out of nothing, and pouching the pelf; 
Humbugging share-buyers, share-sellers, share-holders; 
Thinking no lie too heavy to take on your shoulders;
Blowing of bubbles, sans thought of their bursting;
Flinging sops to directors, for pickings a-thirsting;
Building up rotten hopes, on a sandy foundation;
Making gamblers and tricksters of half of a nation;
Of widow and orphan inveigling the pittance ;
So to Commons and Lords winning easy admittance;
Oh 1 this is the fashion which, though not at present.
K ing H udson has practised of “ making things pleasant.”

The Lay of the Last Feargus.
F e a r c u s  O ’C o n n o r  laid down his life again last week. This is 

really a fact. The awful sacrifice took place at Brighton, at the 
Financial Reform Meeting. F e a r g u s  never enters a public meeting 
now, but what he lays down his life with his hat and gloves on the table, 
previous to addressing the people. His whole poliiical career lately 
has been paved with lives he has laid down in all the cities he has 
travelled through. In the market-place at Nottingham a small stone is 
shown to the curious, that is almost worn out by the number of times 
that F e a r g u s  has laid down his life upon it.

a home for pulszkt.
PuLszKT (late aide-de-camp of Kossuth) and Mm e . P ulszkt are on a 

visit to the Marque.ss op L ansdowne at Bowood. Bravo, Alarqucss . 
Bowood to PuLSZKY must be Wormwood to Austria.

VOL. XVII.
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L c'Uis -'Napolboit has for some time beeil riditig the high horse, but 
he has at last come to a throw, which, a ltho^h  it may be considered as 
a throw for a very p e a t stake, is of a decidedly desperate character. 
W ith such a skittish steed as L ocis-Napoleon bad to guide, it was of 
course very difficult to hold the reins, and he mav perhaps be right to a 
certain extent in’refusing to  “ give her her head.” Though his attempt 
to use the curb may lead to a great deal of inconvenient restiveness, it 
may nevertheless be said to France:—

“ Yon helped to set your master on your back, 
l ie  Ukea hia seat, and make it you show your paces.”

Whether these paces will not eventually leave the rider in the lurch, 
is a question that lime will Bot take very long in answering.

LEND ME El-VE HUN DRED  POUNDS.

“ L e n d  tre £500” ought to be jhe  beading of at least twenty adver- 
tisenients tuat appear every morning in llie newspaper. Perhaps, 
however. Give ii.e £500 would be a still more appropriate “ catch line’ 
to those very cool applications to the full-pocketed and empty-headed 
portion of the community. The following piece of coolness is really 
quite cucumbrian in its character.

W A NTED £ 6 0 0 , AM PLY SECURED. Salary £ 3  per week. Duties re
quiring attendanee from Sin the evening until 10. A gentlemanly occupation;

' and for seven years. The. lender will have the entire control and the means of 
j ropa ying himself. Apply to V.

This announcement presents several points where the imagination 
I may dwell for a few minutes and take a discursive revel in the realms of 
' fancy: “ Wanted £500” is all njatter of fact enough, but when we come 

to “ Salarv £3 per week,” there is f̂ ood for the idealist. What is the 
salary to be for, and to whom is it to be payable? We get a little 
insight into the matter from the ensuing sentences, notwithstanding 
their curt, incoherent, and disjointed character. Duties requiring 
attendance from 6 in t he evening until 10,” is an intimation that opens 
to us a vague idea of a check-taker’s place at a theatre, or a toast
master’s situation at public dinners; or the office of bonnet and cloak 
protector at an early concert room. The next sentence, however, is 
puzzling, for it alludes^ to “ a gentlemanly occupation; and for seven 
years ; ”  the period having a perplexing affinity to the customary term 
of transportation, and being suggestive really of nothing else: for it is 
impossible to hit upon any occupation either gentlemanly or otherwise 
which can be called septennial. The grand climax to the advertisement 
is at the conclusion, which announces in simple language the broad 
fact that, “ the lender will have the means of repaying liimselT,” a most 
consolatory reflection truly, for the lender, and equivalent to a coi fession 
on the part of the advertiser, that the lender will have to look to 
himself tor gefling the money back again.

I t  may be presumed that he who has the means of lending, will have 
the means of paying, and thus the hypothesis in the advertisement may 
be supported; but we recommend any person having £500 to part with 
on the faith of an advertisement, to consider well whether he really has 
“ the means of repaving himself,”  wiihout looking to any other source 
for the restoration of his money. To any parly in this position, wi'li a 
superfluous £500 in his pocket, such advertisements as tlie one we have 
been noticing may offer several really very “ eligible opportunities.”

A N EW  LO.AN FOR NICHOLAS.

Should Russia or Austria require another loan for the purposes of 
despotism, we hope that either of them may be induced to apply to 
one of our London Loan Societies. We cannot wish the Czar or any 
other foreign oppressor any more effectual punishment than to get 
regularly into the d u ’clies of one of these concerns, and we are quite 
sure that if N icholas and a London Loan Society were once to come 
into contact, the awful catastrophe that is to be expected, “ when 
Greek meets Greek,” would be fully realised. We are convinced that 
even the most arbitrary of despots might take a lesson in cruelty and 
persecution from the prac<iM of a Ijcan ^ i e t v ,  and we can only 
repeat our hope that w nen N icholas wants anotfier Loan for a bad 
purpose, he may put liiniself in hands sinjilar to those which tore to 
pieces the uulbrtunate JuN£S, whose case has lately excited so much 
attention.

F a th e r  T ham es and his B oyal Visitors.
P tor Old F ather T hames must have felt rather ashamed of himself 

on the 30th of Ocicber, when he exaniined his own bosom and found it 
quite impossible to nuike a clean breast of i t ; for in his present dirty 
state lie is really quite unlit to receive the distinguished company that 
lately bonourea him with a visit. We wonder that tlie City authorities 
^ te r  going to such vast expense fo do honour to their guests, were not 
induced to add a trifle more to Idler the water of the river, or, to sfieak 
^egorically, to put upon old F ather  T hames a clean front to conceal his 
to ty  bosom. There had been some talk of including the river among 
the toasts at the dejeuner, but it was soon decided that to drink the 
ihames was utterly impossible.

LEGS AGAINST OMNIBUS.

W hile stopped at Charing Cross our ’Bus quite long enough for any i 
meal, '

There pass’d a man whom all of us thought very like Sir  R ouert I 
P ee l . '

At last the vehicle went o n ; Ihen paused again on halting wheel; 
Again, when I  looked out anon, I saw he u.au that lock’d like P eel. . 
We dragg’d up Fleet Street, Ludgute Hdli a» slowly as the stranded I 

seal; I
By passed, whene’er the ’Bus stood still, the man so like Sir | 

R obert P eel.
Bound to the Bank, I  gained it la te : I  kick’d and stamp’d with i 

nervous heel.
When in before me at the gate, there stepp’d the gentleman like 

P eel .
In future 1 ’ll adopt the plan to save my sixpence ; for I feel 
i ’d better trudge it like the man resembling so Sir  R obert P eel.

FASHIONS OF DESPOTISM.

A Tdrin paper announces that the D uke of P arma has given the 
galley slaves a new costume, and a hat exactly resembling that adopted 
by the liberal party. We dare say the new costume for the galley 
slaves consists of something in the way of a stripe for their jackets • 
imd as to the liat, we presume f.om its resemhlance to 1 lie chapeau of 
the Liberals, ^hat it is intended to bestow a topper for luck on both 
P«rl ies.

clerical m a pfro g .
(The Ght.st of Sidnep Sn  th taking a hack over the new Dean o f St. 

P aul’e). “ Now, iliLMAN, tuck in jou r Iwopeimj ! ”

A New W ord W anted.
At the last Nenagb Assizes, one .Toiin O’Hiiien was sentenced to 

lifleen years transporlaHon for attacking a miner, named ( - u r r y . 
has since, liejonu a shadow of doubt, been found innocent of 11\e 
crime: whereupon, the Lord Dienlenant, as the representative of 
Justice, took solea.n counsel with himself and graciously granted a 
“ free pardon ” to the guiltless wretch. Now, if innocence be “ par
doned,” what—when meroy interferes for crime—wliat other word 
shall serve lor forgiven w’ekednessf Is Justice so very stupid, as well 
as b lad ,—that she cannot learn the simplest " meanings P ”
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MISTAKING CAUSE FOR EFFECT.

Boy. “ I Sir, T ommy, I ’m slow ’ d if  there isn’t a M an a turnino on 
THE Choimia.”

: SCENES FROM THE LIFE OF AN UNPROTECTED 
FEMALE.

Scene i .— Pioeadtllt/. The U npeotected F emale is on the foot-pave
ment, with a basket, two hand-boxes, an vmbrella, a plant in a pot, 
a bird-cage, and a child’s toy horse of the largest size. She wishes to 
go somewhere by an Omnibus, but has not the least idea which is the 
Omnibus which will take her there. Two Putneys pass at opposition 
pace. \inva,Qnt.Cis,D YTM-kut, wavef her umbreila vaguely.

J- Jumping down together. Now Ma’am.
Unprotected Female. Which is this Omnibus P 
Cad A. Yes Ma’am, tlia t’s ourn. {Seizes U npeotected F emale. 
Cad B. Yes Ma’am, here’you are.

{Seizes U nprotected F emale’s luggage. 
Unprotected Female {extricating hersef with dignity.) Don’t take liold 

of me, man—How dare you touch those things P How dare you both P 
1 ’ll cml police—

Driver J .  (to Oa d  A.) Now, Bill, where is she for P 
Driver B. (to Ca d  B.) Shove her in Jim. W hat’s up P 
Cad A. Where for, Ma’am P 
Unprotected Female. Oh, 1 want to be put down at—
Cad B. That’s us, Ma’am—He don’t go there—

. {Drags U nprotected F emale, towards 'Bus B. 
Cad A. Hollo—you pulled us up, you know—Come along.

{Seizes U nprotected F em a le ; terrific sh-uggle, in which the 
U nprotected F emale is a good dealfuugmt over and reduced 
to a state bordering on imbecility.

Cad A. {whipping her on to his s t^) . Now, Ma’am, here you are— 
Passenger in ‘Bus A. ~We ’re quite full—
Driver A. Now, Bill, look alive.
Cad A. Lota of room atwix’ the stout gent and the old ’ooman. 

All rig h t!
{Drives U nprotected F emale violently into the lap of Crustv 

Bank Clerk on his way to dinner.
Frusty Bank Clerk. How dare you, woman 1
Unprotected Female. Ob, gracious goodness! Keep off, do ; you

w retch!
dneommoded Foreigner. Dere is not any of room, Madame.
Indignant Capitalist. Shameful!
Cad A. All r igh t! H ere’s your things.

{Hurls into Omnibus the band boxes, the bird-cage, the toy-horse, the 
flower-pot with plant; the last falling on the toes of the I ndig
nant Capitalist.

Indignant Capitalist. Confound—
{The rest of the sentence is jerked back out of his mouth into his lungs 

Iw the sudden moving on of the Omnibus. The U nprotected 
F emale has been shaken all o f a heap on to several passengerd 
legs, toes, laps, and hats, and bounds up and down with the 
pitch of the Omnibus.

Driver A. {to Cad A., over his shoulder). Tight fit, Bil l P 
Cad A. {to D river A. with grin, over top o f ’Bus). Werry. {Peeps 

into‘Bus. To Driver .) They *re a shakin’ down wisibly.
Crusty Bank Clerk. People shouldn’t come into public conveyances 

when there is no accommodation.
Unprotected Female. Oh 1 I  didn’t come in—I  was forced to—If  you 

coulcf, please, let me off the bird-cage. O h! who has been a-top of my 
canary P

Incommoded Foreigner {with much politeness). Comme fa, Madame. 
How you feel P Nevare mind for my leg. C’est fa.

Unprotected Female (with a gush of thankfulness). Oh. thank you. Sir, 
I ’m sure. {Looking indignantly at Bank (Jlerk Capitalist). I ’ll 
thank you not to destroy my plant. Sir—if you please.

{Snatches at the pot, and in so doing drives the plant, which is of a stiff 
and prickly order into the mouth, nose, and eyes of CKSiTuuset- 

Capitalist. Will you have done. Ma’am, with your infernal vegetables. 
Bank Clerk. How such things are ^ow ed to be brought into public 

conveyances is wonderful.
Indignant Capitalist {to Cad). 1 tell you, Sir, we’ve fifteen inside,— 

and that is ’nt a baby in arms. {Pointing to a stout youth of 6, whom his 
nether got passed into’ Bus under above title 1) I ’ll have you pulled up, Sir.

Cad A. {darting his head into door and n e a r l y Ca p it a l is t ’s 
face). Sloane S treet! *

Unprotected Female. E h ! {Screams) 'Rext— {Struggling for her hand- 
box, flower-pot, toy-horse, umbrella, all at once). Oh—I want to go to the 
Bank—Let me ou t! Let me ou t!

Cod A. Sixpence.
Unprotected Female (precipiialing' herself from step). Oh—why didn’t 

yon say you wasn’t going to the Kink ?
Capitalist. Thank goodness, she’s gone.
Bank Clerk. Those confounded females!
Sententious Passenger. The majority of Women seem to think all 

Omnibuses go to the Bank every journey, either way. ,
Cad A. Now Ma’am, look sharp!
Unprotected Female. 1 ought to have a sixpence. !

[ Wrenches at her g lm , which, her hand being damp, refuses to come off. I 
Driver. Now, Bill—look alive—one would think you was a picking ' 

’em out with a pin, like winkles. i
Cad A. Now, Ma’am. . . .  i
Unprotected Female. 0\\ \ my money’s i"nmy'reticnle.[/Jw^e« fo 
Driver {in uncontrollable impatience). Now, Bill ! j
Cad A. (to D river). She’s a divin’ for lier money. i
Unprotected Female {htiving disinterred everything in vain from I ba.jket). I 

Where can iiiy reticule be P {Darts to ’Bus.) On, please, there’s a re'icule.
{Inserts herself among the passengeri legs. 1 

Camtalist. Have don», Ma’am—By Heaven, i t ’s shameful! |
Bitnk Clerk. You don’t think your confounded reticule’s in my boots, j 

do you P
fneommoded Foreigner {with good-humoured satisfaction). Ab-ha— 

void—Madame. |
{Holds up reticule, which he seems to have been sitting on. ; 

Unprotected Female. Oil, thank you. Sir, 1 ’m sure. Here {Dashes her : 
hand into reticule, and extracts coppers from all corneri), thruppence. I 

Cad A. Tliruppence, M a’am, no Ma’am. Thruppence afi tlie way P Six- ' 
pence to Sloane Street. {Makes a grab at her handful f f  coppers.) T hat’s 
It, Ma’am—all right—J ob {with rapid change), here’s J ack Saunders. | 

Dncer. All r igh t! W e’ll melt him. [
{Omnibus vanishes at fu l l  gallop at Opposition appears. U npro

tected F emale places herself so as lobe run over. j
Driver of Opposition, Now then, stoopid I ;
Unprotected Female {screams). OUI . . .  I

{Bushes under the nose of a eab-horse trotting in opposite direction. | 
Cabman {feroctouly). Xts\\\ (Shouts.) Where are a-drivin’ to? , 
Unprotected Female {escapes with difficulty to foot pavement, and sinks 

exhauded in agony, on her p D  of luggage To Fowc&yUi.'s imploringly). \ 
Oh ! when will there be an.vthing to the Bank P |

Foliceman. One just passed. Ma’am. I
Unprotected Female {rushing back into centre o f road). I lo y ! ho ! I 

Oh, slop liim some one, please—do. 1 want to go to the Bank. |
{Exit running viulentiy to the danfjer o f her life, and neglect o f h^r . 

luggage—Her cries b-come fainter and fainter. Ragged little i 
buy approaches lugjaye carefully. Policeman th mghifully with- ■. 
draws on the other side. Slow music. Scene closes. j

“ W alk up, W alk up, I t '»  only One Penny.” «
Gavan D uppt was asked what could have been J ohn O’Connell’s 

motive in re-opening Conciliation Hall. “ I cannot guess,” replied the ' 
great man of the Nation, “ unless i t ’s ‘ malice pro pence.' ”
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F A S H I O N S  F O R  O L D  B A I L E Y  L A D I E S .
(From “ La Mode Crimuielle,” or “Ladiee* Criminal Chronicle” for Movmber,)

At the elegant rSunion on the occasion of the late Matinee Criminelle
at the Old Bnilev, the lovely and accomplished L adv B----- carried off
“ ies honneurs,” by her lovely Manteau a la M anning , trimmed with 
ntche en gibette, and telet i t  mort bouffoneet. The neck is surmounted 
with a running cord, a la Calcraft, which finishes in a nccud coulant 
in satin, under the left ear. We noticed besides the above charming 
nouveaute, the following most captivating jiemi toilette:— Chapeau d la

Prculin with lining and trimmings eouleur de tang. Hair worn close, d /<* 
Brixton; col en guillotine. Cartage, d la eondamnee; this richerchi 
corsag# has a very tight body, which pinions the arms to the sides, 
giving that interesting air to the wearer witich is so much adniirrd on 
the scaffold. With the chapeau is worn a bonnet de pendue\ this sweet 
cap can be arranged so as to cover the whole face, and is likely to be 
thus worn during the approaching season. .

OU R  GUY.
“ R emember, remember, the fifth of November,

Is gunpowder treason and p lo t, ”
And to keep up the season, there still may be reason.

Though Gut  Fawkes and his treason be almost forgot.

Rags motley and tattered, a hat vilely battered,
By bone-grubber scattered, from scare-crow down blown,

Of straw a few snatches, a lanthom and matches,
A mask for a face, and a chair for a throne;

Such, in brief, the receipt is (with which every street is 
Enabled to greet us) for making a “ Guy ” —

And few years but may lend us a Gut as tremendous.
As he who’d have sent King and Commons sky high.

This fifth of November, our Gut sits as member.
Of that very house his original had blown u p ;

’Tis M r, George H udson, whom all fling their muds on.
That for Mammon’s Gut god-son. Punch here would have shown up.

His dealings in stock sure, so crafty and cock sure.
If not Faux prove him Fox, sure—as ’cute and as fast:

Still, when shares you’d allot him, and so at the bottom 
Of a Company got him, it blew up at last.

H is face bluff and burly was a mask, late and early,
W'herein honesty surly, physiogrnoniisis saw :

When by hook or by crook you could balance his books, you 
Found in spite of stout look, you’d a mere man of straw.

The lanthom he carries is the light whose vagaries.
Like a will-o’-the-wisp far from honesty’s way.

To purls and to pitches, in dirt and in ditches.
In  wild-goose chase for riches led millions astray.

As the street Guys are shown too, a chair was his throne too. 
Whence in absolute tone to his slaves he gave law.

And though none then were dreaming of his underground scheming. 
Of a blow-up from him even Dukes stood in awe.

Rotten now is his credit, as the fabric that fed i t ;
Out at elbows in character, credit and cash.

Like a Guv he is fleered at, and scouted and jeered at.
And all th a t’s he good for’s squib-firing and smash.
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ROYALTY IN EXILE.
OMEHO'w, kings and princes ’ 
never show so well as in mis
fortune. Like glow-worms,' 
they shine best upon a “ sul- j 
len ground.” Half-a-dozen 
times within as many months,' 
have we had letters in the I 
French and other papers de-' 
scriptive of the surpassing j 
sweetness of temper, and 
beauty of expression, and 
height and depth of under- j 
standing of the Duke oe 
Bousdeaux. Noble pilgrims 
have travelled from Paris to [ 
kiss his hand, and marvel at 
his combined gentleness and  ̂
magnanimity. They have 
religiously gathered up the 

spoken pearls dropped from the mouth of the martyr exile, and strung 
them in the prettiest and most taking pattern for the veneration of 
all France. “ Nothing,” says Polly Peachem,_ “ nothing so touching 
as a great man in distress.”  And the heroic suffering of H e n m  ! 
THE F ifth is of the most approved specimen. B ut then, it is plain,  ̂
change of air is so beneficial to a legitimate monarch or pTnce. 
How wonderfully our own dear Charles th e  Second promised 
when abroad; and bow be failed to pay the promise of his goodness ; 
when he came home! Who shall say if there had been no Genebal 
Monk to bring back Ciiatiies Stuabt,—how prettily he might at 
this moment have shown in history ? His great misfortune was his 
restoration. As an exile he would have died a martyr, in search of the 
good of his own dear England. Restored to the throne, it was well 
when he hunted nothing worse than moths with L ady Castlemaine— j 
(the Dutch Fleet in the morning of the same day blazing in the j 
Medway and threatening the Thames). j

Now,we do not mean to aver that H eney the F ieth—with his eye ' 
on the French throne, and acting to the hkench people—is not at the I 
present moment everything that his admirers tell of him. “ H is ' 
features,” says bis last worshipper in print, in this month’s Pras/r,' 
“ are delicate, but still retain all the strong characteristics of the ’ 
Bourbon race.” Oh, that Bourbon race ! How has it blasphemed the , 
dignity of human nature,— ĥow has it harried generations of men like 
wild beasts ! “ A very aquiline nose!” A pattern bill-hook, that has
slain its hundreds of thousands. “ A clear eye of Hee^bl&uderoi!” 
W hat is king’s-blue for an eye, we know n o t: though of late the 
blueness of the looks of certain kings has been none of the m ost: 
s p r i g h t l y j

“ A peculiar earnestness of gaze; a classically modelled chin, and small, well-shaped 
mouth. He has recently adopted the fashion of a tuft on the chin, and a very short 
beard, which united to the whiskers, conceal the natural fulness of the countenance. 
I t is a face altogether remarkable for its aristocratic contour^ its peculiar sweetness, 
its strong intellectual expression; this is the opinion of all the fairer sox, who may be , 
tea rd  exclaiming as he passes by, ‘ Mon Dieu, qu’il est beau 1’ ” '

W hat a pity it  would be to spoil the freedom of such a picture!  ̂
How it glows and beams iu the beauty of distance ! Call the shining: 
light to Paris; and experience tells us, it is just twenty to one, that a i 
crown would act like an extinguisher upon the glory., . _

No, n o ; the Bourbons flourish so beautifully in exile, it is a pity to ' 
dwarf them by transplanting them to the soil of France. Somehow, 
they cannot now strike root there.

TH R O W IN G  COALS ON FIRE AT THE COAL EXCHANGE.
I t was remarked shat Sib, R obebt P eel and L oed J ohn B ussell 

were once or twice thrown side by side at the recent ceremony of 
opening the Coal E.xchange. The reporters state that the two distin
guished statesmen did not speak to one another, hut we have reason to 
believe that a little good-humoured banter passed be'ween them. The 
following may (or may not) be relied upon as a small snatch of dialogue 
supposed to have been uttered by the ex- and the ex-isting Premier.

Sir R. Peel. “ So, L obd J ohn, you have come to have a peep at the 
coal, preliminary, I  presume, to having your ash settled.”

Lord John. “ i  am a t all events surprised to m eet you, SiE R obebt, 
among th e  coals, as I  should have supposed you might have been 
satisfied with the  sack which you got long ago.”

I t was at this point that the gentleman-at-arms was seen to advance, 
and place himself between the rival statesmen, as reported in the 
newspapers.

W ho is H aynau ?—This is a question that we have often been asked 
of late. All we can say in answer is,.that H aynau is one of the E mpeeoe 
OE Austbia’s hangers on.

A WYLD GOOSE CHASE OYEE THE GLOBE.
Mb . W yld has just published a Map of the North Pole. His 

industry certainly goes to the utmost limits. We doubt if there is the 
smallest scrap of the world left him now to make a map of. He has 
sco n :^  the whole globe, as clean as a new door-plate, and left the name 
of “  © Hjllr”  engraved in large letters upon it. He has even used up 
the Arctic Regions. Go, search the North Pole, and you will find one 
of W yld’s Maps dangling at the end of it. The force of mapping can 
surely no further go.

Alexandee wept because he had not another world to conquer. We 
can imagine W yld often sheds bitter tears that there is not another 
globe to lay down at bis feet in seven-shilling “ rollers ! ”

There only remain the Moon, the Sun, the Stars, and the centre of 
the Earth at all open to a Map. The Artesian wells that are about to 
spring up all over London may help Me . Wyed to get an insight into 
the latter, and, for a man who makes it his business to see further than 
anybody else, an insight would be all that was sufficient. There is no 
difficulty, but whak Me . W yld, when he has a mind to compass anything, 
can instantly get through. Let him have but one peep, and we should 
have the next week a “ Grand Map of that delightful spot, the Centre 
of tl\e Earth, published for the use of Emigrants.” But then Mb . W yld 
would never stop half way. He would be sure to push his discoveries 
further, and Science would soon be favoured with a “carte dupaya” of 
the interior of the earth, by which means we should be able to travel 
soinewhat like a monkey, by jumping from Pole to Pole. We are 
positive such a short cut is to be made, and there can be no question 
that W yld is the “ scientific cutter ” (as they say at Nu6ee’s) to do it. 
We shall go through the world instead of round it. You will get into a 
snug little descending room, like the one at the Coliseum, and 
be quietly “ dropt” at New South Wales, in less than an hour 
after you have left the Duke of York’s Column, in the St. James’s 
Park. I t  will be done on the principle of buckets in a well,—as one 
party goes down another will come up. The only difficulty will be to 
uistribute the respective weights, for it stands to reason, six lean tra
vellers dropping down from London, would never be able to pull up six 
stout, Dutch-built voyageura, coming direct from Sydney. But this is 
a mere feather in the scale of difficulties, which any one, at all sifted 
with a pair of scientific lungs, would blow away at once with the 
smallest “ Pooh! pooh! ” We are confident this new method of 
travelling will be the ruin of railways at no very distant day, and we 
are equally confident that Mb . W yld will publish Maps of the country 
as soon as it is discovered, if not before. Talk of an Irishman being 
in two places at once, why, our parliamentary friend of the Strand must 
be nearly all over the world at once.

W e went into his shop some time back to ask to look at a Map of the 
Court of Chancery; for, having by some stupid accident got into it, we 
were extremely anxious to find our way out of it as soon as possible. 
“ Certainly, S ir; by all means,”  said the ubiquitous map-seller, not at all 
disconcerted, “ be so kind as to take this ‘ Seat of War,’ ” and be offered 
us a chair with the Map of Hungary lying crushed upon it.

“ Here it is, S ir; ” he exclaimed, quite pleased, “ be kind enough to 
cast your eye over this.” We did, and found he had brought us the 
very thing—it was a view of the Queen’s Bench. He has maps for 
every out of the way, or in the way place. We would not mind wager
ing, if a picture were discovered this afternoon in the Vernon Gallery, 
that Mb . W yld had a map of the place published to-morrow morning!

If Me . W yld’s brain should be ever discovered (we will be bound he 
has a Map of it inside his hat), we should like to have a peep at it, for 
we have a suspicion that the two hen)ispheres must be printed, varnished, 
and glazed, exactly like a pair of globes.

BAEELY CIVIL.

PcoB dear Me . IIequhaet has been stripped of all his clothes fay a 
pirate, asserted by Me . U. to be a Russian. We should recommend 
Mb . U. to avail himself of this incident to change his motto to—“ Bare 
and Eor-bear.” • •

UNNATUEAL COLLISION. '

_ The Worce>ter Herald gives an account of a coach, accident; a colli
sion between the True Blue and the Sovereign. Such a thing has not 
happened since the Tories quarrelled with James the Second. j

De f e c t iv e  sm elling .—n e w  discovery.—es, Fleet street.
The Organic Olfactor, an extraordinary, powerful, small, newly invented instru- | 

ment for loss of smell, entirely original, to surpass anything of the kind that will ever , 
be produced. I t  is modelled to the nose, so that it can be worn or disused at pleasure, , 
and, being of the same colour as the skin, is, in some instances, even ornamental. The , 
powers of this valuable new invention are so great as to bring very defective smelling  ̂
to its  perfect and natural state, and even to enable Common Councilmen to distinguish 
putrefactive odours, to discern the perfume of Smithfield, and to be sensible of the emana- ■ 
tions from sewers. This contrivance for re-opening a door to “ Wisdom at one entrance ■ 
quite shut out,” is respectfully recommended to the notice of the civic authorities by i 
Mr. Punch 85, Fleet Street, within scent of St. Bride’s Ghurchyardi
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DISAGREEMENT OE THE DOCTORS.
T he field of inquiry into the cause of Cholera has been all along, a 

sort of dry skittle-ground, every new theory being a sort of nine-pin, 
which has only been set up, that it might be straightway knocked 
down again. The latest instance has been the very recent downfall of 
D r . Bb iit a in ’s theory, which, after appearing to stand for some time, 
has just been bowled over by some clever hands at the College of Phy
sicians. The report that has appeared within the last few days com
pletely overturns the hypothesis by which the Cholera was believed to 
have been at last accounted for.

The following is the order iu which the overturning of Db . Be iit a in ’s 
scientific skittles has been effected:—

1st. The alleged irregular cells, which were supposed to be peculiar 
to the disease, have been found to have no necessary connection with 
it, and the irregular cells have been disposed of as regular sells to the 
doctor who thought he had found important facts enclosed in them.

2nd. The kind of vegetable tissue upon which so much stress was 
laid, as having been full of great facts, has been found to contain no 
facts of any consequence at all, and the vegetable tissue has been cast 
aside as a tissue of falsehood.

3rd. The search for these cells and tissue in air and water led to a 
negative result, and the two negatives were not productive of any 
affirmative, for they amounted to nothing, and any attempt to derive 
evidence from the negatives was a positive failure.

4th. On applying powerful glasses to the air supposed to be infected, 
there was perceptible a sort of disc over the top, but on looking closely 
at the glass, and inspecting it moat minutely, the examiners elicited 
from the disc-over it no disc-overy.

5th. After collecting together all the results of their inquiries, the 
examiners caused the whole to be held for some time in solution, and 
there being no result, they attempt to offer no solution of the mystery.

A REGENT STREET MELODRAMA.

of “ Bargains,” “ Opportunities,” or goods “  Given away,” may perhaps 
be undersoing the horrors of “ unmerited persecution,” as the victim 
of some O’Sm ithian  sort of shopman, who harsher egress until she 
can be content to purchase a pair of half-crown cuffs for half-a-guinea.

To those who are fond of a piece of chivalry, we recommend an occa
sional sally into a Regent Street fur-shop, on the chance of finding 
some fair maiden to be rescued from the grasp of the dragon of 
humbug and puffery. St . George might have a very busy time of it 
in these days if he would make it  his business to go about the 
W est End, dragging injured innocence out of the clutches of com
mercial roguery. We little thought that the imperative announcements 
of a necessity and a determination to “ have cash,”  were backed up 
by the recklessness of the desperado, and th e  brutality of the ruffian. 
We shall never look again upon a shop exhibiting these external s i^ s  
of daring and adventurous trading, without fancying we hear within, 
the shrieks for aid of some fair captive being forced against her will 
to become a customer.

IKEATM ENI OP A LADY WITHOUT H E R  HUSBAND.

T h e  papers have lately contained reports of a scene of startling in
terest, that appears to be occasionally enacted in a shop in Regent Street. 
The locality is not one peculiarly suited for romance' or mystery; but 
a fearfid drama appetp:s to be sometimes performed in some of the shops 
that skirt that gay and crowded thoroughfare.

A lady recently applied for advice to a magistrate, to know how she 
should act in consequence of her haidng gone into a shop in Regent Street, 
attracted by some tickets in the window, and, having found nothing to 
suit her within, having been literally imprisoned in the shop and prevented 
from passing out, except on the condition of her becoming a purchaser. 
Matters are indeed becoming serious when the ticketing shopkeepers 
of the Metropolis establish a sort of reign of terror over the female 
mind, and have in view their timid lady customers instead of their 
goods, when they write up in ominous red letters, the words— 
“ Alarming Sacripice.”

We are not constitutionally nervous ; but we .shall really never pass 
the Regent Street fur-shops, without a shudder at the idea that some 
improtected female who has been lured withhi by deceitful promises

TREATMENT OP A LADY W IT H  H E R  HUSBAND.

Can no th ing  be done to  save him ?
W e  see a book advertised under the frightful title of the “ Lawyer’s' 

Companion por  1849.”  W e did not know that, even in these des
perate times, any human being could be found so reckless as to be the 
companion of a lawyer for an entire year. W ho can he be ? Some 
poor unfortunate victim that probably is expiating some fearful crime 
by carrying a lawyer’s blue bag for the term—or four terms rather—of 
a long, heavy, dragging, twelvemonth. Or is i t  a callous sheriffs officer? 
Eor he is too frequently the Lawyer’s Companion; statistics having 
cruelly proved that wherever a lawyer has gone first, the sheriff’s 
officer has always walked in afterwards. Whoever the “ Lawyer’s 
Companion for 1849 ” may be, we wish him good luck, for we are 
sure that long before the period of his punishment has expired, the 
poor fellow will need it.

"  WE haven’t d ined  since yesterday.”
T h e  Protectionists complain of their poverty, and yet they are 

feasting all over the land. They eat, drink, and are not merry. Their 
meetings are graced with “ every delicacy of the season ” (including 
D israeli), and, notwithstanding, tlieir talk is Starvation. We cannot 
understand i t ; for one thing is perfectly clear, that in the midst of all 
their starvation, they are never in want of a Dinner, or at a loss for a 
Guinea to get i t ! __________________ __

ONLY A SH.ADE OR TWO DIFFERENT.
I t is said that L ouis-Napoleon, as a coup may throw himself 

into the hands of the folks of the Red Republic. If  this be so, it  is 
the progress of colour not of government; a more from the R ed to 
the Purple.

Sir  Charles N apier was asked if he had seen anything of the 
German Fleet, when be was in Prussia ? “ O h! yes,”  replied tlie naval 
schoolmaster abroad, “ I  saw six funny-boats at Berlin, that were out 
on the Spree.”
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BREAKERS A-BEAD, ON A RAILWAY.

A PAUAGKAPH in the Daily News calls attention to the height, or rather the lowness 
of the bridges on the Epsom Railwar, which renders it dangerous for a third-class passenger 
to stand up in a carriage while passing under one of the bridges, lest he should unfor
tunately meet with a sort of breaker a-head, which he would be sure to break his head 

• against. We are all aware that “ life’s but a s p a n th o u g h  none of us wish the span to 
be shortened by the span of a railway bridge being too contracted to allow us to go 
under it, and causing us to undergo a rather alarming process. I t  is too bad that our 
chances of safety on a railway, should be abridged by an undue abridgment in the height 
of the bridges. I f  the directors cannot be made amenable to an ordinary Court of Law, 
we recommend an appeal to  the Court of Arches, for thrfpurpose of getting the will of 
the public properly adniiuistered to.

QUESTIONS FOB, CHBISTBNDOM.
i^At the Service of the Peace Congress.)

Sqtjaees warfare with the Christian creed ?
May nations bear their neighbours’ hate. 

Forbid in private thought or deed ?—
Is vengeance lawful to a State ?

Are only individual men 
Bound good for evil to return.

Whilst, doing wrong for wrong again. 
Whole peoples may with malice burn ?

Is each to bear, forbear, and trust 
That what is best will sure befall 

Is what for each is wise and just,
“ Utopian,”  and absurd for all F

Was Christianitj; but meant 
The little passions to control.

The appetites—the senses’ beat 
Of the mere isolated soul ?

Thus small, thus narrow is its scheme ?
Has it no larger scope or plan ?

Its code of morals do ye deem 
But folly for collective man ?

If  such your thought—and answer you, 
Ordained its mysteries to teach—

Do you account your doctrine true ?
Do you believe in what you preach ?

I

PiuifSE Albekt has created Sin J ames D uke a 
Baronet. This was done to commemorate His Royal 
Highness’s Visit to the Coal Exchange—as the 
P rince said, “ I  look upon Sib  J am;es D uke as 
the finest specimen of the ‘ Best L obp M ayor’s.’ ” 
We are sure that not a person in the City will for 
a moment dispute this royal,—nay, this imperial— 
measure of the Prince.

HEROISM IN  WANT.

L et  Punch s p e ^  a word to the rich and well-to-do for W illiam  
TRAEroRP, late policeman, now nothing. For the  history of his present 
nothingness has about it a glow of real glory, th a t should not b e lts  only- 
reward ; seeing th a t such reward results in want and final starvation.

On the I4th of May, 1849, W illiam  Tbateord of the S Division cf 
police was present at a fire in College Place, Camden Town. He saved 
the Uves of seven persons from a certain and agonising death. Two 
persons, screaming for aid from a top storey, were desired by Traeeord 
to fall upon him. They did so, escaping with little injury. But 
TRAproRP the hero was terribly shaken; the shock he suffered for 
some time rendered him utterly helpless; and he has only partially 
recovered his former strength. He received £20 reward and a—medal. 
He is now with a wife and children without the means of support, in 
consequence of his long illness and his inability to go to any active work.

The poor man’s case was incidentally made known last week at the 
Mansion Hoime. Before this sheet appears, we doubt not that many 
blessed with the means of aiding heroic misfortune caused by a virtuous 
act, will have undrawn their purses in favour of W illiam  T baeiorp. 
H is medal must not be his only piece of silver. Though, by the way, 
who would not rather have the solitary medal of a Traeeosp than the 
score of medals of a H aynau ? The one Order of Virtue tried by Fire, 
—than the Austrian’s twenty Orders of Fire and Murder ?

W hat L ies a t  th e  B o tto m  of Ire la n d ’s M isery? T he Potato.
Ser jea n t  M u rph y  has not been successful at Cork. His friends 

wanted to I'orce him down the inhabitants’ throats, but they set their 
teeth against him, and the poor Serjeant has been dropt, emtm une 
pmme-de-terre toute chaude, as J enkins would say. Let us hope that 
Ireland's next move will be to throw out the potato altogether, since it 
has already begun by flinging over a M urphy .

CHANGE FOR TWOPENCE !
The Gazette announces the appointment of the E ev. Mr . Milma-n 

to be Dean of St. Paul’s, vice D octor Copleston, deceased. Is this 
to be interpreted as the announcement of “ Gratis to the Cathepral, 
vice Twopence D efu n c t? ”

ROASTED ORANGE.*
I f Old Fox were living in these days he might add a chapter to his

Book o f Martyrs.” Know aU Englishmen, that in the North of 
Ireland—Irish though the statement itself may seem—Protestants 
have just been roasted alive by Kentish fire. The Ulster Protestant 
Association held a meeting at Belfast on Tuesday last week. Thereat, 
the D ean  of Abpagh  made a speech, iu the course of which he 
alluded to the Battle of the Boyne and W illiam the Th ir p . “ Here,” 
says the “ the meeting set up the Kentish fire, and continued
performing it for some minutes.” A little further on we read that (in 
connection with something about a Popish bishop) “ groans” w ep 
u ttered ; no doubt by the sufferers in the flames: for the groans in 
relation to Popery were almost incessant during the Dean’s oration.

On Mr . J ones, High Sheriff of Down, rising to address the Meeting, 
the Kentish fire again burst forth “ from all parts of the hall.” In 
the next speech, by the Rev . M r . MTllwaike, no less than four 
outbreaks of Kentish fire occurred, and—iu proof that we do not mis
represent facts—the report informs us that “ The reverend gentleman 
concluded amid the Kerdish ire by declaring that he did not despair of 
the Protestant cause.”

The Archpeacon of D romore evidently shared the fate, as he 
quoted the words, of L atimer. A t the end of his address he “ called 
upon his brethren to be of good cheer, for that day would kindle a 
flame in England which he trusted . . . would never be extin
guished.”  'Ihereon immediately followed Kentish fire.

The R ev . Mr . Drew  rose “ amid a tremendous demonstration of the 
Keniish ire, with cries of ‘ keep it up” ”

I t  is manifest that the fare at the Belfast Meeting consisted of stakes 
for several. The victims, however, it must in candour be stated, 
rushed voluntarily into flames of their own kindling; and those who 
are fanatical enough to play with Kentish fire must expect to burn 
their fingers.

A T rue  A strologer.

W e  perceive that Z a p  Kie l ’s  Almanack is advertised as “ Just Out.” 
Since Mr . Z a p k ie l , last year, predicted nothing but woe and calanaty 
to happen to these islands during the present; whereas prosperity- 
thank Heaven, but in spite of the stars—is daily increasing; his adver
tisement of “ Just Out,” at least, teUs the truth about his Almanack.

    
 



fVlANNĈ s.AND.CvSTOMS-OF.>,ENG-UYSHE-iM !84i5- 35-

a^ppotecte cf>  Z oological ScciEryo-iTs Gapdcns . p t G D Y N c r  yc 
ft CASTS .

Mr. P ip s  his D iary .
Monday, October 21 th, 1849.—To the Zoological Gardens, in th e ' 

Regent’s Park, at 3 p. m., in Time to see the O tter fed with live Fishes, 
which he do chase round his Basin in the Water, and dive after mighty j 
clever. Then to the Wild Beasts, waiting for their Food in a terrible \ 
Rage, as I  bare seen others than Wild Beasts at the Delay of D inner.. 
&me of the Dens with Trees lengthwise in them for the Beasts to climb | 
in ; and there Lions, old and young. Lionesses, He and She Tigers, a ' 
Jaguar, an Ounce, a Cheetah, a Spotted and Black Leopard ; and on 
the other side Hyaenas, and Pumas, and more Leopards, and Bears. 
Thejr Yelling and Howling for Hunger a most horrid Musique, and 
terrible to see the Tigers, rear on their liind Legs, and dash at their Bars, 
and m n  and glare at the Children outside. The Ramping and Roaring 
doubled when the Keeper come with the Meat, and I.ack ! how thf^ 
did fly at it with Teeth and Claws, and howl and snort over it, and 
munch and crunch the Bones ! But one Hyaena droll, the Keeper passjng 
him by, and he, thinking he was to go without his Meal, throwing him
self on his Back, and momng, and almost blubbering in Despair. Pretty, 
to see the Bears in their Enclosure climb up their Post for Buns: 
which the Visiters did'hold to them on the End of a long Stick, and 
thw e below fighting for the Morsels that fell; and their Clumsiness, 
and awkward Standmg on their hiud Legs, exceeding comical. The 
W hite Bear, also, swimming in his Tank, pleasant, being on the outside 
of his Cage. Did note a line old Wolf and Cubs, but snarling and 
snapping over their Victuals, they seemed not a Happy Family. Saw 
the manner of Preying of the Eagles and Vultures, treading on their 
Meat, and tearing it up with, their Beaks; the Eagles brave, but the

Vultures base and ignoble. Yet fine the Sight of the Great Condoc 
Vulture, when the Wind blew, stretching forth his huge Wings upon 
i t ; and glad, no doubt, would have been to sail away. The Parrots 
gay; but do so shriek and sciuall, that their Abode do seem the Mad
house of the Place. Much taken with the Seal swimming in the Water, 
and waddling on bis Stomach, with his Tail and Flappers, like a Fellow 
with his Legs tied for a Wager. Diverged by the Gambols and Antics 
of the Monkeys and Apes: yet almost sick to see such vile Likenesses 
of ourselves : and the Apes especially loathsome and ugly; and to see the 
Crowd of Women and Ladies gazing at them ! With great Pleasure, yet 
Horror, did view the Snakes and Lizards in the Ileptile Housc,_and 
glad they could not get at m e; but hoped to see the Boa Constrictor 
swallow a live llab b it: but did not. Ilougbt Gingerbread Nuts to 
feed the Elephant, cost me 2d. and lie did please me, but I wished lie 
had been bigger; but the Rhinoceros did give me great Delight, ana 
with Mirth beard a Countryman sUmtiiig by, call him the Hog in 
Armour. Well contented also with (he Bison, that with liis huge 
shaggy Head and Mane, Homi, and fiery Eyes, do look the most like 
a Demon I ever did see. To the Camel-Leopards, g i^eu il Creatures ; 
after the Bison and Rhinoceros. Tlien about the Gardens to watch 
the People and the Children stare at, and feed and poke the Animals. 
I)id mark some pretty Damsels, but gazing so intent at the Ileasts 
that I could hardly well gaze at them. So Home, and described to 
my Wife what I had seen, eioepf. the Damsels, and did discourse 
with her of Natural History; which the Zoological G&ideus do breed a 
pretty Taste for among the People.

b r w niiam  Bradbarr. of No.UnppCTWobara.alaca, l a t a .  P arl.b o fS t. rancra..aod Pr«iei1«k Mall«t Kvaa^of .So.7. Churfb.row. I lo k . » .w laftou . bolb In Ih .C m inlr of M ld.llta«.I’rliil>T..al >b'>' 
Om«e, laL o m b ard .tfta t, In tbaP rtc .net of W hit.fnara.lnlba City of loadoa, and Puo;iab«l by t b .»  at No. a., P ltc ttlrca t. In t b c  Pariah of •l.B rlda'i, id tha U ty  of la,ndon .-8»T uaa .« , Nor. lu.a. 1
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A FRIENDLY WORD WITH MR. ROEER.
W e believe Me . R o p e b , secretary to the Needlewomen’s Society, to 

be a proper sort of man. We would fain hope that he has not even a 
pin’s head spot of the plague of cant upon him—spots with which 
sundry persons of laborious piety come out very thick mdeed. No. We 
would rather think him clean and sweet as a “ chysom child.”  Still, 
wherefore should he go out of his way to deal a buffet F Why, when he 
returns thanks, in very untutored English, for the charity bestowed 
upon M b s . F it z g e e a l d  and her daughters, should he plant a thwack 
upon the cheek of R o w l a n d  H i l l  P

“ The voice of a Christian pnbUc [says Mb. RoprbI la very properly raised on behalf 
of the younf? men at the Post Office; but how many of the opposite sex are working day 
and night (Sundays not excepted)? and through the late affliction left in such a weak 
state, that if  assistance is not given ere the approaching day of ImroiliaHon, It will only 
be a mockery upon their feelings, he must entreat all district visitors to go forward.”

The Christian public^—at least the p ea te r portion of it, whose 
Christianity best showed itself in believing good intentions until evil 
were proved—the Christian public is, at the present moment, very com
fortable with respect to the score of young men at the London Post 
Office; seeing that the twenty, employed a few hours in the Metropolis, set 
free hundreas, for almost the whole day, in the country. The Christian 
public is now perfectly reassured in the belief that the sun will rise on 
the Monday morning—the sea ebb and flow,—and the earth have its 
seed-time and harvest,— t̂he whole course of nature not being struck 
into confusion by the impiety of Downing Street. We know there are 
superfine people, who consider the oven of the Sunday baker as only a 
small type of the fiery furnace; and baked potatoes—brown and melting 
—as Dead Sea apples under another arrangement. Nevertheless, Sunday 
shoulders continue to be baked, and potatoes are floweir in the mouth 
of a Sabbath-dining generation. For which iniquity. Me . R o w l a n d  
H i l l  is no doubt answerable, he having instigated the perpetration of 
the evil an age or so before his birth, though very properly sent on after
wards to answer for the misdoing.

When Me . R o p e e  speaks of the “ squalid poverty” of the outraged 
workwoman-of her “ bed of straw”—o f a dying girl “ in the last 
stage of coTisumption, covered merely with a piece of calico,”—most 
sadly do we go with the unvarnished and unvarnishing advocate of the 
wretched. But, somehow, we apprehend a peril for R o p e e  when he 
drags “ the young men at the Post O fc c ”- into his picture—not, of 
course, designedly to give it elTeot—wilfully to throw it up as a 
“ little bit of colour,”—but then, it will look so. I f  it be art, it is not 
fine art—for it is not hidden. We are tender of the reputation of 
Me . R o p e e . His function is almost a sacred one; for he has to be the 
almsnjan to the hapless wretched. 'I'lierefore, we would have him pure 
from all suspicion—cleansed in the daily waters of truth, that none—if 
possible, none—of the taint and earth of mortal prejudice and modish 
bigotry sliould hang about him. Thus, in tenderness of his repii- 
ta'ion, we earnestly advise him to take no heed of “ the young men 
at the Post Office,” - b u t  to give all his heart and all his soul to the 
alleviation of starving misery on beds of straw. The young men at the 
Post Office, in their healthy slumbers, need not—we would hope—the 
Boliciliide of M e . R o p e e . We do no  ̂ say, that M e . R o p e e  has in him 
one spot of cant,—but then, we conjure him, by the sacredness of his 
function, to give no cause for doubt. When the Plague is raging, it 
is not sufficient for comfortable neighbourhood, to he free from the 
pest,—we must be also unsuspected. Overgood intentions do some
times sanction strangest means. M e . R o p e e  may remember that a 
rigid Sabbatarian placed a ladder across the road in the way of the first 
Sunday letter omnibuses. Tliis, no doubt, was his notion of Christian 
zeal. Nevertheless, we cannot commend him for his religion so 
developed. We are rather apt to believe that such a religionist would 
—if he could—lay flat even the ladder of J a co b , if communicating from 
earth upon a Sunday.

The Same Thing,
U nder the title of the Dramatic and Harmonic Union, a new society 

is advertised, among the objects of which, are “ Facilities for dramatic 
and musical authors in the production and publication of new works.” 
Conceive a society of forty playwrights, eacli with a deskful of plays, 
and fifty composers, each with a portfolio full of operas; and all asking 
at once for the “ Facilities ” aforesaid ! I t  is an odd coincidence, that 
sucli an advertisement should come immediately after M. J u lu en ’s 
announcement of “ The Row Polka.”

IF t h e  b l a c k  ca p  f it s , w e a r  i t .

H a ynau  has been called “ The J ack  K e t c h  of Hungary.”  By-the- 
bye, whenever a King, or an Emperor, or any fine d esp o t has a p e t 
executioner, it would not be amiss to address him by significant title 
o f “ Ills  R o yal  H a y n a c s .”

M ILK FOR THE M IL L IO N .:

A SUGGESTION has recently been made for the supply of the Metro
polis with pure country milk, in lieu of that wishy-washy trium ph of 
a rt over nature, which flows morning and afternoon into our jugs and 
mugs, from a thousand milk-cans.

The announcement has shaken, as if with a panic, all the metropo
litan pans; and those purveyors who have dealt in new milk from the 
pump and chalk-pit, without ever having been possessed of a cow, have 
teen cowed all of a sudden by the very thought of the introduction of 
the genuine article into London. So unaccustomed are we to any
thing else but the well known chalk mixture, that the probability is 
the pure article will—like the genuine squeak of the pig in the fable, be 
pronounced far inferior to the imitation with which use or abuse has 
rendered us familiar.

London, in fact, knows nothing of real milk, which differs as 
thoroughly as chalk is unlike cheese, from the spurious stuff we are at 
present contented with. Commercial milk is a compound which any 
conscientious cow would indignantly repudiate. The Londoner, as we 
have already hinted, knows literally nothing of milk; for of the stuff he 
has been taught to accept as milk, he knows it would be idle to attempt 
to skim the surface. We understand that the Chalk Market has 
already begun to show symptoms of weakness at the bare rumour of 
real milk being introduced into the Metropolis.

TUE POOR child's nurse.

A LEARNED JUDGE ON MUSIC AND DANCING.
A FEW days ago, M r . Serjeant Adams, whose heart—we are sure 

of it—is a huge lump of the best fresh butter, made a very sensible 
speech on the music and dancing of the people. If  Sir  P eter L aurie 
be in delicate health—and we hope, on the contrary, he is as sound as 
his congenial Grampians—it would have much endangered him had he 
heard tlie learned Serjeant debate upon the present system of licensing 
that restricted the number of places wliere good music and dancing 
Were made cheap for the masses. “ Let there be more music and 
dancing,” said the astute Serjeant; “ for the more decent houses were 
licensed, the better they would be watched, the better they would be 
under the care of the public.” Bad characters would not dance in 
darkness, in holes, and corners, like illicit niice. N o : they would 
dance in the broad gas-light, with the wakeful eye of the law upon 
them. There is excellent sense in this. Wc cry wilh Serjeant 
Adams—" Let there be more music and dancing.” We rejoice to 
have a musical—a saltatory judge.

Indeed, if ever we have the opportunity, we shall call upon Se r 
jeant Adams for a song; and fondly hope, ere Christmas goes out, to 
meet him in Sir Roger de Coverley.

“ H art’s M isgivinos.” —That his beaufiful picture is not much 
improved since it has been in the Vernon Gallery.

■ v o i^  X V X I .
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NOVEMBER FOGS SEEN THROUGH AT LAST.
T h e  discoveries of Science present an astound

ing spectacle at all times; but Science 
has just presented to the_ world an as
tounding pair of spectacles in the form of 
a new invention, called Fog-Glasses, the 
wearer of which, it is said, is enabled to 
penetrate the darkness of the thickest 
London November atmosphere.

We should like to test the alleged power 
of these glasses, by putting them on, and 
plunging our head into a tureen of cold 
pea-soup, when, if we could read an inscrip
tion pasted on to the bottom of the inside 
of the tureen, we should be verj; happy to 
furnish the inventor with a testimonial to 
the efficacy of his Fog-Glasses. He can
not have chosen a better period of the 
year for bringing forward his discovery: 

and, if the experiment succeeds, we shall be glad to give it a goocl 
word by expressing an opinion in the usual “ evening paper” plirase- 
otogv, that “ The Fog-Glass ought to be on the bridge of every
gentleman’s nose, on the _
eye . of every omnibus 
horse, and on the figure
head of all the Thames 
tars, among whom it is 
a very poor look-out in 
faggv weather.”

W e have not heard 
whether the newly-invent
ed Fog-Glass is adapted 
to the political as well as 
the natural atmosphere; 
but if such is the case, 
we should strongly advise 
the eiportaion of a few 
specinens of the article 
to France, where even the 
most far-seeing are at a 
loss to discern anything 
that may be only a few 
steps in advance in the 
mist of obscurity t ^ t  
darkens the way which 
the country is going.

Omnibus men are not 
t he only persons who do 
i:ot appear to see their 
way, but even those who hold the reins of power are often sadly in 
V, ant of some means or other lor giving clearness to their views, and 
enabling them to perceive what they are really driving at.

H e 's  always B ising to  Sink.
Mr. D is b a e u  goes on delivering speech after speech in favour of 

his doctrine for raising England by the novel means of raising new 
taxes. These interminable speeches prove the speaker’s disinterested
ness, if nothing else; for in laying i he foundation of his “ Sinking Fund,” 
.\Ie . Di îu eli has upon every occasion been the first to tink himself.

THE OLD BARKISTER’S REMONSTEANCE.

O h ,  weary fall the papers that won’t  leave ns at our ease:
And weary fall the Government th a t’s cutting down our fees; 
And weary fall the Treasury Clerk that round last circuit went, 
To tax our costs unto the tune of fifty pounds per cent.

’Tis well to talk of Law’s delay, how when a case is o’er 
At Nisi Prim, litigants must stand one trial more.
’Hs our wise wish to show Law ’s dear to assailants and attacked. 
And we believe “ one trial” ain’t “ enough to prove the fact.” ^

Ere ypu M m ble at an argument in Banc, you ought to know 
Ours is the Bank in the duet whereon the time doth grow.
A Bank but of d™ sit is the Bank of Westminstere,
And th a t’s why Issue out of it is none for many a year.

You ’re angry that a Counsel’s not in the Common Pleas 
When h e ’s in the Exchequer at that moment earning fees ;
Which surely is unreas’nable, till a rule of Court declare 
That a Counsel like a bird shall be at once both here and there.
You say that misdirection is of verdicts an upsetter.
That it makes Nisi-Prim  Law look like a mere dead le tte r:
When a le tte r’s misdirected it comes back to you as fit, ^
When a ju ry ’s misdirected, you but go back to it.
You say, we barristers adopt an angry wrangling tone; 
Bemember, pray, when who fall out true men come by their own. 
You sav tee are too many ; think of S olom on  and his doom.
When he says that “ in the multitude of councillors is wisdom.”
I t  isn’t true the County Courts bring law to all men’s doors,
For if to yours they bring it, they take it, mind, from ours;
To bring Law home “ to business and bosoms ” you will find.
Is  to take in a lodger th a t’s anything but kind.
Yon say we plead all causes, for good or bid we fight;
But tee find ^1 our clients declare they ’re in the nght.
That a pleading, like a pudding, has two sides the Counsel see. 
But which is right, which wrong side, we don’t find folks agree.
You say that Law ’s not n c ^ s ’ry, yon say that T^aw is dear ;
But your declarai ion s douDie, as must at once appear:
W h a t’s not nec.'ss’ry is luxury, and it needs no science deep 
To prove things can’t be luxuries, and at the same time cheap.

CURICUS FACT IN  LETTER W RITING.
I t is a curious fact, that, fond as women are of corresponding, they 

rarely write to the newspapers; thus, we are sure to h a ^  a letter every 
day, in some paper or other, from the “ Father of a Family,” but we 
never recollect seeing in the Times or any otlier newspaper, a com
munication from “ T h e  M o t h e r  oe a  F a m il y .”

This says a great deal for the sense of the sex, and proves that 
women do not fritter away their time so^^absurdly as men do, and we 
hoM  M r s . E l l is  in her next edition of “ The Mothers of England" will 
mAe eloquent mention of this fla'tcring fact. But perhaps, after all, 
this curious absence of all feiiiale correspondence in otir newspapers 
is to be accounted for by the simple reason that a Lady has alwa.vs so 
many private letters to write, that she has no time to scribble public 
ones; or, more probably, because ladies’ letters are invariably so long, 
that no newspaper of the present small size could possibly find room for 
one! Why, the Postscripts alone would fill a Supplement!

ORDNANCE CONCIIOLOGY; OR, TH E ECONOMY O F j 
SHELLS.

“ W h e n  V u l c a n  forged the bolts of J o v e ”  thunder was cheap. 
What a pity our Ordnance Department has no V u l c a n . The anwunt 
that thunder costs us per peal—that is, broadside—is ' - - j j
quotes from a Blue Book the value of a single shell at 11s. 3ia. Tliat 
sum does not include the charge—either of gun-powder or carnage— 
for delivery. In  such a shell there ii  an egg that an Mriciiltural 
labourer and his family could live upon for a week. At the siege of 
Gibraltar, it is said, the besieged could distinguish between the missiles 
pitched upon then .; and would cry, “ H ere’s a shot, ’ or “ Herecomes 
a shell.” When J o h n  B u l l  sees a shell fired now, he will be disposed 
to cry “ There goes 11s. 31d!”  I t  must take an immense amount of 
da uages to the enemy in an action to answer the expense of such pro
jectiles, many of which hiust, necessarily, missing their mark, make a 
hole in nothing but a guinea.
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POST-OFFICE “ MOTHS ”
JiE author of "  Eothen,” says, “ I  wanted lieh t; ”  
having pitched his tent in the Desert. “ They 
brought me a taper, and immeoiately from out 
of the silent Desert there rushed in a flood of 
life, unseen before. Monsters of moths of all 
shapes and hues, that never before, perhaps, had 
looked upon the shining of a flame, now madly 
thronged into my tent, and dashed through the 
fire of the candle

Is it not the same with the human noths, 
“ unseen before?” Let a taper be lighted in the highway to dissipate 
social darkness, and what a cloud of monster moths dash at it ? Mar
vellous is it to think of the strange, odd, spectre nioths, deatli’s-liead 
moths, and moths of every monstrous make—of every fantastic pattern 
—that, as though resenting the intrusion of light, blindlv beat it with 
their wings! We hs^e only to look at the Mornirig Herald to find 

moths of this frantic sort—moths dashing through and through the 
Sunday Post-cfiice candle. We could not believe in the extstence of 
such curious creature.s were they not attracted from their holes and 
comers by the suddenness of light. Who, for instance, could have 
dreamt of such a Moih, as the ‘̂‘ Constant Reader” Moth that, in 
the Herald, flutters after this fashion? The Moth has “ heard’’ that 
“ strangers” are to be brought into the Post-ofiloe “ on the ensuing 
Sabbath,”  to do the Sabbatli-work. Whereupon, the Moth asles of 
English bankers and merchants—
“ W ill they  tamcfy suhnilt to such an nltem atlTe ? Can they  have any  gnarantce th a t 
the men who for m m ey  will break  the fourth com mandm ent will not also for monty 
b reak the e ig h th ?  And th a t le tte rs  c o n t a l ^ g  property  w ill not he abstracted by 
strangers, during the  LoriXa day work**

Upon this reasoning of the Monster Moth, the Postmaster-General is 
hardly to be trusted with a S u n d a y  money-letter, seeing that he gives 
his countenance to Sun^y-sorting.

JThis is only one specimen of the “ Monster M oths” that, for the 
past three weeks, have dashed wildly through the columns of the Herald, 
—brought Trom the strangest places by the Post-Office randle. Expe
rience luwl prepared ws to allow much for human folly and human 
perversity in the way oT indigmuit correspondents, but—we confess it 
—the Moths that have fallen foul (^ tlie  early Sundw taper of Row- 
LASD H ill, beat all our former mperience in ugliness and wilful 
stmiiditv. _ .

'The Herald himself—in a solemn leader upon the Thanksgiving Day 
—steps out of his path; and—to show his piety—throws Post-Office 
mud at the Ministry. lie  asks, with lacquered cneek—

A re MlniBters going to appear before God, to offer Atm thanka for hla
goodneaa In rem oving the pestilence, and vet bkbolviko to imbult him by dragging 
the ir poor clerks to the I'oBt-offlco work <m ilay which lie  haa aet apart for hla wwn
abip ? I f  there be such a  siu  as  uw oormt, where can we find i t  more legibly w ritten 
than here ? ”

W here? L et the writer open his waistcoat, and take a good look 
“ nearest his heart.”  If—knowing, as he must know, that Sunday 
labour has been greatly dindnished by the last Sunday postal regula
tions—if he does not see about the region of his left breast

h y p o c e i s y
writtro “ more legibly ”  than in the doings of Ministers.-^why, then, 
the vice does not show through. Rad blood, unlike lemon-juice, cannot 
be warmed into ebawoters readable.

Slit,

GUY FAWKES AND IIIS  FRIENDS.
(To llu  JCdllor o f  On "Standard.’')

I t is beginning. They are at it already. The judgment-seat 
is under the control of tlie Vatican. The Papists have actually com
menced a persecution of Protestants under tlie form of law. Onlv last 
week, a number of worthy people were brought up at the Thames Police 
OlHce. For what ? Theft, swinaling, or being drunk and disorderly P 
No, Sir. Merely for the expression of their feelings as Protestant 
Englislimen, by letting off fireworks on the Fifth of November. Their 
■ole crime was the proper observance of the day. Hut this is a trifle to 
what I am about to call your attention to. According to the Police 
report—

“  ’TLe first offender, in  exciiBO for h is  conduct, said ho le t off firevorWi In aeoordanoe 
w ith the Act o f P arliam ent, and on holng asked w hat Act, he replied the Gtnr Faw aao 
Aet, which oueb t never t«  be forrotten, aw l ho couaiden.'d be was dolUK a  very  m eri- 
toriouaact.”

Such has been the supposition of many a martyr to Popish bigoti7  
and intolerance. Now, Sir, what think you was the reply given to this 
loyal and conscientious individual, whose conduct was dictated by

Protestant zeal and regulated by Act of Pailiament? Read; but be calm 
—if you can,

“ Mr. Y a rd lit  good-hnmmiredly observed, th s t  (Ae ttooiwr tM  F a w r m  A£t was 
disobeyed, and/oryotten, the better, and discharged the defendant w ith  a  re|Hiiiiand.

W hat! is it come to this? A magistrate on the Bench actuJl^ 
recommending disobedience to an Act of Parliainent. And why ? i  
shall be told, because the Act in question is mifchievons M d obsolete. 
Obsolete, indeed! U o, S ir ! In  the words of the mighty, though 
anonymous Fard, Gunpowder Treason “  shallkev*®  But
1 am persuaded, that was not the motive. I  ask you. °ir, solemnly, 
seriously, whet her Me . Yabbley’s language can be explained on w y 
other supposition than 'that of his having received Rom Rome a du- 
pensation to set at-nought. 1 he laws which he is bound to administer r 

Assuming this to be the case, should you not .'ay “O ** * '?■ ^  o 
guilty of High T i ^ o n f  Now, then, what ofaght to be done to him . 
This is a grave question. 1 should say—should not you. that the 
man—not to say.m ^istrate—who could make such a speech, would be 
much too lucky to escape with transportation for life- 

Sir, we ought to be up and stirring. Depend upon it the extmotion 
of ihe Fifth of November siiuibs will be preliminary to lighting of the 
fagots of Smithfield, where I  only hope that ere lonS you will not be 
accompanied at the stake by

Your respectful Contemporary,
*

• SIMON SUMMED UP.
Alpeem en , Councilmen, City Commissioners,
Ye who say “ Pooh" to the jilainte of j i e t i t io n ^  ■ 
Who turn dull of hearing from doctois explanatory 
And deem scarcely sane all who ’xe e a n ^ tly  sanatory— 
Oh listen to SrMo%, you ’re own health inspector.
And think that ’tk  he and not Pmneh reads a lecture 

On tlie various-nastiniBss,
Hid in the vasiiness
Of jour “ healthiest, wealthiest.
Best sewered, best watered.
Best governed city of Europe I*

A mortality twice what it* numbers-should be.
Acres of cess-pool—a fetid Dead Sea; ^
Bone, gut, and tripe-works ’neath aldennen’s noses. 
And other such trades whose mere mention a dose is. 
Under the rhades of each tall city steeple 
Grave-yards “ establish’d to furnish the people 
With ^isonous gas and a vault,”  from whose foison 
Of fat putrefaction, the poisoned may poison!

Such it some of the nastiness.
Found in the vast inesa 
Of your “ healthiest, wralihiest,
Best seweri d, best watend,
Best governed city of Europe! ”

Hundreds of slaughter shops Smithfield around. 
Whereof fifty-eight ply their trade under ground;
Ev’ry year butchered, and cut up, a heap 
Of some five hundred thousand of cattle and sheep;
For Water, a compound too filthy to drink,
With soot to give flavour and sewers to give stink. 
Thro’ all this—of a 'l minor cess-pooli the main pool— 
Mixed mud and malaria, the Thaniea, a  huge drainpooU 

Oh Bueh is the nastiness.
F'ound in the vasiiness 
Of your “  healthinst, sn-allhicat.
Best sewered, best watered.
Best govemad city of EuropeT”

SIIAKSPEARE IN  AMERICA.

W e  leain from a Liverpool paper that a shipment h u  been made (o 
America—

“ In the ihapo of 500 ca«U of the head of SiiAnvRARt, taken from the monumenUI 
bust of the Poet In the chtireh of 8tratford-upt»n-Avon, by W ill  W arvu, Uk tfUst of 
that town. They are eontljfned to an emiount firm In Mnw York."

Ptinrh has since discovered that the casts have been ordered by 
M r . F o r p e s t , who, in a praiseworthy fit of peuitenoe, has resolved to 
distribute the rera of the world’s humanising poet a m o n ^  the 
benighted men h ir ^  by the actor to pelt an d  put uown M a c b e a d t . 
We ifuriher understand that, as m i  especial mark of his remorse for 
injuries committed upon Uie Bard by M-r . F o r r e s t  himself, ho has 
ordered that beneath every bust shall oe inscribed these words— ,

Good fulkt, when this you SM, ?
Oh, don't wmembat me I •

    
 



i^UNCII, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI.

Mr. B r ig g s  o n  m s  w a y  t o  t h e  “ M E iR o ro u T A N  S t e e p l e  C h a s e ,”  t r ie s  w h e t h e r  h is  h o r s e ' is  a  good  o n e  a cross  c o u n t r y .  ]
H e  is  r e p r e s e n t e d  r id in g  a t  a  Brook (!;

T H E  N E W  R E C R U I T I N G  S E R G E A N T !
ANTED,—A few meek- 

spirited young men!
That fine Young 

Regiment, the Exe- 
t e r -H a l l  P e p p e r . 
a n d -S a l ts , wants a 
few sweet-minded 
Recniits. Bound for 
true Glory. 
M agnificent Self- 

B ew ard ,
AND NO

BALL-CARTRIDGES 
TO CARRY 1

The Regiment—it 
already numbers in 
its ranks n m y  Old 
Soldiers, — iŝ  des
tined for Foreign 
Service!

Now is the time'for the Peaceable and Ingenuous Youth to gird on 
his Wallet, and take up his Staff, and march forth against the Common 
Enemy. The Regiment will first be employed in England, In fact, it 
IS expected to storm every Hall throughout the Country,—and to levy 
Sandwiches, Tea, and Bread and Butter, upon the Fair and Defenceless 
luhabitants; many of whom may possibly be

PUT TO THE WEDDING R IN G !
The PEPPER-AND-SALTs'will next be employed upon Foreign Service, 

in which there is no doubt they will cover themselves with 
IMMOBTAL OLIVXS.

The Gentle Cores will first embark for France, forcing a way by 
means of Railway Tickets into the very Heart of Paris. Having sm:-

prised all Ihe Marshals of France in their beds, and sworn them on the 
Code Napoleon to keep the Peace, the corps will then—headed by 
E m il e  d e  G ir a r d in , V ic t o r  H ugo , D b  L a m a r t in e  and others—pro
menade the enceinte of Paris,

SPIKING EVERY GUN WITH AN INTERNATIONAL CORKSCREW, 
manufactured at Birmingham expressly for the occasion!

France being conquered and embraced, the invincible P e p p e r -An d - 
Sa lts  will move forward,

DROPPING IN UPON PRUSSIA.

The Prussian army—overcome by the inextinguishable eloquence of the 
gallant corps—and having piled its arms and condemned its artillery for 
old iron, will voluntarily disband itself. 'I'he uniforms of the solaiery 
—according to one of the articles exacted by the conqueror—will be 
distributed among Ihe Prussian peasantry to

H ang o u t in  the ir Corn-fields and stick  am ong  their 
Cherry-trees.

Still undaunted, the all-enduring P epper-And-Salts will press on to 
Austria. Here—by the irresistible force of Argument, and the Might 
of Perseverance—

t h e  t w o -h e a d e d  e a g l e  w il l  b e  m a d e  t o  f o r e g o  it s  m e a l s  o p

HUMAN FLESH,
and—like decent, pacific fowl—live cleanly upon oats and barley. 
According to the ternis of capitulation, the young Emperor—by the 
gentlest of alt possible violence—will be made to go to school for three 
years^ to learn the Humanities. H a v n a u—in Full Uniform, and with 
all his Orjlera—shall, for the term of his Natural life, be made to 
scare birds in a Hemp-field.

Modestly flushed with triumph, the P e p p e r -An d -Sa l t s  will then carry 
their Victorious Arguments (weather permitting) into Russia, where, 
1 hough an obslinate defence may—from the brutal ignorance of the 
People—be expected, there ctm be no doubt that a triumph equal to 
all former victories will -be achieved. Yes, there may be difficulties in

    
 



A B R I G H T  IDEA!
The Peace Recruiting Sergeant Trying to Enlist the Duke.
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Kussia. _Still, let it be remembered that though Gunpowder once Blew 
Up the Kremlin—in the end, Beaoe is.stronger than any P etiir—

PETEK. THE GKEAT, AJJD SALT-PETRE INCLUDED.

And now, all Gentle, Meek-Hearted, Well-Disposed, Fraternal Young 
Fellows, rally round the F eppek -and-Salts.

A Flag will be presented to the Corps, when raised; a Flag, 
worked with £  s. d., in threads of significant Gold, Silver, and Copper, 
by the Wives of the Officers. E b s ig n  C o b d e n  will receive the blag

IN FBONT OF THE BANK OF ENGLAND.
To Bachelors, the Corps of the P eppeb -and-Salts is peculiarly 

eligible. I t  would be unworthy of the Cause to attempt to stimulate 
their personal interests, but it would be also to omit a duty, not 
casually to remark that the

RICHEST HEIRESSES IN THE WORLD

are in France,—if, perhaps, there are not rmher in Austria,—and richer 
still in St. Peters burgh. •

N o n e  b u t  t h e  M e e k  d e s e r v e  i r e  R i c h !
Apply to Drab-Colour Serjeant B right, who may be heard of a t ! 

the Cotton Tree, Manchester.

A PAGE FROM THE MIDDLESEX SESSIONS’ MINUTE 
BOOK.

T h e  Learned Judge (Mr.. Serjeant Adams) in addressing the Grand 
Jury, said, that he wished the country should be inl'ormed, and there
fore fie mentioned it to them, not that they had anything to do with it, 
for he begged them to dismiss such a notion from their minds, that 
justice could be supplied at a much cheaper rate at the ^iddlescK 
Sessions than at the Central Criminal Court. Of course it didn’t 
become him to dilate on the quality of the article, but he beheved it 
would be found that a good, useful, prosecution could be had ^ e re  for 
twenty-three s h i^ g s , while the same article at the Old Bailey was 
charged four guiueas-and-a-half. Besides this, prosecutions could be 
turned out in a much shorter time at Hick’s Hall than in the Old Court 
or the New either. Still people went to the Old Bailey, and he couldn’t 
understand the reason. Besides cheapness and expedition, the public 
at tlie Middlesex Sessions would get Ins (Se WEANT AdaMs’s) lectures 
on things in general. He would now dismiss them to their duties, 
assuring them that he couldn’t conceive what earthly use they were of.

E dw'ard Todgees, a boy of lourteen, was found guilty of stealing 
half-a-crown, the property of his father. The Learned J udge observed 
that, here was a. case where the parent was able to support his son, yet 
he prosecuted him, and so got rid of the expense of keeping him.

Thomas Todgehs, the parent, said the boy was always stealing. He 
had given him a good Homing, but it was ot no uss.

The Learned Judge said, here was a case in which a bov had been 
driven to crime, no doubt, by the brutal treatment of his father. Now 
what was he to do with this ooy F He didn’t know, and he would like 
anybody to tell him. ^  i . i

One of the Magistrates on the Bench sard, that Parliament might do 
something.

The Learned Judge didn’t think that Parliament had sense enough 
to do anything. They never did do anything he recommended. Had 
the boy any mother F

Thomas Todgebs said his mother was dead.
The Learned Judge said, tiaat no doubt here was a boy driven to 

steal because he hadn’t a mother. His father ought to be ashamed of 
himself. W by hadn’t the boy a mother F

Thomas Todgebs said, that after the death of the boy’s moiber, be 
iad  married again.

Tbe Learned J udge said, that no doubt here was a boy driven to 
steal because be bad a stepmother. No doubt she behaved brutally to 
the boy. Btep-mothers ffiways did. He had been reading "David 
Copperdeld" that morning; and he found it laid down that D avid 
Corpebeield’s step-faiher M ubdstone treated him brutally, aud 
therelore he was bound to conclude that ihit boy’s step-mother treated 
him brutally. Now what was lie to do with this boy F

No one being able to answer the question of the Learned Judge, the 
boy was sentenced in the usual way to three month’s cjnfinement in 
fhe Westminster House of Correction, and the next case was .pro
ceeded with.

GRAND METROPOLITAN STEEPLE CHASE FROM 
PUTNEY TO ST. PAUL’S.

T his  splendid sport comes off every ten minutes 
throughout the day from Putney and Brompton to 
St. Paul’s Cathedral. The competitors are the 
omnibus drivers and cads, who are distinguished 
bv the various appellations of Putney Pets, Fulham 
Fowls, and Charing Cross Chickens. The Steeple 
Chase consists of a single heat, or, in other words, 
one continued state of perspiration into which the 
horses are thrown from the moment of starting to 
the moment of arrival.

We witnessed one of these little affairs a few 
mornings ago from a seat in erne of the oompeting 
’busses, into which we .were pitched from the step 
on fo,w hich we were allowed just time to place one 
foot, when the cad, familiarly known as the Sloane 
Street Slasher, rave us a jerk foiward, which sent 
us fljing on to tJie floor of the vehicle, and a slam 
of the door, which sent the horses flying on their 
accustomed carMr of MAZEPPA-like impetuosity. 
When we had time to recover our senses and our 
sea*.—an operation very difficult on account of the 
undulation of the omnibus, which rocked like a 
steamer on the chops of the channel—we perceived 
that we were engaged in a Steeple Chase, with the 
Pimlico Game Cock on the box, and the Cheyne- 
walk Chicken acting as backer in his conductorial 
capacity. We were side by side for some time, 
when we got away cleverly by clearing an apple-slalt 
of the whole of its contents with our near wheel, 
aud we eventually won by a neck, which was no 
other tlM  the broken neck of a passenger, vainly 
attempting to alight during a temporary stoppage. 

V\'. B U H  We think that if these great Metropolitan Steeple 
Chases are to be continued, it would be desirable 
that some specific rules should be la'd down for 
their guidance, and that the farce of professing 
to take passengers should be altogether abolished, 
as ingress or eraess into or out of the vehicles can 
only be effected by dodges, hops, skips, and jumps 
of a most perplexing and dangerous character. 
We should suggest also that the apple stalls, and 

QlifiBl articles, cleared in the course of the chase,
should be arranged at proper intervals, so that tbe 
proprietors might, at all events, know which are 

sacrificed, and might take necessary precau- 
' ^ 1 'mfflnilw for their own personal safety, which, from 

the unexpected course of the competing vehicles, 
is now very frequently jeonardised.

Perhaps, also, stuffed figures—or a few of the 
worn-out murderers from Madame T dssaud’s 
collection, who have lost their interest in tbe 

late rapid succession of startling novelties, would be found quite at 
effective as living objects, to be run over, knocked down, or otlierwise 
dispersed by the Bronipton and Putney Steeple Chasers. We don’t 
know whether the affair it worth the attention of the sporting world, but 
as tlie matter, in its present stale, is sport to some that may end in death 
to many, we feel that our suggestions are, at all events, entitled to be 
considered.

A  N ew  Voice in  Parliam ent.
M b . Barry has sent in a demand for something like £30,000 over 

and above the large sum that was voted to mm for the Houses of Parli- 
meut. We do not know what echo this note, which is certainly pitched 
a little high, will produce in tlie New House, but if it is resMnded to, 
the House of Commons will unquestionably be the finest building of its 
kind for any singer iha t has a tremendous Barry-toiu.

Selling a Parent,
Among other odd things announced for sale in the newspapers, we 

see one of Caktelo’s “ Artificial Mothers.”  As the reverse of artincial 
is niAural, we thought at first that this must be one of the unnatural 
parents ons reads of in novels, and sees on the s t^ c  in mebdramas. 
We were familiar with the English practice of selling wives, but this 
of selling mothers seemed a step beyond Smilhiield. But tbe name of 
Cantelo recalled us to Leicester Square, where, we are informed, 
‘‘ chickens daily burst the shell in the presence of visitors,”  and we 
jumped to the conclusion, that an artificial mo’her is a hot-wa*er tray, 
which, if properly regulated, produces chickens, but if over-heated, 
omelettes. As we cannot suppose the chicken feels much affeclion for 
such a parent, we are reconciled to this new traffic in "artificial 
mothers,” which otherwise would have given us a bad irapressionof the 
filial piety ol the feathered race.

sorrow foe sale.
W b saw tbe other day advertised in a newspaper ‘‘A Genuine 

Concern to be Disposed of.” We should advise speculators to look 
suspiciously at such an advertisement, for, dejiend upon it, the man 
who has a ‘ genuine concern ”  must have lost money.
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]\T O N E Y .— W A N T E D  fro m  £ 3 0 0  to  £ 4 0 0  to bring forward an Article 
that must in a few years realise a handsome fortune to the proprietors. To any 

Young Man who is not of business habits, with the alove sum at command, this is an 
opportunity for investment seldom met with, Keferences exchanged.—No professed 
Moneylender need apply.

SCENES FEOM THE LIFE OF AN UNPROTECTED 
FEMALE.

ScElTB 3.—Custom-house Wharf, icith Boulogne boat alongside. The 
U n p r o t e c t e d  F e m a l e  is gradually recovering pom  the discomposure 
of the voyage. Her luggage is, as usual, voluminous, and her money 
all French.

Otptain (on paddle-box)> 
Boy. Tu a—st—ar—n. 

signals). Stp—e-

Ease h e r! Turn astarn!
(Captain signals). Ta a—h—ade. (Captain 

[Steam blows of.
Unprotected Female (alarmed at the noise, to P o l it e  P a s s e n g e r ). 

Oh, is anything going to blow up ?
Polite Passe^er. Oh, no, ma’am ; th a t’s the cylinder, ma’am, always 

makes that noise—or the piston—that 'a the safety valve, you know. 
Perfectly safe, ma’am.

[A flight of Porters descend upon the boat, and appropriate the luggage. 
Unprotected Female (attempting in vain to sit upon all o f hers at once).

Oh, do stop him (to P o l it e  P a s s e n g e r ). That’s* my bonnet-box. Those 
are all my trunks. [ P o l it e  P a s s e n g e r  rushes after his own luggage. 

Porter. Cust’m-’ouse.
Unprotected Female (resigning herself). Oh, do be particular.

[Her luggage is taken from her.
Mate. Now—Gangway.

[The gangway begins to perform evolutions in the air. U n p r o t e c t e d  
F e m a l e  places herself conveniently to receive it on her head. 

Mate. Look out, ma’am. ^
Unprotected Female. O h! [Screams, and all but rushes into the river. 
Mate. Now, then—shore.

[A rush up the gangway carries the U n p r o t e c t e d  F e m a l e  along 
with it.

Mate. Ticket! [yo U n p r o t e c t e d  F e m a l e .
Unprotected Female (searching herself). Here—no, th a t’s my hotel bill. 

Here—no, th a t’s my excursion ticket. Oh, where can I  have put it ? 
Impatient Passen^r. Move on in front, there!
Unprotected Female (under severe pressure from behind, succeeds at last 

in finding her ticket in some remote recess of her garments). Here !
[She gains the wharf.

[S c e n e  changes to 'waiting-room and S e a r c h e r ’s room in Custom
house, with a door communicating between the apartments.

Clerk (at door c/ S e a r c iie r ’s rooni). Now then, passengers with—one 
article! [ U n p r o t e c t e d  F e m a l e  makes a rush for the door.

Clerk. One article, ma’am P
Unprotected Female (rapidly). Yes, one bonnet-box—one carpet-bag 

—one leather trunk-----

Clerk (repulsing her eontemptuously). This way with one article - - 
Three Passengers (at once). H ere!
Clerk All right.

[The three pass in. The door is shut to violently on the noses of half- 
a-dozen who press on after them.

Inside.Outside.
Impatient Passenger. Now then, 

look sharp!
[Kicks violently at door.

Desponding Passenger (to crowd 
generally). I  was once kept here 
from ten in the morning till six at 
night.

Impatient Passenger. By Jove I ’ll 
write to the Times. (Kicks violently 
at door.) H ollo!

Reasonable Passenger. Don’t he 
in a hurry. Sir. The men inside 
must have time to do their work.

Cheerful Passenger (to U n p r o 
t e c t e d  F e m a l e ). Amusing scene, 
this, Ma’am.

Unprotected Female. I t ’s very 
distressing for an Unprotected 
Female, Sir.

Impatient Passenger (looking at 
his watch). Half-an-hour, already, 
and I  have to be at the House of 
Commons in an hour from this !

Clerk (at door). Two articles!
[An immediate rush is made 

by everybody—only two are 
lei in.

Unprotected Female. I  wonder 
how long it will be before they 
come to fifteen articles—I  think 
I ’ve fifteen, if they count the 
little ones. Do they count the 
little ones, Sir? (To I m p a t ie n t  
P a s s e n g e r ).

Impatient Passenger. Cussed if 
I  don’t think they count the brass
headed nails. (Kicking violently.) 
Hollo! Do you think we’re a-going 
to wait here all day. I  ’ll write to 
the Times. ’

Cltrk (at door.) Three and four 
articles.

[The usual rush takes place.
Clerk (to I m p a t ie n t  P a s s e n 

g e r ). How many articles ?
Impalient Passenger. Seven. You 

said three and tour articles. Three 
and four’s seven.

[Passes in before C l e r k  can 
collect himself to refute him. 
Several others follow him.

Unprotected Female (soliloquising). 
How dreadfully cliill and damp this 
place is. I t ’s enough to give one 
one’s death of cold. I  wonder when 
I  shall get home P They ’ll be ex
pecting me. I ’m afraid I shall be 
late for dinner. I  wonder whetlier 
there ’ll be a deal of duty to pay. 
Oh ! gracious goodness! there’s 
that lace inside my dress. They ’ll 
never find that surely. Oh ! here’s 
that man again !

First Searcher (to Se c o n d  Do.) 
I ’ll thank you for the Times when 
yon’ve done with it.

Fourth Searcher (examining Se
c o n d  P a s s e n g e r ’s  trunk). H ollo! 
—you’ve got some funny carica
tures here!

[A general examination o f the 
caricatures by all the Search
ers with elaborate humorous 
comments.

Third Searcher (to F ir s t  P a s 
s e n g e r ,  holding up Daguerreotype 
apparatus). Hollo! what’s thisP

[ F ir s t  P a s s e n g e r  is called 
upon to explain principles and 
practice o f Daguerreotype, and 
does so at some length.

See.Searcher (to F ir s t  S e a r c h e r ) 
Here’s the Times. (To P a s s e n g e r s ). 
Now, Gents, anything to declare P

Passengers. Nothing.
Second Searcher. That ’ll do— 

Half. a-crown, please.
[Fxeunt the three Passengers 

with their three articles, the 
united number of which 
amounts to ten.

First Searcher. Call in the two 
articles.

[Enter two Passengers.
Second Searcher (Searching F ir s t  

P a s s e n g e r ’s trunk). Bless m e ! 
now what may these be ?

[Handling a parcel carelessly.
First Passenger (eagerly). Take 

care. pray. They ’re curious bota
nical specimens.

Second Searcher. Look h e re ! 
J o n e s . H ere’s queer tilings for a 
man to carry about.

[The Herbarium is passed from  
S e a r c h e r  to S e a r c h e r .

First Passenger (in agony). Oh, 
pray, mind. They ’re very delicate. 
Dear, dear! you’re breaking the 
pistils.

First Searcher (authoritatively 
looking up from  S e c o n d  P a s s e n 
g e r ’s trunk). You ought to know 
better than to carry fire-arms about 
in your luggage, Sir.

Second Searcher (together). U s! 
ha 1 ha! Why they ’ re flowers. I 
say, here’s T omkins has made 
such a rum mistake.

[All the Searchers gather round 
to hear the story, and poke 
fun  at T omkins.

Enter I m p a t ie n t  P a s s e n g e r .
Impatient Passenger (thumping on 

the counter). Now then, somebody, 
or I  ’ll write to tlie Times, by Jove. 
There are my keys, I ’ve seven 
packages. I ’ve nothing to declare 
—you’d better not break anything 
—or I ’ll write to the Times. Now, 
some of you—look sharp—or I ’ll 
write—

[A rush o f Searchers takes

f lace, and the I m p a t ie n t  
'assenoer is deposed of 

with singular rapidity.

Clerk at door. O t h e r  P a r t ie s .

A  rush takes place, with the U n p r o t e c t e d  F e m a l e  at the headqf*^- 
Searcher. Now, mu’m—which is yours P ,
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Unprotected Female {running about all over the room). Oh, Ihere’s this, 
and this, and this, and that in the corner, and yon under there, and these.

[ller luggage is gradually collected into a single pile.
Searcher. Anythin)? to declare ?
Unprotected Female (evasively). There’s my keys. Eh ? no—those are 

the keys at home—here’s my lugeaj?e keys.
Searcher (struggling with several Gordian knots). I  wish to goodness, 

Ma’atn, you ladies would learn to make knots that ’ll untie.
Unprotected Female. A h ! There’s a band-box burst, and all the pates 

STiasnedinto my muff! Do mind how you handle that bonnet. Sir. 
Please let me fold those things up again. Don’t squeeze them in that 
way. Oh, gracious! Mind where you’re going.

[S e a r c h e r  rumples, tumbles, tosses, discomposes, and generally upsets 
the trunks of the U n p r o t e c t e d  F e m a l e .

Searcher (in loud voice). Twenty-four pairs fine French stockings 
unworn, six drqsses partly made up, being manufactured silk fabrics, 
twelve pairs French kid gloves, eight pairs French leather boots, sixteen 
caps unworn.

Unprotected Female. But they ’re all for my own wearing!
Searcher. Quantity’s unreasonable; but you can complain, and then 

you ’ll be examined into.
Unprotected Female (aside). Oh, that lace!
Search^ (having made out his list o f articles liable to duty). Now, 

ma’am, if you ’ll walk into that room.
Unprotected Female (in agony o f apprehensiorij. Oh, what for f Who 

with f (Aside.) I t ’s that lace in my—th a t’s all 1 ’ve got. Sir.
Searcher (sternly). This way, ma’am. [Pointing to side room.
Unprotected Female (aside). Oh, I ’ll never—th a t’s all, 1 assure 

you, Sir.
Searcher. Come, ma’am; I  can’t be wasting time here all day with ypu.
Unprotected Female. But you ’re surely not f?oing to do it yourself. Sir P
Searcher. N o : there’s a clerk there who ’ll tak̂ e your money.
Unprotected Female. Take my money, too !
Searcher. Y |s ; the dooty on these articles.
UnproteeiedFemale. Oh, thank goodness—if th a t’s all. How much 

will it be. S ir please ?
Searcher. Four fourteen, ma’am-----

. Unprotected Female. Why, 1 could have bought ’em half as cheap again 
in Oxford Street.

Searcher. In course, ma’am. T h a t’s what all the ladies finds out. 
Now, ma’am—

Unprotected Female. Well, if ever I buy any French articles again 1
 ̂ „ ’.I  lliPV  ftrft r f t t  a n in ff  +rt 4iv.« Iaaasi f )  But they are not going to look for the lace.

[Kail much relieved into side room. Scene closes.

EVERY ENGLISHM AN’S PEW  IIIS  CASTLE.
T h e  liberty of the church-going subject has been shamefully violated 

in the Parish Church of Cheltenham. The scandal cries aloud in the 
newspapers. A Christian gentleman, will) two Or three friends, were 
in a larfre pew—the pew only half filled. Unpewed sinners stood at the 
door—tnere were, no seats to be had. The Churchwarden suggested 
to the pew Christian that he might make room for his fellow-back
sliders. Whereupon, the miserable sinner “ firmly field ” the door 
inside, resolving to have the luxury of superfluous space, though fellow- 
sinners were jammed and jaded. Tlie Cliurcli warden—a man of action 
—orders the beadle “ to break open the d o o r t h e  beadle is an obedient 
servant, and—the door is broken open. We sec “ Book sales’’ adver
tised for security—under any violence soever^-of books and documents: 
we would advise for the protection of such pew-loving Samaritans as 

j our friend of Cheltenham, a " Church safe,’’—where he might remain,I  a choice dish, set apart for a banquet of grace. I t  is gossiped about 
gossiping Cheltenham, that the aforesaid Christian has taken oounsel’s 
opinion, “ whether his pew is not as inviolate as his house, and whether 
he may not, by arms or otherwise^ resist any attempt to enter it.’’ We 
are not in. posseasion of the opinion given, but the gentleman has been 
heard to express his intention not to attend Cuurch next Sunday 
without pistols.

If folks m il  cultivate the exclusive genlilily of pews—carrying casta 
♦o Church with them, as they would carry it to the theatre—we think 
they ought, by the terms of lease, to be permitted to protect them like 
gardens and orchards, and to exhibit this notice to the unseated— 
‘ Man-traps and spring-guns set in this pew.”

Freeze Oartoona.
T it* papers tell us Uiat the decorations, by M r . S ang, in the New 

^ a l  Exchange are very cold. Now the suhj“ct treated are coals—and 
if anything required a W M in tli of colouring, it should be coals. We 
cannot i n l in e  “ cool tin ts” and bhtzing Walls’-Ends mixing well 
together. But Mr. Sahq’s genius has achieved this difficult associa
tion. We are assured, in fticl, that his brush has such a wonderful 
power of subduing everything, that if he had to paint the Fire of 
London, be would excculc it with the greatest duve froid.

THE CIVIC SUCCESSION.
T h e  annual change has 
just occurred m .the 
the Sovereignty ' of 
City, and the late Mo
narch of the Mansion 
House retires upon his 
S i r  J a m e s  DnsE-dom 
from the Mayor’s nest 
he has so worthily oc
cupied. There is some
thing pleasing in the 
contempla’ion of the 
extremely pacific pro
cess by which the civic 

— crown passes from 
brow to brow, and the 
chain of office circu
la r s  from neck to neck 
without any connect
ing link between the 
one and the other. 
Every year in the City 
there occurs a kind of 
revolution of 1688, 
which is effected by 
the abdication of one 
party, and the acces
sion of another; the 
new Lord Mayor, or 
King of the City, re
presenting a sort of 
Prince of Orange, and 

we see nothing more than this representative of Orange coming into new 
quarters. The whole thing is, in fact, a complete 8ubs|itution of one 
reigning family for another, though the Civic Constitution remains the 
same, and the dinners, which form the glory of the Civic reign, proceed 
as usual, though there is an actual change of dynasty.

The public who witness the splendid parade attending the inangnra- 
lion of a new Lord MrsoraUy, can form no idea of the smallness of the 
actual amount of change that takes place when one Civic Sovereign is 
succeeded by another. We would venture a wager that a carpet-bag 
and dressing-case would include all the personal movables of the out
going potentate, and fliat a portmanteau will most probably comprise 
the entire of the “ effects’’ that go in -with the new wearer ot the 
cockney diadem. The alteration resolves itself after all into a simple 
question of lugiage ; and as it was said at Louis t h e  E ichteikth’s 
restoration, “ nothing is changed except tliat there is a Frenchman the 
more in France ”  ^  it may be said on a new Mayoralty, “ nothing is 
changed, except that there may be a pair of boots or slippers more (or 
less) at the Mansion House.”

THE MAN IN BRASS !

' Uli robnr, et sbs triplex 
Circs pectus erst.”

Hob. Csr. Lib. I. iil, 9.

M URDER-W ORSHIP.
A SONNET BY OUR OWN BOET-LAUREATE.

Another blossom on the Tyburn tre e ;
And yet another on its fruiitul bougli I 
The murd’rers pay their bloody reck’ning now.
And thousands tiirong admiringly to ase.
And who shall blame the uiiscnool’d mob. 'whilst wc. 
The scholars. Law’s grim Tragody allow,
Nor interest in iU actors diMvow!
We chronicle the foul niinulia 
Of their dark deeds of c r i m e n a y ! atop not here. 
But sift their very prison-life, and draw 
The veil from off their hiddtm histories;
We crowd to see their waxen efiijnes;
We make their portraits household gods, and rear 

Them shrines, where Murder-worship is allowed by Law.

TH * H A IR  m E s u M r r r v 'E  t o  t h e  e r e s c h  t u b o n e .

We see some young ladv advertises a golden ointment, which shall 
produce within a week, “ whiskora, mouslacheta or imperials.” We 
advise Lotus N apoleon to lay this flattering ointment to his soul, «  
he is evidently trying very hard to cultivate an Imperial.

Going a Step F urther .—The Court of Chancery is Mfororin the
"Petly-H ag” Office. ll is to be wished that it would e x t« u  the 
process to those ol its offices in which more serious bagging is practised.
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Mr. Pips his Diary.
Friday, November % 1849.—Up, and by Appointment to Mr. W ag- 

s t a f f e ’s, and so with him to Westminster Hall, to see my L ord  
C h a n c e l l o r  and the Judges, after Breakfast with my Lord, this being 
the first Day of Michaelmas Term, open the Law dourts m State, in 
their Robes and Wigs. We there at 12, the Hour set for the Cere
mony, but, we found, only for the Beginning of it by Breakfast, which 
had we thought of, we had taken our Time, as knowing that my Lords 
would be sure to take theirs. Nobody in the Hall when we got there 
but a few Counfnr Folk staring about them ; and clear that we must 
have Pa'ience, M r . W a g s t a f pe  did say, like many beside us in West
minster Hall, and think ourselves lucky to be in no worse Case. So 
we went out to look at the New Houses of Parliament, and to see how 
the Masons speed with the Building, which will be mighty fine when it 
is done, and M e . T ran so m  do commend the Style, ana 1 admire it too, 
both for the Proportions and also for the Heraldry and Lions. Then 
back again to the Hall, where now a few more People; and presently 
comes marching in a Party of Policemen, large enough- fo have taken 
up all present, and yet hMdly have had one Prisoner a-piece; but the 
Numbers did by Degrees iiicrease, and were, I  did note, mostly of the 
better Sort; which the Police do explain. Among them divers Bar- 
risters-at-Law, some with their Sisters, some with their Wives, and 
others wii h such as did seem like to be their Wives, many of whom 
mighty comely Damsels, that pleased me, and were a Siglit I  never 
expected, not thinking they could care for Ijaw Matters, or to see the 
Judges, 2d.; but strange how Women do flock to every Concourse,

whether it be to see or only to be seen. There for the first Time I  did 
behold M r . T o m k y n s , the young Bwrister, in his Wig, wherein he do 
look mighty sedate, and I  telling him I  hoped he would come to open 
Term himself, made Answer as it might be some while first, he wished 
I might live to see it. The People now crowding about the Doors of 
the Clourts, the Police did make a Lane between them for my L oud  
C h a n c e l l o r  and the Judges to walk down, and M r . W a g s t a f pe  did 
call it Chancery Lane. My Lords still not coming, he did observe that 
now we had a Sample of the Law’s Delay, and did pleasantly lay the 
Lateness of the Breakfast to the Account of the M a s t e r  o f  t h e  R o l l s . 
But they at last come, and we opposite the Court of Common Pleas 
got a good View of them to my Heart’s Content. First comes the 
Mace, and a Gentleman in his Court Suit, wearing a Sword and Bag 
and with them the Great Seal; then my L o r d  C h a n c e l l o r , and did 
walk down to his Court at the End of the Hall, looking the better of 
his Sickness, which 1 was glad. After him the other Judges, of whom 
most did enter the Door wlierebv we were, and mighty reverend they 
looked, but merry and in good Humour, and beamy and ruddy after 
their Breakfast. But to see M r . J u s t ic e  T a l fo u u d  come last of all, 
shaking Hands with his Friends on both Sides, he newly made a 
Judge, being a Poet, did most content me; and M r . W a g s t a f pe  
did say he looked in good Case, and by no means puisne. The J udges 
all entered, the Habblement let into the Hall, and we away, fearing 
for our Pockets; which in Westminster Hall are like to be very soon 
emptied.

F en u d  Sr William Bnidlrarr. of No. IX Upper Woborn-plac^ In tke P u lth  of St. P u ie ru . and FrederickMullet S rani, of No,?. Chnreh.row. Stoke Newloeton. hoth In the Countr of WIddleun. P rinter..at 
OlBcB In Lombnid-alreet, u  the P nclnctof W nltefrlan, In tke Cltp of Uondon, and pooUahed hy them at No. ah, Vloet.aueet. la tk .  Fariik of Sk Brlde'a, In Ike City of Lom lon.-4aTPknal N or. IJtk, IMW
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OUR LITTLE BIRD.

IH E  GIBBET AND THE DEATH-BED.

OuE L ittle Bied  looks from a chimney-top.
A gallows stands upon a prison-roof. A mutter and slow roar of 

voices drones upward through the morning mists—upward as from the 
devils’ p it; and then gabbling mockery, shouting, and blaspheming 
laughter,

A man and woman are to be put to the death, that, forfeiting life, they 
may in tlie agony show how sinful it is to kill. Authority is to do sacri
ficial reverence to the vital fianie of man, by treading it into darkness!

The early sun shines through upon the house-tops. The mists melt 
apart, and m its stark black nakedness, stands the unmuflled gibbet.

The bell tolls, and upturned from below there is a pavement of stony 
faces.—One broad compact nisas of inwedged human feature, with ten 
thousand differences, yet making one vast up-looking monster, with 
thousands of straining eyes, whetted for a feast.

Still the solitary gallows waits. And in tlie pause, fancy beholds a 
shade, man-shaped, seated on the scaffold. Is it the shade of Cain , of 
the First Murderer—branded by God, that the Homicide might not be 
KILLED; that every throb even of the fratricidal heart might teach a 
fearful reverence of human life ?-----

The white tips of the wands appear—and now there is Ch eist’s 
minister, not shadowy, but, in the flesh; eloquent, tuneful with Cu eist’s 
own words, touched with immortal music. Words that promise starry 
crowns to the two penitent heads, crimson with homicide—blasted with 
murder. A moment, and if strong repentance bear them upward, they 
at whom their fellow-men recoil as at things outcast and hellish—they 
shall be among the blessed. Happiness shall be anticipated liy remorse
ful cruelty, and the trap of the g^ow s shall be as the vestibule to the 
Abode of Glory.

For the hangman hangs not for the other world. Christianity, 
that, where we read it, sheds no blood to prove the preciousness of 
blood outpoured, crowns the penitent. And human law, in its grave 
bungling—in its ceremonious, circumambient coursings—only speeds the 
evil-doer to the fruition of his hopes. The sword of justice cuts off a 
few years of heart-ache in this world; whilst the sustaining priest pro
mises joy eternal to a full remorse.

But there is one remorseless, stony. She rejects the hope of an 
immortal issue. A few moments, and to her own desolate thought, even 
now shuddering upon annihilation, she will be so mucli weight of clod 
—the clay image of a murderess. In  what chapter, what verse, what 
sentence of the Book of Christianity, does spectacled Law read its 
right to deal death upon this crimsoned woman, foredating her distant 
natural hour, that, with its gradual advance, might bring bcnigner 
influence, touching that stony heart to flesh ?-----

The priest reads on. The hangman hears the signal word—a Gospel 
W ord !—the bolt is drawn, and man and woman arc, by human pre
sumption, cast beyond human dealings—at the moment a part and 
parcel of the tremendous Future. And Law is vindicated ! And the 
sacredness of life has been made manifest to all men—nay, is yet 
solemnly manifest in tlie two swayed carcases, not yet cold from the * 
retributive dealing of liangman justice. j

Yes, human life is sacred. A hundred thousand human eyes behold; 
the proofs, The hangman—ghastly mountebank!—upon his scaffold, 
may look grimly complacent at his work, and cry aloud—" Good 
Christian people! Life is sacred. You may not doubt i t ; for I  have 
killed this man and woman that you may know what a solemn thing is 
life—how very, very sacred is human blood.’’

Man and woman are duly slain. And with the act that rids the 
earth of their abomination, there seems for the fime to come anew 
freedom upon the world. We breathe as though relieved of a foul 
oppression. We have got rid of the besetting presence of a daily 
charnel wickedness that seemed to taint the air we drew—to poison 
the social atmosphere. The idea of the atrocity did at times intrude— 
a household nightmare. Convinced we are, that thoughts of the 
horrible pair in their last night of life, troubled the sleep of many a 
good man and woman in many a virtuous homestead. Assured we are, 
that many, even behind comfortable curtains, were unwillingly made to 
Count the hours of the doomed man and wife—so arbitrary had become 
the thought of murder among u s ; so unceasingly and familiarly was it 
made to mingle with our daily imaginings. And for much of this, l e t , 
u s  thank the coming hangman and those gentlemen ushers of the I 

gibbet, who do the preliminary ceremonies in Sabhath print. The I 
murderer kills one m an; and the law, in due process of killing tl ie ! 
murderer, enables the men who make a commodity of the gallows to I 
kill the decencies of human society. For days together, they make 
about our common way a very haze of blood.

The hour 1ms passed; and the show ends. The living man and 
woman, an hour since fainting and stumbling up the narrow stair to 
their doom, are now sent downward—readily handled—with the seal of

human justice on their clay faces. And death, even shameful death, 
redeems something of the foulness that awhile ago festered them ; for 
they are now the cast-off coverings of immortal spirits: and what their 
destiny, and where are they ? The very question that the clay suggests, 
pleads with an unthought charity for the clay itself. Mav not the 
wisdom of human law be somewhat perplexed by the tranquil fact of a 
gibbet corpse, jaw’s own black handiwork, done on law’s presumption ? 

I Let the dead lips seem to ask of the Law—“ Wherefore didst thou 
' thrust forth my spirit into eternity ? By what Christian rule didst 
thou outrage the holiness of death by making death infamoim ?’’ And, 
to our thinking, we know not where Law shall find a justifying answer. 
Human justice, to our thought, stands baffled even by a murderer’s 
corpse. There is no balance so nice, that it may weight human blood.

Our Tiittle Bird takes sudden flight. Away towards the Surrey 
hills. Two or three minutes on the wing, and now it settles upon a 
tree that gently waves beside a chamber window. There is a deep 
quietude about the house, for death is only lingering ere it crosses the 

I  threshold.I  _ In  the chamber is an old man dying. He is crowned with the 
, righteousness of a beautiful life. His days have been alike profitable 
' to his fellow-man and to his own soul. Kindred and friends wait and 
watch about him. Every tear that falls is a sweet offering to death; 
a tribute to its consummai ing holiness of mortal hopes. The man has 

' played out a long life for the calm glory of the time—for the hallowing 
loveliness of this parting hour. And it falls upon him and about him, 
and the hum of earth stills, then deepens into immortal music. And 
this is death, the inevitable-and thank God! inevitable—fate of the 
righteous man, whose life has been a daily excellence.

And yet this death, the best reward of the best—we in our perverse
ness make the worst punishment of the worst. The same cup that the 
saint drinks of, we force to the lips of the murderer; and both alike-^ 
with the blessing of penitence—drink life etemM. And by this 
ignorance—we would speak with humility—it has ever been our faith 
that the sacredness of death is outraged: that holy, consecrating Death 
is affronted in its solemnity when hurriea from its certain purpose^ when 
suborned by man to do a seeming ignominy upon his fellow. For the 
infamy is but ceremonial; man himself denounces the presumption 
that would punish beyond the stroke of death. Man—legislative nian ! 

I —b“Comes so modest, merciful, when looking dimly forth upon the 
i  Unknown—the Impossible !
! The good man, on Sunday next (o be hymned and wept to lus honoured 
■ grave—and the murderers, thrust prayerless to-night in a prison-hole, 
a meal for burning lime that cheats the worm—-all lie m (he same wide 
bed. Death makes all even, but—we say it—death s sanctity by force 
is violated. . . .

We would seek punishment of life. Of the living hours would we 
make a scourge for murder. ()f the running sand would we make 
withering seconds. Every hour should fall with its weight, and the 
murderer’s grave be “ thoroughly earned.’’ Not that we have unre
flecting tenderness for crime would we save the criminal, but that we 
would not desecrate the holiness of death ; death, that, when men shall 
be better taught, will be revealed in his true beneficence : the deliverer 
and not tlie tyrant.

Finally, where is our right to summon death to do our self-willed 
handiwork P We can find no written warrant for it in Christianity— 
though a sort of Christianity is prone to put on Urim and Thummim to 
enunciate it. Any way, when we would make an offering to the sanc
tity of life, should we strangle a man to vindicate the holiness of 
existence P

And you would let the murderer live P Yes. That even his life 
respected, might preach to men the solemnity of life. But his life 
should be continual mortification—constant penance. Like the dial, iu 
the sunniest time, his soul should know the present hour only by the

A L ittle B ied .

QUESTIONS FOR LAW  STUDENTS.

I n consequence of the laudable exertions that are making by the Law 
Amendment Society, to form a law school for Barristers, M r . Bhieflbss 
has prepared for the use of his brethren of the bombazeen and horse
hair a few questions of an elementary character, which will, he trusts, 
prepare them, in some degree, for the severer studies of their arduous 
p r o f e s s i o n .

Q. W hat is sitting in error ?
A. Proceeding to sit down when your chair has been removed without 

your knowledge.
Q. What is a mean process P
A . Being asked out to dinner, and pocketing a portion of the dessert.
Q. When is a pauper irremoveable P
A. When a policeman can not make him “ move on.”
Q. What is a pood adniisaion P
yi. An admission to the Hayniarket Theatre during M e . Macready’s 

farewell engagement.

vot.. xvir.
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GRAND VEGETABLE BANQUET TO THE POTATO ON HIS LATE RECOVERY.
{From our own Correspondent in Vegetaria).

T hat highly-respected vegetable, the Potato, being now, it is hoped, 
thoroughly re-established in health, it was determined by a few leading 
members of the Vegetable Kingdom to offei^a banquet to the worthy 
and convalescent root on his happy recovery. The arrangements for the 
dinner were on a scale of ^ e a t liberality, and the guests included all 
the principal vegetables. Tlie invitations had been carried out by an 
efficient corps of Scarlet Runners, and the Onion occupied the chair. 
He was supported on his right by the head of the Asparagus family, 
while Salad occupied a bowl at the other end of the table, and was 
dressed in his usual manner. The Potato, though just out of his bed, 
was looking remarkably well, aud wore his jacket, there being nothing 
to mark his recent illness, except perhaps a little apparent blackness 
round one of his ,pyes. After tUe cloth had been removed.

The Onion got np to propose as a toast, the Potato, their much 
respected guest. (Immense cheering) He, the Onion, had known the 
Potato from infancy; and though they had not always been associated 
in life, they had frequently met at tlie same table. They had some
times braved together the same broils,and had found themselves often 
together in such a stew (he alluded to the Irish stew) as had brought 
them, for the time being, into an alliance of the very closest kind. He, 
the Onion, was delighted to see the Potato once more restored to his 
place in society; for he, the Onion, could say without flattery, that 
society had endeavoured to supply the place of the Potato in vain. 
(Hear, hear) They had heard of Rice having been suggested to take 
the place of his honourable friend, but the suggestion was really 
ridiculous. Risum teneatis, amici, was sdl that he, the Onion, had to 
say to that. (Loud LavgMer, in which all hut the Melon joined). He, 
the Onion, would not detain them longer, but would conclude by pro
posing health, long life, and prosperity to the Potato.

The toast was received with enthusiasm by all but the Cucumber, 
whose coolness seemed to excite much disgust among his brother 
vegetables. The Onion had, in fact, affected many of those present to 
tears, and the Celery, who sat next to the Horseradisli, hung down his 
head in an agony of sensibility. lYhen the cheering had partially 
subsided, the Potato rose, but that was only a signal for renewed

enthusiasm, and i t  was some minutes before silence was restored. A t 
length the Potato proceeded nearly as follows

“ Priends and fellow vegetables. I t  is with difficulty I  express the 
feeling with which I  have come here to-day. Having suffered for the 
last three or four years from a grievous disease, which seemed to 
threaten me with total dissolution ; it is with intense satisfaction I  
find myself once more among you in the vigour of health. (Cheers) I  
should be indeed insensible to kindness, were I  to forget the anxious 
inquiries that have been made as to the state of my health, by those who 
have held me in esteem, and sometimes in a steam. _ (A laugh, in which 
all hut the Melon joined) I  cannot boast of a long line of ancestors. I  
did not, like some of you,_ come in with the C o n q u e h o r , but I  came 
in the train of civilisation amidst the memorable luggage of Sib  
W a i t e e  R a l e ig h , in company with my Right Honourabie friend the 
Tobacco, who is not now present, but who often helps the philosopher 
to take a bird’s eye view of some of the finest subjects for reflection. 
(Immense cheering, and a nod o f assent from the Turnip Top) Though I  
may be a foreigner, I  may justly say, that I  have taken root in the soil, 
and though I  may not have the grace of the Cucumber, who seems to 
have come here in no enviable frame (loud cheering), I  believe I  have 
done as much good as any living vegetable; for, though almost always 
at the rich man’s table, I  am seldom absent from the poor man’s humble 
board, (jlremendousapplause) But,”  continued the Potato, “ let me not 
get flowery, or meafy-mouthed, for there is something objectionable in 
each extreme. 1 have undergone many vicissitudes in the course of mv 
existence. I  have been served up, aye, and served out (a smile) in all 
sorts of ways. 1 have been roasted by some; I  have been basted by 
others; and I have had my jacket rudely torn off my back by many 
who knew not the treatment I  deserved. But this meeting, my Irionds, 
repays me for all. Excuse me if my eyes arc watery. (Sensation) I  
am not very thin-skinned; but I  feel deeply penetrated by your 
kindness this day.

The Potato resumed his seat amid the most tumultuous cheering, 
which lasted for a considerable time.

I LEGAL TLME-TABLES.

T h e b e  is much want felt, alike by suitors and professional men, of a 
"W estminster Hall Time-Table,” or “ Legal B r a d s h a w .”  I t  slmuld 
give the starting-time of the several Courts, and a table of definitions 
mto the bargain. As an example—

The Courts adjourn fin banc) tiU 10 o’clock, which means, in
Qtieen’s  Bcncb.

10 minutes past 10.
Exchequer, 
4 past 10.

Common Pleas.
11.

Again, the definition table would enable the public to correct legal 
by laytime. Thus, “ Stands for argument on lOtii November, 1849,” 
would be at once understood as equivalent to “ may come on about 
May 8th, 1850, unless counsel choose to have it stand over till after the 
long vacation.” A want of understanding the true import of the Legal 
Time Vocabulary makes litigants unnecessarily impatient; for nobody 
now “ knows the time of day ” in Westminster Hall, except the lawyers.

The Horse Qunrds’ Clock.
R e po r t  states that the Horse Guards’ Clock will probably be brought 

under the operation of the Winding Up Act, in consequence of some 
irregularities that have lately been observed. We regret to say that 
its old hands have not been so faithful as heretofore, tliough there has 
been no actual stoppage of the works. We cannot undertake to say 
the cause of this melancholy change in the habits of the Clock, but 
there is reason to believe that there are, as the saying is, “ wlioels 
within wheels.” ____

WELL PLACED.

T h e  President of the Erench Republic has presented the Army and 
Navy Club wiili a piece of tapestry. Tiie question is, where to put it. 
SiiiTiiOKP suggests that, “ As it is Gobelin, it ought to be put m the 
(liniiig-room, wliich might then be called the ‘ Salle de Qobblin.’”
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COMFORT THE CURE FOR DRUNKENNESS.
Yestehdat a numerously attended Temperance M eetiM  was held 

at Punch’s Moderation Reading Rooms, and House of Cdl for the 
Poorer Classes. The assembly was formed, princimlly, of inmates of 
Model Lodging Houses. The highly respectable Proprietor occupied 
the Chair.

W ill  W oof, addressing the assembly, hoped they would not think 
that, because he was a weaver, he was going to spin them a long yam. 
He was sorry to say that till lately he had been addicted to drinking. As 
soon as he got his wages he used to go to the public-house, and there 
sit and soak, till he had spent all he had. Half next week he was ill, 
and couldn’t  work. In  consequence his wife and children had often 
neither bread to eat, clothes to their backs, or shoes to their feet. All 
was pawned for driiik. Now he always took home his earnings to the 
old woman; and she and the young ’uns was all happy and comfortable. 
He was employed regular, and his wages had lately been riz. But how 
come this here change ? Why, in his drunken days he lived in a nasty, 
beastly, abominable undrained court. He wouldn’t make them sick by 
describing of it. W hat then? Why, bis life was a misery. There 
they were, he and his wife, and six children, ail huddled together in one 
hole. Nothing everywhere but stench and filth; no comfort nowhere. 
Except one place. The Public House ! There was elbow-room, air, a 
good fire, clean saw-dust on the floor, and no smell worse than ’baccy. 
So there he went, and smoked his pipe, and drownded his troubles m 
gin. The end on it was information of the brain. He had a narrow 
squeak. Thanks be, however, be come round at last. The doctor 
advised him to inove to the Model Lodging Houses. He did. He paid 
’ ss for his lodgings than what he did afore, he had lots of room, and 
^ te r, and everything handy; besides the Baths and Washhouses to 
;o to. Now his place was neat and tidy, and ship-shape; and he was 
ond of his home. He took his drop of beer and his pipe of an evening 

by his own fireside, and set a example to his children. The drop 
wasn’t a drop too much, neither. He bad turned over a new leaf, and 
what bad made him do it w as the Model Lodging Houses.

T om Auger  related how, nreviously to his adoption of the Modera
tion system, he was constantly quarrelling in the streets, and getting 
into the Station-House.

J ack L a.st confessed that before his amendment he was in the liabit 
of welling his wife.

Sam P lummetT’ P atrick  H odp, J oe K ippers  made similar avowals, 
and exhibited the (races of w^ounds and other injuries which they had 
received m moments of inebriety. All agreed in laying their reformation 
to the door of the Model Loilging Houses.

D ick  Allw rioiit stood before them in a steady attitude, which till 
lately he could not have done for a long time. He had been a sad 
drunkard. _ lie  was ashamed to say so. Drunkenness was a degrading 
vice, certainly; for it lowered a man to a beast. But there was too 
much cant about the badness on i t ; bad as it was. Drunkenness, to 
be sure, led to all sorts of crimes. But drinking wam’t like stealing, 
cheating, or telling lies. People didn’t get drunk deliberate. A poor 
feller was miserable. He took a glass to cheer his spirits. The medicine 
answered. He repeated the dose. So he went on till he past the 
pint of discretion. Drunkenness was like scratching one’s self for 
itching, and scratching too bard. I t  come of impatier.ee, which was a 
sin, he know’d, but let your comfortable people consider the temptation. 
Model Lodging Houses and Paths and Wasnhouses made poor people 
comfortable; and cured them of the low wretched spirits that was 
’casiqned by filth and stench. So then they left off a keeping of their 
sperrits up by pouring of sperrits down ; and of course the ’feet stopped 
when the cause did—it stood to reason and nateral philosophy.

The Chairman was delighted to find liimself in so r^i^ctable an 
assembly of reclaimed sots; reformed through the estanlishment of 
Model Lodging Houses. There they were formerly living like pigs in 
a sty ; here they were now like doves in a cage. One important point, 
which no speaker had mentionod—(rom modesty, he supposed—was, t hat 
they now never forgot, as they formerly did sometimes, to pay their 
rents. This led him to the resolution he had to propose, namely—

“ That this Meeting earnestly requests the co-operation of capi
talists in the cause of Tempeiance, by investment in the no 
less profitable tluiu benevolent scheme of Model Lodging 
Houses.”

B ob J ollt proposed three cheers for the Chairman, which having 
been given, the Meeting separated.

Buy your Leaves.
ANOTR-En enormous Blue-Book has just been issued by the Select 

Committee appointed to enquire into the Woods and Forests. We 
understand that there will be several more reports, and it is probable 
that every tree in every wood and forest will eventually have a separate 
leaf. Perhaps, if the result is that the Woods and Forests turn over 
new leaves, the expense may be beneficial after all.

WHAT WE SHALL HAVE NEXT.
“ Sir,

“ I  am the ‘Father of a Family’ who writes to the Morning 
IleraU. But that excellent Daily Paper (whose principles are ad
mirable) does not admit illustrations, and I  cannot express my feelings 

he subject of the present letter, without the aid of a sketch.
Sir, I  have long lost all control over the wardrobe of M rs .

and my daughters. Every day they come out in some new abomination 
—a few weeks ago, it was those appendages of cutlery, and ironmongery, 
ianglirg, and dangling, and cutting one’s legs under the fable, and 
lyirg upon chairs when one sat down, all knives and scissors, and other 
sharp points.

“ At another time I  find -them suddenly expanded to twice their 
natural size by strange contrivances, which must be horse hair by the
way they rustle and stick out all round. Mr®. B----- , I  am thankful to
say, has lately subsided from this tubby state into her actual dimensions, 
(which are considerable,) but only to burst out into something she calb 
‘ a bear-skin,’ a kind of rough garment, like that worn by cabmen, 
actuMiy revolting to the feelings of every well regulated ‘ Father of a 
Family.’

“ The girls have followed her example, and I  declare toyou  t ^ t  
from behind, as we walk out, I  seem to be conducting four unwillinj? 
convicts in winter clqthing, or to be showing the lions to a party of 
Captain Ross’s men just returned from the North Pole. Why don’t 
they throw off the mask at ocoe, and assume the masculine coat in all 
its parts and proportions (e*j my sketch'', as preliminary tojtheir

wearing the-------- ; but as a ‘ Father of a Family,’ I  won’t print anjthing
tliat could call a blush into the otieek of the most sensitive female.

“ I  am. Sir, yours obediently and indignantly,
“ 'I'liE ‘ F.v th er  or A F-o iil i .” ’

ANKCDOTES OF THE T1L\MF;S.

“ Allow me to drink your health,” exclaimed a Tia totaller, raising 
to his lips a tumbler of water just drawn from a London cistern. 
“ Never! ” cried the individoiil addressed, unyetting the tumbler with 
a motion of his hand. “ Never, mv friend, shall you diink my health 
at the saciilice of your own.” B'dh parties stood silent for an instant, 
wlien a sediment at the bottom of the tumbler revealed the awful fact 
tiiat the li(|uid thus happily disposed of had been supplied by a 
Metropolitan Vt'ater Company.

jnecdotCf No. 2.—An unfortunate railway speculator had for some 
lime exhibited a morbid depression of the spirits, which it was feared 
by his friends might take a turn towards suicide. Every precaution 
bail been taken to keep all implements of mischief out of hi* reach, 
but a few days ago the unhappy nian was seen to make a sudden rush 
at the cistern—which is supplied with Thames water—and h ^  he not 
been seiz'd by a trusty domestic, there is no doubt he would, manother 
minute, have drawn and swallowed (Its fatal draught.

    
 



Old G ent . “ H o w m uch?”
H ansom Cabman {boldly). “ Six Shillings, Sir.”
Old Gent . “ W hat! W hy how many milea do you call it from Temple Bar to the Bank ?”

I Cabman. “ O h ! I f  you want to make it a mere merean-tile transaction, you s J l  
have your ride for nothing. Only don’t  git into an Ansom Cab again, th a t’s  all.” {Old 1 GentUman is speechless with indiffnation and astonishment.)

BRITANNIA’S THANKSGIVING DAY DREAM.
A N  awful Plague went through the land: it thinn’d the close-pent town, 

S wept the scant hamlet, crossed the stream, and clomb the breezy down; 
Unseen it breathed, till poison seethed in the sweet summer a ir ;
Before its face was terror, upon its track despair.

For three sad months B r it a n n ia  monmed her children night and day, 
For three sad months she strove in vain the pestilence to stay : 
Medicine, helpless, groped and guessed, and tried all arts to save,
But the dead carried with them their secret to the grave.

Sudden the dark hand ceased to sm ite: B r it a n n ia  drew free breath. 
As passed away the shadow of the minister of D eath:
And upon all her children a solemn charge she laid.
That high and low should bow them down, because the plague was staid.

Then in the night that followed on that thanksgiving day,
B r i t a n n u  saw a vision, as on her bed she lay:
Of a great region stretched about, a crowded careful land.
Wherein men plied all labours, of head, and heart, and hand.

In it a city, high o’er which a golden temple shone.
Wherein the great god Mammon was sitting on a throne.
While millions round about his feet, men, women, old and young. 
Offered their hearts in homage, with various tone and tongue.

Ill matched that city’s dwellings; low hovel, palace high;
Saloons with stately pageants, huts where wretches slunk to d ie ; 
Well-ordered streets, with tracts hard by wherein the labouring breath 
Inhaled the subtle poison that makes life a lingering death.

There for aught save Mammon-worship there were few hearts to care. 
For aught but Mammon-service there were few hands to spare;
Still the pale slaves grew paler, the task-masters more stem.
Few there of wise had time to love, of ignorant to learn. •

Death sat at the gaunt weaver’s side, the while he plied the loom; 
Death turn’dthe wasting grinder’swheel, as he earn’d his bread and doom; 
Death, by the wan shirtraaker, plied the fingers to the bone ;
Death rocked the infant’s cradle, and with opium hushed its moan.

Nor in the City only did the Spectre hold his place;
In the village and the hamlet, too, he showed his constant face:
In  the foul sty where sire and son, mother and maiden slept.
Where the infant round its playground, the dunghill, crowed and crept.

At bed and hoard, in cup and can, in worktime and in play,
In the street as in the dwelling, in the night as in the day.
Sat Death in Life, a presence that none did seem to note,
Until the grim Guest sudden rose and bared his arm and smote.

Then was weeping in the hovel, and wailing in the hall.
And over all the land was fear, stretched like a funeral pall;
And even Mammon’s vot’ries paused in their absorbing prayer.
And looked up from their worship, with a daunted, doubting air. ^

And turning in their trouble unto their God and Lord,
They saw Death sit on Mammon’s throne—’twas Death that they adored. 
Ilia bare jaws set in scornful smile, the Spectre from his shroud 
Stretched forth his fleshless arm across the pale and palsied crowd.

“ Your day of thanks,”  it said, "  is come, your day of thanks is o’e r ; 
Millions to-day have prayed their prayer, that never prayed before. 
What reck Lof your thankfulness, ye fools, or of your prayer P 
One plague hath passed from out your homes, how many still are there P

"  What can one day of prayer avail, if from the church ye go
To your homes unswept, ungarnished, to your world of wealth and wo P
Pray as you will, my stronghold’s still in every ditch and drain;
Though now my servants hide their heads, they will come forth again.

“ Why shrink from Death, ye that build up his seat in every home P 
How be thankful at his going, ye that ever bid him come P 
What wonder he makes revel, when still ye spread his board P 
Need he be chary of his plagues when still ye feed his hoard F

“ I  am a giant. Would ye learn to nip me in my growth P 
Bring light of Heaven and rain of Heaven to those that pine for both • 
Build homes for toil, where toil may live in decency and health; ’
Let ignorance and want have tithe of knowledge and of wealth.

“ Show that the bond of brotherhood that linketh man with man 
Will no less bind, though never forged, since first the world began; 
Unlearn that sinful selfishness, that ye so sore have rued.
And strive to find in common grief the seeds of common good.”

    
 



    
 



    
 



PAGEANT IMPROVED.
UE conteroMraries are gnun- 
bling at the Lord Mayor’s 
Show. The public complains 
of the barricades, which, on 
the 9th of November, make 
the City streets more like 
Paris than London. The man 
in brass suffers under the 
weight of his armour, and 
even the Lord Mayor is 
ashamed of himself when he 
goes into the ^ u r t  of Ex
chequer. and feels that he is a 
figure of fun, fitter for the 5th, 
than the 9th of the month.

S ir  P eter  L a u eie , with 
that eye for the practical, 
which in him sees so much 
farther into a millstone, than 

in other men, proposes, we understand, a new arrangement, by which 
the Lord Mayor’s Show may be marie emblematic of the City, and the 
aohievements'of its Corporation. We beg to suggest, in case of such 
a change being made, tlie following programme, under the title of—

T H E  L O R D  M A Y O R ’S S H O W  UP.

Two lloidth Inspectors to clsM* the w«y.
ScttveogerB Cleaning the Flags.

Six Police Oonstables.
The WorthipfDl Society of Nuisances,

City Cottmissioiim in their Sewer Trapi.
A Drore of Oxen Pxcited.

Koaekers’ men on their own Uorsea*
Six Uniea Doctors.

Slanghtermen bearing Pole-axes.
Pour PIgi with lllo# Uibbanda.

Sali&nrotted HyArogen,
CttVtAnle Add

in a Itetort ho™ by Miu II, TATLOh.
Vofted Interettt 

and TVo.

O ^G  #N D  IttACOG B L U IH IN C .
l)(!ipKtlea in D m a pluming thonmlvee.

Mit. Ai.TW»raii Sim« t blowing the 0<wr»ffU|oti 
Tnnnpet and bis own at the same time.

S- «
i i
*■3

$
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q u e e n  VICTOIllA.’S STATUE.

A TALE OF PIMUCO.

T h ere  nestles on the borders o f Grovesnor Place a square of modest 
dimensions, to which fancy and a painter, plumber, and glazier, have 
combined to mve the name of Victoria Square. In the centre of tliis 
retreat from the ’buses and the bustles, the cabs and the cabals, of this 
noisy world, there stood upon a foot and a half of superior granite the 
two feet of H e r  M ajesty, supporting a Statue moulded by the mallet 
and chipped by the cliisel of W yatt. The sculptor had not done 
justice to the Sovereign’s waceful form, and “ all nature,” from the 
bird on the wing to the boy on the kerbstone, seemed to mark with | 
indignation tliis large lithographic liliel on royalty. The sparrow had 1 
built its nest in H er  Majesty’s back hair, the spider had spun his web 
over the royal eye, the lady-bird had found its way to the roy^ ear, 
and it was at length determined to rescue the stone representation of 
Majesty from these indignities. The Statue lias been accordingly re
moved from Victoria Square, and has been lately consigned to the 
New Hoad, where it has taken its place among ornamental chimney 
pots and damaged stone potentates.

We are not sorry that the removal has taken place, for the sculptor 
bad performed his chiselling anything but gently, and had produced a 
figure that bore no resemblance to the gracious original, whose resi
dence near the spot gave the inhabitants frequent opportunities of 
seemg how little justice the artist had done to their Sovereign.

The G r e a t  U n w a s h e d .—Old Father Thames.

“ It’s a Long Lane that has no turning,” as the old woman, who 
was running out of Smithlield, said, when the mad bull was close 
after lier.

STOCKS AND STONES.
W e have no hesitation in saying that whoever, after reading some 

of the recent disclosures in the Morning Chronicle, can wear a cheap 
stock, must have a heart of stone. I f  we were P rince  Albert, we 
would at once insist on the total release of o u  royal name from those 
hateful ties which are paraded in the shop-windows as “  Albert ties,” 
and for the making of which only fid. a dozen is paid! I t  is a libel on 
his ^ y a l  Highness, who has lately shown so much, warm-hearted 
interest in the cause of the industrious classes, to couple him, even^ 
nominally, with those stocks and neck-ties, whose wearers— îf they* 
knew the horrible sacrifices entailed by the low price manufacture— 
would be ashamed to hold up their heads over even the stiffest of these 
odious articles.

We shall never look upon one of those cheap stocks again, without 
feeling onr choler raised m an extraordinary degree: and we could not 
put such a thing round our neck without a sort of tnrottling sensation, 
engendered by the knowledge that, for the production of these stocks 
and tiM, rapacity has taken necessity by the throat. The wealthy 
capitalist., who watches the daily fluctuation of the funds, has thought 
hitherto but little of the fearful consequences resulting from the 
downward tendency in tlie prices of another kind of stocks. A fall 
in Spanish may diminish, by a few thousands or hundreds, the gain of i 
the millionaire or the less opulent speculator; but a fall in the Albert 
Stock-market curtails the already insufficient crust of the poor 
needle-woman, and sends tottering into the abyss many who were j 
trembling on the edge of the sh'ppery partition between starvation 
and crime.

“ The Albert Slocks used to be 3r. fid. to a dozen, when they first 
came up. They ’re 2j . to I j . 9d., n o w s a y s  the informant of the | 
Morning ChromeU. And we ^ ^ tu re  to assert, that the decline in the 
Stock Market it  more appalling in its consequenoet than the ups and 
downs of tha t other Stock Market in which knavery and jobbery, 
avarice and mklessness, fblly and cnnning, pursue tbeir unballowM 
courw. H e n c ^ rth , whatever we may hear said of prosperity in con
nection wiih rises in the funds, we shall cease to have faith in the 
soundness of ilie state of things, until we are tnstisfied that the Albert 
Stocks are looking up.

MAXIMS AND SAYINGS TO BE READ BY THOSB THAT 
DON’T WALK.

A< waEXrOONinTCTan cab-stand is an umbrella to the neighbonrhood. 
Needrmust when the Brompton ’busman drives.
Tiiete’s many a slip ’twixt the door and the step.
An hour any morning is two in a cabman’s afternoon.
Your neck goes often safe by the ’bus, but it is broken at last.
Between two omnibuses we come to the ground.
In at one jerk, and out at (he other.
Abuse is a cabman’s second nature.
Cut off, and never come again.
’Buses of a feather race together.
Faint cad never won fair lady. j
Half a foot is better tlian no seat. .
If  the ’bus will come towards M auouet, M ahomet must get out of . 

the way of the |bus. i
Ommbuses, hke other misfortunes, seldom come alone. 1
Out of sight, as quickly' as if he was out of his mind.
A Bayswater omnibus is the thief of time. '
The last passenger on the roof makes the ’bus turn over.
When a passenger is thrust in at the door, liis bat very often flies 

out at the window.
Write the fares in dust, and the overcharges in marble.

THE TOTUEE OE FRANCE.

F rance ^iant si nialade, pe n’ose pas dire,
Qu’elle pent /empirer, meme dans un empire ;
Maltrait6e par ses docteurs politijjues,
Elle cherche au d6sespoir les empiriquei.

A  H in t to  Lexicographers to  Oome.
As H aynau passes current now as a synonyme for everything that 

is cruel, and wicked, and bad, we think tlie word “ heinous ” ^ I d  be 
made more expressive if it were spelt “ H atnahs.”  The same with 
the word “ heinousness.”  I t  would gain greatly in meaning and 
cruelty of expression, if it were to be written, for the future, “ IIay-
NATJSNESS.”

    
 



The Great Moral Lesson at Horsemonger Lane Gaol, Nov. 13.

T H E  LESSON OF TH E  SC A FF O LD ;  OR, T H E  R U FF IA N ’S HOLIDAY.

W e was bavin a kevarten wen B ill lie says, says be,
"  To-morrow is tbe banging-matcb; let us go and sec.”
I  was game for anything: off we set that n ight;
H a ! the jolly time we spent until the morning light.

’Neath the timbers whereupon the conwicts wos to die,—
(And ugly black the gallows looked atween us and the sky)—
More than thirty thousand on us shouted, yelled, and sung,
Chaffin about murder, and going to be hung.

Each public-house was all alight, the place just like a fair;
Ranting, roaring, rollicking, larking everywhere,
Boosmg and carousing we passed the night away.
And ho ! to hear us curse and swear, waiting for the day.

At last the morning sunbeams slowly did appear.
And then, ha, h a ! how rum we looked, with bloodshot eyes and blear; 
But there was two good hours at least afore the hanging yet,
So still we drained the early purl, and swigged the heavy wet.

Thicker flocked the crowd apace, louder grew the glee.
There was little kids a dancin, and fightin for a spree;
But the rarest fun for me and B ill, and all our jolly pals.
Was the squeakin and squallin and faintin of the gals.

“ Time’s u p ! ” at last cries B ill. “ Why, sure, it ain’t to be a sell! 
Never. I t  can’t be, I  should think. All r igh t! There goes the knell! 
See, here they come, and no mistake. J ack Ketch and all ins crew : 
The Sheriffs, Parson, and—th a t’s them ! Hats off in front, there, •

“ Quick, J ack’s about it. There h e ’s got the fust beneath the beam; 
And now, the o ther! Not a start, a tremble, or a scream !
A ll’s ready. There they stand alone. The rest have gone below. ^ 
Look at him—look—h e ’s at the bolt 1 Now for it I Down they g o .

’Twas over. Well, a sight like that afore these eyes of mine 
I  never had—no sort of mill, cockflgbtin, or canine.
Hurrah ! you dogs, for hangin, the feelins to excite;
I  could ha throttled Bill almost, that moment, with delight.

But, arter all, what is it ? A tumble and a k ick!
And, anyhow, ’tis seemingly all over precious quick.
And shows that some, no matter for what they’ve done, dies game! 
Ho, h o ! if ever my time comes, 1 hope to do the same 1

    
 



SCENES FROM THE LIFE OF AN UNPROTECTED 
FEMALE.

Scene 4.—Ike London Bridge Steamboat Wharf. A  Margate boat, a 
Scotch boat, a Boulogne boat, a crowd of Oravetend, Woolwich, and 
Chelsea boats, with an odd Ostender or two. Several waggons are 
unloading, and the usual confusion prevails. The U nprotected 
Female’s head is seen protruding from the window of a cab, which 
drives furiously under an accumulation of luggage, from the midst of 
which only a small portion o f the driver's person is visible.

Unprotected Female. Stop!—S—t—o—o—p i (Driver stops with a 
jerk.) No—a little further on. (Driver starts again with a jerk.) There, 
you ’re too far. (Driver is going on with a jerk.) I  ’li get down! (IJn- 
PfiOTECTED F e m a l e  is jerked out.)

1st Porter. I  Margate boat, M um!
Ind Porter. Greenwich, Woolwich, Blackwall, Chelsea, M um !
%rd Porter. Belone, Oastend, Antwerk, Callows, Belone!

. 4M Porter. Herne Bay, M um ! 
ith  Porter. Gravesend, Greenwich I 

Porter. J  Margate, Bamsgate I
[A terrific combat o f six porters, in which each secures some portion of 

the U nprotected Female’s luggage.
Unprotected Female (flatters herself she has settled with Cabman). 

There. (Sees her luggage in motion) Oh 1 where’s it all going P
[flushes in different directions after all the six P orters. 

Cabman (looking vacantly at what U nprotected Female has given 
^m). W o t’s this? Hollo—you! W o t’s thisP

a rotected Female. Two-and-four from Bloomsbury Street.
nan (with impassive ferocity). Three-and-six, and luggage extra. 

Unprotected Female. Oh, i t ’s two-and-four in Mogg !
Cabman. Mogg be blowed! Three-and-six, and luggage extra. 
Unprotected Female (doubting her Mogg, to P orter). Oh, how much 

is itP
Porter. Two-jence a package, Marm.
Unprotected Female. No—but for me P
(Bell rings.) Superintendent. Now Margate, Ramsgate, and Heme 

Bay!
Unprotected Female. Oh—That ’s me. Here—Hollo I (Pgyi Cabman 

his demand in her confusion. Rushes down gangway into the nearest boat.) 
Oh, my luggage ! my luggage!

Porter. Two-pence each, hlarm. Ten small articles one-and-ten, 
Marm.

Unprotected Female. But the big boxes and the trunk, and the throe 
carnet bags!

2«d Porter. All right, Marm. Balone you said, Marm. Big box 
and trunk—two-pence an article—six-iience, Marm.

Unprotected Female. Oh—I ’m not going to Belone. Oh, please do. 
Bring ’em back, my good man.

Und Porter (brings them back). T h a t’ll be a shillin more, Marm. 
Two pence an article.—’Arf-a-crown altogether, Marm. You can ave 
my number. , , , [.Shows badge.

Unprotected Female (pays half-a-crown helplessly). But the carpet bags! 
3rrf Porter. Oastend you said, Marm. Third boat outside. Two

pence an article ; three Dags, eight-pence, Marm. .
Unprotected Female (ruling towards Osttnd boat, which u  just casting 

off). My bags—my bags ! . .  . 1  , ,
[Buries herself in the pile of luggage about the steam-box. 

Captain c f Ostend boat. Shore 1 Shore!
Unprotected Female (extricating her bigs). Ohl somebody.
5w Porter. Here you are, Marm—now, where for P 
Unprotected Female. Oh, dear—perhaps there’s some in the Belone 

boat!
Uh Porter. All right. Belone lugL- 
Unprotected Female. No—Margate,

Uh Porter. Tliis way for MarTOte. 
Unprotected Female, No, i t ’s here.

fe ! [Fxil with luggage.
irgate. ’

[Ricapes on to the second boat. 
Tol her pier, Marm.
H ere ’s the rest of it.

[^Recovers her original pile o f luggage, 
bth Porter. Six-penc^ Marm. Sometliin extra for directions, Marm P 
Unprotected Female. Get away, do ; I  won’t be imposed upon. (Pays 

for once no more than she ought. To R e s e r v e d  P a s s e n g e r .) When 
do you think we sliall lie at Margate, SirP 

Reserved Passenger. Depends on the road you take. Ma’am.
, Unprotected Female (with dignity and severity). When will this boat be 

at Margate, Sir P
Reserved Passenger. I ’m not aware. Ma’am, that it will ever be at 

Margate, unless i t ’s from stress ot weather.
Unprotected Female. Thank you, Sir.

[Satirically, but not in the least understanding him. 
Mate. Now, Marm, fifteen sliillings, chief cabin.
Unprotected Female. Fifteen! I t ’s only six shillings in the paper. 

Fifteen shillings to M argate!
Mate. This is the Bolono boat, Marm.

Unprotected Female (wildly). Oh, why didn’t you say so ! I ’m going 
to Margate.

Mate. T hat’s Margate casting off. Third outside this. Make haste, 
or she ’ll be off.

Unprotected Female (springing at the risk of her life over the intervening 
boats). Here, Hoy—M argate! Oh, do stop for m e!

Captain Large (from paddle-box platform, orbing his arms). Jump, 
Marm. I ’ll ketch you. [He plasUs himself firmly.

Unprotected Female. Oh 1 Goodness—gracious !
[She executes a terrific leap into the arms of C a p t a in  L a r g e , who, 

with some difficulty, withstands the shock. General applaute 
from the bystanders.

Captain Large (aside to M a t e ). Heavy goods! ^
Unprotected Female (suddenly recovering herself from her confusioii). ; 

But my luggJ^e, my luggage! In  the Belone boat. (Shouting.) The 
lady’s luggage who made a mistake—Oh ! stop a minute! I ’ve left all 
my luggage! [Sinks down tn an agony on paddle-box.

[C a p t a in  L a r g e  attempts in vain to console her—affecting tableau. 
&ene closes:

THE GREATEST CURIOSITY OF ADVERTISING 
LITERATURE.

EINO desirous to save trouble to any future D is 
r a e l i , who might have to look very far indeed, 
before he found such another Curiosity of Lite
rature as the following, w;e print it at once, in 
its entirety, and the gem is so precious, that we 
trust the compositors will not spoil even the 
minutest point in the setting:—
V J* A R T MENTS, Furnished, pleasant and airy part 

of BATDsbury-roftdf Islington, for gentlemen or otben 
without small family. No children in the boose. Two 
parlours, with folding doors, together or separate, with a 
moveable bedstead ; the front one, with every aUeikdaoea, 
boots included, 6 i.; both rooms, Ss. 6d. Good refursoos 
given and expected to two gentlemen who hare  ooeapied 
the front parlour (both have been newly papered and 
painted) removed to the west end. Omnibuses every quatv 
ter. Address

Now, let us analyse this delicious composition, 
for the result will well repay the trouble of the 
process. In  the first place, the advertisement 
plunges in medias res, or, at all events, into the 
midale of the “ Furnished, pleasaut, and airy 
part of Bamsburjr Road, uUngton.’’ We were 
not aware that any part of this road was furnished, 

though there is nothing strange in the fact, for we have seen many 
furnished roads, where furniture is piled outside the shops, in the 
thoroughfares wliere brokers “ most do congregate.’’ "N o  children 
in tlie bouse ’’ is an important announcement, and well deserves the 
honours of a full stop, both before and after it.

The next sentence almost confounds us with its startling effects and 
astounding ambiguities : “ Two parlours, with folding doors, together 
or separate (this may mean that the folding doors can be closed pr rudely 
tom apart) with a moveable bedstead; (this implies the possibility of 
restlessness in the lodger, and a desire to be wheeling his bedstead about 
Lis room, instead of quietly lying down upon it). The front one (that 
is the front bedstead) with every attendance, (‘ every ’ is a large and 
comprehensive term,) boots included (whose boots P does it mean the 
party will be found m shoe leather P) (>»., both rooms, 8/. 6d." H ere . 
we are allowed the pause of a period to take breath, but time is no 
sooner up, than we are hurried off into the following labyrinth of unin- 
telligibililies. “  Good reference given and expected to two gen'lemen 
(what ri;^ht have tlie two gentlemen to expect anything of the kind, and 
what satisfaction will it be to the new lodger that a good reference has 
been given to these two anonymous gentlemen P) who have occupied the 
front parlour, both have been newly painted and papered (we have heard 
of gentlemen being whitewashed, but newly painted and papered gentle
men must be prodigies indeed) removed to the West End, (where, in 
tlieir newly painted and papered state they must excite the most intense 
curiosity). Oipnibuses every quarter.’’ (They must be a great boon 
to any lodger who only requires the accommodation of an omnibus every 
quarter day to go and receive his dividends.)

We have seen a good deal of mystification in the advertising columns 
of our contemporanes from time to time, but if this advertisement does 
not present many more nuts to crack, and much harder nuts also than 
any in the mouth of the Sphinx, we will undertake to eat our own head, 
or, at all events, our own heading to this article.

I n compliment to the splendid hospitalities of Sir  J ames D dke, 
us mayoralty is known in City history as the Duke dinnersty 

(dynasty).
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M r. P ip s his D iary .
Monday^ Notember 5, 1849.—(Gut Fawkts’ Day). At Breakfast 

this Morning off a new-laid Egg, cost me id . but cheap for the Time of 
Year, did hear a shrill Hallooing in the Street, which my Wife, looking 
out of Window, told me was made by the Boys, going by with their Guy 
F awkes. I  did then call to Mind that this was Gut F awkes his 
D ay; and did in Haste swallow my Breakfast, and put on my Boots 
and Over-Coat, and so out and about the Streets and Squares to see the 
Sport, the Bells ringing for Church, and a Scarecrow of a Gut, borne 
by Urchins on a Hand barrow, with Exmgh Musiq^ue at almost every 
Turn and Corner. Mighty droll, Guy Fawkes his Effigies, with his 
Fingers sticking out like Spikes, and his Feet all awry, his Body and 
Limbs stuffed with Straw, a Mask for his Face, with a Pipe in the 
Mouth, and a Lantern and Tinder-Box dangling from his Wrist, and on 
his Head a Paper Cap, like an old Grenadier’s, buf^S ross on it, and 
meant for the Pope his Crown. I  did remember the Mirth it used to 
be to behold Gut with his Company, borne by the Police in State to 
the Station House, but they this Year mostly let alone, and more Guys, 
and ragged Regiments of Boys shouting after them, than ever I think I 
did before see. The Varlets, as they went, repeating Doggrel Verses, 
bidding to remember the Day, and asking whomsoever tbey met for 
Money for a Bonfire to burn their Gut, and did beg of me ■ but I gave 
them none, not willing to fling my Money into the Fire. But Lack to 
think of the Delight I  do take in Gut Fawkes, and only because of 
his ridiculous Figure, and recollecting how I  loved to play with Fire
works on this Day when a Boy; when I  know what a Libel is the

Holyday on the Roman Catholiques, and the good Reason there 
is, though the Doggrel say to the contrary, why Gunpowder Treason 
should be forgot. But some I  did note, who should have known 
better, did give the Rogues Halfpence and encourage them in a Show 
of Bigotry; albeit the young Ragamuffins know not what it do mean, 
and care only for the Fireworks and Frolick. From Westminster, by 
the Back Ways and Streets to Fleet Street, Squibs and Crackers in the 
Courts and Alleys fizzing and bouncing all the Way, and did in 
Street dine at a Chop-house, cost me, with Beer and Punch, i s . ; and so 
to Tower Hill, where the Banging and Blazing of the Fireworks the 
greatest of a ll; and the Roman Candles and Pin-wheels mighty p r^ ty  • 
but some letting off Guns and Pistols put me a little in Fear. 
presently I did hear a Popping and Cracking behind me ; which 
was a Cracker pinned by some Scapegrace to my Coat-'Iail, and 
did make me to jump, and the Standers-by to laugh : which did 
vex me to the H eart; and Mr. G regory do say, served me right 
for countenancing such Doings, But to see tho Mob flinging Ser
pents at each other, and burning and singeing one another like 
Devils, did much divert me, till a Squib whizzing past me did scorch 
me in the Face. Trulv Guy Fawkes his Day this Time was mighty 
well kept, and Mr. H owlett do rejoice in its better Observance, 
which he do tell me is a revival of Protestant S p irit; but I  do 
agree with Mr. W agstaepe that Protestancy is not a l)ocfrine of 
Fireworks, and must own it were better to bury Guy Fawkes, and not 
bum him any more. ’

Printed by WUUam Bradbury, of No. 13.Upper Wobum-plaoe, ‘uths ^nrleb of St. Pnocrui, an.lPrrderlfik ilaUet ETaot.of No.7, ChurcH-row, Stoke Newtnytou. both iu the Conn**'Aruiaa/ , . .,,1.
Oifice,tn LoDttbMd-ttieet.ln the Prectoct ot Whitefriura.laihe Ct yof Loadoo, uad Pubiuoed by No. tA, Pieet-«tre«t, la the Pnrieb of St.Brlde'a, m tbe City

    
 



PUNCH. OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 2 1 3

THE MANNINGS AT HOME.
r.

There was a good old notion about to die, but in a manner preserved 
by Madame Tdssadd, that much mischief might be done by wax. In  
this fashion. An elderly woman—if with a beak nose, and a haired 
Wart upon her chin, all the better—took a bit of wax, and warming 
it by afire fed with fat from murderers’ gibbet, and certain unrignteous 
unguents, moulded it into the small similitude of a living man or 
wontan. This bit of wax, warmed by flame, wasted — and as it 
wa.sted, it was supposed that its great prototype, by diabolic sym-

f)athy, wasted too. Well, later wisdom turns topsy-turvy early know- 
edge. We do not imitate the living in wax, to kill the living; but 

we make a similitude of the dead, to do an injury to those ,in no way 
like them in the flesh.

Madame Tdssadd, cunning in the witchcraft of the nineteenth 
century, takes so much wax, and makes of it the likeness of Maria 
MIanning and George Manning—(the last Murder Dummies)—and 
does a grievous injury to her generation by the handiwork. The witch 
works in wax, and helps to destroy the living decencies.

Madame Tussaud is the artistic continuation of Mr . Calcraft. 
When the hangman has done his work, the wax witch takes it up and 
beautifies it. There was a horrid crowd to see the Mannings hanged 
—and where the wonder? I te ra n c e , barbarism, vice, cruelty, all 
attended the invitation. For how long had a Sunday press invited 
them ? And the wicked ones did not weep, or smite their pensive 
breasts, hut laughed and drank the daylight in, and mustered their 
best spirits to assist at the show. Biit these were the forlorn, the 
wretched outcasts of decent life. People, comfortable to do, and 
with handsome clothes upon their backs, behave better.

We witnessed the crowd that—prompt to Madame Tussaud’s card 
of invitation, that, like a blotch of blood, stands filthily out from the 
columns of the papers— gathered in Baker Street, to ’ see Maiua 
Manning and George Manning, in wax, at home. The crowd 
beliaved remarkably well. But then, several of the curious spectators 
came in their own vehicles—many in cabs: and those who came on 
foot were all decently habited. We were delighted to remark that not 
one of them squeaked like Punch—(the low fellow in the street)— 
or committed any other unseemly breach of etiquette. On the con
trary, very genteel people mounted the steps of the show, mincingly; 
some ol them running the tips of their tongue round tlieir lips, as 
anticipating a “ sweet bonne louche”

We are bound—conscientiously critical—to give Madame T dssaud 
the very highest praise for her artistic ability. Age cannot wither her, nor 
the custom she continues to receive at the hands of a generous public, 
stale her infinite variety. Maria Manning, as done in wax, is really a 
chef-d!muvre. Dear thing ! she would be a treasure as a lady’s-maid at 
a hundred a-year, with all the cast dresses. Never did assassination look 
so amiable—so like a quality to bs introduced to the bosom of families. 
We confess the weakness; under the waxen wand of the enchantress, we 
felt for a moment towards Maria Manning, as in earlier, whiter days. 
We felt towards the Maria of Sterne. She only wanted a lamb to he 
quite a duck. Beautifully has Madame T dssaud elevated the cha
racter of the fair destroyer of the mercenary P atrick O’Connor. A 
lively rose-blush pervades her full-blown face, and her large, ripe lip 
seems pouting with the first syllable of “ mur-der.” And then her head 
b  so tastefully, so touchingly enveloped—as though drest at the jury 
—covered with old point lace, made classic by M rs. Siddons in h tay  
Macbeth, and continued by Mrs. Warner. We think the artist should 
have placed just a sprig of rue between the fingers of Maria—the now 
historic rue she nitched so strong at tlie lawyers, llowi ver, if the rue 
be wanting, the black satin gown is unexceptionable. There she stands 
in silk attire, a beauteous thing, to be daily rained upon by a shower of 
sixpences.

(jeorge Manning is greatly improved in his appearance under the 
hands of Madame T dssaud. He has the look of a very clean under
taker, a little above his business.

Perhaps, the huge satisfac’ion that possessed us, was a little lessened 
when we thought of the transitoriness of wax-work glory. Where was 
GreenacreP Pushed back for George. Where Good? Set aside 
for Maria. But such is fame.

Wo have no doubt, to the honour of public taste, that this murder 
•a Wax-work will be very popular. Fortunately, the low brutes who 
behaved so ill al' Horsemonger Lane will not be able to disgust a 
tbinking public by their licence in Baker Street. They can’t afford 

People who can pay their money, respect at once decency and their 
test r.rs.

■bBglit we be allowed to give a hint to such a worldly-wise establish
ment as that of the 'I'ussaud, we would suggest, that as a hand attends 
in the evening, a sort of musical pasticcio might be put together, that 
should describe t he Bermondsey horror from the course of O’Connor’s 
first wooing, until the final appearance of Mr. and Mrs. Manning on 
the roof of Ilorsemonger. We think this would have a great attraction 
for families.

Any way, we beg that Sir  George Grey will drop in and judge the

exhibition for himself. As the political Conservator of public de
cency, he will then know the exact amount of (jrovemment notice that 
such a show demands of his authority. Possibly, the magistrates of 
the district might likewise be induced to attend. Plays must be 
licensed, not so murder in wax-work. We perceive that a hard
working manager, by name Campbell, at Stockton-u^n-Tees, has been 
prosecuted for representing R ush upon the stage. Poor man ! Should 
the worst come to the worst, we hope Madame Tdssaud will give 
the manager a post—if only as money-taker—to R ush in wax.

The Mannings will no doubt form a great attraction in the approach
ing season. They cannot be made too lamiliar to families. Christmas, 
with all its delights, will soon be upon us. As we have the Mannings 
in wax, why should we not have them in sugar for Twelfth-cakes ? 
“ Sweets to the sweet! ’’

A STRONG GALE.

BALLOON IN  N I N T IR  Q U A RTL BI,

A L ieutenant Gale proposes to go in a balloon to look for Sir  
J ohn F ranklin. Jack Fiost, we fear, would soon say to Gale, 
“ Cease, loud B o r e a s a n d  we cannot but think that (3ale, if he 
made the attempt, would only be the ill wind “ that blows nobody any 
good.”  . . . .

Imagination forms icicles on the tips of our nose, as we figure to 
ourselves the daring Gale “ blow high, blow low,” with the thermo
meter 15 degrees below zero, his gas contracted, his balloon congealed 
into a flyirg iceberg, or like the head of an airy giant with his night
cap on, while the poor frozen out aeronaut surveys his brandy-bottle 
solidified into a mass of ice a la Cognac, and his cold fowls too cold for 
his knife to penetrate them.

The mere picture throws us into a chilly pickle; and we trust Gale, 
for his own sake, will not be able to raise the wind for so absurd a 
purpose.

KITCHEN STUFF AT GUILDHALL. |

T he Commissioners of the City Police have been complaining to the j 
Court of Aldermen, that at the Guildhall banquet their Chief had no : 
appointed placs, but was subjected to the indignity of coming in contact j 
with waiters, and the refuse of the kitchen. This is too bad ; but we 1 
suppose the City Magistrates will find their excuse in the well-known 
fact of the Police never being so much at home as when they are down 
in the kitchen. We have no doubt the arrangement was generously 
made in order to bring the Police all the nearer to the great divinity 
they worship—the cook. We admit the indignity was rather severe 
upon a talented man like D a n ie l  W h it t l e  H a r v e y , but probably the 
Stewards were of opinion that the kitchen, after all, was the best place 

I in tlie woild for Whitilei. (IVe are j^ fe c tly  aware that thii joli« latt 
been made before, so we beg no one will take the trouble to inform us o f the 

fact. - E d.)

VOL. XVII.
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D O N  M IG U E L  A T  H IS  " P O S i r

lublishes—

to inspect minutely the various departments of the establishment.”

A FEW days ago—as the Tost with serenest satisfaction w 
Don Miguel and suite attended at the office of the Earlj J enkins

J enkins bad arrayed himself in his warmest plush, and dredged him
self wilh his whitest flour, whilst his ^Id-headed cane shone resplen- 
dently from the best plate-powder lor the occasion. The Prince 
“ gracefully recognised the consistent support afforded by i\\t Morning 
Post to the principles of legitimacy and good government.” This was to 
be expected, as a trifling acknowledgment for past and present favours. 
The Prmce was taken into the editor’s room, and minutely inspected 
the ink-bottle through a microscope of peculiar power. The bottle 
—the dregs very thick—showed all sorts of human animalculse—small, 
crawling things that—as the cochineal insect dyes some red, and some 
purple—turn v hite to black and black to white. The Prince was much 
interested by the exhibition; taking particular notice of the ink-bottle 
insect that, by its peculiar crawling, traced the letters that made up 
“ infldfl ”  upon any political opponent. The illustrious Prince observed, 
that “ he thought that sort of thing ”  was gone out in England, but 
smiled very blandly when begged, upon the evidence before him, to be

I assured to the contrary.
I The illustrious Prince, in acknowledgment of the devoted sincerity of 

J enkins to the “ principles of legitimacy,”  graciously bestowed upon 
him the smallest Portugal onion.

T H E  P R O P E R  T IM E  P O R  P U B L IC  E X E C U T IO N S .

TAe Hvnble Petition of the Newgate Weelcly Press.
To the Commons in Pariiament assembled.

W e , the undersigned, proprietors of the Sunday Prop, the Scaffold 
Weekly News, the Old Bailey Enquirer, and the L\fe in Newgate, news
papers published on the morning of the Sabbath, and for the benefit of 
that truly great, intelbgent, and multitudinous British publicwhich cannot 
afford to waste its week-day time in the perusal of the daily newspapers, 
humbly submit to your Honourable House the great evil which is done 
by the present system of executions in this country, or rather by the 
neglect of a simple means by which the performance of the last sentence 
of the law might be rendered a thousand times more useful, terrible, 
and public as an example to the nation, and a warning to evil doers.

The injustice which is done to ourselves by the present system of 
hanging on Mondays or Tuesdays is manifest, and calls for a remedy 
at the hands of an equitable British nation. Fok Whereas, upon the 
apprehension of a criminal, we notoriously spare no pains to furnish 
the nation with his complete biography; employing literary gentlemen, 
of elegant education and profound knowledge of human nature, to 
examine his birthplace and parish register, to visit his parents, brothers, 
uncles, and aunts, to procure intmligence of liis early school days, 
diseases which he has passed through, infantine (and more mature) 
traits of character, &c. And W hereas, we employ artists of eminence 
to sketch his likeness as he appears at the police court, or views of the 
farm-house or back kitchen where he has perpetrated the atrocious 
deed. And Whereas, regardless of expense, we entertain intelligence 
within the prison walls with the male and female turnkeys, gaolers, and 
otlier authorities, by whose information we are enabled to describe 
every act and deed of the prisoner, the state of Ids health, sleep, and 
digestion, the changes in his appearance, his conversation, his dress 
and linen, the letters he writes, and the meals he takes—it is manifestly 
hard, cruel, and unjust, that having thus carried a man, with intense 
sympathy and watchfulness, through his examination, commitment, 
trial, ana condemnation into his condemned cell, we should there be 
unkindly separated from him, and that the daily prints should be 
allowed to take him in hand.

In the case of the late Mr. Manning we ask, what energy did the 
latter-menlioned journals exhibit compared to our own P Did one of 
the morning papers present pictures of that party and the partner of 
his bed ana crimes ? Week after week, on the other liand, we kept the 
British public acquainted with the minutest details regarding the 
prisoner’s words, actions, and behaviour; we supplied our readers with 
elegant pictures, we ransacked every comer for patticulars regarding 
the very earliest lives of the beings about whom it was so important 
that the people of England should know everything.

Now, It is manifest, that had the Judge but ordered Mr. and Mrs. 
Manning to be hanged on a Saturday morning, the ends of justice 
would have been answered equally; the public would have been in
duced to purchase many thousands, nay, hundreds of thousands more 
of our papers than we have been enabled to sell; and the people, after 
pemsing our accounts (written under the glow and enthusiasm of the 
moment) would have had wholesome and solemn subject for Sabbatli 
conversation;—whereas, by the lapse of days between Tuesday and

Saturday, the enthusiasm has had time to wear away; the glow has of 
necessity cooled; or the reader has slaked his thirst for knowledge at 
other and less authentic sources than those which we supply. We 
have sown, but others have rebeck We are but permitted to glean 
a few straws and a little chair on a field which by right should be 
our own.

As then it is right that executions should be public, it is clear that 
they should be as public as possible; to make them so public, it is 
evident that the agency of the public prints is necessary: hence the 
statesman will see that the more newspapers that are sold the better. 
Let the weekly papers then, let trade and literature, let useful knowledge 
and sound morality, be encouraged by Justice, and hanging on Saturdays 
be henceforth the law of the land.

Jn d  your petitioners will ever pray, &c.

AN ELIGIBLE INVESTMENT.

The Sm ashing Business.
Some of the London linendrapers seem to have united to their own 

business, as a regularly recognised branch, the business of smashing. 
We saw the other day an advertisement in which a Arm was described 
without any circumlocution whatever, as “ Linendrapers and Bank
rupts.” I t  seems that in these days no large concern can go on for 
any time without an Extensive Failure, or an Alarming Sacrifice, to 
give it a filbp. In  some houses it has even been in contemplation to 
keep a Bankrupt permanently on the premises, to superintend the 
smashing branch, and preside at a counter specially set apart for 
giving things away and going to ruin.

E ncouragem ent to  Y oung Beginners.
We have found a joke where we least expected it. As we are sure it 

will surprise our readers as much as it did ourselves, wo transcribe it 
literally for their astonisliment:—

“ ‘ the  Golden Calf’ is a most leaden bore.” As a first cfTort, we call 
it remarkably good, and we hope our witty contemporary will persevere, 
and give us next week a joke in two syllables. We expect great t hings 
after the above display, and we have great plcMure in congratulating 
our new rival upon his successful dSut, for, without any jealousy, we 
must say, that unless we had seen it with our own eyes, wo never should 
have thought it was in the Athenceum.

A MESSAGE THAT SHOULD BE CAREFULLT DELIVERED.

W e beg to remind L ord Clarendon of tlie Message that was once 
addressed to the celebrated Mr. F erguson, of illustrious memory. He 
may find it useful in the event of L ord B oden’s party making Dublin 
too hot to hold them. I t  will apply capitally to the Orangemen:— 
“ Gentlemen, you don’t L odge here.”
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n o w  THE CABINET HAS S L ilN  TWELVE 
THOUSAND.

W e at the same time wonder and blush at the apathy—the irreligion

W E WONDER IF  TALENT W IL L  EV ER  BE RECOGNISED?
When a public building is opened by Royalty, you would imagine ' 

that, if anybody was thought worthy of a title, the first person selected
____  _______ ____ would be the architect. But no such thing; he is the last person i

of the English people. There is in Downing Street a knot of men w ho,' b® ever thought of at all. To bestow an
never since Political Billingsgate first drew foul breath for filtliy words, honour, however small, upon the architect, would be to recomise 
were approached for, certainly, their unheard of iniquities,—never- talent, and the recogni:ion of talent in England^would ^be such an
theless, they are permitted, like chartered ogres, to feed upon the 
rights, the sffectiou., the piety, and, what is worse, the money of the 
people!

Will nc i-^TEE THE H ermit take his stand at the comer of Shoe 
Lane, and preach destruction to  the Whigs ?

Will no new Solomon Eagle, with a pjm of lighted coals upon has 
head, run up and down Parliament Street, calling—“ Wo, wo to L ord 
J ohn R ussell? ”

unusual thing, so contrary to all precedents, that we almost think 
the Bank would stop payment if the innovation were to be attempted. 
But Lord Mayors nave been knighted and baronetted before, and 
consequently may be again, without any nation^ convulsion resulting 
from It. Therefore, when a  public building is inaugurated by the foot 
of Royalty, it is always the Lord Mayor who engrosses the entire 
honour. I t  was thus when the Royal Exchange was opened; it is so 
now with the Coal Exchange. In 'b o th  instances the Ijqrd Mayors

But it is clear the people know not the fullness of their wrongs, bttve been remembered,—in both instances have the architects been , 
Like the nobleman who was so deftly decapitated, that he did not know' iors!o4t«a.
his head was off until he tried to shake it,—J ohn Bull is kicked,' W e ^  not mean to inMnnate that the Lord Mayors were not well 
robbed, desecrated, spat upon by the existing Government, and las no ' deserving of the titles that were conferred upon them. On the con- 
notion of the extent of the criminality, the grandeur of the shame, * Urit. they have earned the Royal oompliment, and we wish them joy 
until called upon to move. | of if, but, at the same time, we think there are others who have earned

the Morning Mrratd has declared that these iniquities shall no ' ™ ly as much as they. Surely the men who by their talents rai^e 
longer be hidden. The Government is answerable, by its sins, fo r 'tw o  noble editices deserve the same honour as the men who by their

— ~V/A   1. 1 1—.  a. ... A 1 I 4 a  I V B MB AM ^I A Lb M W  U  M A A  I  4 bb m m  abb  4  ■% M i m  y12,000 of the 15,000 victims succumbed in London only to the 
cholera.

Here is the Eerald^s hill of mortality against the homicidal Whigs.
To being- “ unsteady, if  not A o ln te ly  unfaithful, ha Its tnligious

course and conduct * * . . . —
To “ lavishing favour and kindness on the chief enemy of the

Chnrch of God,—the Konum apoctaey ” . —
To “ throwing much power, both tu Ireland and the Colonies, Into

the hnnds of this Antichrist” . • ------
To “ refusing or neglecting many opportunities of spreading the

knowledge of the Gospel, both a t home and ajRoad ” —
To “ as the late pestilence approached our shores) doubling 

Its provocations, by efbeiug the acknowledgment of Goo from 
the coinage of the realm ” . . .  -----

accidental position merely show Royalty oyer them ?
I t  would be just as absurd if the Queen, when she goes to hear 

Mackeady, were to knight the gentleman who lights her to tiie Royal 
box; or if P rince Albert, at the completion of the Tubular 'Menai 
Bridge, were to make a Baronet of the Railway Director, or the'S 'oker 
that expresses him down to the spot.

“MECHANICAL

In all, in 1849 by Cholera 
Died In 1832

15,000
dyOOO

Total increase of deaths in London only, In 1849, duo to Mlnlaters . 12,000 |

Astounding as it is, such is the sum worked by the trembling piety 
of the Morning Herald. Por, it asks, “ after these offences” (as re
cited abovel— j

"W hat wonder was it, lliat the same visitation wlilch in 1832 destroyed only 3000 of 
the Inhabitants of tho motropolls, was permitted, In 1840, to destroy 15,000 f ”

Thus, there have been 12,(XX) graves in London only, dug by the 
present Government. The domestic agony, tlie domestic privation,' 
with all the many clinging ills that fall upon the living from the deaths 
of husbands and wives, fathers and motliers, sons and daughters, 
brothers and sisters—all have been the demons’ work of H er 

I M a je s t y ’s  Ministers. Even the florin—as struck by the Whigs—has 
1 been the root of evil, and with terrible growth, has come up a destruc- 
; live upas, dropping aeatli upon its fair quota of the 12,(XX).

Nevertheless, is it not sustaining, pleasant to know that there is a 
I meek, calculating Christianity, that even in these backsliding days will 
j take godly account of the human sacriiices-booking them in letters of 
I'fire to their proper destroyers? Though it cannot .be denied the 

healing thought is checked in its progress, when we remember that,
! after all, tliere will be no imneacliment—no axe— n̂o block—no, not 
1 even a pin’s head stuck upon the 'I'ower for it.

Still the pious man of the Herald has his own reward in the con
solatory thought—a thought like “ a bundle of myrrh” to the breast of 
the pentle—that it was given to his intelligence, sharpened by his 
chanty, to discover in the policy of the Q u e e n ’s Ministers the sacrifice 
of 12,000 souls. After all, this is something sweet for him to sleep upon.

W e have had accounts of an artificial Leech, which draws twice the 
blood of its natural brother in half the time. The Government, we 
believe, entertain the notion of starting a mechanical Tax-gatherer on 
the same principle, which won’t take an answer, and will not be affected 
by the abuse that sometimes disarms or terrifies the unfortunate men 
now employed in the disagrwable duty of bleeding J ohn Bull.

There is a good opening, it seems to us, for a Mechanical Cat, con
structed exclusively to catch mice. The destructive liabits of the real 
domestic Cat. are well known, and it is not easy to calculate the number 
of legs of mutton, fowls, remains of cold jouils, pounds of butter, and 
pints of milk that one Cat will eat, exclusive of empty bottles, kitchen- 
stuff, and breakage.

At present, a dat is perhaps the most expensive luxury that a house
keeper can indulge in, from those depraved habits of the real animal 
from which the Mechanical Cat would be necessarily exempt.

The la y s  of M odern Babylon.
E e a e g u s  O’Connor has been laying down liis life ^ a in . At the 

meetinj^ of the National Conference in Dublin, he is reported to 
said

. “ Iliit sooner than throw an apple of discord amongst thorn ho would lay down 
his Ufo,"

, .We are told that the Prime Minister of England haa 120 livings in 
Biti, but these are nothing to the number that our friend E earghs 

has, considering he gives away a fresh life every time he speaks in 
public. E eargus’s political life must be one of considerable vexation, 
since he is always talking about a laying it. If Macaulay ever writes 
the “ Lays of Modem Babylon,” we hope he will not forget the 
countless Lays upon which E eargus O’Connor has lavished the labour 
of innumerable Lives.

1 BAITS FOR THE BEAUTIFUL.
; “  Sib ,

“ T uere is a tribe of serpents in tliis town that go almut 
j  creeping into the bosoms of families, depositing their venom on the 
! toilet-table, and biting the women of England in the mos‘. cruel 
I manner. I  have now before me no less than a doxnn rag», ticketed 
jwitli prices, and purporting to be specimens of French Merino 
1 and other stuffs—or rather stuff. They were sent, accompanied by a 
puffing circular, to my wife. I t  is too bad that tho softer sex should 

I be exposed to these temptations. Independently of such allurements 
they are but too prone to indulgence in haberdashery ; and there are 
many prisoners now in Whitecross Street, who can trace their ruin to 
their wives taking to frequent the drapers’ shop. As a husband and an 
economist, I beg jrou to step in and put a stop to this enoouragemrnt 
to a pecuniary dissipation, the effects of wliich, at the approaching 
severe season of Christmas, will bo bitterlv felt by many a gentleman 
with an ‘ encumbrance,’ b'sides your humble Servant, 

i “ Maritus.”
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M r . B r ig g s  go es  o u t  i o r  a D ay’s  H u n t in g , a n d  h a s  a  G l o r io u s  H u h  o v e r  a  S p l e n d id  Codhtkt.

THE BIRDS, THE BEASTS, AND THE BAT.
Once upon a time, when the B irds and the B easts liad a 

P arliam en t, there was waged between them  a fierce conflict, in 
w hich the former contended for Free Trade and Progress, and 
th e  la tte r  for Protection and Toryism. F o r a long w hile the 
event o f th e  contest w as doubtful, and the B at, tak ing  advan
tage of his am biguous nature, kep t aloof. A t length, when 
the B irds seemed to  prevail, the  B at joined the ir forces, and 
became active in deba te ; bu t a rally  being made by  the B easts 
w hich looked likely to be successful, he w ent over to  them  ; 
yet, after all, he was found a t  the end of the day among the 
ranks of the losing party . A t last th e  B a t’s policy has come 
to  be condemned by  both  parties, so th a t, being acknowledged 
b y  neither, and therefore deprived of influence in the H ouse, 
he had  better shuffle off as he best can, and hide his dim inished 
head in holes and com ers, never venturing to  come out except 
in  th e  obscurity  of an A gricultural meeting.

Excitem ent for Slaves.
I t is stated by the Boston Emancipator that an inquest being held 

recently on tbe body of a female slave whipped to death by her master, 
a jury of planters returned the following complaisant and considerate 
verdict—“ Died of apoplexy, brought on by excitement.”

The Yankee jury omitted to notice the in.porlant fact, that tbe 
cruelly murdered victim who thus died of excitement was lashed up to 
it by her master.

SALE OF MR. D UNUP’S EFFECTS.
Mr. D u n u p ’s affairs, like those of Mr . D ic k e n s ’s friend Micaw- 

EER, have come to a crisis at last, l i e  has been waiting for some
thing “ to turn np,” but fortune, in dealing out tbe cards, has left 
him nothing by way of turn up but the deuce. For some time there 
has been a man in possession, but this man has become so thoroughly 
sick of the business that he has at last lost his self-possession, and the 
D u n u p  effec s are to  be sold. We have been favoured with a sight 
of the Catalogue, from which we make a few extracts. The property 
will not be brought to the liammer, but the liammer will be brought to 
the property, for it will be sold on the premises.

The following are among the principal lots’:—
A pair of cut salt-cellars, and three cut table-cloths.
A rare old print, supposed to have been once a dressing-gown. 
A rich japan toast-rack, and a still richer japan blacking-bottle. 
A bottle jack, a boot-jack, a jack-towil, and a jaconet window- 

curtain.
A dinner-service in six pieces, and a candlestick which has been 

in sixteen.
An urn, purchased with Mr . D ukup’s professional earnings.
A piccolo flute, and six jars of pickles.
A curious piece of screen-work, lined throughout with tin, 

having an entrance at tlie back, and opening jn front on 
to a tine range of iron-work.

Lot 14. 
Lot 19. 
Lot 3S. 
Lot 27.

Lot 31.

Lot 38. 
Lot 42. 
Lot 46.

R ather a  Thin Board.
I t seems that, at the Ordnance Office, "  if one Officer is present, he 

forms a Board.”  But this is better than the system of many Govern
ment Offices, where they have six or twelve persons to do the work 
of one. We would sooner have a Board any day than a number 
of Slicks.
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PUNCH’S LAW EEPOETS.

The Great Ham Case, R egina  v . Galleaks.

H aving observed an u tter absence of Reason in some of the Law 
fsports, it has struck, us that Rhyme may be employed as an efficient 
^bstitu te . We have therefore instructed our Attorney-General, M e . 
■Briefless, to report for us Ihe Great Ham Case, which came off the 
other day in the Exchequer Chamber, when the Court sat in error, 
sod the learned Counsel argued in total error for at least half-an-hour.

The Case it was this—There was tried at the Sessions 
A prisoner, guilty of divers transgressions,
And wishing at last for a relishing cram.
H is career he had finished by stealing a ham.
At the trial objection was made—that the joint 
Had been badly described—and reserved was the point.
For the prisoner; H en n ik e b  rose ui his place 
To contend the proceedini?s were bad on their face.
He urged “ that the article now in dispute 
Had been very likely a bit of a brute.
An animal,/er<® n a tura , whose hocks
Had been made into ham. (See the Queen  tersta Cox),
Where some eggs had been stolen, and there ’twas laid down. 
The indictment was bad on the part of the Crown,
Because of the em s ’twas not plainly averr’d 
Whether those of a crocodile, adder, or bird.”
Per P ollock, Chief Baron: “ The question one begs.
In  refusing to recognise eggs. Sir, as eggs:
1 ’m convinced such objection covdd never be made 
As to hold that an egg was improperly laid.”
Per P atteson, Justice; “  The point I  see well.
For the whole of the argument ues in a shell;
But suppose with the eggs there had been an assaidt,
Will you venture to tell us, that justice must halt 
I f  the egg’s undescribed ? on your law I  can’t flatter y e ;
To call it an egg is sufficient in battery.”
Per P latt, Puisne Baron ; “ Suppose for a change.
An epicure fancies a dish somewhat strange,
And orders the ham of a fox or a rat,
There’d then be a property surely in that P ’
M e . H en h ik er  humbly submitted that dogs, •
Whom he ventured to couple, in this case, with hogs,
(He made no reflection, and wished not to pass any).
Had become very recently subjects of la ^ n y .
Per P latt : “ But the law. Sir, had always its eye 
On a toad in the hole, or a dog in a pie.”
The learned Chief Baron conferred with the judges.
Who declared the objection the poorest of fudges.
The pris’ner’s conviction accordmgly stood;
The ham and indictment were both pronounced good.

of any other country but England. We do not generally envy the man 
that has a millstone round his neck.

For instance, it is very doubtful whether the Russian or the American 
envies the Engbshman so much. The Russian pays for his Consti
tution 9j . 9d. a year, and the American only 9». Id., and the Constitution ' 
of the latter is not such a bad Constitution either. Is it likely that ' 
they will envy a thing that costs nearly five times as much as they have 
to pay ? ;

The Englishman is naturally proud of his Constitution, and takes a 
national pleasure in the “ envy and admiration” (whether real or ima- ' 
ginary) which the world honours it with, but we think he would like his 
Constitution all the more if he had somewhat less to pay for it. Cannot 
we be envied and admired under 45s. a year ?

A GOOD PEICE EOE A GOOD ARTICLE.

We are always told that " th e  English Constitution is the envy and 
admiration of the world.”  We do not doubt th is ; we may be pro
foundly admired, we may bo deeply envied by every nation: but the 
Question is, if we do not pay a little dearly for this universal homage. 
The cost for it is 45s. per head—a large sum to pay in taxes every year 
to be envied and admired. I t  is said that we never can pay too much 
for a good thing; and, according to this, the British Constitution 
ought to be the very best of its kind, considering the large price that 
every Englishman is called upon to give for it.

Ŵ e thoiild be verv sorry for England to lose this “ envy rmd admi
ration of the world.” I t  is*a pleasant thing for an Englishman to 
know that the entire population of the universe is looking at the 
British Constitution with the water in its m outh; but we cannot help 
thinking that we pay somewhat heavily for this water-rate, when it is 
laid on at a cost of 4Ss. per head. Envy and admiration are at all 
times expensive luxuries. We have known many a man ruin himself 
in the vain endeavour to procure them. Millions have been spent 
upon their purehase; and at the very moment when a parvenu hgs 
tuought he has succeeded in obtaining the envy and admiration of his 
feUow-creatures, he has been compelled to walk through the Court. 
England must take care that she is not ruined in the same way. The 
very goodness of her Constitution may be the death of her.

After all, we suspect that this “ envy and admiration of the world ” 
IS a great deal of our own fabrication. The English Constitution may 
be adndred, as undoubtedly it deserves to b e ; but the “ envy ”  is quite 
another thmg. VVhat nation is likely to envy a Constitution that 
requires upwards of £59,000,OCX) every year to keep it in repair! Why, 
sucli a Constitution, enviable as it may be, would be the annihilation

EXTRACT FROM THE LETTER OF A GENTLEMAN
IX

THE SERVICE OF TH E EMPEROR SOHLOUQUE.

T h e  blood of African kings which flows in my veins having 
rendered me an object of unjust persecution ui my native country of 
New Orleans, I  resolved to come to Port-au-Prince, and try my fortune 
there. I  had the good fortune to please H is I uebkial H ighness 
P rince B enbow,  Lord High Admiral, for whom I  made the tight 
embroidered pantaloons of bis office, and have since been in consider
able fevour among the Court and nobility, as Court and fashionable 
tailor. The coronation of the Emperor enabled me to exhibit my skill;
I  invented a robe for the Lord Chancellor of the Empu^, and a coatee 
for the General Officers, which have been weatly admired, and I  hope 
will bear a comparison with the first efforts of European, or even 
Broadway, artists.

The Court is at th is nfbment in mourning. Mourning here, I  need 
not tell you, is not black, but a becoming light pink; t t o  of the Royal 
and Imperitil family is yellow. The Imperial House is at present en deuil 
for the seventy-sixth wife of K ino Bosh, of the Niger, who had died 
of a superfluity of rum, to the grief of her Royal consort.

White men are tolerated at Port-au-Prince, though of course not 
admitted into society. At Church and the Theatre places are set apart 
for them : and the domestics of their Majesties are selected from this 
class of human beings. They are treated generally not unkindly, but 
the hot blood of the African noblesse is proverbial, and the poor devils . 
occasionally suffer from this irascibility. I  remonstrated the other day ■ 
with H is H ighness F ield  Marshal P rince P ierrot, who was about ' 
to whip an Oxford Gentleman employed as tutor to his two sons; and | 
had liim tied up to a cocoa-nut tree, when I  happily succeeded in j 
divertmg the Pnnee from his intention. j

At dinner, his Majesty is waited upon by six English footmen in 
the Imperial livery of nankeen, laced with blue galloon. They were 
selectea from among the largest of their class in E n^and ; but not being i 
here allowed to wear stoiiings, their calves have a very different 
appearance to that of their brethren in their native country. When ' 
the Emperor is pleased, or has had enough, he dabs a portion of the 
meat from his own plate into the mouth of the Field-Marshal, Prince, ; 
or Grand Dignitary of the Empire, sitting next to him. Wlien angry, ; 
his Majesty flings his dish or his cup at the heads of Hie footmen m 
attendance. I t  is fine to see the unflinching courage with which they : 
receive these marks of the Imperial discontent.

The cook, who has been created D uke op Caboosia, is an artist 
from an English man.of-war. He, and the dancing-master of the 
Imperial family, are of pure African blood: a Frenchman previously ' 
acted in both capacities; but having made love to Severn of the 
princesses, he was dismissed, and blown from the month of a 34- 
pounder otf Fort Banjo.

The dining hall is richly decorated with works of art. On the North 
side of the wall there is a fine picture of Edward the Black P rince 
serving K ino J ohn of France at supper, and the Black P rince is a 
line likeness of IDs I m ferul H ighness the Grand Duke Bobo, the 
eldest sou of the Emptror.

Caisar falling at P omtev’s Slatue is another fine work in the grand 
hall. CiESAR is a fine mulatto, and P omfey amaudingo of the purest 
national colour.—Both figures are considered very fine, ’specially 
P omfey’s.

The Empress and daughters sate for the beauiiful picture of Cleo
patra sailing down the Nile, and the Egyptian Queen is represented, 
ns History has painted her indeed, of the most brilliant Nubian jet. 
Tlie two pages are tlie two youngest sons of Ibe I'lmpress, T h e ir  1m- 
feria l  lIiGiiKEssES PRINCE D ay and P rince M a rtin . ^

But I  must lay down my pen and resume my scissors: an order 
comes from his W jes ty  for a jacket and pantaloons for a Court 
Hall: he says be will nave epaulets on the latter—to bear is to obey. 
Farewell.
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SENTIMENT vei'sus INFLUENZA.
- -  ^  -X

Scene—A Garden, T ime—A November Evening, Moonlight 
Enter Two Lovers with red notes.

Henry. 0  by beloved Baryallc— Idol of by affecshuls ! Although appcar-
alccs are agailst be, yet believe, Maly ’al, il the warbth of by attachbelt. Yes, 
darlil, like Robeo., ‘ By yolder blessed Bool I swear

Mary Anne. “ ^Oh! swear lot by tho Bool, the ilcolstalt Bool,’ but listcl 
while I respold with— H a ! tzic! h a ! tzic ! ”  (sneezes),

[H enry sneezes also. A fog envelopes them.

PUNCH PELTED W ITH  MUD.

E vbrtbodt knows that M r. Punch is a mortal enemy to J ack 
K etch. We need not, therefore, say that we cordially approve of the 
object of the anti-capital-punishment meeting which was held on 
Monday last week at the Bridge House Hotel, Southwark. We wish 
we could affirm the like of all that was uttered at that assembly i 
wherein certain opponents of the halter most unfortunately exempliliea 
the proverbial consequences of beins; allowed plenty of rope. Bemarking 
on whom, says our old friend, the Morning P ost:—

“ Then there was a reverend, bu t not very reverent gentlem an, who funnily related 
how Moses committed m urder, and ' looked round to see tha t there was no policeman 
n e a r ' — a  joke which told w ith such am azing effect on the risible faculties of the 
audience th a t we have no doubt the w orthy parson, encouraged by  th is  essay, is even 
now agonizingly labouring a t  a  Comic Pentateuch, to be published in  due tim e a t  the 
AtneA Office, and likely, we should th ink , to prove quite as am using as any of the 
dreary series o f  works te a rin g  th a t epithet.”

Mr. J en k ins  is mistaken in his implied assertion that the Punch 
Office is a mart for blasphemous publications. We would thank him 
to poiut out any joke, or attempt at a joke, in reference to religion or 
the Scriptures, which has issued from that institution for the amuse
ment and instruction of mankind. We leave satires on religion to 
people who affect piety, and sw  the thing which is not. When Mr. 
J en k ins  terms our productions dreary, he expresses a mere opinion, of 
which let us by all means have the benefit. But when he insinua'es 
against us a charge of impiety, he vouches for a fact. Incorrectness in 
this respect is a stain on that plush which it should be the pride of 
every gentleman’s gentleman to keep unsullied.

SCENES FEOM THE LIFE OF AN UNPROTECTED 
FEMALE.

Scene 5.—Outside o f a Metropolitan County Court. Pouters, Agents, and 
Attomies off the Rolls, in attendance, icith a real Attorneys clerk or two.

Enter the U nprotected F emale in a state o f grievous excitement.
Mysterious Pouter {in a whisper). County Court, Mim—yes, Mim, cer

tainly. This way, Mim—’appy to attend to your business, Mim.
Confident Agent. S'and out of the way for the lady—now. Sneaky. 

Here, Harm, I ’ll see the J udge for yer.
Subdued Ex-Attorney. Have regular professional assistance, Ma’am— 

my card and terms. {Gives card.) Tort or Contract, Ma’am P
Unprotected Female iguzing distractedly from one to the othe'). Torts ; 

andwbRt, Sir? Oh, where have I  to go when I ’m summoned ? j
'2nd Pouter. Don’t ’ave him, Marm, n e ’sarf a guinea. I ’ll take you I 

through for two bob and a bender. |
Zrd Pouter. W ant a witness, Marm ?  Safe as the Bank, Marm. j
Unprotected Femetle. Oh, please, will anybody show me the office ? |
Ex-Altomey. This way, Ma’am. Take my arm—do. Very low

people here—be on your guard. This way, my dear Madam. Be cool. ; 
We’ll settle it for you directly.

[Ex Attorney carries off U nprotected F emale, to the disgust o f . 
his rivals. j

[Scene changes to Clerks' Office. Pwo Clerks hard at work, entering , 
plaints, receiving fees, issuing summonses, and holding numbers of  ̂
inlerviews with several persons at the same time. \

Unprotected Female {resisting all efiorts ( /E x-Attorney lo extricate her 
from her slate of bewilderment). Oh, the summons, please. The summons. | 

Ex-Altorney. W hat name, my dear Madam ? j
Unprotected Female. Oh, i t ’s B etsey Cummins. j
Fx-Attorney {elbowing through crowd). Now, Mr. Smith, please, | 

Mrs. Betsey Cummins wants a summons, if you please. ]
Mr. Smith {issuinq a plaint, taking the fee, entering it, and searching 

the plaint-book). Cummins plaint issued 8th November. Debt for \ 
wages, fifteen-and-six, stands 110 to-day.

Ex-Atlorn£M- Oh, i t ’s issued, is it?  {With glee to U nprotected 
F emale.) my dear Madam, we 're all right. Your summons is
i.ssued. have your lifteen-and-six in a jiffey—a word of mine to
his Honour.

Unprotected Female. Oh, hut I  don’t owe the money. I f  Betsey 
Cummins can stand and look me in the face, and say I ’ve not paid it 
over and over again, she’s a vile woman.

Fx-Attorney (gradually awakening to the real state o f the case). Then 
i t ’s us th a t’s summoned ? We are not Mrs. Betsey Cummins ?

Unprotected Female. Oh, how she can go to say she ever did a day’s 
charing for me but what she had her tea and sugar extra—and then the 
mischief she’s made in the neighbourhood, and to have dared to bring 
her missis into this horrid place !

\_She is gradually approximating to a gush o f tears from a sense of 
wrong.

Fx-Attorney. We must compose ourselves, my dear Madam. Now, if 
you please, the ins'ructions. . [Takes out note-book.

Unprotected Female. Ob, I  ’ve had no instructions but that piece of 
paper.

Voice without. Now, 110; Cummins against—
[Phe rest is lost in the row.

Unprotected Female. Oh, th a t’s me, and there’s that base woman.
[Springs with determined purpose towards Betsey Cummins, who is 

elbowing her way through the crowd.
Fx-Attorney. The instructions, my dear Madam, the instructions.

[Scene changes to the Court—a shop which has been converted into a 
County Court under the Act. The J udge occupies the site of the 

fireplace, the professional advisers that of the counter; the 
crowd of plaintiffs, defendants, and witnesses fi ll the rest o f the 
space, and an U sher makes a tremendous noise and confusion by 
way o f preserving silence and order, \

Judge. Now, 110. * Be quick!
Usher. There, don’t you hear his Honour! Now, 110, and be quick, 

do 1 Stand back, some of you.
[Repels Betsey Cummins and U nprotected F emale. i» their 

efforts to get into the front.
Jaige. Plaintiff—where’s plaintiff?
Relsey Cummins {having overcome the U sher, has got into the box, 

and holds up her hand, after the manner of the Old Bailey). And the truth, 
the ’ole truth, wioh 1 ’m prepared—

Judge. Now, swear her.
Usher. Silence, woman, don’t you ’ear his Honour ?

[Betsey Cummins is sworn after several struggles. 
Judge. Now, Betsey Cummins, be ouick.
Unprotected Female {seating Ikfendanl's box, notwithstanding the 

efforts of the Ex-Attorney). O h ! how dare you, B etsey Cummins ?— 
Judge. Silence! woman.
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Usher. Silence! woman. Don’t  you ’ear his Honour !—Silence ! | 
woman. Come down, do. j

[U npeotected  Female is removed, in spite c f  much resistance and 
explanation.

Betsey Cvmmins (toho is labouring under the effects o f inioxication). 
Wich i t ’s fifteen-and-six she owes me for charing; and Ihe truth, the 
’ole truth, and nothink but the truth, last Saterday as ever was, and 
me losing my precious time, wich fifteen-and-six I ’ll ’ave-----

Unprotected Female [again gaining ihe box). Oh, B etsey Cummins !
_ Judge, llemove that woman. She’s drunk.

Usher. There, come down, do. Don’t you ’ear his Honcur P You’re 
drunk—’a done, do. [_Sirites to get U npeotected  F emale douin.

Judge. Any witnesses ?
Betsep Cummins. The truth, the ’ole truth, and nothink but the 

truth, is my witnesses—fifteen-and-six.
Judge. Now, where’s defendant P •
Unprotected Female. I  must get up.
Usher. N ow ,’a done, do. {Bepuhes her.) W here’s defendant ?
Unprotected Female. Oh ! that s me.
Judge. Eh P No defendant P Make an order.
Usher. H ere ’s defendant, your Honour. Now then.
Unprotected Female [is sworn in a state of distraction). She’s a 

wicked creature, and given to drinking. You know you are.

K O W L A N D  H I L L  IS  E E Q U E S T E D  T O  T E E M B L E .

T h e  infidels of the Post Office—as the excellent Herald in its 
monopoly of piety denominates the heathens of St. Martin’s-le-Grand— 
have lor some days past been sitting snug and tranquil in their iniquity. 
The Herald is aware of the disgusting fact that M e . E owland H ill , 
wrapt round by a sense of security, begins to despise even the Herald’s 
correspondents, believing “ the temporary agitation about the Post 
Office changes is now rapidly passing away.”  Let not Me . liowLAND 
H ill  think it. The pause is only the pause necessary to load the guns 
anew—the silence is only that the brawlers may take deep breath for 
a noisier shout. The Herald knows, that, when all the machinery is in 
proper order, there will be

A movement of a character far from common, and which is lively to try the strength 
and mettle of the Sabbath-desecrators, in a manner and to a degree for which they are,

I probably, but little prepared.”

j Bunch, with his unapproachable powers of divination, has discovered 
I the true character of the embryo “ movement.”  I t  is well known that,
1 at the present season of the year, changes and transformations of quaint 
I and startling kind are in process of preparation at certain of the play- 
I houses. The Herald folks are at this moment briskly engaged with 
I their Post Office Earthquake. Two or three distinguish^ Common

___________, ___„ ___ _____________ , _______, Betsey I Councilmen—from whose lambent genius old F athee  T hames does not
Cumm ins. | always feel himself perfectly secure—have assisted at the production of

Judge. Now, defendant what defence have you to this claim P  ̂the monster mischief. Well, at a certain time, and when E owland 
Ex-Attorney. I  appear for defendant, your Honour. | H ill  and Co. will be “ but little prepared”  to be swallowed, the Great
Unprotected Female. Oh, she knows 1 lent her a sovereign, three Shoe Lane catastrophe will begin to grumble. The shock will make 

Weeks ago; look me in the face, Cummins. ‘ ; itself felt in a diagonal line, crossmg Farringdon Street, up Breakneck
Judge. Set-off, eh f Have you given five days’ notice ? | Steps, clean under Newgate,—doing no harm whatever in its course.
Unprotected Female. I  only set off this morning to come to this i until it passes under the very foundations of the Post office, and there 

Court. But— tod  then condensing all its power beneath the stool of E owland H ill ,
Judge. Any notice, woman P Attend to me. it will, at the minute counted upon, first swallow him, the arch-conspi-
Usher. Any notice, woman ? Attend to ’is Honour—do. rator against the Sabbath,—the whole of the building—as the tavern-'
Fx-Aitomey. Pray be cool, my dear Madam. Have you given any waiter says of pancakes ’or stewed cheese—“ to follow.” In  a word, 

notice ? | the magnificent structure that now adorns St. Martin’s-le-Grand will.
Unprotected Female (gazing from U sh ee  to J udge, and from  J udge i at the appointed hour, be an universal Dead Letter Office—not toly 

to E x-Attoenet). Yes, I  advanced her a sovereign—to pay her re n t, ' dead, but buried,—buried by the Earthq^uake now in act of preparation 
for she’s very olten in arrears owing to her— | in Shoe Lane. We have reason to believe that, by some means, the

Judge [losing his self-control). Can’t you answ ers p la ^  question P ' intelligence of the approaching crash has got wind,—for many shop- 
[To E x-Attokney.) Leave the woman alone. Now, attend to  ̂keepers in the neighbourhood of the coming catastrophe have disposed
me, if you please. [The U npeotected  F emale makes anWort to do so. \ of their leases at an alarming sacrifice.

Usher [utterly discomposing her again). Now—attend to Ts Honour— j 
woman—do ! •

Jud^ . If you have any defence of infancy. Statute of Limitation, or 
set-off, you must give five days’ notice, by the rules of the Court— 
iiave you P

Unprotected Female. I ’ve no infants. Sir. I ’m a single woman.
Judge. You can’t plead a set-off—without notice.
Unprotected Female. Oh, I  set off this very morning—I  did indeed.

Sip.
Judge [to E x-Attoeney). Can’t you explain to her the nature of a 

set-off P [Ex-Attoenet makes a vigorous but unsuccessful effort.
Judge. Then I ’ll adjourn the plaint till Saturday, to give you time to 

plead your set-off P Case adjourned, with costs oi day.
Unprotected Female [utterly bewildered). No — I ’ll never pay that 

fifteen-and-six—never! [Solemnly makes a mental registration of her vow.
Usher. Now, sttod down — Case adjourned— Don’t you ’ear ’is 

Honour P Case adjourned.
Unprotected Female. I ’m willing to do what is right. (Ex-Attoeney 

adds his efforts to U sh ee’s to get her down) But having lent her that 
sovereignr^h, Betsey Cummins—how could you P

[Executes pantomime expressive of wondering disgust at Betsey 
Cummins.

Judge. Case adjoumeffi don’t you hear P
Usher (threatenonglp). Case adjourned ! Don’t you hear ’is Honour P 
Ex-Aitomey (coaxmgly). Case adjourned, my dear Madam.
Unprotected Female [reoisling all efforts at removal). No, I ’ll never 

pay, if I am imprisoned for life—
Judge. If  yon don’t go, I  ’ll convict you for contftiipt.
Usher. If you don’t  go, ’is Honour ’ll convict you for contempt. Now 

come, do—
[.By fl»aai(e<fc/or/ft/'U shee,  E x-Attoenet, the defendant in 

No. 111., the U npeotected F emale is removed, with a con
viction that she is about to beoome a martyr, and rather glorying 
in it than otherwise.

LONDON MORALITY ONLY GEOGRAPHICAL.
UMOUE asserts that Almack’s will not be 

open this approaching seasom This arises 
from the fact of the Middlesex Magistrates 
having set their iron faces this year against 
all Dancing Saloons. The poor Gents, who 
have been thrown in hundreds and thou
sands out of the Walhalla, say that what is 
wrong in Leicester Square cannot be right 
in King Street, St. James’s. We are afraid 
they will find themselves deceived, for it has | 
been proved before now, in the case of the 
Gambling Clubs, that what was only barm- ; 
less amusement m King Street, St. James’% ' 
was the height of parochial iniquity in the I 
neighbourhood of Leicester Square. As ' 
Crockford’s stood—SO will Almack’s. If  the I 

■ Gents want to dance this winter, they mutt get introduced to the latter. .

Bx-Attorney [mhhing his hands). Charming, my dear Madam — 
Cliar-niing i We ’ll iff fend next week—and give our notice of set-off—to- 

Now if yon please, we ’ll arrange our little alfaii^B l 15*., costs 
you please—I ’ll settle with Officers of Court, my dear Madam,— 

one fifteen, if you please. ^Rubbing his hands.) Oh—we’ll manage 
B etsey  Cum m ins next wetk.

[U nprotected F emaue, Imildered, surrenders herself into hands of 
E,t-\TToiiwET. Scene closes.

JUST THE PLACE TO SIHFT YOUR G RO UN D._____
T he Floating Island, that is continually swimming in the Lake of 

Derwentwater—now floating on its back, now diving and keeping under 
the water for several hours, so much so that it is called by the natives 
‘‘ a little duck of an island ’’—would not be a bad spot for Me . Dis- 
baeli to erect his new grand agricultural scheme upon. As this 
scheme is to relieve the landed interest, what land in the whole of 
England can be in greater need of relief than an island which is in 
snen an unsettled state, that it is continually rising and falling, and is 
sometimes so depressed that it runs away, and nothing is seen of it 
for days P Besides, as the island went, according to its habit, to the 
bottom, how triumphantly Me . D is e a e u  could point to the perfect 
success of his new Sinking Fund! And more than this, how valuable 
such a floating capital would be to a politician, like D iseaeli, who is 
always shifting his ground !

ALL H AN D S TO  T H E  PUM P.
D e . B ucklanb mentions that the scarcity of water in lAmdou is 

likely to ruin the brewers. If it has this effect upon Uie hrevas, ii J» 
horrible to think what will be the fate of the milkmen !
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A b A N O v e r  G H O ' / A « E ; « B ^ a s f M E m '

M r. P ip s his D iary .
Monday Novmher 19,1849.—By Bail to Clod’s Norton, to my old 

Country Friend Mn. G il e s  the Farmer, and with him to the Meeting 
and yearly Dinner of the North Gruntham Agricultural Society at Grum- 
bleton, at the Plant^enet Arms. A mighty fine and great Dinner; and 
the Appetite of the Company did do my Heart good to see, and droll to 
hear M b .. G il e s  declare that all the Farmers were starving. I  did mightily 
admire the Breadth and Bigness of the Countrymen, and their round 
Faces like the sign of the Rising Sun, but not so bright, for, though 
ruddy, looking grave and glum. My L o r d  M o u n t b u s h e l  in the 
Chair, veiw grand and high and mighty, yet gently deineaning himself, 
and did pledge them about him in Wme with an Obeisance the most 
s^tely I  think that I  did ever see a man, and wish I  could do like
him, and with Practice hope to be able. The Dinner over, and the

drunk, and the Royal Family, and also the Church and Army 
and Navy, the Chairman did propose the Toast of the Evening, which 
was. Prosperity to the North Gruntham Agricultural Society, and 
made a S^ecli, and did tell his Hearers that they and the whole 
J!arming Body were going to the Dogs as fast as they could go;
whereat, strange to hear them applaud mightily. He ended Tiis
bpeecli oy saying he hoped Gentlemen would that Evening, according 
to Custom, keep clear of Politics, which Rule Sq u ir e  H a w e b u c k e  
next rising to speak, did promise he would observe, and fcurtliwitli 
made a violent Harangue against S i r  R o b e r t  P e e l  and M r . ( ^ b d b u . 
After him got up M r . F l u m m e r ie , and with great Action, and 
thumping the fable, spoke for Half-an-Hour, with most brave Flourishes

both of his Fists and of Language. He did tell his Audience that they 
must be up and stirring, and quit them like good Men and true, 
and did exhort them to rally round the Altar and Throne, and nail 
meir Colours to the Mast, and range themselves under the Banner of 
Protection; which he did say was a Flag that had braved 1,000 Years 
the Battle and the Breeze, and if so, should, methinks, be by this Time in 
Tatters. H e did say that the British Lion had been long asleep, but was 
now at last aroused, which do seem a simple Saying, the British Lion 
being only a fabulous Beast, like the Unicorn, and nowhere to be 
found but in the Royal Arms. But to hear how the Company did 
cheer at all this Mouthing, and I  do verily think they had far rather 
lis*en to it, than Mr. C o n in g s b y  his clever Schemes and Projects, 
albeit it was the veriest Cant and Stuff; for, good L ack! to think of the 
Monarchy and Church, and all Morals, Religion, and Government, 
depending on the Price of W heat! After more Speeches in the 
same Strain, the British Labourer his Health drunk, aim then the 
Prizes given out; and an old Man of 80, for bringing up a Family with
out costing the Parish Id. in 50 Years, did receive £1, and others for 
honest ^ rv ice  nigh as long, a Jacket, a Smock Frock, or a Pair of Hob- 
Nail Boots, in lleward of Merit. The Toasts and Speech-making 
lasted till late, and then we broke up, the Farmers mighty merry, 
though grumbling, but not more than their Wont, at the Laws and 
the Weather, but their best Friends say, will have little to complain of 
either, if they will but mind their Business, and turn seriously to 
improving their Husbandry.

■i
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T H E  PE R IL S OE PENM ANSHIP.
Those persons wlio do not liapp^n to be amonp; the most amiable or 

straightforward in the world should be very careful what, when, and 
wliere they write, for a new profession has just started up, consisting 
of the alleged art of reading the character in the handwriting. We 
think we can guess a few of the leading rules, which we beg leave to 
promulgate for the benefit of those who would like to know the sort of 
persons they are corresponding with.

A running-hand to an acceptance may indicate a disposition on the 
part of the acceptor to run away from his liability. A cramped-hand 
Irom a creditor demanding payment of a debt shows that he will require 
very stiff interest if be grants tim e; and a smeared signature shows 
that the writer has no objection to a blot on his name, while if a man 
asking to borrow money fails to unite his 0 , it is certain he is not 
likely to bring matters round very easily.

I
COMMISSIONER PHILLIPS-COURVOISIER- 

AND EXAMINER.”
EEP your peace nine years.”  C o m - 
MissioNEB, P h i l l ip s , the counsel 
and legal confidant of C o u r v o is ie b ,  
has acted on the Horatian precept. 
W'herefore, for his own quiet, did 
he not enlarge the term of silence! 
Had he a strange, morbid craving 
for public sympathy even though it 
should only endure some few fleet
ing daysP Hid he wish, at any 
future price, to stand cleansed, and 
sweetened to the world’s eye and 
nostril on the 20th of Nov. 1849,— 
even though, on the 24th of the same 
month, he should be re-dipped in 
the Examiner') iuk-boUle, to come 
forth darker than eve/? Rut so it 
is. In  the wearmess and way ward
ness of common life, a  man is apt 
to pay any cost for a fleeting en
joyment—a new pleasure. Sweet 
IS a spotless name, though fleeting 
its spotlessuess:

‘ Lv 11 Ub tlio buow-fliiko in tlio r iv e r ,
A  mom ent wlilto, tlicn gone for over.’’

Mu. CirABOEs P h i l l ip s , conjured by tlie officious afftc-ionof Mu. 
: Sa m u e l  VVa u u e n , “ writes to the Timen." Here it is C i ia u l e s  who 

may now ask of S a m u e l — "  Why hast thou disquieted me to bring me 
upP ” With, however, an uneasy doubt of the future, the C o m - 
■MissioNEU declares that he will make no further reply. No damaging 

I rejoinder shall twit from him another word. No mutter what provo
cation, the Rrazen Head will not speak again. This, the concluding 
sentence of Mu. I ’ l i i L u r s ’s  letter, is the only saving piece of prudence 
in the whole sinuous, tape-worm-like epistle.

I Mu. P h il l ip s  breaks “ the contemptuous silence” of nine years to 
; “ notice inventions loo abominable he had hoped for any honest man to 
; have believed.”  Mu. P iiu .ups has read his tlirce hours’ speech at 
; CouuvoislEu’s trial reported in the TiW a, and accepts its fidelity. In
I the teeth of this avowal, ho has still enough of his old Old Railoy courage 
I lel't to answer as below

Mb. rim.Lir«, in Ihe Timea o/lfUO.
I nni acdibvil, HBoomlly, nf hnvinf; "ilp- 

IKiiilvil t« Ilm veii ua to my Lelluf in COUR- 
voi»iKii'“ ' '' '" * ® ''“ ^" RfU'rUe b»d rnado mu 
aaiuaiutuU w ith UisgulU!

Mb. P iiiL u rs  in the Time) o /l8 iO ,
I t  wiiB not Ilia biinliiuaa to provo who did 

tho orinio; th a t waa tbo toak they (bla 
o|i|ionunU| bud iiiidurtakuli. Unless tha t 
wiib proved, ho would iaiaeoeli the Jury bi 
l«l caiUloUB bow fliijy itnbnud their htiiuU 
in thh  mtin'e bloat. Tine O mniscient (Iod 
ALUNB KNEW WHO Dll) THIS CBIUK ; bO waa
not enlled on to rend aaimdor the dark  
iiiantle of the iiiKlit, and throw lis l it upon 
th is deed of darknuaa,—uim ei' Jteport o f  
Trial, June lUtntf, tb40.

C i ia u l e s  P h il l ip s , hired coiiiissl of tho murderer—u]ion the mur
derer’s own confession—knows his guilt, and yet, in his defence, with 
“ well-paiuted passion,”  dares to mouth “ T h e  O m n is c ie n t  G o d ,”  as 
alone knowing the criminal. 'This is in 18M): and in 1849, the C o m - 
uissioNEu—with his inemory newly refreshed by careful perusal of his 
speech,—is horror-stricken at the blasphemy of an “ appeal t o Heaven ” 
in justification of the innocence of a known assassin. Could he so 
outrage Heaven, and not expect to be answered by Heaven’s lightning? 
We leave the answer to those, who—after reading Mu. P h i l l ip s ’s 
speech, and Mr . P i i i l u p s ’s contrasted letter—may judge between the

CoMXiSBioyBB P h il u p s’b LtU er.'
A t the close of tho to me m ost wretched 

day on which tho confession was made, the 
prisoner sent me th is  astounding message 
by h is  solicitor : “ Tell Mb. P hillips, my 
counsel, th a t I  consider ho has m y Ufo in  
h is  hands.” * •  •  l  d id  try  to save It. I  
did everyth ing  to save i t  except th a t which 
is im puted to m e; but llm t I  did not, and 
1 w ill proveit.— l^ovm ber tOrt, 1 8 ^ .

audacity of his oratory, and the serenity of .his expectations. If  the 
C ounsel-tested by the above text—did notj by implication, appeal to 
“ T h e  O m n is c ie n t  G o d  he has, even a: this late period of Jus long 
and piebald life, made but small progress in the simple meaning of the 
English language. To plain people, who do not wield thunder and light
ning as pr^ssional terms, as “ properties” of the Old Bailey, we are con
tent to leave the interpretation. But to proceed—to pick our., way 
through the mud

CoCNSEIi PuiLUPa'a Defence.
H e spoke to them la  no sp ir it of boetile 

admonition. I U avbn knew  h e  did  not. 
H e epoke to tAe« im theepirito /a /riend and  
fetloui Chrutian, and in  th a t s r i r l t  he told 
them  th a t i f  they  pronounced the  word 
[gnilty] lighUy, il l Memory would never die 
within them. I t  would aecompan) them m 
their walla, it  would follow them in their 
eolitarp retwemente lOe a shadow, it tootiW 
haunt them in their sleep, and hener round 
their bed; it  would take the ehape o f  emeser 
cueing spirit, and CON7BONT AND coEDBEtr 
THEM IlErOBS THE JUDOMEET BEAT OE
THEiB G od. So let  theh  beware how 
THEi  ACTED.—Toies, Junc t M ,  18S0.

Mr. P hillips suffered an awful night preceding the day upon which 
he did his best to terrify a jury by conjuring to their fears the probabi
lity of being haunted by the ghost of a gibbet-murdered man—that 
man at the time standing, in the conscious eye of the counsel, dyed 
from head to foot in the blood of his sleeping-victim !

W hat a weight must have been lifted Irom the heart of Me . P h i l l ip s  
when the Jury—contemptuous of his threats—returned the verdict, 
“ Guilty.”  We read what the over-wrought counsel suffered the 
previous night, “ fevered and horror-stricken,” scarcely slumbeting for 
a moment, no doubt agonised as the /Sescranaw-C o u r v o is ie r ’s gold— 
was burning in the legal vitals! Thus was he racked and tortured 
between his duty and kis fears. What, then, woifld have been the 
counsel’s horror, what the effect of bis remorse, acting upon a mind of 
such exquisite sensibility—had bis disturbing oiatory Irightened the 
Jury into an acquittal, had the eloquence of the feverish and horror- 
stricken counsel caused Newgate aoor to turn unon a golden hinge, 
letting slip the man-tiger, C o u r v o is ie r , for, it miglit be, another feast 
of blood! Happy was it for the luture peace of the counsel, that the 
counsel was saved from the impious rant of his own genius—from the 
awful audacity of his own silver-liung tongue.

Mr . P u iU i ip s  denies that—after the confession of Co u r v o is ie r — 
he sought to asperse the cliaracter of others. The following is from 
his defence in the Times—iiom. the report which he accepts as alto
gether faithful:—

. . . H is learnod friond dumauilod, who mnrdorod Tx>rd Wic. RuKBBLLf (Me. P.) 
was not bound to show th a t; but h« fuul a riakt to kMiuo wh'i ploesod the Moody yl(W<s in lh« 
prisonsr's trunk betwrrn ths 6th and o /  May, when the )>rlMnor had b^rD already 
throodays in kboI t  H ad there not been practices h e re f  Thus bad beyins, but tporss 
rctnains bshind,’* Ttila man, i t  wan evidently  detenuinod, should bs made the viotim o f
sotM fou l contrivanos.....................Soms villains must have at work here to provide
proofs of Ktdlt at^atnst tbe prisoner, and imdcavonr to m ake tiie Ju i^  iostn im eutal ia  
rentlcring him the viehm, not o f  his own yuiU, but o f  their own machinations.

Us wished not to asperse the fem ais tava tils. God forbid, dee. I t  waa not a t  all
necessary to his case to do lo ..........................Tho pris4>ner bad Heen b is  m aster rutiro to
his peaeufiil bod, and waa alarm ed in  tlio mnruliig by the houtcmald, who waa up i> ^ ro  
him, wltii a  cry of robbery, and some dark, mysterious suggr-*i\fm o f m u r ^ .  •*h«i ua 
go,” said she, “ and see where iny Lord la.” lie  did confess that that expression stnick  
Xifrt as extraordinary. I f  sl»o iiad aaid, “ I<ot us go and bdl my Lord tliat tin? house la 
uhmdored,’' th a t Vould iiave been n a tu ra l; but why should kIio suspect tlm tany tlilug  
iiad liappened to ids lx>rdaliip f  Hhe saw her fdlmc-servant »afe, no taint o f  Mood about 
the housr, and where did she expect to JInd her m a n t'r f W hy, In Ids l>ea-room, to bo 
aure. IShat was there to lend to a suspicion that he wan hu rt!  CoUBVuiaiEE waa safe, 
tiio cook was safe, and why should she suspeiA that her master was not so ft to o f ^  
IH m e s , J u m  t M ,  18W.

L o r d  B r o u g h a m  (as quoted in the Examiner) has declared that
” An advocate, by tlio sacred duty  wldch he owes hia client, knows, In tho disohargo 

of Uiat ollloe, bu t one person in the world, that  cuk xt  and koxb otiibb. T o save Umt 
clIcQt by all oxi>e<Uent mcauB,—to protect th a t client ataU  haztfrds and costs toa llo th trs  
and among others to himself, -is the h ighest and most unquestioned of his d u tie s ; aud 
he must not regard the alanUt the suffering, torment, the ^ tr u c tio n , w kkh  he may brio j 
upon a,ny other,'*

According lo thb  soul-sustaiuing principle, C h a r l e s  P h i l l ip s , when 
he did his worst against tho innocent witnesses, like T om  'Th u m b , “ did 
his duty, aud he did no more.”  Is. however, the opinion of L o r d  
B u o u c iu m  ample and wiiole enough to shelter a luuu against the 
opinion of all truthful society ? Let Mr . PuiLLirs find what comfort 
he may in the answer.

We have quoted enough of P h il l ip s  v . P h i l u p s . aud the reader 
has the evidence in significant black aud white. As for Mr . Sa m u e l  
W a r r e n , whose anxiety provoked the unfortunate Letter to the 
Tima, he no doubt meant well for Lis friend, and must not suffer 
remorse, however amiable in its cause, to take too stroug hold u|wn 
him ! We repeat it. H e meant well; so did the bear that, to kill a 
fly iipcii his sleeping master, killed tho man outright.

We cannot, however, dismiss the case without alluding to the 
alacrity shown by certain newspapers to sympathise with M b. C h a r l e s

(I., ))UI.
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PtiiLtiPS; to pour balm into his wounds; to anoint his slandered 
head; to sluice him with rose-water—indeed, to make him smell all 
oVer Araby. Very pleasant was it to observe this readiness on the 
part of the press to remedy the evil it sometimes inflicts. Thus, a bit 
of printed paper, like a certain Indian leaf, acts on one side as a 
blister—on the other as the salve. With the salve-side of the leaf, 
Mr. Charles P hillips was carefully plastered; and we somewhat 
rejoiced at such healing goodness. Well, Mr . P hillips is answered 
by the Examiner-, every charge previously advanced against him is
newly-strengthened—proved. Mr . P hillips takes nothing, but loses 
all by his motion, ana those papers (at least at the time we write] 
most eloquent in sympathy with his self-acquittal make no acknow
ledgment of the wrong suffered by the journalist assailed. The Daily 
N em  is certainly an exception, doing justice to i)ie>_Examiner, and the 
Pott observes—

“ The defence set up hy  Mr . P hillips , 'which appeared to he in  substance satisfactory, 
has no longer th a t appearance in  our eyeS. The rejoinder of the  Examiner, we cannot 
but regard as one of the m ost complete and crushing pieces of personal criticism  tha t 
we have ever read.”

Wherefore such gushing sympathy [towards the Old Bailey practi
tioner, and such grudging acknowledgment of the claims of a journal.

whose origin and progress are associated with the highest moral 
courage and the best dignity of the English press ? W hat the social 
value of all the Old B aileoractice  of Mr . P hillips, compared with an 
hour of L eigh H uh tP W hat Mr . P hillips’s forty years’ chequered 
pleading at the bar, against the Examinees forty years’ pleading for 
tru th  and liberty to the world ? The Scotsman well says, as regards 
this contemiiorary injustice—

"  W e w ill fall deservedly, too—fall in  estim ation and influence, till wc can fall no 
lower—if, in  such questions as th is, between a  first-rate jou rn a lis t and a  fourth-rate 
barrister, i t  is  m ade m anifest th a t we w ill not even respect fair-play in  our zeal to show 
th a t wo do not respect ourselves.”

Mr . P hillips is one in authority. W e are sorry for it. He—the 
defender of the confessed Courvoisier and the justifier of a wrongful 
defence—sits in judgment upon the imprudent and the unfortunate. A 
word of his falls crushingly upon the improvident and the helpless. 
Such is his power. We say, we are sorry for it. For Public Opinion 
—assuming for a brief space the Bench of justice, and addressing the 
Commissioner in his own daily phrase, says—

“ Charles P hillips, after a careful reading of your petition, it does 
not appear that you have any standing in Court. Charles P hillips, your 
petition is dismissed.”

“  Q uite  a new  S ensation f o r  t h e  L u x u r io u s , th ese  cold  M ornings. 
U se  H ot W ater ,  and look at your  S h o w e r -B ath  !”

TH E LAST SQUEAK OE SM ITHEIELD.

T he fashionable cry, now-a-days, is for compensation. We 
have already told our readers how the Palace Court gentlemen are 
counting up their writs with the view of demanding compensation 
from Parliament next session for the loss of every one of them. 
We have now to inform our readers of a somewhat similar gang 
that is in active operation upon a somewhat similar plan of 
extortion.

I t  is alt but decreed—and would have been decreed long ago, it 
L ord J ohn had not been Member for the City—ihat Smithfield 
is to be removed next session. The persons who have a vested 
interest in the continuance of the nuisance are already alarmed, 
and are laying deeply-laid schemes for the future. Compensation 
is, we are told, to be one of them. W ith this object a deputation 
will shortly wait upon L ord J ohn, telling him how much they 
expect, and that they will not take a fariliing less. They have 
based their calculations upon certain data, im ch  they are pre
pared to cliallenge his Lordship to disprove, and the loss of which 
they estimate at so much.

We believe there is no harm in stating that the deputation in 
question will consist of the numerous respectable thieves and 
pickpockets who have for years been deriving a handsome income 
out of the abomination of Smithfield Market. They have ascer
tained the number of pocket-handkerchiefs and purses that are 
stolen every market-day, and claim a good round sum as compen
sation for the sudden loss of those purses and pocket-haud- 
kercliiefs, which the removal of the nuisance will necessarily take 
out of their pockets. , . , .

We have no doubt that they will succeed m their scheme. In  
fact, if compensation is granted to the Palace Court gentlemen, 
we do not see how it can possibly be refused to the gentlemen ot 
Smithfield Market. The only difference lies between writs and 
pocket-handkerchiefs. Compensate both or none, though, out of 
gratitude for the abolition ot the nuisances, we should led  more 
inclined, much as we are averse to the humbug of compensation, 
to say, in this instance, “ Compensate both.” But we are de
cidedly averse to any unfair preference being given to llie legal 
pickpockets of the Palace Court.

SMALL grounds EOR IIOEE.
Cavaignac is delighted at the visit of B achel to the French 

President, as he says, ” There is some hope of the Ilepublic 
flourishing now, depuis qu'elU a pris Hacine,”

PU NCH ’S ID EES NAPOLEENNBS.

We hare taken into our head a strange idea that there is^'a new 
candidate in the field—or rather in St. George’s Fields—for the imperial 
throne of N apoleon. There is perhaps an aspirant to the purple at 
the Elys6e, but there is, we suspect, another at Astley’s. The 
Orleanists may talk of a restoration, but what do the Buonapartists 
say to a revival that has just taken place of the Battle of Waterloo, in 
which the Emperor is represented by the famous Gomersal P As the 
French nation may be said to desire as a chief the man that comes the 
nearest to N apoleon, we maintain stoutly that the pretensions of 
Gomersal—if he has any pretensions—are not contemptible. Every 
one allows that he has the identical gait, and some give him credit for 
wearing the identical gaiters, of the E mperor.

N apoleon used to call himself the son of destiny, a family into which 
it is always easy to fraternise; and we do not see why M r . Gomersal 
should not claim to be equally the son of destiny if he chooses, which 
would make him at once the brother of the great Buonaparte. We
have little doubt that, if the Astleian Emperor were to walk into Paris, 
got up in the same style as that in which he appears at tlie Amphi
theatre, taking snuff out of the “ property ” snuff-box, and attended 
by the gallant supernumerary who attends as the trusty Mameluke, and 
who migUt easily get a conge from his duties as fourth hodman in the 
afterpiece of Mr. liriggs, the enthusiasm of the Parisians would know no 
bounds,and Gomersal might be crowned Emperor at Noire Dame before 
Louis would have time to protest in the name of himself and family.
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THE RETURN OF THE SWANHOPPER.

How heavily, how lazily, we drag upon the Thames!
The water is all sewage, which now our brave barge stem s;
Tn our bow the waves are steaming, with vapours foul and dank. 
Like reptiles in whose deadly veins the blood is creeping rank.

The river seems to speak our sway; strange matters round us glide. 
Strange things come up to sicken us, the masters of the tide ;
In  our wake, disgusted, hissing, follows even our own Swan,
Oh, proud must be our Alderman and Cor-po-ra-ti-on!

Oh 1 would I  were our Alderman, to govern o’er my ward.
In  some few years to reach the Chair, and then be called my L ord ; 
I ’d shout to yonder swan, that follows in our lee,
“ Some day, my bird, I  ’ll purify the river Thames for thee ! ”

O h! would I  were our Alderman—though he looks queer to-day— 
W ith several Common-Councilnien his orders to obey.
W ho’ll vote for him and Smithfleld, for shambles, filth, and gore. 
And dine with him off turtle-soup whene’er we reach the shore.

Still qiieerer looked our Alderman, and queerer as we crept,
Yet still he sipped his cold-without, unless ’twas when he slept; 
Then he peeped out on the water, and declared that he could see 
Two Swans—although there was but one—that followed in our lee.

He woke but for a moment—for soon the drowsy god 
Again his eyelids stealing, f^ain he ’gan to nod ;
Sleep gave dulness to his visage, it gave labour to his breath.
And he looked like some prize animal full fattened up for death.

A knowing wink and whisper passed round us where we lay.
For we saw our jolly Alderman too well had soaked his clay ;
So, for air, on deck we bore him, when overboard rolled he.
And we heard a hiss and flutter in the water on our lee.
All night we scrubbed his Worship, who, tumbling in his snooze. 
Head over ears had soused himself in foul and fetid ooze :
And ever from that moment he resolved the Thames should he 
Made wholesome for the creature that had followed in our lee.

Pistol Galleries, where members can fire &w&y, to their heart’s content, , 
at a franc an hour. The smallest figures of Thiers will be stuck up to 
encourage the sport and steady the aim of the Montagnards, and similar 
plaster likenesses, only much larger, of V ictor H ugo, J ules Favre, 
Cavaignac, and P ierre Buoraparte (the latter in carton de Pierre), 
will be held out as tempting targets for the amusement of the 
Legitimists. Thus, pleasure and busmess will be beautifully combined 
in the same building.

I t  is frightful to contemplate what will be the state of things when 
all the members are equally skilful. The Kilkenny cats will be kittens 
to them, for it must end in their all shooting one another, till only one 
member will be left in the House, and that one will, of course, be none 
other than Monsieur T hiers. Is there no Clytemnestea in France 
to raise the warning cry of “ Oa est Tom Thumb ? ”

THE DUEL-ITY OF THE FRENCH MIND,
D uels seem to be quite the order of the day in the AstembUe 

Rationale. I f  they go on increasing at their present rate, Franee will 
soon be represented by 970 Duellists. A debate will be decided, not 
by Ayes and Noes, but by Swords and Pistole. As two refractory 
members leave the Tribune, the President will call out, “  CqfSet Pit- 
M elt pour DeuxP The weightiest questions will be run through in a 
couple of seconds, w ho will publish their reports regularly every morning 
in the Bois de Boulogne, and order the necessary breakfasts after they 
have seen that the nation’s honour has been fully satisfied. W hat an 
honourable nation France ought to be, considering its representatives 
are continually fighting to prove that they are men of honour! Every 
representative must be satisfied on this point—in fact, what opponent 
could doubt the satisfaction that is sent nome to his heart on the point 
of a sword!

Little Thiers has distinguished himself on this new political ground 
in a most satisfactory manner. His duels are almost as numerous as 
his errors in his “  Jlitioire du Comulat et de VEmpireP l i e  accepts 
cartelt as freely as if they were cartes d’invitation for a champagne 
party ; and boasts that, often as he has been called out, he has never 
met with the Frenchman yet who was his match. The fact is, he is so 
small that it is no such an easy thing to hit him. One fastidious 
member refused fo fight with a man who, he said, was so far beneath 
him, unless Monsieur T hiers was put on a beer-barrel.

Tliis French practice of duelling is growing to such an extent, that 
the 25 francs allowed to each representative will bo barely sufficient 
to pay his shot. I t  is proposed to increase it to 50 francs, with an 
ounce of powder per diem.

There is a great coolness at present between the civil and military 
parties in the chamber, if there can be any of the former in a house that 
is.perpetutdly quarrelling. B ut the civil men will not fight with the 
military men, because, they say, the chances are not equal. The militaires 
are perfect in their sword and pistol exercises, but the hommes deplume 
cannot plume themselves upon any such proficiency. To ren.edy this 
mequality, which might lead to the annihilation of all the Editors of 
France, it i* recommended by the Minister of War to erect barracks in 
the neighbourhood of the AssembUe, where members can be instructed 
in those accomplishments that are so indispensable to the education of 
a perfect gentleman. Lessons will be given, at the lowest charges, by 
the cleverest maUres-d'armet, and prizes distributed twice a year to the 
most skilful marksmen. The Committee Rooms will be changed into

ROWLAND H IL L  AMONG THE ATTORNIES.
peal—by way of advertisement—has been made 
* Man of Business ” to his “ brethren in

A MO.sT affecling 
in the Herald, by 
business,” in aid of the most helpless, and therefore, the most inte
resting class of H er  M ajesty’s subjects—need we name the attomics ? 
We have read much of late of the miseries of the slop-workers; but 
the condition of the red-tape workers, and all through R owland H ill, 
is, fo every well-regulated man, little short of heart-breaking. The 
deplorable state of the country attomics calls for gushing sympathy. 
Consider the Sabbath penalties they pay to their tremendous sense of 
justice:—

"  In Jnxtlco t<> tholr clicnU  they  arc conKUntly fcellnj? It to the ir duty to poniso 
elr Sunday arrival o f {miKTa, and to read icttorM. loat dam aee alioiild occur to 
otr clionta hy  reason of tho oDDoainff solicitor availing hluiM lr of t!io rwcelpt and

their
the ir clients by 
dispatch of tho Sunday m all.”

Many of these letters are to be answered. Instructions and counter
instructions are to be dispatched by agonised attornies—

Thus harassing the ir m inds and disturb ing  th e ir  domestic p«aco, and  m ixing 
floods of worldly thoughts w ith tho duties of the bouse of worship.”

Wo shall never look at an attorney on a Monday morning, without 
feeling inexpressibly moved by compassion for his probable sufferings 
on the previous dav. May we not, however, suggest a remedy F W hat 
if there were to be a meeting of all the attornies—Salisbury Plain 
might accommodate them—to make it binding imon mutual honour not 
to “ peruse their Sunday arrival of papers F” Thus would the infide
lity of R owland H ill be sweetly defeated by the piety of the pro
fession. If, however, this be impossible, let the attorney make a note 
of his charges for Lis inevitable Sabbath labour, and proceeding to 
Church, then and there drop the amount in the Sabbath poor-box. 
lie  would thus at once satisfy his sense of right, and relieve the 
miserable. Charity would kiss Justice.

Mis s in g .—Tho LlgMi, Paving, Watering, and Sewenng of King’. Road, 
Cholaea. If tho aliovo will return to their dark, dirty, and dlMouwjlata Moi^s, at 

tho above addroaa, they will bo joyfully recolvod, and all p«t »• forjlven.
N.IL If the ai)ovc terms I>o not acctipted, legal measures must ix? take .
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•‘O H ! W ILT THOU SEW MY BUTTONS O N ? ”
AND

"YES, I  W ILL SEW  THY BUTTONS O N !”
: rsT  a t  p resent no lyrics 

h a re  so ida tan i a auo- 
c4s de socUU as  the 
cliarm ing companion 
ballads which, under 
the  above pathetic 
titles, have made a 
fu reu r  in  the fashion
able circles, to which 
the  fair composer, to 
whom they  are a t tr i
buted in  the  causeries 
of. M ay F a ir  and Bel
gravia, (The H on. 
M rs. N—T—n) be
longs. The touching 
event to which they 
refer, is  the  romantic 
union of the H on. 
M iss Bl—che  de 
F  — TZ —Fli—M to C —P- 
T—N DE B—TS, of the 

C—DS—-M G—ds, which took the leau monde by surprise last season. Previous to the 
iclairciasemmt, the gifted and lovely composer, a t  a  ball given by the  distingnished 
D —c n —SB of S—TH—D, accidentally ovorheam  the  searching question of the gallant 
b u t penniless Captain, and the passionate and self-devoted answ er of b is  lovely and 
universa lly  admired fiancee. She in stan tly  rushed home and produced these pathetic 
and  pow enul ballads.

"  O n ! wilt thou sew my buttons On,
When gayer scenes recal 

That fairy face, that stately grace.
To reign amid the ball P 

When Fulham’s bowers their sweetest flowers 
For fete-champetres shall dsn.

Oh ! say, wilt thou, of queenly brow,
Still sew my buttons on P

" The noble, sweet, are at thy feet,
To meet a freezing eye;

The gay, the great, in camp and state,
In  vain around thee sigh.

Thou tum ’st away, in scorn of sway,
To bless a younger son—

But when we live m lodgings, say,
Witt sew his buttons onP ”

“ Yes, I  will sew thy buttons on,
Tiiough all look dark and drear;

And scant, thev say, lieutenant’s pay,
Two hundred pounds a year.

Let H ow’ll and J ames tempt wealthier dames, 
Of gauds and gems 1 ’ll none;

Nor ask to roam, but sit at home,
And sew thy buttons on I

“ When ladies blush ’neath lustres’ flush.
And fast the waltzers fly,

Though tame at tea I  bide with thee,
No tear shall dhn my eye.

When summer’s close brings Chiswick shows— 
When all from town have gone,

I  ’ll sit me down, nor pout nor frown.
But sew thy buttons on I”

A STUDY OF BAD HEADS.
(To Me . B okovas, Phremlogitt.)

Sir ,—I never pass your interesting shop-window, in King William 
Street, Strand, without slopping to look at (he collection of plaster- 
casts which you have the kindness to display gratuitously to the 
Public. In  my opinion, your Exhibition has a good tendency. Yours 
are no waxen, varnished, smirking unages of murder. The brutality 
and ngliness of your ruffians’ countenances must disgust the vulgar; 
while the conformation of their heads instructs the student of human 
nature. So good luck to you. Me . Donovan, and success to your 
establishment!

However, if you wish to exemplify the truth of phrenology, I  think 
von should not limit yourself to the exposition o f homicides’ heads. 
You should add those of a few enormous rogues to them by way of 
variety. Let us have notoriMS swindlers side by side with certain 
railway directors. I  should like to see if there was any distinction 
between them ; and I  must say that, if I  found any, all faith in your 
Science would instantly vanish from the imagination of.

Your humble Servant,

SCENES FEOM THE LIFE OF AN UNPROTECTED 
FEMALE.

Scene ^.— The Wolverton Siaiion. A  niffht train (Express) is arriving 
— there is a momentary stir in the Bjifreshment Room among the range 
of pretty sleepy-eyed Young Ladies behind the Counter. Everything 
that affects to he hot is very hot, and there is a preponderance among 
the eatables of pork-pies, and other peculiarly indigestible articles 
of food.

Porter (as train comes in). Now, Woolv’ton—Woolv’ton !
{Bings a gigantic bell in a harassing manner, and at unnecessary 

length.
Nervous Old Gentleman (startled m t o f carriage 'window by belt). Bless 

m e! Eh P What I Where P Anything wrong P—Oh—Ah—
[Having collected his faculties, subsides into carriage.

Porter. Woolv’tou I—now, five minutes’ re—fresh— —Woolv’ton. 
[The train stops. A  rush o f Passengers remarkable fo r their head

dresses, and having generally a blinking and dazzled appearance.
Unprotected Female (from carriage). Now, Sir, please a o !—Ob, 

somebody, wake this gentleman. Hoy !
[Protruding her head from the off-side o f the carriage, and calling 

impossible Porters from among the idle carriages and unoccupied 
engines.

Porter (opening carriage-door). Now Marm—Woolv’lon—five minntes’ 
re—fresh—ment.

Unprotected Female. Oh, it must be apoplexy, or fits, or chloroform.
Porter. Eb, Marm ! fits, Marm ? Anybody took P

[Flashes his lantern into carriage.
Unprotected Female. Oh, do wake him, if you could. Sir. (A large 

and Somnolent P assenger is discovered to have erected himself into a 
barricade o f the door-way, by putting his legs on to the seat opposite to his 
oum.) Do just look wliere bis— (going to say “ Rgs," checks herselj)— 
shoes are. I  can’t  get ever him. Oh, do wake him f

Porter (ringing gigantic bell at Somnolent P assenger’s ear).
Woolv’to n ! , TTTi 1 , .

Somnolent Passenger (awakening in great rage). Why the devil P— 
W hat the deuce P—eh P—W olverton!—Oh—

[Replaces his legs laboriously in their natural position, and rolls into 
Refreshment Room.

Unprotected Female. I ’m sure I shan’t have time for anything com
fortable. (Wanders into Lost Luggage Department) Oh, is this the 
Refreshment Room, plewe P (SatUffed it is not, by the sight o f the 
parcels, exit, without waiting fo r  an answer) Oh 1 some soup, it you 
please. (Rushes into the P orter’s Night Room. Exit in confusion) 
Dear, dear! where is the Refreshment Room P

Drowsy Porter. Third door down—where the gnrlg is.
Unprotected Female (at the door of Refreshment Rooni). Could I  have 

a little soup, if you please—without any meat in it P
[No attention is paid to this vague question, there being about sixty 

people struggling fo r  refreshment at the same time.
Indignant Passenger (naving scalded his mouth). Curse the soup! 

I t ’s my belief they never had but one tureen made here, and nobody 
was ever able to dnnk it, and it always goes back again.

Unprotected Female (struck with awe at the notion). No, really, sir P 
Qondness gracious ! how stale it must b e ! I won’t  have any; no— 
I ’m sure I  won’t.

[Fights her way to the counter, and secures herself to a tea-urn.
Somnolent Passenger (over U nprotected F emale). Branyunwarrr.
Unprotected Female (confidentially to one o f the Pretty Young Ladies). 

My dear, I  said I ’d have soup; but if i t 's  not made, please don’t order it. 
[P retty Young L ady abandons U nprotected  F emale’s con- 

^dence, to administer^ in an incredibly short time, two teas, three 
coffees, four porkpies, a  sandwich, two Banbury cakes, tmo 
brandies, and a stout—fo r  all which she receives payment and 
gives back change with the utmost composure, and a stem, though 
graceful dignity o f demeanour.

Unprotected Female (feeling herself abandoned, and with some asperily). 
I  shan’t  take soup. Miss !

Somnolent Passenger (impatienf), Branyuhwarrr!
Pretty Young Lady. Brandy and water, Ma’am.

[Sets brandy and water before U nprotected F emale.
Unprotected Female. Gracious me I I  don’t take spirits.-W ell, I ’m 

sure f I  said I  didn’t take soup.
Somnolent Passenger. Bmuyunwarrr I
Pretty Young Lady ( discovering her mistake, and quietly rectifying it, 

without any explanation). Brandy and water, sir.
Somnolent Passenger (buries htmself in the tumbler). Q—gle—gle—gle 

—glp. [Pays and exit.
Unprotected Female (in a withering manntr). When you ’re quite at 

liberty, M iss!
Pretty Young Lady. Did you order, Ma’am P
Unprotected Female. I  said I  shouldn’t take soup. ( Finds P retty
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Young L ady again, in a lahyrinth o f orders, which she'threads with 
admiralle precision.) Can 1 have anything. Miss P Because, if I  can’t, I  
needn’t stay.

Pretty Young Lady iinapprehenAce o f her sarcasm^ points to list q f 
refreshments and prices). Anything you like. Ma’am.

Unprotected Female (disarmed o f all offensive weapons and very humbly). 
A cup of tea, please—with one lump of sugar—mixed, please. (Bell out
side. ) Oh 1 is that ns P

Pretty Young iMdy. Tea, Ma’am. (Oives it her)
Unprotected Female (dying towards the door with the tea-cup). Oh—stop 

—I ’ve not had my tea.
Pretty Young Ijody (just raising her voice). Pay, Ma’am P 

Unprotected Female (flying back to thi counter). Oh—don’t—they ’re 
going—here! (Suddenly awakes to the fact that she his Ifft her bag in the 
carnage.) Oh, i t ’s in the cm iag e! (Is again flying with the tea-cup.)

Pretty Young Lady (raising her voice just a little louder). Pay, Ma’am ? 
(Simials the B uttons.) That lady!

Buttons (overtaking U nprotected F emale—i /i a shrill voice). Cup 
a tea. Ma’am P

Unprotected Female (surrendering the tea-cup). Oh, there! (The engine 
shrieks) H oy ! here! hollo! (Rushes to carriage)

Buttons. No, the money. Ma’am. •
Unprotected Female. In  the carriage! in the carriage! (Opests a car

riage already in motion) Oh, no ! it isn’t th a t! (Opens the door o f her 
own carriage) Oh, here! (Attempts to enter, but is arrested ^  Somno
lent P assenger’s legs, which have again resolved themselves into a bar
ricade) Oh—i t ’s here—(flshes over legs o f Somnolent PASSENGERybr 
her bag)—h ere! (Gets at a shilling by a desperate effort, and gives it to 
Buttons.) There |s some change! (Her particulars of demand are 
drowned by thw whistle and pant o f the engine) And I ’ve not had a 
drop of anything I And whatever am I  sitting on P—U gh! (Shrieks with 
horror at finding herself seated on the legs o f Somnolent P assenger, as 
on a garden seat.) Oh—sir—t ^ e  ’em down! Do ! this minute, or 1 ’Jl 
call tlie Guard—here. Guard I Coachman! H oy!

[Disappears, in a state ( f  wounded feelings and virtuous indignation.

HEVIVAL OF THE MENDICANT TRADE.

T he sudden setting-in of the cold weather gave a wonderful impetus 
to the begging trade, and there was a brisk demand for small children, 
who fetched, during the frost, at least fourpence a-head above the 
average. The demand was considerable for infants accustomed to tlie 
trade, and warranted to continue crying for an hour at a pinch—it 
bring an ascertained fact that all those wno, at a pinch from the osten
sible parent, can burst out into a good continuous fit of bellowing, will 
supply the source of a roaring trade to the borrower. Five-year-olders, 
in pairs to resemble twins, always fetch a high price in wet or frosty 
weather; and opium, which, during the summer, is literally a drug in 
the mendicant’s market, lias lately lieen much sought after. There has 
been also a fearful inundation of the gardening trade, on the part of 
those wlio nish into it at this season, for the purpose of being imme
diately frozen out again. Clean white aprons and widows’ weeds were 
done at improved rates, and tlie public will be done at liie usual rate, 
unless care is taken of its interests.

T H E  LAST FROM PARIS.
T he next new French Ministry, which is just upon tlic eve, if not the 

afternoon, of formation, will be composed as follows
MintRtro doR Finances 
M inistro <!o rin t^ r le u r
M intstm  de la  G uerro . . , , * , * !
M inistre dcB T rav au z  PubliqiiCfl , . * , 1
Minifltro do I 'lnntrurtion  l^ubliquo , ,
M inistra do I’K x td r io u r ..........................................
M inistro  do toutoa loa cboaos, e t plusicurs autros

IaOUIB-Napolrok! 
Louis-Napolrom M
LomB-NAI*OLKOJflII 
L oui8-Nax*oleok 111! 
Loin S-N APOLBOR IM11 
Loni8«N apolbor ! 11 !11
LomS-N APOLBON 1111111

Every one of the above diatinnished celebrities have agreed to 
accept th e portefeuillesmhcn offered to them, and it is expected that the 
Ministry (wliien has already been nicknamed "  Iw Minislire de Tous tes 
Talents”) will last longer than any other, as there will be an unity and 
compactness about it  which will be the safest guarantees of its inaivisi- 
bility. W e need not mention that, in the present state of things, the 
Prisiient du Conseil remains in the hands of Louis N apoleon.

W hisperings in  the Inso lven t Court.
Roe, Have you read P hillips’s statement against the Examiner f  
Doe. Umph—Yes. Have you read the Examiner against P hillips P 
Roe. Yes. Confidentially, what do you tbinkP Hasn’t P hillips 

taken the slains out of his gown P _ . t.
Doe. Wliy, as for stains, and quite confidentially,—I  Ihink P hillips 

has shown that a barrister may be his own “ black reviver."

WHAT'S THE ROW AT DRURY LANE P
The p e a t  feature at the concerts 

of that Mont Blanc of Music, the 
Mons. J ullien, has been a com
position called the Bow Polka. 
At first, in onr simplicity, we sup
posed it tq be a Polka on the 
favourite air of, “  Row, brothers, 
T O W ,”  but on going to hear what 
the Row really was at Drury 
Lane, we found it  to consist of a 
variety of airs, ending in a regnlar 
breeze, and a tremendous Row-de- 
dow on all the drums in the 
orchestra.

The Mons. never composes a 
piece of music without going into 
the scenes he describes; and, as 
he went through Switzerland in
stead of peramnnlating Smithfield 
to get hold of the true Ratu ies 
Vichet for the Swiss Quadrille, it 
is most probable that he got him

self into a regular row before he commenced the composition of the 
Row Polka. His description of i t  in his bill is not quite so graphic as 
most of the productions of the Mons., and we therefore give him the 
benefit of our own powers of high colouring, as a hint for future 
programmes.

THE ROW QUADRILLES.

Ringing of the street-door bells. Distant knocking at the"doors, 
and wrenching off of the knockers. Far off is heard the low lowing of the 
young calves, whose well-known cry of Jeil-li-e-te has such an effect on 
the imaginations of the police, that they come down in shoals, fas
cinated by the sound, and follow the plaintive voices in all directions. 
The distant tramp of the Inspector is heard beating time upon the 
beat; the watch-fires of the b ^ e d  potato cans are lighted up, and the 
cry of “ all h o t’| is heard alternately dinmuendo and crescendo, until it 
is lost in the distance. Suddenly the c m  are overturned, Pobceman 
A. is brought to the ground with a roulade on A flat, and the 
Quadrille terminates with a general row, introducing several staves 
of music, in every one of which the policuien’s staves are dominant.

There are already imitations of the “ Polka ” in every direction, 
and as the plagiarists will require some cheap mode of carrymg out 
their piraticjd design, we recommend them the shovel, poker, tongs and 
saucepan, as easy substitates for the trombones, triangles, bassoons, 
and ophicleides of tbe Mons. J  ullien’s Orchestra.

HAYNAU’s  FASHIONS FOR LADIES.

A frevalent—though by no means Mpular—fashion among the 
Magyar ladies, has of lato been introduced by General I Iaynad, with 
the authority of the EurEium  of Austria, The pattern is very 
simple, consisting of plain stripes.

    
 



M r . B r ig g s ’s p r r s b n t  H o r s e  d o e s n ’t  q u it e  s u it  h im , f o r , s o m e h o w , w h e n e v e r  h e  ju m p s  M r . B . is  s u r e  to  p a i .e  o f f . H e
TAKES HIM t o  a n  EMINEITT DEALER, AND REMARKS CONFIDENTLY THAT HE IS FOR SALE, UPON WIUCH THE DEALER SAYS : “  H oW  
MUCH A POUND IF HE BUYS THE WHOLE OF H IM ?”

TH E  SAD FATE OF T H E  C IV IC  NARC ISSUS.
A JIitxameiHcal Shtchj slightly altered from Ovid’s Metamorphoses, lib. Hi,

Deep ran the river and wide, and various the scenes that it traversed; 
High from its spring in the Cotswolds, by cloisters of clerical Oxford, 
Under the round tower of Windsor, and on through the locks, past the 

sedges.
Till by the steamers at Richmond its holiday waters were furrowed. 
Pure and pellucid at starting, but darker and dirtier growing.
Till by the Six Bells at Putney, Old Thames washed his face for the 

last time.
Foul were his habits thenceforward, and mighty unsav’ry his feeding; 
Gas-water tippled he freely, nor serupled to linger at bone-works ; 
Mopped up whole ooeans of sewage, with dye-stuff and waste of 

distillers;
Made a strong stock for his soup out of dead cats and dogs, and such offal, 
Till the last thing in the world that his water was fit for was drinking.

Slow by the marge of these waters, the day of a corporate dinner, 
Wandered the city N a r c is s u s , of appetite whetting the edges.
Till on a damaged retort, on the wharf of the great Phoenix gas-works. 
Breathing the sweets of a sewer, he sat himself down to repose him. 
O’er his white waistcoat his plump hands he folded, and, head upon 

bosom.
There yielded up his great mind to the glory of turtle and ven’son,
Big with the sense of his blessings, an emblem of city contentment.

There, while he thought about nothing but diuner, he stooped o’er the 
waters.

And as he looked in the depths of their stagnancy saw his own 
image;

Equally muddy the stream and his face, with as little annonneement 
What might be \y\ng perdu at the bottom of man or of river:
Both man and river alike unfit for the function of cleansing.
Both richly freighted with wealth, but diffusing a scant share of blessing; 
Both with the power of conveying to homes and to hearts round about 

them.
Cleanliness, comfort, aud health, but both with that power m isdirected- 
Long lay the city N a r c is s u s ,  and wondered, and loved what lie 

looked on,—
That number one, which deserves to be chalked up, wherever in council, 
Mansion-house, vestry, or board-room, men meet to consult for their 

fellows.
Long lay the city N a r c is s u s , and gazed with all senses delighted. 
Savoury steam from tlie sewer caressing his nostril, his eye-sight 
Chained by tlie flattering image he saw of himself in the river.
Long thus he gazed, till with gazing liis appetite palled by the gases, 
Flickered, and faded, and fell, and he suddenly found, to his horror. 
That, by the love of himself, reflected in putrid Thames water.
Nausea sore h e ’d engendered, and dinner was not to be thought o f !
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the  sm it h f ield  of th e  future.
ODE TO TEHPSICHODE.

1.
LiGHT-footed Qaeen, Teepsichore,
Served at thy lloshervillian shrine 
By N a t h a u , famed for nimble legs, 
Capering amid unbroken eggs;
And o’er whose rites divine 
Great J u l l ie n , in the lordly halls,
And at masked balls,
Presides, his hdton wildly waving,
Frizzled, must ached, white-waislcoated. 
Ramping and raving.
Inciting festive crowds to tread 
The Polka brisk, or gay Quadrille,
Or giddy Waltz, to twang, and trill, 
Thump, clash, and thunder, tuneful strife 
Of drum and fife.
Of trumpets, fiddles, ophicleides and gongs, 
Hautboys and flageolets.
Cymbals and castaoets.
Hammer and tongs.

C A S I N O
Al- FFIESCO

cirrcR E E N ':

Inspire the sons and daughters
Of well-drained London, by the 

waters
Of the pure-flowing Thames that 

dwell.
Prom their courts of pleasant 

smell.
Wholesome alleys, healthful lanes.

There 'once the furious oxen 
lowed.

Maddened by the torturing goad. 
There bleat of lambs, and grunt and 

squeak of hogs.
Resounded far and wide, '
On every side.
Mixed with the bark and yelp of 

drovers’ dogs.
The foot was ankle deep in mud. 
And through the sewers below. 
Streams of corrupted gore. 
Abominable flood !

But thither, now, in truth, repair 
Our Aldermen for change of air.
Or send their children to inhale. 
Beneath the nurse-maid’s care.
The health-restoring gale.
There youth and virgin meet, 
TEursiciioiiE, to tread thy votive 

mazes,
Peatly footed, lightly tripped.

To the City Green to haste. 
There to mingle in thy sports, 
Agile, graceful, many-paccd; 
Civic maidens, civic swains, 
(All the shutters of the shops 
Being early barred,)
To rejoice in jocund hops 
On the fresh sward.

From neighbouring shambles ran 
with lazy flow.

Continually seething.
Whence like a dragon, poison

breathing.
Death-dealing gas upon the breeze 

did soar
And spread ’mid neighbouring 

habitations 
Fever and Pest,
Consumption of the chest.
And Erysipelas, and other inflam

mations.

Scarcely bending 'neath their feet 
The silver petals, crimson-tipped. 
Of tenderest daisies 
That grow where once was Smith- 

field’s site.
Upon the City Green j 
Where now with dances and delight 
We worship the^O  Goddess bright, 
Satin-sandalled Queen!

THE SKATING SEASON.
S k a t in g  was in fall force last week in the streets, if not in the 

Parks. Horses are beginning to skate better than men, and it stands 
to reason that they should, considering the long practice they have had 
on the wood pavement. W e noticed many a horse slide on his four feet 
in a style that would have moved the heart of a charity boy with envy. 
How one jaded B u c e p h a l u s  did go along, to be sure! W e thought be 
never would stop. There he kept slipping away for ywds, dragging the 
unfortunate cab after him, as if it were no more weight than his own 
tail, dvuseing now to the right, now to the left, then baUmceing 
with an apple stall, and after that, quietly doing the chassez croissez 
round the crossing sweeper, till he fell as much from fatigue as from 
the slipperiness of the ice, and sat himself on the wood pavement, coolly 
waiting for the applause of the audience. The aplomb of that poor 
octogenarian horse was something wonderful. We never witnessed 
such scientific skating, and we have come to the conclusion, that a 
horse has a great superiorilj over man with a pair of skates, inasmuch 
as he can balance liimself much better on four feet, than we can on 
two. I t  is rather degrading, but strictly true.

By-the-bye a great novelty can he introduced into the Prrj^eU  next 
year. Why not do the Qpadrille dea Patineurz in the skating scene 
with horses instead of men P A little wood pavement oould easily be 
laid down; and a few cabs would not cost much if hired by the hour. 
The horse we have mentioned above, would be well worth his bushel of 
oats per night. l ie  would clear the stage in a minute, and have 
innumerable bouquets of cabbages and wreaths of carrots thrown 
to him every evening. His address is No. 1 on the Cabstand on 
the wood pavement opposite the Pantheon in Oxford Street. He 
may be found going through his exercises in the most saltatory and 
lively manner, at any time that the ligneous pavement has been in 
ice over night. He arswers to the names of C e k it o  and D a d d t -
LONGLEGS.

We must inform such of our readers as are fond of a little Skating, 
that it is better fun to enjoy the sport out of a cab, than in one; for if 
TOu cxnect much enjoyment inside a spirited H a n so m , with the horse’s 
Reels flying up every minute in your face, we are afraid you will only be 
ultimately tlirown out in your expectations.

W ASHING THE METROPOLIS OF ALL ITS BLACKS.

As the E m p e k o e  F a u s t in  S o u l o u q u e  (which wc are always pronounc
ing S a l o u p e ) will enlist in his army none but black soldiers, we wish 
some enterorising C o l o n e l  E v a n s  would raise a Haitian Legion of the 
numerous Ethiopian Serenaders that are still rattling their bones about 
town, and carry them off, by prsuasion or force, to Faustin. A small 
detachment of Lascars migfit accompany them also, so that, if his 
Imperial Maiestv suspected any cheating, the Lascars might have their 
faces washea, which would save the regiment of Ethiopians the expense 
that soap would necessarily put them to, in having to appear on parade 
with new facings.

The title of this new dingy corps might be called " T h e  F ie s t  
E b o n ie s ,’’ and B o n e s  might give private lessons to the E m p e r o k  
S a l o u p e  (we mean S o u l o u q u e ) how to take off B u o n a p a r t e  ; the 
part his Sooty Highness is always endeavouring to play.

TH E DUNUP ESTATES.
I t lias long been the wish of the amiable owner of these properties 

to bring them under the operation of the measure for the w ie f of en
cumbered estates, and it is hoped that the proper machinery may 
shortly he applied to them. Mr. Dunup proposes to avail himself of 
whatever provisions may exist for the relief of an estate from its in
cumbrances. He intends laying before Parliament a series of Bills, 
including washing bills, tailor’s bills, and bills of exchange, which he 
has read a second and third time, and which form the encunahrances 
from which he desires that the D unup estate may be relieved. The 
estate comprises all that piece or parcel, or pieces or parcels, situate, 
lying, and being, on the shelves of the pawnbroker, and the title deeds, 
of which M r. D unup has a duplicate in every case, can be produced 
when called for.

H im  Massa W arren De First.
W e believe the E m p e r o r  o p  H a i t i  is called, amongst other bom

bastic names, N a p o l e o n . B u o n a p a r t e , W a .s h in g t o n , &c . These are all 
absurd, as it is impossible (except by calumny) to turn white names into 
black ; and we think it would have been more appropriate, especially as 
his Majesty is described as being as black is  Jet, to have crowned 
him E m p e r o r  W a r r e n , for that name has always been aasociated with 
the “ I m p e r ia l  B l a c k -k i n o .’’
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tn o vel  steeple  ch a se .'!

A EEAL steeple Chase is now being run by several sons and fathers of the 
Church, who are in full cry for tliat desirable goal, the Golden Lectureship. Many 
of the competitors carry weight, and the sport partakes a good deal ot th e  cha
racter of jumping in sacks, or cassocks. The stakes are very rich, and the sport 
is very exciting, for many of the reverend runners are about on a par in many 
respects, though some, who are peculiarly long-winded, rely on that qualification 
as a great advantage over their rivals.

■ T IIE  MILKMAN. ' “

The Milkman 1 as I  write the name,
I  scarce can answer yes or n o ;

Whether his cheeks are red with shame. 
Or rubicund with healthi^ul {?low.

Ought we to greet him as a friend.
Or with suspicion pass him by F

Can we upon his faith depend.
Or is he but a walking lie P

Hark ! he gives utterance to a phrase.
But what it is we scarcely know;

Tradition tells us that he savs 
In  simple language, “ Milk below 1 ”

His liquid, is it good and true ?
Can he his affirmation prove P

Has it, in fact, the honest hue 
Of milk below, or blue above ?

At yonder doorway now he stands.
He fills a jug—he smiles—he talks ;

To him the maid a tally hands.
On it a line or two he chalks.

The chalk—the tally—fatal sign,
A gloomy tale they seem to tell.

Yes—chalk is in a milkman’s line.
And with his business tallies well.

B ut odium are we right to throw 
On erring mortal P—surely n o t;

There’s nothing perfect here below.
And “ milk below ” must share the lot.

’Tis to indulge an idle dream.
To hope for good beneath the brim ;

Of life how shallow is the cream,
But oh ! how deep and cold the skim P

CoK. roR U nion D octors.—Why ought the surgeon of 
a Parish Union never to charge for ajourney, when called 
in to attend any of the Board of Guardians P Because 
he is sure to find them very near. ,

THE GREAT WASH.

A GREAT deal of abuse is lavished upon the Corporation in the City, 
and Boards of Guardians elsewhere, for their opposition or indifference 
to measures of cleanliness.

Are these ready abusers married men living in small houses P Do 
they know the misery of a "  Great Wash,” when an avalanche of dirty 
linen descends upon the whole establishment, and swamps everything 
like comfort, till it is washed—with often-repeated painful ringing up 
of servant-maids in the dark, and untimely raps at the door of extra
neous washerwomen, gin-loving, consumers of cold meat, gossip-given; 
then dried, with cost of horrible choke-damp and linen steam, and a 
sense of present smother, and future fire-contingencies. Then got up, 
with much recourse to  patent mangles, and infinite scorchings of 
ironing-blankets, whereof also is a smell intolerable to men, and im
pelling husbands into infinite space and the outer bachelor world, far 
from cold-mutton make-shift dinners, and_ other such like washing 
miseries, whereof every husband’s memory is too full for even speak
ing : so that, upon the whole, he would rather drop, the veil of night 
and darkness thereupon.

But to us, thinking of the wretchedness of a "  Great Wash,” there 
is unspeakable sympathy for poor, much-press-belaboured Aldermen and 
Guardians, having indeed, as for themselves, no intense horror pf dirt, 
and with olfactories subdued to what they work in, in their resistance 
to the greatest of all washes—the wash of our cities and towns, where 
tbe foul habits of generations are heaped up for Chadwick knows 
what Sanitary Bath and Wash-house system to deal upon. Truly a 
Great Wash and great discomfort must needs come of it 1

Great Novelty in  the H orrid  Line.
I t is welt known that Tiptoo Saib possessed the figure of a tiger, 

exactly like life, standing over a human body, and capable of being set 
in  motion by machinery so as to appear in the act of tearing the victim 
up, accompanying the hideous process with a frightful growling. Mr. 
Punch is endeavouring to make arrangements for eclipsing this pretty 
invention, by the Automaton Greenacre, and other Celebrated 
Murderers, to be seen daily from 10 to 11, working near the Bazaar, 
Baker Street; an exhibition which will entirely supersede Madame 
Tdssadd’s Chamber of Horrors.

TH E FOG SCREAMER.
An instrument with the quaint title of the Fog Screamer has just 

been invented, for the purpose of enabling anybody to scream in a fog, 
and to be heard on all sides at six miles’ distance. The inconvenience of 
this seems to be, that, when the instrument is used as a warning of 
danger, it will be impossible to say whether the danger is six miles ofl' 
or quite imminent. There will, indeed, be something quite stunning in 
the air of a November fog, if the use of the Screamer should become 
general.

To alarm a whole neighbourhood for six miles round, in order to 
prevent a collision between a couple of cabs, seems very like stunning 
a man, and depriving him of all his senses at once, as a preventive ga in s t 
toothache. A modidcation of the Fog Screamer might, we think, be 
tried at the Vernon Gallery, where the constant collisions among the 
visitors lead to much inconvenience.

Ocular D em onstration .
A review says, “  Mr . H erbert’s Zear in the House of Lords is 

most strongly marked, and stands out far beyond all the rest.”  We do 
not doubt this, but it strikes us it will be very unpleasant to H er 
Majestt, whenever she appears in Parliament, to have Mr. H eruert's 
Lear staring her full in the face. I t  will be very disrespectful, and we 
must object to any such ad captandummxa&ex of catching the royal eye 
by means of a Lear. We hope that in the presence of H er Maje.sty a 
curtain will be always drawn over it. W c ask if a Leer is exactly the 
sight for a Queen.

The Lads for California.

TO CHANCKRY LAWYERS, ATTORNIES OF LANDED GEN
T L EM EN , S T E W A R D S  of E atatei, and T R E A S U R E R S  o f Companiea and 

Institu tions, desirous of a  Change, Mr. Punch w arm iy recommends Em igration to 
California, not leas for tb e lr  own benefit th an  for th a t of others. T hey m ay asaurcMl 
of finding Californian diggings even more lucrative than  homo pickings. I t  m ust lie 
reco llec t^  th a t they poasesa peculiar facilities for fleparmting the precioua m etal fhim 
ita accompanying im puritlea. F o r thia purpose, they  w ill roqulro noitlior sieve nor 
cradle; they will need only to pauR the auriferous ea rth  through th e ir  hands, and 
assuredly a ll the gold in  i t  w ill stick to the ir fingers.
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SOCIAL COMFORTS OF SOCIALISTS.

W e  perceive that a M b . Chakles H ein zen  has been publishing in 
this country a parcel of Continental Socialism of the most rabid quality. 
This atrocious nonsense, being couched in the German language, is 
of course intended for the exclusive edification of his own countrymen, 
who may indulge their taste : but never may Britons partake the social 
chop—of the guillotine—or gather about the social fire of the in
cendiary ! _______  _ ___

Never say  D ie !
The following paragraph has just “  gone the round ”  of the news

papers :—
'* I Iealtit o r  L ord Dtnevor .—T h e  eiateTnont of this nobleman’s death  was un

founded, his Lordship being In the onjo^rment of his usual health.”

Of course! His Lordship’s name ought to be a raarantee against 
such unfounded rumours. When L ord D y-nevoe does really die, he 
will make a flaw in his own title.

UNPUBIilSIlED ANECDOTE OF LORD BRODGHAH.
(N.B. f f i  don't believe U.)

T he conversation having turned upon Communism, L ord B kougham 
Was asked by D upin  how far he went with h'oDRRlERF “ Only half
way, Sir,”  replied the X X  Chancellor. “ Id ro p t him as soon as I 
found out from his writings, as well as his name, m e fhomme eiait a 
noitU Fou.”

A  Cold Reception.
We see a new periodical is announced vrith the curious title of 

” Mri. Fllie’t  Morning Call." This is bringing literature to every one’s 
door with a vengeance. We hope the following dialogue will not take 
place when the celebrated authoress of the “ IVivet qf England" 
Uiakes her first call on one of the “ Husbands of England; ”
. Servant. “ If you please. Sir, here’s ‘Mri. E llii't Morning Call' I t ’s 
just out.”

Husband qf England Ifagsrly'). “ And so am I.”
He i^hes frantically out of the house, and doesn’t return till he tees 

there is an end to “ M rs. E llis’s M orning Call.”

THE HEROES OF T H E ’NORTH POLE.
T h e  gallant fellows who manned the Enlerprite tcai'Investigator have 

been paid off. Having fulfilled their heroic service, with most heroic 
endurance, most unflinching sp irit; haring borne.and confronted the 
terrors of Arctic winters,—they are paid their wages, and discharged. 
Very right. The Lords of the Admiralty irould, when necessary to 
dismiss them, pay their butlers, their footmen (who had grown ripe and 
sleek in the pantry and hall), their wi^es and dismiss them, and no fur
ther ceremony needed. B ut,w e put it to their Lordships, ought Blue
jacket J ack from the North Pole to be turned off lite  liveried J ohn P 
Hashhe sailor’s service been of no more account than the plate-cleaning 
of the menial P Is  there nothing national, nothing heroic in the highest 
sense of human enterprise and endurance, in the service of the crews 
returned from a world of ice—from the very region of dismay and 
horror, where nothing but their own bold hearts gave hope and courage 
to them ? Did they merit no sort of acknowledgment— n̂o kind of 
grateful coi^esy—no little favour done them—(Jack is not over
weening ; his own generosity enlarging the smallest kindness to him
self), as a sort of national testimony to their humble greatness P

Well, a few days since, the men were paid off at Woolwich, when, we 
are told, they “ were exceedingly well-conducted, and appreciated the 
accommodation afforded them at the pay-table.”  I t  seems their past 
heroism was not wholly unregarded, for they were not paid in a scramble, 
but—in some way—accommodated at the pay-table.

Now, Punch would have suggested another sort of accommodation, 
and another sort of table. Punch, visiting the Enterprise and the 
Investigator, would have piped all hands to dinner in the Hall of 
Greenwich Hospital. The Hall should have been drest with flags, 
befitting the sailor-triumph. To that Hall, through the town of 
Greenwich, the crews should have marched, flags flying, and music 
playing. In  that Hall the Polar sailors, waited upon by Greenwich 
pensioners, should have.eaten and drunk, toasting sweethearts and 
wives,—whilst the Governor of Greenwich Hospital, in a “ neat 
speech,”  should have acknowledged the services done by the oak- 
hearted guests to humanity, and to the national character.

This little banquet would have been only decent; nothing more than 
a cordial and no less proper farewell to the heroic tars, every one of 
whom would have thought himself personally thanked by all his 
countrymen. But no, heroic J ack is turned off like a lazy footman 
—though, to be sure, the hero is accommodated, we know not how, at 
the pay-table. Punch puts it to the Lords of the Admiralty,—is not 
the omission shabby ?

A yOMENTODS QUESTION.
I t is said that Louis N apoleon is making advances to the “ Mon- 

tagne.” We suppose the President is only endeavouring to walk in 
the cast-off shoes of Mahomet, and excuses Ids false step by the 
following reasoning: “ Since the Mountain will not come to Louis 
N apoleon, L ouis N apoleon must go to the Mountain.

M ust be Seen  to be B elieved .—The Vernon Gallery was given 
to the nation for the laudable purpose of helpingjto form a school of 
art, but the only school the collection has yet tended to establish is a 
blind school, in which the pupils are put to great pain without making 
any progress.

Turn

Fim lico Statue.
I t appears wc were in 

error in attributing the 
Ktatue of I I k r M a jk st y , 
in Victoria Square, to 
the chisel of W y a t t , 
when, in fact, it is due to 
the mallet of M r . R ossi. 
Prom whatever studio 
or stoneyard it proceed
ed, we cannot give much 
credit to the sculptor or 
mason, who managed to 
hit out such a graceless 
misrepresentation | of 
llr-R  M ost G racious 
M a je s t y . There is » 
rumour that the Statue 
will be broken up to aid 
in forming a new road, 
and it may thus pavu Uie 
way to something better 
for the artist.

Olorious News from the Joke Diggings!!
M D VICES have just been received from that California of wit—  

the “  Punch ”  Office— that the Joke Diggings have been more 
productive than ever this year, and an unprecedented cargo of 
the facetious ore is now being smelted into one enormous lump, 
which ivill shortly be consigned to the Public in the form of

Punch’s Almanack for 1 850.
This ivondrous specimen of tveallh will be ringing in the ears 
of the public at the usual period, and will at once be recognised 
as the true metal. There is not the least particle of alloy, and 

it is gratifying to be able to announce that the mine of wit where the Diggings 
are carried on is supposed to be inexhaustible.

D aniel I.am bert of 
A dvertisem ents.

A  R ktkrknd M r . 
B eamish h u  been pub- 
lisliing in the Sydney  
M om iny H erald  an ad
vertisement 20CoLnMNS
LONG. We wonder the 
notion never S truck  him 
to publish it in penny 
weekly numbers, or in 
sliilling monthly parts. 
It is preposterous to sup
pose that the greatest 
lover of advertisements 
could devour twenty 
columns at one meal. 
We recommend M r . 
B eamish to republish it 
in three volumes^ or to 
put half-a-column in the 
Tima at a time, with 
this postscript— To be ; 
coTUinwd inour nex/.**
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Mr. Pips his Diary.
Friday, November 2X)lh, 1819. Up, and did take my Wife, with a 

Party of Friends, to the Old Hailey, my Wife having a great Longing 
to see a Prisoner tried, especially for Murder, and little Pleasure as 
she do take, poor Wretch, 1 could not find in my Heart to deny her this. 
Got our Places in the Gallery, cost me 10s., which did begrudge, m d 
do think it a Scandal to the City to have Money taken at the Old Hailey 
Doors, as at a Play, yet it do serve to keep the Company choice. .AP^* 
good L ack! to see the Assemblage of great Folks about us, we sitting 
close by Sir  J jissaiiie Spinkes, and my L ord P ouncett, and two or 
three other Lords on the Bench by my Lords the Judges, and the Aider- 
men, did make the Place look as fine almost as the Opera. But in Truth it 
was as good as a Play, if not better, to hear the Barristers speak to 
the Jury, especially the Counsel for the Prisoners, making believe to 
be mightily concerned for their Clients, though most observable 
Itogues, and arguing in their Behalf througli Thick and Thin, and 
mriving as hard as they couU to prove the Black, that did come out in 
Jivideuce against them. W hite; and pleading i heir Cause as though they 
were injured Innocents, with smiting of the Breast, and turning up of 
the Lyes, niore natural than I  remember I  did ever see any Actor. 
But methinks they did go a little too far wlien, cross-examining the 
Witnesses, they strove to entangle them in their Talk, and confound 
them, trying to make them blunder, so as to mislead the Jury, which 
do seem to me only telling a Lie by the Witness his Mouth. And 
then to hear them labour to destroy the Witnesses’ Credit, and

make their Oath suspected; and them, however honest, seem Pe 
jurers; and to think that thev do practise all this Wickedness oi y 
for the Lucre of their Fees! Among the Prisoners some 
most horrid llulTians that inetliiuks I  ever did see, and some, 
found guilty and sentenced even to Transportation, skipping °   ̂ ,|,g 
the Dock, and snapping their Fingers, which did remind nie o • , 
Saying, “ ife rry as  Thieves.”  But others looking ’fjHjf,
when the Evidence did tell against them, turning Pm*' 5“., ourliiif) .̂llnanAf. nvA i nr\\r- sviitli ita r\*l 1 vriOftf*. IlTl,Cl tiMrO

gg’’jid*thc more

make it seem as if I were at a Play, and what did iunip Il*^seemiug 
was the Bunches of Rue on the Dock in Front of f*'*’ d our oi lier 
almost like Nosegays, which glad 1 am that my Wile “ ^
Ladies had not with them, for so taken were they witli lu ^oula have 
listers and hang-Gallows Ruffians, that I  do verily believe i r  _„i.„ g,,ch 
flung their Posies to them if they had. Strange that we no maao ^ 
Account of Criminals, and will sit for Hours ip many an
Villain, when we would not spare five Minutes to the / TinnwNE his 
honest Man; and I  do intend and resolve to search • r im  take 
Metaphysiqiree to know wherefore. But for one goon fwa on 
Pleasure in the Old Bailey, which was the limrness of the i r  v cause 
Patience of the Judge, and Justness of his Summiug-up, win 
mo mightily to reverence our Law, and to hear and see was y  ̂ _____
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THE LATE QUEEN DOWAGER.
I n  death this estimable lady manifests the simplicity and 

delicacy of her nature. We are given to understand that in her 
final letter—delivered after her decease to the Q u e e n — she desired 
that, in her case, there might be no embalmment of mortal clay, 
that there might be no lying in state, and lastly, that she might 
be borne to her grave by “ her sailors: ”  certain of the crew of 
the ship in which she made her voyages to Madeira and Malta. 
The process of embalmment—for which Egypt, in her creed, may 
give a reasonable motive—has always appeared to us the last 
miserable custom in which the mortal pomp of Christianity 
vainly strives to vindicate itself; a poor design to cheat the 
levelling worm, and set aside the imiversal sentence of dust to 
dust. I t  is well enough, and a part of the morality of the men, 
tliat such persons as H e n k y  t h e  E ig h t h ; and G e o r g e  t h e  
F o u r t h  should be filled with spices and swathed in cere-cloth, 
to be sweetened and preserved from decay; made mummies of 
departed arrogance; but fcr Q u e e n  A d e l a id e , her memory is her 
best embalmment. She is preserved in the recollection of her 
abounding goodness. Neither was it required that a lady, whose 
acts of life were finest truths, should, in her coffin, “ lie in state.”  
For what a mockery is the ceremony at b es t! W hat comment 
on the carcase within is the gold and velvet without, the gorgeous 
hangings, and the trappings of the ceremonious mourners! Truly 
it is “  lying in state,” and most melancholy lying, too.

We close this brief notice of the departed Q u e e n  with an 
anecdote that may be usefully considered by the savagely virtuous; 
by those whose ferocity of chastity too often makes them neglect 
the appeal of the erring of their own sex. The story is given 
upon undoubted testimony; and the moral beauty contained 
in it demands and insures its preservation.

The D u k e  o f  C l a r e n c e , in the lifetime of M r s . J o r d a n , was 
frequently behind the scenes in Drury Lane Theatre. Indeed, it 
is said that the royal autograph is extant in the Saturday Treasury 
book for M r s . J o r d a n ’s salary. Thus, in after times, a few of 
the old Drury actors always met with a cordial reception atBusliy, 
and none more so than D o w to n . Upon a certain “ benefit” 
occasion the actor waited upon the sailor Duke, and was received 
with the old kindness and simplicity. In the course of the 
interview, the Duke observed the actor look significantly at a 
portrait over the cliimney—the portrait of M r s . J o r d a n . “ Yes, 
D o w t o n ,”  said the Duke, “ she was an excellent woman; and, by 
the way. I ’ll tell you a little story about that picture. I t  always 
hung there : but some time before I  was married to the Duchess 
1 caused it to bo removed. Well, shortly after I  brought the 
Duchess home, I  found one morning the picture in its old place. 
‘ This,’ said the Duchess, ‘ was done at my desire. I  discovered 
that the picture had long hung there; it was the picture of the 
mother of your oliildren, and it was not fit it should be displaced. 
You must gratify me, and let it remain.’ ”

Let those who withhold their aid from the daughter of N e l s o n , 
because the daughter of L ady  H a m il t o n , consider this, and know 
that the best chastity is best adorned by the largest charity.

A L it t l e  B i r d .

HUMOURS OF THE NAVY.
L a st  week S i r  C h a r l e s  N a p i e r  wrote a letter to the Times, exposing 

the disgraceful state of Old England’s Wooden Walls, which, by his 
account, seem regulated by heatls of their own material. The gallant 
officer has made some extraordinary disclosures. From his letter, it 
anpears that “ conversions,” to a vast amount, have occurred in the 
British Navy. This announcement may lead some to suppose that a 
great many of our ships have gone over to Rome; whereas, very few 
of them have gone anywhere except to Jericho. Tlve conversion of bad 
vessels means turning men-of-war into convict and coal hulks, lazarettos 
ami receiving ships, and oven into iire-wood, by breaking them up, and

thus fulfilling on them the nautical imprecation, “ Shiver my timbers.” 
We find that, since the war. 111 two-deckers and 125 frigates have, 
in some mysterious manner, vanished; actually disappeared alto
gether; and after this, we shall not be surprised, to hear Jack Tars, 
making nothing of the Flying Dutchman, tell us of between two and 
three hundred sail of Finng Englishmen—the missing ships—seen on 
the eve of a hurricane. The document in question further informs us, 
that “ L ord  S p e n c e r ’s  Admiraltjr built a whole lot of flat and useless 
gun-brigs, and called tliem after his lordship’s hounds ; ”  not, perhaps, 
without reason, since it would seem that they were about as capable of 
chasing a fox as an enemy. But it gives another instance of naval 
nomenclature even happier than the la s t; that of twenty-four ships of 
28 guns, built since the war, being called “ Donkep,”  named, we must 
conclude, after their designers. The majority of these proved donkeys 
that wouldn’t go, and were consequently ‘^converted.”

So far S i r  C h a r l e s  N a p ie r ’s revelations partake of the character of 
jokes ; but now comes a statement which cannot at all be classed in that 
category. “ The Admiralty costs £136,303—£4500 of which goes to a 
First Lord, who knows nothing.” In  fact, the First Lord of the 
Admiralty is a landsman: although, in the execution of his office, 
certainly, always at sea. The upshot of all this pretty management, 
according to the 7imes, is, that ninety millions of money have.been spent 
to no purpose; so that what might have been now a grand floating 
capital has been irrecoverably eunk. Thus there has "  gone down,” 
together with the “ love of woman,” and the other precious things 
alluded to in M r s . I I e m a n s ’s noble song, “ The Treasures of the Ik/p ,"  
as also with the “  wedges of gold, great anchors, heaps of pearl,”  «c., 
mentioned by S h a k s p e a r e  in Clarence’s Dream, no less a sum than 
£90,000,000 sterling !

MUSIC BY ELECTRIC TELEGRAPH.

EXETER 
HALL

It appears that songs and pieces of music are now sent from Boston 
to New York by Electric Telegraph. Our American brethren have 
among them such remarkable musical instruments, and in fact such 
astounding lyres, that nothing coming from the other side of the 
Atlantic can take us by surprise ; and we are, therefore, not altogether 
dumbfounded by the announcement of music having been carried from 
one portion of the States to another on the wires of the Electric Tele
graph. I t  must be delightful for a party at Boston to be enabled to 
call upon a gentleman in New York (or a song.

The grand point of the invention, however, seems fo be, that, if songs 
can be carried along the lines, our popular vocalists may treble or 
quintuple their present salaries, by singing in four or five places at 
once. Our own J e n n y  L in d , for example, who seems to be wanted 
everywhere at the same time, will have an opportunity of gratifying the 
subscribers to H e r  M a je s t y ’s Theatre, and a couple of audiences 
many hundred miles off at the same moment. The telegraph, being 
found applicable for singing, may also be used by the shareholders who 
are beginning to sing out pretty loudly for their dividends, as well as 
lor the dbrectors, who have been obliged to sing rather small during 
the last twelvemonth.

We hope the music of the wires may have the effect of restoring 
harmony to the railway world, which has long been out of tune, and 
which has lately been acting by no means in concert.

V O L . X V I I . n B
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LOUIS NAPOLEON AND HIS “COUNCIL.”
Cauwila wished tlial his enemies had but one neck among Ihe whole of them, 

but Louis N apolkon  goes further, and wishes his Ministers to be without any 
head at. ali. 11 liis Cabinet consisted of females, his policy would be unobjeetionable, 
for he would be likely, if the well-known adage is true, to secure good members, 
by taking care to select women, by virtue of their headiesaness.

GOOD CHEER TO LADY FRAN KLIN .

Be of good courage. Lady ! still, though tried,
M aintain the trusting heart.
The fail hful Consort’s part.

So as behts a gallant sailor’s bride.

Ifet live in hope; though better tidings lack.
Thy husband and his crew 
Have left no happier clue;

But not a sign of shipwreck marks their track.

Sound were the barks those hardy hearts that bore; 
Soon may we see again 
Him and his iron men

In  joy and honour sttnd on England’s shore.

Think of the brave who sought their kindred band. 
In ice illira'tahie bound.
And drifting o’er the vast profound.

Freed on a sudden by a viewless Hand.
That Hand of might, outstretched upon the sea. 

That broke ihe I'rczen continent 
Wherein those manners were pent.

Lady ! niay send thy Imsband back to thee.

If  there should be a series ct historical pictures grow out of the career of 
Louis N a p o l e o n , we should suggest that a silting of his Counril could not be 
more truthfully represented than by a painting showing his_ Ministers in a headless 
condition, in accordance with that sta'e of moral decapitation, to which they have 
been dooratd by the President’s determination to permit the use of no head but 
his own.

AW FUL W RECK IN  THE W ESTERN ROADS.

I t is not often that our columns are devoted to the annals of disaster; but 
a wreck has recently occurred in the Western Roads wh ch we feel it our painful 
duty to chronicle, 'there bad lately been launch d from 1 he Omnibus d clc-yards 
a remarkable bi* of craft, in which there was indeed as much cunning as ceaii; for 
the osten-ibly new teak-buip. Ken-ington ’Bus was nothing more th.>n an old Chelsea 
hull cut down upon tfie piinciple adopted in our national ship-building establish
ments. She had been repainted Irom stem to stern, wi h a new figure bead, an 
enormous 3 d ,  stuck in'o her gib ; and having been fitted up with one-and a-half- 
horse power, was manned with two boys, one lore and another alt, for tbe Ken- 
sing on mail and female service. She bad been on the stati n  for the last week 
or so, and nothing remarkable had been discovered about her, except that she 
rolled a good deal when heavily laden, and pitched occasionally when fairly under 
weigh with a full cargo.

She was one day last week carrying her full complement, amidst remarks 
anything but complimentary from the crews of the opposition craJt, and had passed 
the new straits or the modern Gibraltar at G e o r g e  H u d s o n ’s bay, witliout any 
thing particular having happened. She ha I, however, not. gone very far along the 
W es'ern Roads when, in trying to avoid the shingles which lie in shoals about tbe 
spot, she gave a lurch to the heward, and whilst yard-arm and yard-arm with one of 
the Northern-lights, belonging to the Gas Company, she gave a roll, and her cne- 
and-»-hal -horse power having failed, she pitched forw ards on to her figure-head, and 
the hawser coming off each horse, they scudded for a few yards under bare poles, 
when in an instant the whole concern turned over on to her bea,m ends, and an 
immediate wreck was the cons' quence. No recklessness is attributable to the 
parties in charge, who behaved throughout with wondrous coolness, for they coolly 
asked the passengers to keep their seats, thovigh the whole of those who were on 
deck and occupied the fore part were thrown on to tlie mud bank in the vicinity. 
Several hats were picked up by tlie natives, who rushed to render assistance, and 
humanely scraped, with a road scraper that chanced to be close at hand, the coats 
of those who, in addition to their natural crustiness, had a crust of mud forming 
rapidly all over them.

We understand neither craft nor cargo had been insured, and tlie Elder Brethren 
of the Trinity House have protested against th ■ Younger Brethren—the conductor 
was a mere boy—being employed on these perilous voyages.

CHESS, THE CHEAP DEFENCE OF NATIONS.
Mr. S t a u n t o n , the Mighty Shah of Che«s, has been 

retained as Standing General by the Peace Society. He 
is, in future, to jight all England’s battles with foreign 
powers. 'This mode of warfare will be much cheaper than 
the present; and, in tbe end, everyway as effioaoiuus. We 
now pay, it appears, £47,000,000 annually for wars past, 
and war.s in prospect. Now, a thousandth part of this sum 
will pay a very liandsome salary to C h e s s -G e n e r a l  S t a u n 
t o n , linding Iiim a most efficient staff, besides his Board. 
I t  cannot be forgotten that th.; hero St a u n t o n  had his 
Chess Waterloo in Paris a lew years fince; I hough— 
we blush for t he meanness of Parliament in some matters— 
not a farthing baa hitherto been granted to the victor for 
the purchase of a single rood of estate; neither has he 
been called to any House whatever, either as Knight or 
Bi'hop. However, the better sort of glory is its own re- 
W'ard, and of this sort is Chess.

C h e s s -G e n e r a l  S t a u n t o n  having received his commis
sion at Ihe hands of Friend G u r n e y —(who has calculated 
the ruinous cost of powder and shot within a decimal frac
tion)—has wholly remodelled his forces. All his new Chess
men have a peculiarity, beaii'ifully significant of their 
enlarged object,—Ihe pacific defence of England. Hence- 
forth disagreements are to be played out—not fought. In 
order, however, to conciliate certain prejudices, every move 
will be accompanied by a discharge of artiller.v, of greater 
or less volume, according to Ihe hit made by the player. 
Thus, there will still be the flavour of gunpowder to give a 
relish to the contest.

G e n e r a l  S t a u n t o n ’s  new Chessmen greatly differ from 
all Chessmen heretofore. For instance. The King has a 
Crown of Olive, and the Queen a Coronet of Ileart’s- 
Ease—pacific.illy synibolical. I he Kniglds bear£ s. d. upon 
their Snields, denoting the expense of War, and the Castles 
are a fac-simile of Dover Castle, in its present stale of 
Debtors’ Prison. The bishops are filletted with Palm 
Leaves, and the Pawns are wonderful likenesses of dis
tinguished Members of Ihe Society of Friends. We recog
nised among them S a m u e l  G u r n e y ,  C h a r l e s  G il p in , 
J o h n  B r ig h t , J o s e p h  St u r o e , and others.

On the first war that mav break out between France 
and England, G e n e r a l  S t a u n t o n  will take the fl“hl, 
sitting down either in i lie Gardens of the 'I'uileries, or 1 he 
Palais Royal, before the enemy. Of course, during the 
campaign—that may extend over half-a-dozen games—all 
relations will cease between the two countries. The 
games, however, being played out, peace will be settled 
upon the like satisfactory t»sis as that which ever results 
from an appeal to arms.

Who snail prophesy events from the present state of 
Continental politics P Who sliall say how soon C h e s s - 
Q b n e r a l  S t a u n t o n  may bo called into play ? However, 
let the call be made when it may, we have in the past, the 
liveliest hope for the future. A statue is still wanted in 
Trafalgar Square. After a few c.ampaigns, C h e s s -G e n e r a l  
S t a u n t o n , as one of his own Knights, may take the oppo
site comer to G e o r g e  t h e  F o u r t h .
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SCENES FROM THE LIFE OF AN UNPROTECTED 
FEMALE.

M  Scene 7.— The jettee at Boulogne, Kith 
the Folkedone boat alongside. Tne 
jettee is crowded with fishermen, fisher- 
women., Douaniers, swadl soldiers, 
promenaders, touten. Commission
aires, 3fc., Sf-c., eoerg one tali ing at 
the top i f  his or her voice, oppareAly 
to eoergbody else.

W  M-atelot. Largne a  bord—Ohd. 
Hissfz — His — s — s—ez! Cr—r—r— 
r— matin ! Oh^!

9md ilatelot (o» paddle-box). Gare—a 
—bord ! Lar—guet—

Srd’ Matelot ion pier). Ob^. Dis—done 
—Marie ! OtnS—-le Douanier—OhA 

Boy (to Pilot’s signa's). Turn ’hade—stop ’er— !
1st Cotnmiss bnaire. 1 Ho'el du Nord ! 
in d  Commissionaire. I  l i b ' de Bruxelles!
^rd Commissionaire,! des Bains I
4M Commissionaire. J Tlioniass’s Hotel I 
5^j Commissionaire. 1 Hotel d’Angleterre. 
toth Commissionaire. /  Good Hotel, Sare.

{The noise gradually becomes Babel-like—M a t e l o t s , DotJAVIEKS, 
Matelottes, C o m m is s io n a iiie s , all talking at once, and every 
one bent on preventing every One else from  doing anything, white the 
steam-pipe and safety-valves begin screaming and roaring on their 
own account.

Unprotected Female (in agony c f terror at the row). Ob, gracious good- 
nes-*! Has anything blown u p :

Easy going Passenger. All right. Ma’am: i t ’s only the Fjenchmen. 
They always do it. (^cognising friend.) Hollo! there’s T o m k in s  I Hoy 
—T o m k in s  ! {Pantomime expressive of recognition.

Male. Now—shore—here. Ma’am.
{Directs U n p r o t e c t e d  F e m a l e  to ladder from deck to jetty. 

Unprotected Female. What, up th e re  ? 01), I n e T e r  can—
Funny Passenger (springing forward). Pooh, Marni — I ’m Herr 

Diavolo—come along—I ’ll see you up—
Unprotected Female (clinging to him). Oh, thank you, Sir.
Fanny Passenger (imitating Showman). Now then—ladies and gentle

men—for the terrilic ascent—with fireworks!
Douanier (seizing U n p r o t e c t k d  F e m a l e  by a voluminous lag or 

reticu le , which she adheres to). No baggage. Votre sac-de-nuit, Madame! 
Unprotected Female. 1'. ’s only my Inig, S ir!
Funny Passenger. I t ’s bag. not baggage. Monsieur le Douanier. 
Douamer (getting impatient). Hefendu d’emporter les baggages. 

Cr6—6—̂  femme! Laissez done.
{Twitches the bag from hand qf U n p r o t e c t e d  F e m a l e , and drops 

it on the deck, among the luggage—a crash as of broken glass is 
heard.

UnproUrted Fema’e (trying to clasp her hands as well as her footing on 
the ladder wi.l permit). Oh, the sherry! all among my mghi-caps aud

[ S i r  is carried triumphant 'y up the ladder by F u n n y  P a s s e n g e r , in 
a stale i f  mental prostration.

116tel du Nord—
Des Bains—
Hotel u’Angleterre—
Ttiomass’s Hotel— 
llolel de I’KuroiJe, &c.

L lei, Madame ! &c., &c., &c., &c.
1st Douanier. A droite, les vovageurs!
2«d Douanier. A gauche, les Oi.rangci's !
Unprotected Female (paralysed by the tumult of unknown tongues, 

w aving  a card fa in t y). Mas. L arkins’s Katablishmeut.
4 Commissionaires (from different directions), lei, Madame. C’est 

moi, Madame!
G Commissionaires. 116‘el du Nord I H o ld  des Bains ! Hotel d’Aa- 

gleteri e I &o , &c., &o.
Douanier (to U n p r o t e c t e d  F e m a l e , who is blocking up the way, 

he/p'essly). Adous—Madame—eti face.
Dmanier (from behind). AUez done—cr—r—r— nom d’uncliien 

■—Oh^.
iteoeral Douaniers and Porters (sensible of an obstacle). Vite—en face 

Dis—done, Baptiste—a U large! Oii6.
Easygoing Passenger (sightlypushing her behind). Now, Ma’am ; easy 

does It.
Funny Passenger (with in iem  politeness). Walk up. Ma’am—walk u p ! 

Just a going to begin!

.dll the Commissionaires 
together from each 
side the ropes.

Unprotected Female. Oh, M r s . L a r k in s ’s Establi-hment I
{She is seized by D o d a n ie r s . and passed into Custom-house.

Head Clerk of Bureau des Passe-ports. Votre passe-port, Madame, s’il 
Tons plait.

Unprotected Female (presenting a card). M b s . L a e k in s ’s  Establish
ment, if you please ?

Head Clerk (impatiently). Passe-port, Madame.
Unprotected Female {awaking to her siluation). Oh, yes; my passport. 

(Institutes a rapid investigation of the m at singular receptacles about her 
dress.) I t ’s in my pocket—here it is—no-^that’s—oh, here— n̂o, it isn’t. 
(Clasping her hands.) Oh, where ever is it?

{Falls into an agony qf sef-examination.
Head Clerk. Conunent—Madmiie n’a pas de passe-port P Miss have 

BO passe-poi't! Arretez Madame un instant.
{Head Clerk proceeds to dispose qf other passengers, while U n p r o 

t e c t e d  F e m a l e  is taken into temporary custody by two 
D o u a n ie r s .

Head Clerk (to E asy-g o in s  P a s s e n g e r ). Votre passe-port. Mon
sieur. Hm I hm ! h m ! (Reads.) En regie. Passez,

{Exit E a sy -g o in g  P a s s e n g e r .
(To F u n n y  P a s s e n g e r . ) ,  Passe-port, Monsieur? S i^ le m e n t ? 

Taille, hm—h m ! Visage, ordinaire. Front, ordinaire. Nez, idem. 
Menton, idem. C’est 5̂ .

Funny Pusse«ger. Quite a hsrmonic ordinary! Supper and singing 
after the play. Eiftraordinary 1 H a! tia!

{Exit, leaving an impression t f  his insanity among the authorities.
Unprotected Female (during the above incidents has been prqfaandly 

effected by a sense f f  her siiuaiion). O h ! I  know, (d ra y  of hope lights 
up her features.) My bag—my bag!

{Makes a rush fo r  the door.
Head Clerk. A rretez!

[ U n p r o t e c t e d  F e m a l e  is captured and brought lark by D o u a n ie r .
Unprotected Female^ (struggling). I t ’s in my bag. Oh ! please let me 

have my bag—in the boat—a black silk bag, full of sherry.
Douanier. A h ! in the bag of Madame. Where it  is, the bag of 

Madame ?
Unprot-cted Female. Gracious goodness knows: it was taken away 

from m e; and they’ve broken the bottle—I  know they have. (Luggage is 
brought in. U n p r o t e c t e d  F e m a l e  perceives her bag) There 1 there 1 
the little bag. CDo u a n ie b  seizes a black leather bag of large size) No 1 
—1 0 1—the little one. (Her bag is recovered, very moist and clammy) 
Here, here! (She plunges her hand into it, and brings out a brush, a 
cap very wet, a hanfful of broken glass, and a damp document.) T here’s 
my passport—all over sherry. Ob dear, dear 1

Head Clerk (unfoldingpas^ort with tome difficulty). Signalement—hm 
—hm—hm—age, trente-cinq. Comment? lirety-five—Madame’s age
tirety-tive P

Unprotected Female (slightly blushing). Thirty-five last birth-day. 
(Head Cix.u.s. shakes his head doubtfully) Oh, I  assure you. Sir, i t ’s 
mine.

Head Clerk (smiling). C’est bien—c’est bien.
{l^roreeds to make out the passe-port provisoin.

Unprotected Female. Oh, do give it me back, please. (H e a d  Clerk 
offers passe-port provisoire) No, no; th a t’s not mine. 1 got it at tlie 
ollice in Poland Street, and 1 must have it, or they ’ll take me up. 
Mr. J o# e s  told me they 'd  take, me up.

liaseurc you, Madame,
dried 1 do, please.

1st Douanier (priding himte f o n  his English). 
all is in liigle.

Unprotected Female. In what, please, Sir? i t ’sonlv sherry. Indeed, 
i t ’s only sherry.—Nasty things ! {Ruefully contemplates the damp lag.

Head C.erk (losing his patience altogether). ft.ssez, Madame. Assez 
comme pa.

[1st Douanier attempts to remove her gently, while everybody gioes 
her an explanation at tht same time in French, which she does 
not understand.

Unprotected Female. Oh, but my luggage—I must have my luggage.
(She u  put outside^ and f.dls into the hands qf tie  Commissionaires.

A lt the Commissionatres. Hou i du Nord, Madame ! Hotel de Brux
elles ! ]16;el des Bams 1 &c., &c.

Unprotected Female (witdfli waving her card). Oh! Mrs. L arkins’s 
Boarding Kstablishmeiit for Families, please 1

Daring Commissionaire. T hat’s me, Madame. Par ici, Mad-une. Vos 
clefs, Madame—Your keys !

{Enatches /row Unprotected Yunuut, .andexlricalss a  tre- 
mendo s  bunch qf keys.

Unprotected Female (tn the last extremity q f suffering), i lv  kers 1 
My KO’s 1 uassuort, and my luggage, aaa niy ke.vi! Ob 1
Mna. L arkinsr Eitaulishment for Families. Oh! somebody—do, 
please, aomebo ly.

[A'Ar is surrounded by Commissionaires, and the Seens closes upon
le.- despaw.
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“ Now I  DIKE SAT, Bu L, THAT AIR BEAST OP A DoO IS A QOOD DEAL MORE PETTED THAN
You OR I  SHOULD BE.”

NOTHING CAN COME OF NOTHING.

Th e m  have lately come into fashion in 
musical circles some German compositions 
called “ Songs without words." These must be 
an immense improvement on the productions 
of our modern English ballad writers, whose 
songs would have been unobjectionable had 
there been no words introduced into them. 
We ourselves have serious thoughts of bring
ing out a volume of these songs without 
words, for we often feel within us that we 
are a muffled Moore, or a tongue-tied Ten
nyson at least, and if the public would only 
accept our songs without our being under the 
necessity of furnishing the words, we should 
acquire the reputation of a “ mute,” but not 
an “ inglorious Milton.”  The principle of 
songs without words is not quite a new one, 
for we have long been accustomed on the 
stage to jokes without point, and plays with
out characters. I t  is notliing more than the 
old story of Hamlet without the Prince of 
Denmark over again, and though the public 
has taken very warmly to these songs with
out words, the idea is not entitled to any 
praise on the point of novelty,

E ncouragem ent to  Farm ers.
I n the Diggings it is wellTcnown there is 

an utter absence of Protection, so that each 
individual has to take care of himself; and 
vet there is no place in the world where the 
loaf commands a better price.

T H E  F L Y I N G  D U T C H M A N .
a ’JFaM c S aU ah.'

I t ’s all of the Sea-Sarpent, as late we did ’ear say,
Wich appered aboard the Diddleus, and bold Capt’n Makewat :
There’s ekal truth in other tails of sites by sailors seed,
Sich as them tails of Mermaids, with ’air just like seaweed.

I t ’s of a hawful story, mates, wich well we know i t ’s true.
All of the Flying Dutchman I  ’ll spin a yam to you.
I t ’s off the Cape, in the wind’s eye, when it do blow a gale.
Jib-boom to truck, a cloud of duck, you see that wessel sale. *

There’s landsmen says as how this Flying Dutchman's all a flam;
But they ’ll believe it, now, my lads, or I  a Dutchman am.
For w ot’s one Flying Dutchman as off the Cape we meet.
To all the Flying Dutchmen a-rated in our fleet ?

’Twas the Britannia, Captain Bull, a good ship as you know.
Was cruising in the Channel, when the Times great guns did blow;
And Admiral N apier, being on board, his glass set to his eye.
When four hundred and fifty sail he all at once did spy.

Then said J ohn Bull as walked the deck, “ T h a t’s the British Fleet,” 
says he,

“ From ordinary they’ve corned out to saiFupon the sea.

I t ’s many a million pound they cost, but let them look for squalls,
As grudges what it takes to mend them precious wooden walls.”

But Admiral N a pier  shook his ’ead and turned his quid and spoke:
“ If  them ain’t Flying Dutchmen I  wish I  may be broke.
That there ’s the British fleet as was, but many a year ’twill be 
Afore you see one o’ that there fleet a-sailing on the sea.

I t  was when we had thrashed the foe all in the year fifteen.
Thirteen three-deckers we had then, as has never since been seen; 
With two-deckers an ’undred and seventy and four,
And a good four hundred smaller craft, wich now they is no more.

There’s ne’er a one, mate, see these ships for to go down at sea,
Nor took in action, neither, by the French enemy.
And th a t’s wot puzzles me,”  says he, “  and ort to puzzle you,
To find out where the blazes them wessels is gone to.

But them’s the gosts of that there fleet, and ven it blows a gale,
Hight in the Admiralty’s eye you ’ll see them for to sail.”
J ohn Bull he swore and says, says he, “  Where they corned from well 

I  knows.
And blest if for the future I  don’t see where they goes.”

Knife and Fork Memories.—Sir  P eter L aurie always comes 
out conspicuous on great occasions. He is no more to be confounded 
with humbler individuals than is the zebra at the Zoological Gardens 
with the wild ass of the desert. N o : he is ever very marked and 
very fine. On the death of the Queen D owager, a Court of Aider- 
men was, of course^ convoked “ to express its sense on the melancholy 
event.” Upon this Sir  P eter “ felt tlie greatest anxiety” to club 
Ais share of sense of condolence. And upon these grounds; the

Queen Dowager had done "him  the high honour of visiting the 
Mansion-house in his mayoralty.”  But Sir  P eter was not to be 
alone in bis sorrow. Certainly not. For Alderman H ujiphrey must 
contribute Hs “ grateful recollections’’ inasmuch as be (Humphbet) 
was, on the royal visit, Sheriff to L aurie’s Mayor! The marvel 
of the matter is, that any royal person soever should or could die, 
wlio had “ partaken of a dejeuner "  with such a Mayor and such 
a Sheriff.
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THE UPS AND DOWNS OF A PICTURE.
I  HATE liad many tumbles m my life—elevated to-day, and cut down 

tormoTiow. I f  I  were a mere comnion picture—an Art-Union daub of 
a tbinn—I should net so muck mind. it,, out when I  tell the reader that 
I  am the ehrf ( f t tu m  of my master—and he painted some hundreds 
in bis day—I  do i bink my treatinent is a disgrace to a country that 
professes so much love for the Fine Arts.

I  was nursed at the Royal Academy, when the Royal Academicians 
Used to “ ban? o u t”  at ^m erse t House. I  need not say I  was the 
pride of the Exhibition. Thousands paid their shillings to see me, 
and thousands went away without having seen me, such was the crowd 
daily collected round me to pay homage to my beauty.

After three months of the greatest praise, I  was carried in triumph 
to my new home. I t  was a triumph, for there I  mixed with the best of 
English compasty. My meril s were eagerly canvassed by ray fellow- 
pictures, but always kindly, and I  was bade welcome in the most 
Rowing manner by T urner , and with such a gush of animal spirits 
irom L andseer, Cooper  ̂ and others, that I  felt quite preud. of the 
profession to which I  belonged. I  recollect it was at the house of a 
gentleman, who had covered his walls with the choicest wall fruit, not 
only from L ance, but from every kiember of the Royal Academy: this 
gen'leman lived for Art, and his last act was to bequeath us to the 
Nation, indulging in the hope that the Nation would lake every care 
of us.

I  cannot say that the Nation, as yet, has sufficiently appreciated the 
Value of my master’s noble gift, but I  suppose a brighter day will dawn 
Upon my fellow captives, who are at present pining and wasting away 
in a miserable little dungeon, several feet beneath the level of the 
ginger-beer fountains ot Trafalgar Square.

Into this dark dungeon was I cruelly cast—several link-boys lighting 
the way—and there remained for several weeks perishing by square 
inches, for no other offence in the world tlian because I  was a British 
picture, ami my noble master was dead. In  my agony I remember 
framing the ungenerous wish that I  had been bom a spurious H olbein, 
for then I should have had a warm room, and the best accommodation 
upstairs, with the pick of the Old Masters. This base wish, however, 
P'as only momentary; a feeling of shame stole over my classic features, 
nnd 1 then swelled with pride at the thought that I  was a British 
Picture, and that some day my beauties would be brought to light.

I  don’t know whether it was this shame, or the pride, or the warmth 
of the place or of mv feelings, or whether it was a natural weakness, 
but all 1 know is, I  felt a gra
dual softening of the brain, 
which ended, one foggy morn
ing, in my feeling my head was 
decidedly cracked. I  have no 
doubt ifc was brought on by 
melancholy, from hanging too 
much upon the degradation of 
my position. I  took to crying, 
my eyes were weeping the bit
terest oil of turpentine from 
morning to night, and my face 
got longer and longer every 
nay.

The noise my head made te 
it kept splitting attracted Hie 
notice of one of the charwomen 
left in charge of the place; 
and, upon a candle being brought, it was discovered I  was alt topsy
turvy, and that my eyes were down in my mouth, and that.my chin was 
buried in my waistcoat-pocket.

To remedy this topsy-turviness, it was proposed to turn me npside 
down. I  was accordingly set u ^ n  my head, with my heels dangling 
in the air. This, however, did not improve the condition of my frame; 
and my new position only had the effect of turning my nose, from a

beautiful Roman,, into the most decided turnup. But I  felt myself 
snubbed in more ways than tbi^ I t  was- tm e the sharers of my cap
tivity could not witness my disgrace, 
and I was afraid to speak Test they 
should distinguish from my voice how 
thoroughly I was “ down in the moul h.”
My sufferings, however, were none the 
less. I  lost every bit of colour. I  was 
washed, towelled, rubbed and scrubbed 
all over with every sort of brush; but 
they could not make me myself again.
I  grew worse; a dark eruption spoilt 
my little remaining beauty; and soon 
I  had not a feature which, let them 
turn me up or down, was recognisable.
I  was quite black in the face, as if it 
bad been painted originally with a lead
brush.

One last effort was made. A sapient 
Doctor, who had tidteu his degree of 
R A ., discovered that my colour had 
disappeared only from its sinking too 
daeply into the canvas. “ If you put 
the picture, therefore, on the ground, with its face towards the floor, 
depend upon it, i/s colour will all come back again.”  I  was accordingly 
laid flat on my stomach for a forlnialik and heavy catalogues of defunct 
Exhibitions were placed on my back, to press the colour through, bu^. 
this process answered no betterthap the one of hanging me by the heels. 
I  am now a perfect skeleton,—so wasted away, that any one can see 
through me. Life is not yet extinct, and I  use my last breath to rave 
the companions of my captivity from the same horrible fate to wh'ch I  
have fallen the first martyr. I f  they are not quickly taken out of that 
abominable dark hole, you may take my dying word for it, that every 
picture there will soon bd, tike myself, on its last hooks.

HANDW RITING AND CIIAR.ACTER.
o r t d n e -t e l u n g  has fallen to a dis
count. lliiroscopes are a drug in 
the market, and even the feeblest- 
minded maid-of-all-work is reluctant 
to  part with her pence to see her 
future husband in a looking-glass. 
The Vauxhall Merlin can scarcely 
secure his tliree-penn’orth of rum te 
keep the cold out as h 's i ts  m his 
cave,ready to cast nativities at two
pence per nativity; but a “ new 
dodge ’’ has lately been started 
which for audacous humbug is 
quite on a par with all the rest of 
t.lie impostures that have robbed 
imbecli'y of its pence or its pounds. 
The “ dodge ”  to which we allude is 
an linden aking by sundry adver- 

tismg experimentalists on public credulity to tell the character by the 
handwriting in return for a certain amount in silver or in postage 
stamps.

As a teat of the value of these written characters, we may mention 
the little fact of an individual having been desirous to test tlm accuracy 
of two professors, and having received from each a totally different 
character, while Irom one of them, who had been written to twice, there 
proceeded two characters, totally at varianee with each other, of the 
same applicant. I f  we may be allowed to take tlie liberty of reading 
the character of one of the professors in his handwriting, we should 
disposed to give him the benefit of the Ibllowing:—

“ The hand before us is an old hand, or, to use a more appropriate 
phrase, the writing indicates a knowing hand. We should be dLspos^ 
to say I hat such a hand niigh’ claim kindred witli light-fingered qumiiies 
to a certain extent, and would have a linger in any pie without being 
at all particular. Perhaps, however, we should be comi-g nearer to 
the mark, in our estimate of the character of tlie Professor in this 
case, if we were to say that, judging irem his bandwri ing, in which he 
has placed in black and wliile the proof of his own process being u terly 
deceptive, he may be said to have no character at w .’’

S u le s  fox Obiervanc* in  Oxdinaiy l if e .  By an  Irishmaxi.
1. N ever do to-day what you can put off 1 ill to-morrow.
2. Never do anything yourself you can get another to do for yon.
3. Always spend your money before you have it.
4. Always buy anything th a t 's  cheap, whether you want it or not.
5. Always make the worst of a bad bargain.
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A W FU L mSTANCE OF FEECEPTION OF CHAEACTER IN  A N  

IN F A N T  PRODIGY.

ProdU/y. “  M a u h a  ! L o o k  ! d e r e , d e b e  F a pa  ! ”

THE GLUT OF GOLD.
T hose who have really a thirst for g:old 

have nothing to do now, but to go and have a 
drink, as they would from a cup of coffee, at 
the Bank coffers. They are, it seems, actually 
overflowing with metallic currency, and we 
shall expect shortly to see the streets literally 
paved vrith the abundant material. I t  is 
averred publicly without contradiction that 
the Bank has got its cellars quite full of 
sovereigns, for which no use can be found; 
and, side by side with this fact, is the almost 
incredible truth that a first-class bill, drawn 
by B bispless on D oitcp, is actually going 
begging for discount through the market. 
The two things seem incompatible, but so it 
i s ;—Threadneedlo Street groans with gold, 
while D untjp’s paper is lying idle everywhere. 
Will no great financial operator take the 
matter up ? or let him take one of the Bills up 
first by way of experiment!

British Ships sen t to  the Bogs.
Sir  Charles N a pie r  declares that—

“ Lord Spkncrb’s A dm iralty  built a  whole lo t ol 
flat and useless gun-brigs, and nam ed them  after Ids 
lordship’s hounds.”

W e think the Admiralty, in the high spirit 
of compliment with which they christened 
such barks, ought to have compelled all their 
crews to wear brass collars.

a l a r m in g  i n t e l l i g e n c e .

M r . G. P. R .  J a m e s  has announced a new 
work as “  One o f  a  T housand .”  Think of 
that! Nine hundred and ninety-nine of his 
books to follow!

PHEPAR-^TIONS FOR THE MASQUERADE.
ETER Sm ith  (of H er  M ajesty’s Government 
Offices) has shaved off his whiskers in order 
to give every effect to his new costume of 
a charity-boy. Great things are expected of 
Sm ith .

Captain W ashie (of the Lumber Troop) 
has given up his intention of going in his 
uniform, as it has been intimated to him that 
he will incur his Colonel’s very serious dis
pleasure if he does any such stupid_ thing. 
Captain W ashie, sooner than tarnish the 
reputation of the brilliant corps to which he 
has the honour of belonging, generously re
linquished his idea at once, and will go now 
as a Bottle pf W arren’s Blacking, into 
which he intends throwing his whole body 
and soul. From what we have heard of 
W ashie, he is just the man to do it.

Young L amb, who has just been entered 
at Gray’s Inn, will go in his new wig and 
gown. H is object in assuming this difficult 
oisM se is to accustom himself to his new 
profession, as it is L amb’s proud ambition 

to fake the lead at the Old Bailey.
Augustus Spooner, who has his letters directed always to the 

Erectheum Club, talks of going as a Lamp-post. Spooner will, of 
course, be the post himselC and admirably, we think, he will carry it 
out. H is only fear is that the gents will be climbing up him to light 
their cigars. To guard against this, he has succeeded in persuading two 
noble young friends of his, who also have their letters directed to the 
Erectheom Club, to accompany him as a couple of policemen in plain 
clothes. This not inelegant costume was decided upon, after great epn- 
sultation, by Spooner and his noble friends, as being the one in whieh 
they were tUe least likely to be recognized, and we hope every body, on 
Friday evening, will congratulate them on their happy choice.

The handsome W ellington Skreymer will disport, on this occa
sion, a handsome new, transparent, crimson, lace-work shirt-front, to 
which he has been devoting his energies and his pocket-money for the 
last six months. His first thought was to liave gone as a tremendous 
muff, but he was foolishly dissuaded from this character, which would 
have fitted him to aRiair, upon the absurd plea that he might as well

have walked about the theatre with his brass door-plate hung round his 
neck at once.

M r . Charles P orridge, of Sergeant’s Inn, will not go home on 
Friday evening, as he has a very heavy case to get up, and sooner than 
disturb the house at a late hour, thinks it better to sleep that night at 
bis Chambers. Supper for ten has been ordered to be sent in at nine 
o’clock from the Sussex.

Innumerable husbands, young sons, visitors, lodgers, are racking 
their brains for the most plausible excuses, that will enable them to ask 
with the best face for the latch-key on Friday. All wives should 
look at invitations, and conversaziones, and scientific experiments 
for that evening, with an eye of the greatest suspicion.

THE GARDEN GROUNDS OF ENGLAND.

T he Garden Grounds of England! how hopeful they appear.
When all things else are desolate at winter time of year;
For though the summer foliage no longer lends its screen.
The earth still wears her imiiorm of vegetable green!
The Cabbage Rows of England! how gaily they d^loy,
W ith ranks of stout auxiliariesfrom Brussels and Savoy;
And regiments of native greens, which eloquently speak 
Of dishes rich and savoury—of bubble and of squeak ! •
The Cel’ry Heads of England! how airily they rise, _
High up above the trendies where the root they sprin g from lies r 
Types of the true nobility—bursting by force pf worth 
Out of the low position of circumstance and birth !
The Beetroot Beds of England! how sturdily they shoot.
The leaves the hardy produce of a stout and stalwart root ;
A rough and tough exterior serves but to cover o’er 
The rich internal saccharine—the sugar at the core!
The Endive Plants of England! how selfish is their plan,
Spreading at first their arms about to catch at all they can ;
Then shutting up within themselves—like hypocrites demure,
W ith hearts as cold and while as snow, but wonderfully pure !
The Garden Grounds of England! how merrily they thrive ;
They show there’s always something to keep the world alive ;
For though deprived of Autumn’s fruits, and Spring and Sum mer 

flowers.
There’s always green about the earth to brighten winter hours !
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CHAELEY EILLIP AND THE “ MOENING 
CHEONICLE.”

M i s t e e  P ttncti,—I  burst through a contempt of more than 9 days to 
ask you to put in w hat’s below. A person in the Morning Chronicle has 
yritten about my weights and scales as costermonger in the New Cut— 
I  mean i he person w ho’s called "  Special Correspondent of the Metro
politan Districts.”  In  a shameful piece of writing about the respectable 
costermongers of this ancient city, he says—

“ The profit is made np in deficient weight. I was shown ponnd weights ra r 3dng 
Ax>m 12 to 8 oz., which are used according to the liberality or meanness of the purchaser. 
This, with the 2 oz. draught of the weighing machine, and the other ounce that is gained 
by the dealer placing the article a t the extremity of the weighing pan, will reduce the 
bnekster’s pound to 9 or 5 oz., according as he pleases.’*

Again, Mr. Punch, on periwinkles :—
“ Periwinkles they sell 3d. a  quart, and if  they cannot get that snm' for them, they 

call them at Id  per pint, and serve them out in a short measure. The measure is a 
pewter pint pot, with a tin lining made like a  fimnel. This is called a short pint, and 
« less than half the proper quantity.”.

And last of all upon “ cod-fish,”  and short w eight:—
"T h e  weight he was ‘working’ was 12 oz. to the pound. My Informant told me he 

knew this, b^ause  he had borrow^ his 12 oz. ponnd weight that morning.- This, with 
the draught of 2 oz. in the weighing machine, and the ounce gained by placing 
the fiah a t the end of the pan, would bring the actual weight ^v en  to 9 oz. per 
pound, and probably he had even a  lighter pound weight n*ady for a  ‘scaly’ 
customer.”

Well, Mr. Punch, Ki the eyes of all the world’s been set upon me 
by this charge of using false weights, and not caring a pm about my 
measures, or my balance.—I ’ve &gged a few of my friem's to write 
me their notions upon tne matter, and to speak to my character as a 
costermonger, of thirty years’ calling. I t ’s not my case alone, but the 
case of every costermonger, out of whose cod-fish and periwinkles—I  
mean his character—any man, with an iron pen in his hand, may cut 
himself a dinner. 1 miglit print a precious lot, but I  let you off 
with the following. (Please mend the spelling.)

lellerfront W n ii'L 's i  M izzle, Costermonger.
“ Pavement, New Out.

“ M t  bea r  Charley,—You ’re as innocent as the babe that may never 
see the light. You never did use false weight, but always gave them 
more than any costermonger in this biassed town. Don’t mind ’em, 
l(]it flare up and join the Union.

"  Yonrs, my dear Charley, for life,
"  W illiam  M izzle.”

• --------- ----- -
From S amuel R abbits, Costermonger.

“ ITog Une.
“ D ear Charley,—I  have eMmincd your peiiwinklo po t; an honester 

pot never broke the bread t f  life. I t hasn’t a bit of tin in it,—what there 
Is, is all silver. “ Yours for ever,

_______________  “  Samuel R abbits.”

Prom R obert W helks, Costermonger.
“ Clare Market.

"  M t dear M r. Charles F illip ,—Treat with cold-drawn contempt 
—cold as castor-oil—what they say about the fish and weighing it ‘ at 
the end of the pan.’ You never did anything of tlie kind, for I ’ve 
always watclied you. On the contrary, i t ’s giving over-weight, th a t’s 
ever kept you low. If you hadn’t had the weakness to be unjust to 
yourself, and over just to ail tlie world beside, you’d have rid in your 
carriage years ago, and been drawn by four piebalds.

“ Yours very sincerely (and ashamed of the world 
“ For your sake),

“ Robert W helks.
“ PS., and private. Send me back my 12 ouncer.”

NEWTON CONFUTED.
W e  are sorry to be at issue with such a great authority as N ewtor, 

or S ignor NEW TONEas the Italian image-boys respectfully designate 
him when they offer him for sale in plaster of r'aris, out we really must 
deny the universality of his rule as to the earth’s attract ion. Let any 
one who doubts us go to Vauxball when 4000 of the additional 5000 
lamps are put out by the rain or blown out by the wind; let liim go to 
an agricultural meeting during a dull Protectionist speech; let him 
enter the House of Commons when Chisholm Anstey is on his legs, 
and it will be admitted at once, that to these spots of earth the New
tonian rule does not always apply, for, on the occasions described, they 
possess no attraction wliatever. We are sorry to overturn in part the 
great theory of the earth’s attraction, but there is no rule, from a 
3-Ioot rule to a rule nisi, without an exception.

F L O A T IN G  B £ £ B  SHiOPS.

/1'5'l

- _ 1
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Some of the River Steamers plying between Dyers’ Hall and W est
minster Bridge have, we are told, been converted into floating beer- 
shops, or public-houses, and have been licensed accordingly. As it is 
not everybody that likes to find bin self in a ti^-room when he fimcied 
he was entering a steamboat cabin, it is expedient ^ a t  the hoisting of 
a sign should be a sine qua non with the proprietors OT these amphibious 
establishments. There should be a notification that there is a good dry 
skittle-ground in the hold; and a bar should be erected across the 
deck, while an ordinary public-house sign should depend from the 
funnel. ''

“ The Old King Coal"  would be a good name for one of these con
cerns ; and as things, as well as men, “ should he what they seem,” we 
hope these river public-houses will at once adopt the external emblems 
of their real character.

LOGIC AT REIG.kTE.
T he following singularly logical plea for Protection was put forward, 

according to the Times, by a M r. R obinson the other day a t the 
litig a te  m eeting:—

" Thoy rojoicod th a t i*rot«ction waa blown to tbe winds, b u t did they know th a t the 
principle was almost a  universal law of Nature ? ”

Well then, one would think, we should let Natvire take her course, 
and leave her law to regulate Protection as it does the wind, so that the 
very wisest plan is, absolutely, to blow the foruier to the latter.

Mr. Robinson added :—
“ Did not nil in tlie creation requlro ProtMtion, (Vnm the QnsEM o r  EaoLAm to tbe 

meanest of bor subjects, snd  even the meanest uf all created ih i n ^  ? ”
(lertainly: may we never be deprived of that Protection which her 

Majesty requires, together with ixtor people and insects.
But the pract leaf consistency of the meet ing beat even Mr. Robinson’s 

logic. In one of the resolutions it was moved,
“ T hat the agricultural, colonial, and other in terests of th is  country are  a t the prrsw it 

mcmient involved in  intense snfiering and difllctilty, and are fiMt hasteoing  to a  must 
ftital condition of gemiral distress and ruin.”

On the foregoing, the Times report furnishes this pregnant eom- 
ntenfary

* A •omptnous iH narr ira r  given in tb« evening a t  the VTUte Mart, oovera being 
U ld fbr about sixty.”

Come; the Krigate agriculturists are not starving. We believe 
they mean to petition for a dissolution. I t  is to be apprehended that, 
if they complain of their distrese to the Q ueen , H er Majesty will be 
plested to return the following gracious answer:—“ Pray, gentlemen, 
lU the White Hart tlie other day, what did you have for dinner ? ”

A prominent body.
T in  City of London Union is the only one in the Metropolis which 

relieves the casual poor. Like the figurrs on the pedestal of N elson’s 
Columr, the Uuion stands out in bold relief.
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Mr. Pips his Diary.
jT/iiersdaj/, Becemler 6 ,18‘W —Did set my Wife, poor W retch! this 

Evening to mending my Socks, whicli is a pretty Employment for her 
Leisure; and myself to Drury Lane, to Monsieur J ullien his Concert. 
The first Part of the ^ n c e r t  all D r. M endelssohn his Musi<iue, 
which I  did long mightily to hear, and, so to do in Comfort, buy a 
Ticket for the Dress Circle, cost me 2s Od-, but found the Seats all full, 
and obliged to stand the whole While, which made me mad, but a 
pretty fiul-eyed young Lady being forced to stand too, and close by me. 
though with her Brother, did comfort me a little, not that she could 
not sit, but that she was by me. Heard a Symplionjr that did well 
please me, seeming to lift me into the Clouds, and was mighty mystical 
and pre tty ; and the Musique in the Midsummer Night’s Bream did 
give me much Delight, the Twittering througliout the Overture putting 
me in Mind of Singing-Birds and Fairies and 1 know not what, and the 
sleepy Passages very sweet and lulling. Mightily taken witli tlie Pre
lude to the Mock-Tragedy, Bottom his March, as droll Musique as I  
ever heard; but what did most of all delight me was the WeddingiMarch, 
a noble Piece, and I  did rejoice therein, and do tliink to hire a Band to 
play it under our Window on my Wedding Day. M onsieur J ullien 
111 his white Waistcoat and with his Moustachios mighty spruce and as 
"rand as ever, and did conduct the Musique, but so quietly in ^le first 
Part that I  could scarce have believed it, and methought showed 
lleverence for the Composer; which was handsome. But good Lack I to 
see him presently, when he come to direct “ God Save the Qiiecn’’ 
flourish his Batoon, and act the mad Musician 1 All the Company rising

and taking o(T their Hats was a noble SI iht, and grand, the Wliile, to 
hear that majestical Anthem, till presently some most ridiculous and 
impertinent Variations set all the House a laughing and some hissing, 
and I  do suspect M onsieur .Iullien  had a special Audience this 
Night, that would not away with such Tricks. Between the Parts of 
the Concert, I  into the P it to walk about among the Sparks, and there 
a great Press, and the House crammed to the Ceiling. Did visit the 
IWresliment and Beading Rooms, where young Blades and Lasses 
drinking of Coffee and eating of Ices, and some reading of the News, 
and with Shrubs and Statues round about, and the House nil White 
and Gold, and brightly lighted, mighty gay; and the Siiarks jaunty, but 
not, I  tliink, wearing sucli (laming Neckcloths and Breast Pins as they 
were wont. Did stay out the second Part only because curious to hear 
the Row-Polka, and heard some Musume of the Prophite, full of Snorting 
of Brass Instruments and Tinkling of Triangles, and a long Waltz that 
did give me the Fidgets, and nothing wherein I could take any Delight 
at ail, save in J etty T refez her singing of “ Trah. trabP which was 
pretty. At last, the Row-Polka plaved, and well-named it seemed to 
he, and very droll and absurd, with Chiming-in ot Voices and other 
monstrous Accompaniments, making a good ridiculous rough Musique. 
But many of the Hearers did hiss, methought with Unreason, the 
Polka being no worse than any other Polka, but better,.as less empty, 
having some Joke in it. Home, the Wedding March running in niv 
Head, and glad to find gooa Musique drawing so great a House, whicli 
I  do hope will be a Hint to M onsieur J ullien .

FHnt^d b j  WilUftm BradbaiTf of No. IS.Upper Wobani*vlaoe, in tbe Paritb of St. Pnocrat. and FrtOencE llu lle t Evaai.or No. 7t Cbureb-row, 8tok« N»«rinvtou, both In thfiConntTnf Mlddleaex,Piint«rt«a( *bel 
O.llce. ia Lonibard.atrfet.in the Precinct of WbiteMara, io the C itjo f London, and Publlihed by tbatu at No. Kieet-atreet. la the Paiith of St.Bride'i, lo taa City of London.«8 trohDAT id'b« I

    
 



PUNCH TO THE FRENCH PRESIDENT,
M o n s . l e  P r e s id m i t ,

I  HAVE to acknowledee an act of enlightened oonrtesy on yonr 
part, towards my illustrious fellow-countryman, M b . R o b e r t  S t e p h e n 
son, engineer, who, says your Moaiteur, "  has been named a Knight of 
the Order of the Le(;ion of Honour.”  Besides the courtesy, there is a 
delicate touch of satire in the act—though, I  fear, too delicate to be 
felt by the ruling powers of perfidious Albion. We don’t honour 
Literature, Science, or anything of that sort. We now and then 
acknowledge the existence of prodigious talent, when we happen to 
Want it. We bow down and worship an Iron Duke, but we pay no 
distinction to an Iron Genius. The battle of Waterloo—the fact is 
now so historical, that you will pardon my allusion to it—was a splendid 
affair, no doubt; but, to my poor tliinking, of much less account to the 
interests of mankind, than (he tubular bridge across the Menai Strait. 
That is an iron victory of a somewhat nobler kind. However, nothing 
like gunpowder to make a reputation. Iron, founded into cannon, 
makes Dukes ; iron, worked with the most marvellous skill, that even 
Homeric V u l c a n  must applaud and marvel at, calls for no distinction 
at the hands of J o h n  Bu l l . He just nods approval, and there an end. 
I t must be confessed you do these things better in France.

A few days ago, we paid off a couple of ships’ crews returned from 
the North Pole, making no more account of the gallant hardihood, the 
indomitable courage of the noble fellows—of courage exercised in the 
holiest cause, than if they had been so many stokers of the Dais}/ 
and the Moonlighf., plying between London Bridge and Gravesend. 
1 can imagine other treatment for such heroes in France. Why, Sir, 
they would have received a national acknowledgment. They would 
have been banquetted at the Hdtel de Ville, or at the Invalides. All 
France, in the person of the Minister of Marine, would have thanked 
the ta rs ; sending them home with their hearts throbbing with a new 
love towards their country. We do nothing of the sort. N o : we 
“ a c c o m m o d a te so  say the newspapers—"th e  brave fellows at the 
pay-table.”  We throw down their wages, and there an end. We 
discharge tliym as we would discharge a waterman, who takes us from 
B atters^  to Westminster.

And is this fault only the error of our Government P Certainly not. 
Our journalists are tainted to rankness with it. They want mutual 
respect—mutual advocacy of the dijfiiity of thfir calling. They spatter 
ink at one another, whilst they vainly endeavour to cover with many 
coats of wliiiewasli—though the black will come through—even an Old 
Bailey Barrister—(why is there not a Brazen Lectureship for the reward 
of living brass as well as the Golden P) to the disadvantage of an honour
able fellow-labourer. The hireling of the Old B iiley is pure as a “ ro*e- 
lipnod cherub ;” the brother journalist is a kuave who eats the bread 
of liss.

Feeling and lamen'ing this miserable want of public recognition of 
the claims of genius—lamenibg that iliose whose proper function it is 
to teach and vindicate the dignity of intellect, are too prone to ignore 
its noblest dues,—1 learned wiih the greatest satisfaction that, with a 
delicacy liououralile to youfcif, and satiric of ns, you have distinguished 
that great man—that wonoeiful conqueror of tlie impossible—R o b e r t  
S t e p h e n s o n . His iron triumph will live when tlie triumphs of round 
shot shall have ended.

However, Paris is now brought witliin nine hours of London, and we 
tiay by-aml-by learn better. In  the meantime, M. l e  P r e s id e n t , 
mlow me sincerely to tliank you, even for the Legion of Honour!

Receive the assurance of my best consideration,

P. S. Carew has just flnished his bas-reliefs for the Nelson Pillar. 
Can you send him anything f J)opeDd upon it, ha will get nothing 
from us.

THE LAP OF LUXURY.
L u x u r y  is generally supposed to have a very comfortable, as well as 

n very capacious lap, and, like an omnibus, there seems to be alwajs 
room for one more, ns if the taking up and setting down were so frequent 
ns to admit of a place being always ready for a new occupant. Wo are 
afraid, however, t hat Luxury has not been a careful nurse lately, for 
several have tumbled out of her lap who had long been accustomed to 
lie in it.

The Railway Mania caused many a lapsus from this desirable lap, and 
Ihc fortunes are numerous which have become so de-lap-idated, that 
j heir former owners have been pitched completely out oi t he lap they 
have been accustomed to. For the wound indicted by a downfall from 
‘Uch laps as these, the lapse of time furnishes the only remedy.

A F ig 's  W hisper 
{(hsrlttari at tiu NmlUpIeU CaltU Show).

begin has got the piize again this year. Do yo
- r "  to suspect t l ie re  ’,  a deal of gammon about his pigs? ’’

lu know I

NELSON’S "R E L IC T S ” AND NELSON’S DAUGHTER..

U n d e r  this title, there is an appeal in the limes, in the shape of a 
letter to the hero-worshippers—an appeal for “ an old cook of L obd 
N e l s o n ’s .”  She is nearly 80. She is very helpless. She has scarcely 
food to eat. The writer of the letter feels assured that her case has 
only to be made known, to be made different. “ Surely, even a cat that 
had belonged to L o r d  N e l s o n  would not be suffered to want food, if 
persons knew of it.”

We believe, with the writer, that a cat of N e l s o n ’s— a well-authen
ticated cat—a cat identified, and vouched for by the very best authority 
—would, at the moment, rejoice in a thousand benefactors and bene
factresses. We have little doubt that even the present E a r l  N e l s o n  
himself would, to such a cat, affol'd food and shelter; even though 
the cat, from "increasing age and infirmities,”  were unable to pay for 
such aid and protection the tribute of a single mouse. There would, 
on all hands, be little to fear for N e l s o n ’s c a t; as for N e l s o n ’s 
cook, we can only say, we wish her better luck than has fallen to , 
N e l s o n ’s child. But then kitchen bars have a better claim on the 
sympathies of some f Ik,—far better, than any sort of bar sinister.

Another correspondent in ihej'imes has given an amusing account of 
one of N e lso n ’s sheep—a sheep, given with oi her live stock by Ca p t a in  
H a r d y , from the Fictory, to C a p t a in  G r i p p it h s , then commanding a 
frigate. This sheep the sailors would not have killed—they would 
rather forego fresh meat. The sheep was preserved, finally sent ashore, 
and “ lived for sixteen years upon AIb. H e n t i ’s farm, and the visitors 
of Worthing used to go see the animal that once belonged to tlie im
mortal and illustrious N e l s o n .”  Our wonder is, that N e l s o n ’s 
reverend brother did not pounce upon the animal, butcher it, and flay 
it for its meat and wool. N e ib o n  left his "one ewe lanib,”  his 
H o r a t u , to the “ care of his country,” and how—with shame, as 
Englishmen, we ask it—how has the country responded to the noble 
confidence of its tutelary hero f  H o b a t ia , for any care she has received 
of N e lso n ’s countrymen, had better been a sheep.

THE EAT CATTLE COMPETITION.

T he competitors for this grand annual affair have been all the year 
in training for the great event, and the result is, that many have arrived 
at the glorious goal of pletlioric pinguidity. The contest has been 
somewhat the reverse of a race, for, ina^nuch as the latter is decided 
by (ho rate at. which the animals run, the victory in the enormous 
struggle of fatness, is to tliose who are brought most effectually to a 
dead stand-still.

Among the oxen, a mountainous brute. No. 19, who seemed quite 
unable, from obesity, to carry off anything, succeeded in carrying off tlie 
first prize of £.80, though he really looked as if any one pound of the 
tliirty would have been enough to prevent the poor luet-hearted ox 
from again inhaling a breath of oxygen. I t was a close competition 
between him and No. A, who was so bulky that he could scarcely raise 
his head, but he lost the first place, by lifting up his horns at a moment 
when it was a mere toss-up between the two animals. If  the steer had 
only ^ e n  able to steer clear of this movement, he would have had an 
equal chance with his rival.

The pigs came out unusually strong this year, and some of them 
evinced more than ordinary intelligence; for they looked up with a 
speaking eye, as if to ask our admiration, and tlimigh, of course, they 
said Tiotiiing, we took it all for granted. H is R o y a l  I I io h n e s s  P r in c e  
A l b e r t  succeeded, as usual, in obtaining several prizes, and though 
lie only obtained a third prize for one of Ms pigs, it was beaten by a 
prodigy of obe>ity, whose asthmatic wheezing caused it to win by a 
short neck. The E a r l  of R a d n o r  obtained a gold medal for the best
pen of pigs; and we only wish every nobleman were as happy with his 
pen as L o r d  R a d n o r . Among the implements a cleep drainins 
machine claimed particular attention—a fact that does nqt tally witE 
the declaration of tlie fanners that they are too deeply drained already,

AN a n s w e r  is  r e q u e s t e d .

I t was stated in the Times, that the Directors of a Railway Comimny 
have effected insurances with the London Guarantee Bociety for the 
fidelity of 3(X) of their clerks. Query; At what rate of Interest would 
the Society guarantee the fidelity of Railway Directors f

VOL. XVlI,
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all right
stretchini
measured

BOOT SHOE. AND CORN MEASURE.
L a d ies  should be particular 

to have their shoes half a 
size smaller than their feet, 
Md be also very careful, 
in case any questions are 
raised.as to their being too 
tight, to say “ Oh dear, no ! 
they 're much too large; ” 
for it is a most remarkable 
fact that no lady was ever 
known yet to wear a tight 
shoe.

The soles of Ladies’ shoes 
should be made as thin as 
possible, for it stands to rea
son they last much longer, 
from the obvious cause that, 
as a lady is sure to catch 
cold with them, she will 
not be able to wear them, 
so long as she is confined 
to her bed, or in-doors.

Gentlemen had better not 
go to the Promenade Con
certs with a new pair of 
boots, as the crowd is not 
generally very particular 
whose feet it treads upon, 
and the density of the mob 
makes it dillicult to detect, 
niuch less punish, the de
linquent who has nearly 
crushed your favourite toe.

Bootmakers have great 
faith in their shoe-leather. 
A tight pair of boots was 
never tried on yet but what 
the suffering martyr was 
assured “ that it would be 

in a day or two—the leather would be sure to stretch.” But while the leather is coolly 
g itself, you are sowing the seeds of a plentiful corn crop, which, when gathered in, may be 
, out as follows:—

CORN MEASURE.
1 Com . « . . . makes One Limp and Bluster.

One Quarrel.1 Bluster . . .
1 Quarrel . .
1 Kick . . . .
1 S ig h t in the Station-house

One Kick.
One Sleep in the Station-honsc.
One look foolish in the newspapers the next morning.

YE SH IP  BUILDERS OF 
ENGLAND.

(,J/Ur C a m t b b l i ..)

Ye ship-builders of England,
That load our native seas 

With craft not fit to brave a year 
The battle or the breeze:

Such rubbish do not launch again.
Top heavy, dull, and slow;

As they creep through the deep. 
Whatever wind may blow.

The spirits of retrenchment 
Shall start from every wave.

For in the sea economy 
Through you has found a grave. 

Thousands and thousands youhavesunk 
In  ships that will not g o ;

For they creep through the deep 
Whatever wind may blow.

The costly ships of England 
For fire-wood yet n)ay burn.

Till to the models of the past 
Her shipwrights shall return.

Then, then, ye clumsy ship-builders. 
Our song no more will throw 

All the blame on your name.
Which now merits every blow.

THE
G rea tes t Im p ro v e m e n t in  L ight.

W e  were lately much startled by 
seeing a “ Bevolution in Light ” 
announced in a morning paper. For 
our part we are quite satbfied with 
the existing laws of light as ex
pounded by N e w t o n , whatever may 
be our opinion of the enactment on 
that subject which emanated from P it t . 
The freer the operation of the N e w 
t o n ia n  laws of light, indeed, we 
think, the better, and therefore would 
remove all impediments to it by repeal
ing the window-tax.

SACRILEGE.

WE]take the following from the Yorhhireman:—
“ Nearly £50 had been expended by a gentleman, formerly a Member of Farllamcnt, 

in the funerftl obsequies of bis dog Fincher, which had been long ailing.”

The paper then goes on to enumerate the pomps of sepulture; a 
coffin, covered with black velvet, silver-headed nails and handles, and 
a solid silver plate ! We ask way does not our contemporary publish 
the name of this late Member of Parliament—this criminal against the 
claims of suffering human nature ? W ith the misery existing about us 
—the misery withering and crushing young and old—we would gibbet 
the offender’s name for the contempt of the world. We hold him 
guilty of sacrilege against the wretchedness of his fellow-man, and 
denounce him accordingly.

“ The undertaker (continues the account) made, not an elm coffin covered with ordinary 
black cloth, but witn real velvet, silver-headed nails and handles, and a solid%ilver 
plate, on which was engraved, “ Fincher, for nine years the attached and faithful dog of 
W. G., Esq., Obiit 10th of October, 1849."

As “ W. G.” has buried his dog with more than the lavish expense 
laid out upon a man, so when the offender departs from a world whose 
good gifts he so wretchedly misuses—so would we have him buried like 
a dog. “ W. G.” can only save himself from contempt at the expense 
of his reason. Can he be sane f

t h e  b a y  oe BISCAY i n t e r p r e t e d .
A MUSICAL critic in the Morning Post, in noticing the "  Wednesday 

Concerts,” talks of “ H e r r  F o b m e s ’s interpretation of D avy’s nautical 
ballad “ The Bay of Biscay.” Interpretation? Wo'si We must 
suppose that H e r r  F o r m e s  had a German audience if he attempted 
to interpret that truly British ballad.

ANIMAL BIOGRAPHY. A SONNET.
{Composed at the Smithfield-Oluh Cattle Show.)

C r e s s y , Poictiers, Agincourt, W aterloo! 
Watchwords, of England’s blood p d  bone that tell, 
Your memories made my heart with triumph swell 
As I  beheld the Briton’s future thew 
In  beef yet breathing—^pork and mutton too—
At King Street’s Show. One Ox of giant size. 
E ’en where he stood devoured by eager eyes.
Was the prime darling of the public view.
The golden Medallist. ’Twas o’er his head 
W rote tliat on clover, cake, grass, turnips, beans. 
Carrots, and meal of wheat he had been fed.
Thus was his life a chronicle of meals.
Who will record more memorable scenes,
Reader, that our biography reveals ?

CROWDED TO SUFFOCATION.
W e perceive bv the advertisements and play-bills lliat one or more 

Theatres in London every night are “ crowded to suffocation. Ihis 
is an awful fact, indeed, if it is a fact at all, and we implore some 
humane Member of the Legislature to move for a return of all the 
persons suffocated in any given week at any metropolitan play-house. 
The allegation cannot be mere puff, for the critics sometimes tell us, as 
they did the other day of J u l l ie n ’s Masquerade, that the place was 
“ crowded to suffocation.”  How long are our Theatres to he turned 
into black-holes of Calcutta, or how long are we to be horrified by the 
announcement of suffocations, which have no existence anywliere but 
in the criticisms (?) aud the tops of the playbills P
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T H E  H O R R O R S  O F  B O X I N q

'I 'H R  day is rapidly approaching when every one who wants at 
Christmas wliat he calls a Box, prepares to make a demand on 

J o h n  B u l l ’s chest. We have already noticed some of the most alarming 
symptoms of a contemplated attack upon our pockets, and all those 
who wish to get their hands in, are commencing their practice in this 
harassing species of rille exercise. The dustman begins to call more 
loudly and more punctual^ for his dust, while he is already on the look
out for a dog with a dent in one eye, to prove the eye-dent-it-eye of 
the “ regular” claimant of our household ashes. The waits are heard 
at midnight going through their classical quartette concerts on three 
trombones and a drum, and we know the result of this brazen conduct 
will he a demand on Boxing-day from "your constant waits,” who, in 
many cases, will have to wait long enough before they obtain the 
reward of t heir constancy.

Our postman, whose independence all the year (although very much 
under-paid) has been so great that we have freouently mistaken him for 
a colonial minister in the Windsor uniform—wliich by the way is the 
postman’s costume to a shade—our postman, we repent, who has all the 
year scarcely condescended to greet us with an odd nod, has, evidently 
with a view to liis annual box, been making a series of low bows, 
which for some time we thougirt were ironically meant, until we re
membered the compliments of the season, and it occurred to us that 
another kind of compliment would be looked for in exchange.

Our newspaper boy, instead of pitching our daily piiut into our area, 
as he has done since last Boxing-day, without even troubling himself to 
ring the bell, has begun to stand at our door, vociferating, in a sonorous 
tone of voice, the. word “ Pa—per,” with an emphasis which smacks 
strongly of an expectation of the usual fa tu ity . The beadle, 
whom we have never seen since Ikst Christmas, and whom, 
during the year, we are accustomed to regard as a myth, has 
come across us, like a phantom, in his gold-Taced coat, with crim
son cape. And we have heard of the bellman — a functionary 
who comes, like the grottos, “ only once a year,” —having purchased 
a rhyming dictionary, to enable him to come out strongly in his 
“ copy of verses ” for the coming holidays. The milkman has begun 
for a while to put a little less of Vat pallida mart, or deadly whitevyash, 
into his milkpails; and even the butcher boy is on his best behaviour, 
for he has only broken our bell-wire once a week for the last month, 
instead of every other day, as he has been in the habit of doing when 
Boxing-day was not imminent. Poor J o h n  B o l l , at the “ festive season,” 
—as it is humorously called—is like G u l l iv e r  at the mercy of the 
Lilliputians, for every little extortioner takes the opportunity of having 
a pull at his pocket. I t  is a pity that he has allowed himself to be tied 
down by custom to such exactions as are usually practised upon him at 
Christmas, and, though he has been loosening the bonds for some time 
past, he liM not yet cast them off altogether.

i  MAGPIE MOURNING.
Mb. M a g p ie  deals in black and white. Mr. M a g p ie  would make 

the most of his commodities. Mr. M a g p ie  is a tradesman, and in the 
pursuit of thrift, will say anything. M r . M a g p ie ’s tongue—like the 
tongues of magpies—being cut \yitli silver to be made eloquent. Do 
we blame M b . M a g p ie  P Certainly not. He picks up his early worm 
upon a royal grave, as in Magpie instinct bound to do. Magpies 
must live.

Our ouarrel is with the Magpies—not of the shop, but of the Press. 
I t  is well enough for Mourning Magpie to chatter about “  all-absorbing 
feelings,” the while he cocks his head, and has his cold blue eye upon 
the slit of his ti ll; it is only the nature of the biped (not in feathers) 
to make his nest cozey and warm, at all ventures. Therefore, let

Mr. M a g p ie  peroh upon a royal hearse, and call all the world about 
him, white he chatters lamentation, and now calls out “ Q u e e n  
D o w a g e r , ”  and now “ P r in c e s s  C h a r l o t t e .”  Nay, let M r . M a g p ie , 
if he have tongue and brass enough, insinuate that he—M a g p ie —has 
been made the depositary of Court secrets as to Court Mourning, upon 
which lie, let him rejoice consumedly, but—let not Press Proprietors, 
for so much money paid over the counter, print in Magpie black and 
white, the trading abomination. If M a g p ie  will turn the commercial 
penny upon mock misery and Brummrfgem woe,—at least, let the news
paper proprietor stand with [A d v e r t is e m e n t ]  before the grosanes*, to 
give warning of the nastiness of th rift; not make himself, by lack of 
warning, part and parcel of the trading indecency. Let the advance 
guard of £  t. d. show that it is wholly an affair of pocket, and not of 
pocket-handkerchiefs.
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BAKER STREET A PENAL SETTLEMENT.
T h e  Capers lately going on at the Cape, seem likely to be imitated— 

and not without cause—by the inhabitants of the neighbourhood of 
Baker Street, who are looking with alarm at the degradation into 
which the whole locality is thrown, by having in its centre what may 
be fairly termed a penal settlement.

The reception by M.aj)ame T ussatjd of all the very worst of criminals 
—not simply in their habits as they lived, but in their attire as they 
hun^—is found to be giving a sort of reputation to the whole locality, 
and inoculating it—we had almost said, Ktasrinating it—with a morally 
poisonous atmosphere.

We should not be at all astonished to hear of the formation of an 
Anti-Convict Association in Baker Street as at the Cape, for the purpose 
of protesting against the reception of any more of those characters who 
are now, as a matter of course, conveyed straight from the jail and the 
scaffold to the Wax Work colony. Not even Norfolk Island can make 
such a show of murderers, as M a d a m e  T u s s a u d  boasts of in her bills, 
where she displays the names of the M a n n in g s  and llusn , as the 
manager of a theatre would parade the combination of two or three 
“ stars ”  on the same evening.

W e remember hearing of instructionshaving been given to an author to 
write a rnelodrainaon the Thurtell Murder, with special orders to bring 
in the “ identical gig,”  but we had hoped these days of depraved taste 
were past, and that the public would no longer be induced oy the tre
mendous announcement of “ three murders in one night,”  to “ come 
early ” to any place of public amusement. Madame T ussaud is doing 
her best to revive the days of this morbid appetite for that which must 
be repugnant to every healthy ta s te ; and we could not, therefore, 
refuse our sympathy to any rising among the Baker Street popujation, 
with the view to the rescuing of the place from the odium attaching to 
a penal se tlement.

and the most hardened of the criminals in the collection would very 
shortly melt into some more respectable character.

I t is not altogether impossible that on the arrival of the next cargo 
of Convicts at the Bazaar, the Anti-Convict Association will be pre
pared to assume a determined attitude, in order to prevent the intro
duction of further depravity into their degraded neighbourhood. 
Should an effort be made to supply the Convicts with clothes through 
the agency of Calcrapt, the hangman, it is not unlikely that the 
communication will be cut off, or that the functionary in question will 
himself be compelled to cut off rather rapidly.

beware of cheap ta ilo rs.
T h e  series of papers, “ Labour and the Boor,”  continues in the Morn

ing Chronicle with even growing interest. Never before was London so 
well turned inside out. Never were revelations of the tyranny of 
money, of the sufferings, and withal the heroism of the poor, so 
excellently, and we may add, so usefully put forth. After perusing the 
home horrors of the artisan, the victim ef rapacious competition which 
devours the vitals of the vtorkman, and degrades him to the condition 
of a brute, people—especially the easy and well-to-do—should wince 
at the thought of buying cheap penn’orths. As for the noblemen who 

I buy their clothes, and the liveries of their servants, of men now known 
I to screw down their workmen below subsistence point—for they do not 
[ live, they onlv linger in life—their coronets, with these revelations before 
■ their eyes, should, we think, somewhat burn their arithmetical brows.
I However, for the especial comfort of those who delight in the 
i cheapest of slops, let us help to circulate the subjoined, from the 
account given by the Morning fJiwn'e/e’j  ”  Special London Cor
respondent,”  to whose sagacity society is indebted for the compre
hensive idea of the inquiry, and whose large intelligence and untiring 
energy in the development of this monster wickedness, this wide- 
wasting misery, society cannot too gratefully acknowledge.

The persons, especially the rich patrons of the man-eating slop-seller 
—for he is no less—are answerable as accessaries to the selfish iniquity 
that destroys the operative, that makes the terrible distinctipn between 
the comfort and the ghastly wretchedness of his condition. The 
“ Correspondent” observes:—

** The very  dwellings of the people are Riidfclent to  te ll you the wide difference between 
the two elRBsea. In  the one you oceaeinnally find sm all statues of S iiA K S F E A B a  beneath 
glass shades; in  the other a ll is  d ir t and fetor. T he working ta ilor's  comfortable first- 
floor a t  the W est-end is redolentw ith  the perfume of the  small bunch of violets th a t 
stands in  a  tum bler over the m antel-piece; the sweater’s w retched g arre t is ran k  w ith 
the stench of filth and herrings. T he ' honourable ’ part—[the two classes are 
distinguished * honourable ’ and ‘ dishonunrable ’]—of the trade are really in telligent 
artisans, while the slop-workers are generally  almost brutifled w ith  the ir Incessant toil, 
wretched pay, m iserable food, and filthy homes."

Thus, when a man rejoices in the very, very cheap garments, pur
chased of N e b u c h a d n e z z a r  a n d  Co., his self-complacency should be 
somewhat lowered by the thought of the moral wretchedness and 
domestic filth he has done hie part to create in the patronage of the 
aforesaid N e b u c h a d n e z z a r , who—in prose and doggrel—blatantly

ONE OP lUE KFPECIS OF THE “  CUAUDER OP HORRORS.”

We have heard rumours ol an Anti-Convict Association having 
already met, and of resolutions having been formed to strike a blow at 
the evil in a legitimate way, by refusing the supplies to the Convict 
establishment. I f  the whole public would support the Bakerites in 
such a laudable resolve, and abstain from furnishing the funds necessary 
for maintaining an establishment of which n\urderers are the prominent 
feature, and where, if ons malefactor waxes worse tlian another, he is 
sure to find the readier a d m iss io n if , we say, the Baker Street Anti- 
Convict Association could only obtain the co-operation of the public in 
stopping away, and checking the tide of respectable emigration towards 
the spor, it would soon be found “  not to pay ”  as a penal settlement.

“ defies competition.”
An individual case of misery is g iv e n o n e  that depicts the condition 

of t l ie  class of slop-workers—the serfs of M e s s r s , N k b u c h a d n e z z a r ,
An

ss coniper.li 
individual

Doing 12 hours’ work a day, the man conld clear 7s. 6rf. a week. This 
man was sick in what was his bed. The “ Correspondent ”  visited him :

“ ‘ Look hero,’ cried one of his friends, draRRing a coat from off the  sick  m an’s bed. 
See hero ; the m an has no covering, and so ho throw s tltis gan ium t over him  as  a  

Bheltor,’ [ I t  was a  now pilot coat th a t was to  be taken  In th a t evening  for the  shop.] 
•dm

garm ent, and w as Infonnod th a t such in tin) w inter tim e was a  common practice among 
the workpeople. W hen tlio w eather was very  cold, and the ir blankets hod gone to t!»e 
pawnshop, the slop-workers often w ent to l>cd, I was told, with the eUevea o f the coat thetf
were making drawn over their arma, o r else they would cover them selves with the trow- 
sers or paletdts, aoiordlng to the description of garm ent they hatl in  hand. 7'he ladiea’ 
riding-habila tn particular, 1 was assured, wore used as couuterpanes W tbo poer poouU’s 
beds, ou account o f  the quan tity  of cloth in  the sk irts .”

The sick man is stopt in the narrative of his sufferings, 
there was

Suddenly

"  A loud voice below s ta irs . One of the slop-servants had  come to dem and a certain 
garm ent. I t  had been pawned when completed in  ktHip tlio sick m an's family from 
starving, and when the poor fellow was told Uia cause of the noise IhiIow stairs, he 
trem bled Uko a  leaf, and  the perspiration ag a in  started  lu  large drops to Ids iorohoad.”

With the few facts above stated, the customers of N ebuchadnezzar  
and tradesmen of his “ defying” class, must wear their coats and
trowsers with unexpected sensations. “ The Mauquess op -------
must feel his flesh creep when he thinks that his coat-sleeves have 
covered the arms of the sleeping tailor in his loathaomo garre t: 
“ L o r d  —— —’s ” blood must tingle wlien he surveys his trowsers, or 
pulls about him his pale'ot, once the night covering of the wretched 
slop-workers. And then the “ ladies’ riding-habits 1 ” What a thought 
to check the triumph of a canter in llotten liow. to imagine that the 
flowing robe has been used ns a counterpane for the filthy slop-worker 
and his squalid little ones. >

Beware of cheap tailors! Shun the doors of the N ebdchadnezzabs!
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TH E GUARDS AHD TH E LIN E.

S o m e  dissatisfaction 
is expressed every 
now and then by the 
soldiers of the line, 
a t the superior ad
vantages possessed 
W the Officers of the 
Guards, and there is 
frequently a dispo
sition shown to sneer 
at the latter’s set- 
vices. Perhaps the 
sneerers are not 
aware of the actual 
duties of the Guards
men, which may be 
more exhausting than 
might generally be 
supposed, and we 
therefore, as an act 
of mere justice, beg 
to ask whether the 
severe duties of 
parade, the fatigues

of a forced march from the Bird Cage Walk to St. James’s Palace, the 
harassing exploit of standing in a circle for conversational purposes 
during the playing of the band, the trying moment of planting the British 
Flag m the British hold-fast, in the British post in the centre of the 
Colour Yard, and other achievements which tire Officers of the Guards 
are daily called upon to perform, are to be forgotten in the estimate we 
form of these highly-favoured regiments P W e say nothing of the Italian 
Opera campaign, which has lat.elv been rendered doubly arduous by the 
opening of an opposition estabUshmeut.

SCENES EEOM THE LITE OP AN UNPROTECTED 
PEMALE.

S c e n e  9,.— The parlour o f a Maryatc lodgtnfhouM. No. —, Montpellier 
Terrace, on the ground door, “ commanding a fine view o f the sea," 
which view presents a blank wall, with an assortment of chimney-pots, 
an oyster-shop, with the door q f  a tap-room, and in the extreme dis
tance, a small portion qf a oathing-machine. A  violent ringing qf 
bells heard, hnler the U n i’Ko t b c t e d  F e m a l e ,  in her nfglige ae 
matin, and a state o f concentrated indignation.

Unprotected Female, I t ’s no use ringing that bed-room bell. They 
Won’t come, if I  tore every wire in the house out by the roots. (Seizing 
the parlour bell-pull, and lugging at it without anv results, beyond a 'great 
vibration o f the bell-wires.) Oh, i t ’s shameful f  A pound a week for 
apartments, and not a bell that will ring ! (Opening the door and catting.) 
M artha! M artha! (Seating herself with the resignation o f a victim.) Oh, 
th a t’s a deaf girl they ’ve got. on purpose not to answer. I  hope I ’m to 
bo allowed some breakfast. There’s that lire, as black and nasty—(P o to  
fire in an unguarded manner, and produces an eruption of smoke.) Ugh I 
I ’m to bo smothered next. (Throws up the window.) Ob, i t 's  dreadful! 
I  ’ll go home this very day.

Small Boy (passing by, looks into the window). Good momin’, old lady, 
’ope you slept well r

Unprotected Female, Get away, you wicked boy, do—or I  ’ll call the 
police.

Enter L it e r a l  S e r v a n t .
Literal Servant (in a state q f incredible slatternliness). Please, Mum, 

was it you as ringed, or the upstairs P
Unprotected Female. Why, wasn’t  my jug of hot sea-water brought 

up, this morning, you careless thinoj ?
Literal Servant. Please, Mum, I  ’ll ask Missus. [Cloing.
Unprotected Female. Stop, you careless thing. Why isn’t  the cloth 

laid for breakfast P
Literal Servant. Please, Mum, I ’m goin’ to. (Ooing, returns,) Please, 

Mum, you said as how you'd ’ave srimps. Please, Mum, there ain’t 
none fresh. But Missus said, you could ’ave a shop egg, and it was 
Rood enougii for the likes of you, and please. Mum, I  was to say, if you 
nxeil, it were fresh laid at tuppence each.

Unprotected Female (with sarcastic voinf). No doubt. I ’m very much 
obliged to your Mistress, and 1 ’ll talce an opportunity of thanking her.

(Exit L it e r a l  S e r v a n t .
Unprotected Female. Oh, I ought to have known how it would be. 

But the week’s out to-day.
[A green baize band which has been fo r  some time p r ^ r in g  fo r  action 

outside, begins a grand military Fantasia, with the trombones 
coming all-but into the windows.

Unprotected Female. Oh, gracious goodness I Stop!' . I ’h ciili *he 
police. (Brass Band goes on crescendos Police! Police f (Brass Band 
still goes on crescendo, and the cry ( f  the U n p r o t e c t e d  F e m a l e  is at 
once swallowed up by the ophicleide.) Oh, I ’d better be smothered than 
this. [lydafs the window.

[Re-enter L it e r a l  Se r v a n t ,  and begins to arrange the breakfast table. 
Unprotected Female. WellP
Literal Servant. Oh, please Mum, Missus said if you must ’ave your 

’ot salt-water, she’d like to know why you didn’t take lodgins in a 
bathing-machine at once.

Unprotected Female (swallowing her indignation with a good deal o f 
smoke). Thank you, I ’m sure.

[ L it e r a l  S e r v a n t  phees the tea-caddy and sugar-basin on the table. 
Unprotected Female (seizing sugar-basin, and going through a rapid

f 'oeess of mental arithmetic). There’s six lumps gone since vesterday.
put four a-top of each other, there, and they’ve been toucued. Oh, 

you wicked g irl!
Literal Servant. Oh, please Mum, we finds our own sugar. Please 

Mum, Missus says we mustn’t  never touch the lodgers’. She look to 
that herself, she do.

Unprotected Female (calculating the solid content qf the tea-caddy). And 
'there’s at least six spoonfuls of green gone out of here, and ever so 
much black! Be kind enough, please, to tell your Mistress, with my 
respeclful compliments, that I ’m robbed, and that my week’s up, and 
that^I’d rather go, if she has no objections.

IfteralServant. Yes, Mura, th a t’s wot all'the lodgers says. [ArtV. 
Unprotected Female (sits down to breakfast in great bitterness o f spirit. 

Looks threateningly at the kettle, which remains perfectly silent on the black 
fire). And as for boiling water, tha t’s quite out of the question, of course! 
(A sharp knock at the door.) Come in.
Enter L o d g in g -H o u s e  K e e p e r , with great humility, followed by 

L it e r a l  S e r v a n t , in fear and trembling.
Unprotected Female, Oh 1 p’rhaps, Mim, you call this a comfortable 

breakfast 1 Would you like to help yourself, Mimf
[Pointing to the sugar-basin%nd tea-caddy. 

Lodging-House Keeper, I ’m quite at a lost to understand your base 
insinuations, Mem.

Unprotected Female. Thank you—I  don’t wish for anything more, 
Mim—not even a shop egg, Mim!

Lodging-House Keeper, Would vou please to explain, Mem f Allusions 
is quite beneath me, especially in regard of sugar-basins and inferior 
tea. Mem. [Wilhgreat severity.

Unprotected Female, 1 can’t  submit to be robbed, M im; I  ain’t used 
to it, Mim.

ladging-House Keevtr. There’s witnesses (to L i t e r a l  S e r v a n t ), 
I ’ve been slandered by a female. But I ’m ’appy to say there’s law for 
persings in all situations; if reduced to let apartments, having known 
better days, Mem, and the equal of other persings.

Unprotected Female. Your bill would oblige—for the week—Mim. 
I ’m up to-d«y, I ’m thankful to think. •

TSdging-House Keeper. Wich you shall have it, Mem, at once, and 
glad to think a party’s charaeter is not to be took away for nothing, Mem. 
Good morning, Mem, I  shall see my lawyer, Mem, in the course of the 
day, Mem. [Exit followed by L it e r a l  S e r v a n t .

Unprotected Female (burping into tears). Oh, the wicked woman! I  
don’t care if they put me in gaol for it. but that sugar she did take, and 
the tea too! I  *11 swear to i t ; and I  don’t care. (A rap at the window. 
One qf the brass band presents his cap fo r  the reward earned by annoying 
the neighbourhood.) Get away, do, you noisy wretches ! (The brass 
bandsman, terrified by her loots, retires.) But I  won’t  sit here to be 
robbed and smothered, and threatened with attomies. (Rises and pro
ceeds to put on her bonnet and shawl.) I  ’ll go and take a turn on the 
jetty, and see M r . J o n e s ,  and ask his advice. He *s sure to be there. 
Oh, lor a lonely woman, i t ’s dreadful to have to deal with such people.

[Exit in deep dejection, but determined. 
Sc&itt, changes to the jetty. U n p r o t e c t e d  F e m a l e  m discovered 

in deep consultation with h ls . i(mzi,fromwhoss experience she teems 
to derive great consolation.

Mr. Jones. Yes, my dear Ma’am, it’s a most unpleasant situation for an 
unprotected and inexperienced female. Ah, why—but no matter. [Sighs. 

Unprotected Female. Why, what, M r . J o n e s ? ah, indeed. [Sighs also, 
Mr. Jones. We ’ll settle this horrid harpy for you, my very dear 

Madam. Don’t let that annoy you. Turn your thoughts to the sweet 
scene before us—to the vessels. Ma’am, and the steamers, passing and 
repaasing. By Jove, Ma’am, ajBriton enjoys this sort of exciting scene. 
“ flule, Britannia, Britannia rules the waves.”  One feels so fresh and 
free! (M ii. J o n e s  waxes warm in his enthusiasm, and bursts suddenly into 
Byron)—

“  And 1 have loved thee, Ocean, and m y Joy 
O f youUiful sporU w ai on thy  broait to 1)6, 
liuniu by tliy bubbles o n w a rd ; from a  boy 

1 wantoned w ith t)iy b reak o n , they to mo wore a  cH ghl-— .•

[Mr . iovRS pauses, partly fro m  imperfect recollection q f whal follows, 
partly from a renorsyul consciousness o f his extreme eea-eickneet 
in coming down.
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Unprotected Female [gating on Mb. J o b e s  with admiration). Ah, you 
men ! you ’re all so daring and adventurous !

Mr. Jones (gallantly seizing her hand). Oh, my dear Madam, “  When 
lovely woman-------- ”

\He tries to remember something appropriate, but can’t ;  and fills up 
the blank with a look and a squeeze o f the hand o f the U n p k o - 
TECTED F e m a l e .

Unprotected Female. What a poor unprotected woman is exposed to, 
nobody would think.

Mr. Jones (significantly). Why should any woman be unprotected ? 
Why should you bt- unprotected ?

Unpri.terted Ffmalt. Ah! [W itha long-dra’rn sigh.
h(r. Jonrs. Ah ! [With another ong-drawn sigh.

the above conversation the t de has been gi adually submerging 
the jetty, umb.-.erved by either Mb . J o n e s  or the U n p b o t e c t e d  
F e m a l e .

Mr. Jones. W hat would one not dare to be the protector of such s 
won.an ? (With great warmth.

Unprotected Female. Oh—now—Mb . J o n e s  ! (Turns her head bash- 
fu 'lg  atcan, and .suddenly perceires that the tide has ruen, overfiowed the 
jetty and cut them ofi.from t>e shore.) Oh I oh I oh I

Mr. Jones (sudde ly making the same discovery). Itallo! hv J o v e  h 
The ride I The tide ! We s all be drowned I (Rushes to the signal-

f >it, and climbs to the platform, fo  lowed hard by U n p b o t e c t e d  
EMALE). Don’t. Ma’am, don’t be a fool. There’s not room for tw o! 

You’ll be the d< ath of both of us. ‘

Unprotected Female (clinging to Mb. J ones’s boots). Oh—Mb . J ones I 
Oh, J ones ! Oh, dear J ones ! Save me, save m e!

Mr. Jones (wildly waving his hat). H uzza! H ere’s a boat! Two, 
three, boats! 1 ’ll save you. Ma’am, or perish in the attempt I

(Seizes the Unpbotected Female heroically. The boats approach. 
M b. J ones and the Unpbotected Female are about to throw 
themselves on board.

Boatman (backing water). ’Ow much P
Mr. Jones. Our eternal p-afitude 1
Boatman. W ot ’ll you give ?
Mr .tones. I Any hinj?!
Unprotected Female. lF sitry i’t\m s\
Boatman. That’s ’answer. A pound for yerself, and ten and six for 

the lady. We ’ll allays saves the ladies at ’arf price, pretty creture 1
Mr. Jones. You extortionate rascals—thirty shillings for five minutes 

puU! I  won’t eive it.
Unprotected Female. Oh, gracious goodness, d o !
Boatman. Werry well—its your look out—and Hocean have mussy 

on ye, th a t’s a 'l !
Mr. Jones. Here, you! (To the other boatmen.
%id Boatman (shaking his head). No—i t ’s J a c k ’s job. Fust come, 

fust saved. •  (They are pulling away.
Unprotected Female. Here, here—I  ’ll give i t !

[714^ return. J ones puts heron board in a fainting stale.
Scene closes.

THE ORGAN AND MONKEY "NUISANCE.

“ Sib,
“ Suppose you were making up your accounts for Christmas, or transacting 

business with anybody, or were at breakfast with your whole family about you, how 
would you like to have a crowd of vagabonds and tatterdemalions, inclusive of a baker’s 
apprentice, an Irish beggar-woman and family, an old clothes-man of the Hebrew 
Persuasion, and a whole ragged school of urchins, congregate before your window, and 
look in upon you ? How should you feel, on finding the interior of your apartment thus 
suddenly converted into a scene in a farce P This, Sir, is the present predicament in which 
I  am plac-d nearly every morning by a varlet of an Italian boy, who goes about with a 
grinding organ and a filthy monkey, and causes the beast to jump into the sill of my sitting- 
room window, which unfortunately faces the street. As the Police will not abate this 
nuisance, 1 hbpe your cudgel will; if not, let the assault cost what it may, my cane must.

“ Your constant reader,
" The Fatheb of a Family.”

“ P. S. Couldn’t the Alien Act be put in force against these Italian imps P They arc 
far more mischievous than any Socialist.”

Sport versus Poaching.
Undeb the heading of “ Fatraordinary Sport,”  the Chester Courant says, that on 

Friday, last week, Eabl Gbosvenob, M.P. for the city, killed sixty-five head of game 
on the Eaton estate. Considering how many “ head ’’ of human beings are killed in 
^aching affrays. Punch could wish that Lobd Gbosvenob were shooting continually. 
His Lordship would soon bring down the game, and with it, the commitments under 
the Game Laws.

T H E  JO L L Y  U N D E H T A K E R S .

I n these hard times, with all around 
For bare subsistence striving,

We in employment still abound,
Are prospp’ons and thriving.

The shoemaker’s and tailor’s trade,
Th« butcher’s and the baker’s,

Will kick the b'-am, together weigh’d 
Against the Undertaker’s.

Chorus.
Yes, my hearties, we ’re the parties 

Who are money-makers ;
Gaily working, smiling, smirking.

Jolly Undertakers.

We envy not the Lawyer’s place.
However large his fee, Sirs ;

Our friend, the Doctor, by his case.
Gets less a deal than we. Sirs.

O h! we ’re the lads to make yon pay.
To charge through thick and thin. Sirs; 

Yes, we ’re the boys that know the way 
And time to stick it in, Sirs.

Chorus.—Yes, my hearties, &c.

W ith grief we find the party wild 
W ith whom we have transaction,

A widow syho has lost her child.
Nigh driven to distraction ;

A gent, who’s ramping raving mad. 
Because his wife’s departed :

An orphan, or a mourning dad.
And either broken-hearted.
 ̂ Chorus.—’’i t i ,  my hearties, &c.

When tears the choking utterance drown. 
When sighs convulse the bosom.

T hat’s just the time when we comes down 
On customers—̂and does ’em.

’Bout items folks just then are not 
Partic’lar to a shade. Sirs,

We strikes ’em while their grief is hot, ’ 
T hat’s how our money’s made, Sira.

Chorus.—Yes, ray hearties, &c.

A t squand’ring wealth upon the dead 
Some parties rail with passion,

And say. such waste is buried bread;
But, Sirs, it is the fashion .

These things to manage with display,
As though from a conviction 

That what we bury don’t  decay.
And that the Soul’s a fiction!

Chorus.—Yes, my hearties, &o.
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HOW DOES A EAILWAY LOOK UNDER A COM
MITTEE OE INVESTIGATION?

W ht it looks anything but pleasant
You would scarcely know it to be the same railway that it was a 

short twelvemonths ago. But it was ihappy th en : and now it has 
scarcely a smiling feature left. I t  looks prematurelv old and rusty. 
All its lines, that ought stiU to have (.the bounding elasticity of youth 
about them—for they are barely out of their teens—are hard and 
deeply sunken, and seem like heavy lines of care, giving ils young face 
a look of wrinkled childhood, as unpleasant to contemplate as the 
Railway Share List.

Yet we can recollect when it was gay, very gay, and had a joke for 
everyone. Luring the week it was so lollow»d, you fancied it was a 
perpetual Greenwich Fair Lay, or an everlasting Derby. On a Sunday 
It was run after by thousands, and was .so proud, it was a difSculty 
sometimes to get near it. Hundreds were content to remain outside, 
and to look at it with long faces through the railings, thinking them
selves too happy if they heard its merry whistle. Mothers held up 
their innocent babies to see i t ; old men hung for hours upon their 
crutches to get a passing peep at i t ; and the little dogs assembled 
regularly, to bark as its Engine dashed buoyantly along. The 
cows leaped for joy directly they heard its hysterical ecream of ecstatic 
delight; and horses, sheep, and pigs, and even countrymen, all felt 
within them a new impulse, and were violently moved, jumping over 
hedges and ditches sometimes, in their mad excitement, so much were 
they carried away by the animal spirits of the giddy thing before them.

All that came near it felt its joyful influence. The porters frisked 
about. The smart superintendent slammed the doors with almost a 
musicM air; the sprightly lampman mostly canied “ a light in his 
laughing eye;” and the cluvalrous guard wore his knowing cap cocked 
saucily on one ear, and had generally a flower in the corner of his 
mouth.

Every now and then, a busy, fat, rounded, Nassau-balloon of a man, 
would attract attention by some lively sally, at which were invariably 
discharged by all around him several loud H a ! ha’s ! like the lavourable 
report ol double-barrelled guns. He was a Lirector, and always hi^ 
a lirst-class carriage to himself. He was too big to be shovelled in 
with the small dust of other passengers. How proud that great man 
always looked! and no wonder, considering what spaniels, almost 
licking the bright L ay  am d  M a e t ik  oft' his boots, all the splendid- 
looking officials were to him. If he left his sandwich-box behind him, 
the train was stopped. If he had dropped his pocket-handkerchief, the 
train went back lor it. I f  he was too late for dinner, another engine 
was sent forward to clear the road for him. A director was something 
like a director in those days. As he spoke, all hats flew oft with the 
practised energy of a sudden gust ot wind. Furses flowed into his 
pocket, like sewers into the Thames. Gentleman ran his errands; 
mothers kissed the tips of his gloves; Lords dunned him for 
favours; Lukes prayed that “ he would take charge of a few thousands 
they really did not know what to do with and Bishops were not too 
proud to lieg o f him to be the larder for theu: supernumerary loaves 
and Ashes. What is a director at present t  Hun, ask the deserted 
banks of the H udson!

The railway altogether is different now. I t  looks haggard, careworn, 
seedy—as it it had been going too “ fast,” and began to show the ill 
effects of its career.

At times it appears positively unhappy, and long attenuated groans 
are heard to issue from its deep tunnels, as if the guilty creature had 
something on its mind that was driving it to an early grave.

The olucials are no longer the same. Their eyes scan their shoe
strings — the porters hang their heads on their heaving chests; the 
arms of the Telegraphic Signs droop pointedly to “ Langer,” and every
thing has a lowering, downcast air, as tf it were quite impossible just 
at present, for anything connected with railway property to bs 
looking up. The, engine is put on a half-allowance of coals. The 
stokers, tUe policemen, greasemen, guards, all walk about with an air of 
injured innocence, as much as to say, “ i t  wasn’t J, Sir, who did it.”

The little gardens attached to the stations are withered and neglected, 
and are too jilainly vegetating only in the hope that is ever blooming in 
the bosom of Me . M ic a w e e k , of something “ turning up.”

Look into one of the once noisy offices. An unwholesome silence per
vades,the place, broken only by the Atful scratchings of steel pens. The 
desks are groaning (grateful word) under the oppressive weigh of false 
ledgers. Mysterious conferences take place in sly corners in mullled 
Vfhispers. Papers are exchanged, long bills examined, heaps of vouchers 
sifted and re-sifted ; but it is cruelly impossible, the balance w il l  n o t  
come. They begin afresh: when out of the surrounding darkness, in 
which it is almost vain to distinguish one Agure from another, the Arst 
streak of a fraud begins to dawn upon them, and, gradually looming 
larger, bursts at last into the broad, blushing .light of day. A chill 
runs through all, which rises into horror, then sinks into despair, as 
fraud fast follows fraud. There seems no end to the train.

Suddenly a clerk is called away. He is summoned for examination. 
He goes out with the grace of a man that is summoned to an inquest. 
As he leaves his comrades meir faces grow longer. On his return he 
is surrounded and eagerly questioned. Their faces grow longer still, 
and at last drop lower than their own shares, as they learn that their 
fellow clerk is dismissed! They wonder with fear wnose turn it will 
be next P From that moment a big Sack hangs over the office-door.

And what is that fearful room with the closed door, that every one 
passes on tiptoe P Not a person dares look at it. The station-keeper 
subdues his whistle as he approaches the awful sanctuary. All hurry 
past it, holding their breaths. From time to time, the door is opened 
and closed as carefully as if it were a sickroom, and out issues a pale, 
wan-looking clerk, the apparent messenger of Death. W hat can it be ? 
Does the Plague dwell there P No, not quite so bad as that, but the 
Committee of Investigation sits in it from day to day ! B l u e -B e a e d ’s 
closet was not more dreaded. Few Directors that enter that chamber 
ever leave it alive.

The scene gets too painful,—so let us turn to the glorious Director. 
But where is nep That is the. question, for he cannot be found. He 
is summoned but he cannot attend,—he is too ill, and true enough, for 
he is said by report to be no longer himself, having fallen away 
completely to nothing; a At end for one whose greatness was only the 
stuffing of others, millions of geese having been plucked for the enrich
ment of one.

When will this state of things come to a terminus P We hope soon, 
for among the many strange things travellers see in their travels, none 
is more strange, and none certainly more sad, than that of a Railway 
under a Committee of Investigation.

H ERE ARE YOUR FIN E  FREN CH  WATERLOGS!
HE London Directory is full of meaning and sug

gestion to the philosopher of quick perceptions. 
The study all depenus upon a mm’s address.

What applies to the London Diredury, holds 
equally good with the Almamtc des 25 mille 
Addreseei. The latter is full of the most 
cunning tniths that play at bo-peep with the 
reader round the corner of every page. '1 he fol
lowing, which we Arst spied on the Rue Rivoli, 
and after pursuing it along the different Quais, 

Anally caught at the Hotel de Ville, is well worth a Ave minutes’ romp 
' with any one who is fond of a little intellectual fun.
I In running through the pages of that most amusing Christmas 
volume, we were surprised at the number of streets which have been 
christened after their several victories. 'Ihe city seemed as if it had 

I been built upon one immense baltle-Aeld. The victoiies succeeded one 
another so rapidly, that we could not refrain from smiling at the 
military vanity of the thing. After smiling most good-humoureuly at 
this national egotism, we recollected liow fond the French were of 

, laughing at us for the continual advertisement that is repeated all over 
London, of Waterloo I Waterloo! Nothing but Waterloo, from the 
finest bridge in .the world, down to the smallest potato-can in the 
New Cut.

If  we are fond of our Waterloo, how much fonder are our laughing 
neighbours of their Waterloos—some of which are so extremely weak 
and diluted, that we must, in the same spirit of laughter, call them 
Milk-and-Water-loos.

We subjoin a sample list of a few of these victories, which, like 
N a p o l e o n , lake their rise from the Directory ;—

Qnal d’Arcole.
}*out d’Arcole.
(■randc Kue d’AunterUtz. 
l*0Dt d'AwiterUtz. 
QuetNftpoldon.
Kue Marngran.
Jnipaase Mazagran. 
I ’asaage Mazagran.
Kue Mogador.
Citd de TnSTiie.
Kue de Trdviso.

Rue N outo de TrdriM. 
(ijuai de J<^na.
I ’ont de Jdiia.
J’aarage Inly,
(juai Moutelxillo.
Kue d’KrfUth.
Kue Moscow.
Kue de Navarin.
Kuo do Kivoli.
Kuo d'Ulm.
Kue d’Abuukir.

Ac. ,&c., &c. &c., &c.

Paris, in fact, is quite running over with a deluge of Waterloos. I t  
spreads from .the Place des Victoires ajl Ihe way up to the Champ de 
Mars, and would probably overflow ent ire France if it were not checked 
in time at the top of the Champs Elysces by the Arc de Triomphe.

Left-H anded Com pliment.
T he newspapers, speaking of the sailors who toere to have boms the 

Q u e e n  D o w a g e r ’s body to the grave, say—” They behaved with great 
propriety.” Of course, it was expected that they would sing a song or 

hornpipe; and the reporters were correspondingly surpriseddance a 
at the tars’ “ propriety!
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7" CHTOTMAS ■ LXHYBYTYON■ of-PRiZC-CATTLE: •

Mr. P ips  his D iary.
Tuesday, Becm ler Wth, 1849. To the Bazaar in King Streei, onto 

the Siiiithfield Club Show, to feast my Eyes upon the Fat Cattle, 
before 1 do feast in Substance upon some of their Meat if I  do live till 
Christmas. But L ack! what a Crowd of BagamulTms before the 
Boor, chiefly observable Pickpockets: besides whom, Fellows with 
Puff Advertisements; and so many Policemen, that I never before did 
see any Exhibition so beset with Vagabonds and Constables. Me- 
Uiinks the Knaves do tlirong there, hoping easily to pick the Farmers’ 
Purses, counting on the Dulness of Country Folk. W ith my Hands 
in my ^a t-T a il Pockets into the Show-Room; cost me Is.: and down 
? j  " strewed with Litter, betwixt two Rows of huge Oxen, 
wthered; most of them lying down for very I'at, and panting as in a 
pleurisy. Mightily riiverted to read on a Paper posted above tne Head 
ot each, besides the Isame of his Breeder ana Feeder, Oil-Cake, Clover, 
TW *’ 1 Mangold-Wurzel, Turnips, Meal and Beans, the

f®**. Of "'Ofo truly, stuffed. But the 
Bulloc^ and Oxeii this Year, not such Heaps of mere Blubber as I 

“ ore shapely, and bred for their Beef, which 
.  : of Philosophy do convince
Pn 1W  W^osTAFFE do suy that the

13 an Account ot their Education and Course 
?l a.Pfetty, if not old, Conceit. But
the Bill above some do, as well as their Schooling, set forth their Prizes

for Merit, won for their Breeder by growing in Grease. •
see one great Ox that had gained the Gold Medal, and 1 he 
him gazing at him open-mouthed and eyed, and punching him m ■ 
Ribs and poking his Shoulders, and pulling iiim by the Horns 
till he did presently, by a shake of liis Head, well nigh stave tn w 
Horns the H at of a Spark that was handling his Dewlap. ^ 
among the Company, with the Drovers and Butchers, to hchoi 
pretty Maids, who, methought, should have cared to ijpite anilTable. To the Sheep; pleased me hut little, only to see their ilel c a ^
dainty Feeding, ana to think they would make brave M utton .  
the Pig-Pens: and did take Pleasure in the Pigs more than jheer 
rest of the Show, for their droll Squeaking and hiqueaimg L),[g pp 
Hunger, though served continuallv, when L ack! to see tne l e. 
their Mess of Milk and Meal 1 Those ot the Swine no oddest 
asleep, and with Chinks only in the Place of their Eyes n j. g,^oln 
Visiqjes, and wil li their little Snouts and Legs sticking jj.,̂ 1 of al I, and 
Bodies, and lying higgledy-piggledy, looked t - l ' ® , i ^ u a h  heartily- BP 
to hear them grunt when any did stir them, made m®*. Jjq jjgpj Instm- 
into the Gallery to view the Farming Machinery, wm .ig Home,
nients of Torture lorackthe Earth witli Iheir Treth a • (),gt
well content with the Show, and especially with Jy,ieh methinks i»
Noblemen and Squires will stick to the British wnicu m
an Animal of better Account than the British Bion.

    
 



PUNCH (JR t h e  LONDON CH ARIVARI. 247

NELSON’S DAUGHTER ADOPTED BY EEANCE.

O ur L ittle B ir p , who has never yet been found a t fault, informs 
us that L ouis N apoleon has forwarded a  brief address, to  be inserted, 
in the course of a day or two, in the  official M onileur, to  the  following 
effect;—

“ The President of the French nation, in discharge of the high and 
solemn function with which he has been invested by the people, desires 
to vindicate in an especial manner the magnanimity and generosity of 
Prance. Genius and valour are of too sublime and dear account in the 
heart of every Frenchman, not to be worshipped and acknowledged 
Under whatsoever sky, and among whatsoever people, they may be 
developed. They may have been in their operation hostile, nay, 
mischievous to France; the greater the magnanimity of Frenchmen to 
do them rightful homage when their active influence shall be a portion 
of history—shall belong to the irrevocable Past. France cuts down the 
enemy, W t she respects, nay, honours the scar that her sword has 
left.

“ N elson was the foe of France. The unmitigable, insatiate foe. 
But N elson was the child of valour; the incarnation of that heroic 
principle that is the sacred (ire in the heart of man. N elson conquered 
Prance on the Nile, off Trafalgar. A French bullet struck the hero, 
who fell and died upon the breast of Victory. Peace be with him, and 
eternal greenness freshen his laurels !

“ N elson bequeathed a child to the care of England. And England, 
in her prudery, ignores the bequest. Consistent England, that gilds 
the name of N elson with a munificent pension, and leaves the blood of 
Nelson to chill in penury and neglect! L et France, then, adopt 
H oratia—let France take to her bosom the sacred legacy, rejec'ed by 
England. Thus nobly will P'rance avenge the discomfiture of the Nile 
“ -thus, on the very hearth of England, re-conquer the memory of 
Trafalgar.

“ Let all good Frenchmen aid in the magnanimous work. All may 
contribute something. Not a sou that will not bring a drop of blushing 
blood to  the cheek of Brita n nia .

“ The President charges himself with the receipt of subscriptions to 
be received at the bureau (to be hereafter indicated) at the Elysde.”

We guarantee the above as a faithful, nay, a severe translation of 
the official document about to appear. What will the Iron Luke— 
L uke MuLCiBER-say to it, asks Q ur L ittle B ird .

JU STICE FOR THE ARMY.

The subjoined paragraph appeared last week in the Timet
“  W o »ro enobled to announco, upon what we conalder tho moat aiibaU nlial authority, 

th a t In tho onaulng Soaalon of I’arllam ent a  atrenuoua effort will bo made to  alter tho 
oonalltutlon of naval and m ilita ry  courta-martlal, lo  aa to render thorn more courta of 
Oqulty than, aa bllhcrto, courta of honour. In  Uila m ovement the  lead wlU bo taken by 
Loud Ukovoiiah."

At present courts-martial are, in every respect,' as unlike as possible 
to courts of equity, and partake a great deal too much of the dunder
head, if not the drum-head character. May L ord B rougham succeed 
in assimilating the former courts to the latter in all particulars but 
one! If, however, they are rendered altogether like the Court of 
Chancery, the inconvenience will bo that there will certainly be no end 
of them. Still this difficulty will be easily met by making the illustrious 
H arry himself the Lord Chancellor at War, in which case he will 
doubtless give a suitable quick march to the proceedings of these 
military tribunals.

Protectionist*  P rotected.
T he Times' Express from Paris'announces the acquittal cf certain 

persons who had been “ prosecuted by the Attomey-CJenera! for having 
in sp ired  to overthrow the Government.”  Fancy L ord Stanley and 
M r . D israeli being tried on a like accusation. Protectionists should 
»t least be thankful that we enjoy free trade in politics.

DISCOVERY IN DENTAL SURGERY.

Mr . P unch, 85 Fleet Street, begs to introduce an E ntirely N ew  
D escription  o t  i ’sETii, being ibe Teeth of the Facts which Protec
tionist Orators are continually making their assertions in.

WHO’S THAT KNOCKING AT TH E DOOR?

E verybody has heard by this time of tlie new mansion in Piccadilly, 
built for himself by Mr  floP E , and everj’body has also heard with dis
gust that some stiaoby dog, or, as our artist insinuates, some mischievous 
donkey, has wrenched off, under cover of nocturnal darkne:s, the 
highly-finished knocker. Some mystery has been excited as to who is 
the th ief; and though we cannot hit upon the man—we wish we could, 
for the blow should be a severe one—we can hazard a guess, at any rate. 
In  the first place, he must, liave been a fellow without a single rap, or 
he never would have stolen a knocker. I t  is a pity, by the by, that, 
when he was at the knocker, there was no one at the bell to ring his 
nose for him.

THE CHRISTMAS ANNUAL.
T his Annual, which is elegantly bound in the choicest pig-skin, has 

been brought out with the usual unfailing effect. I t  is full of the 
nicest things; and, when cut up, will be worthy to lie upon any 
gentleman’s table. The frontispiece is very pointed; and, when the 
head is boldly taken off, it will form one of the handsomest plates of 
Bacon we have feasted our eyes upon for a long time. The body of 
the Annual promises a rich tre a t: but we have not had leisure yet to 
go through it. 'We feel not the slightest doubt, however, that, when we 
dip ini 0 it. we shall find it has got the real stun in it.

This splendid annual is also adorned with a nice little tale, which, 
towards the end, takes a most unexpected turn, and concludes with a 
well-rounded flourish. The other parts will be devoured by every person 
of true taste, and altogether, we have rarely seen so bulky a volume 
that contained so many tid-liits.

The thing, by this time, is looked upon as a perfect prize, and is no 
sooner seen than it fetches £5, which we consider a small sum for a 
work that has so much in it. I t  was on view for three days, at tlie 
SmitlifielJ Cattle Show. We need scarcely inform our readers that the 
title of this splendid Christmas Annual, which has been continued now 
for so many years with the greatest success, is—P rin ce  Albert’s P ig .

Probable Utrennes on N ew  Year's Day a t Paris.
M essrs. T h iers , P ierre  B uonaparte, et Cie ., went out on New 

Year’s Lay, and having met several of tneir friends in the Boi* de 
Boulogne, made the usual advances to them, and then presented Fire. 
These pointed little presents were not only received, but returned, on 
tho op^site  side, in the warmest manner. After these little affaires de 
cceur, the parties shook hands and separated the best of friends.

OUR IRIENDS THE MOSQUITOS.
T h ere  appears to exist at the Foreign Office a disposition to embroil 

this country with the American Government in behalf of the K ino o t  
THE M osquitos. Surely England might as well leave to fight his own 
battles a potentate who can raise a Vacm of such subjects about the 
ears of any aggressor.
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CHRISTMAS-BOXINQ THE COMPASS.

C h r is t m a s -B o x e s  have for ages ranked amongst the festivities of the season, 
though the festiviiy must come more home to those who have to receive them, than 
those who have to pay them. Gentlemen have long indulged in the festivities of 
the latter kind, and they now intend (for the times are so bad, and we should like to 
know when they were not ?) to try a small taste of the festivities of the former 
quality.

We have been told of an instance of a nobleman, who keeps his carriage, but does 
not have his liveries made of L okg Noses and Son, whose intention it is to start on 
Boxing-Day, and regularly take the round of all his tradesmen in order to solicit 
Christmas-Boxes of them.

He will first call on his butcher, and demand a few Bank notes of him, for the 
enormou* price he has charged him all through the year for meat.

He will next call on his ^ c e r ,  on his bootmaker, on liis fruiterer,’and poulterer, and 
demand of them a few Christmas-boxes, handing in bis card and crest as proofs that he 
is the regular gentleman whom they have had the honour of serving and overcharging 
for the last twelvemonths.

After that he will call on his undertaker,—but no. be will defer that call as long as 
he can, as he would rather be without a box of any kind from him, for fear of getting 
into the wrong box.

By these means the Fine English Gentleman of the present day may be able to  live 
within the compos of his means, without being compelled to box the compass in all 
manner of means in order to bring himself round at the end of the year.

The nobleman in question will be known by the mark of a strawberry-leaf on his left 
arm. No other is genuine.

ENGLAND’S AND NELSON’S EXPECTATIONS KEALISED.
We are happy to announce that N elson and England are at last about to have 

their expectations realised, for everj; man and every bojr engaged on the column in 
Trafalgar Square is beginning to do his dutv. For some time the shaft was at a stand
still for want of capital, but, more recently, the column has actually been standing 
destitute in Trafalgar Square for want of a little out-door relief, iu the shape of the 
base-relief needed for the pedestal.

This relief is at last forthcoming, and though it has been dealt out with ratlier a 
slow hand, we are happy to say that the Nelson monument is not much longer destined 
to be a “ baseless fabric,”  but it may, ere very long, be expected to form one of the 
leading columns of the 'Times. The lions are now being prepared as a grand addition 
to the existing lions of London, and the delay in their execution aria'.s (from the very 
long paws there must always be when the monaroh of the forests, as weH as the 
potentates of the woods and forests, may happen to be concerned.

THE DANGERS OF DINING.
T he Humane Society will doubtless be glad of having a sphere for its benevolent 

exertions, additional to that which may be afforded by skating in case of frost, suggested 
at this festive season. The most fatal consequences are often known to happen from 
incautiously venturing on the rich dishes that abound at Christmas dinners. Let the 
Humane &)ciety appoint medical officers, whose duty shall be to go from house to

bouse. to ascertain where a dinner-party is about to 
take place, insiiect the bill of fare, and wnen’ the table 
is laid out, mark each suspicious item with the notice 
“ Dangerous.” I t  would be well also if similar officials 
attended at great banquets, provided with the requisite 
appliances and remedies in case of inffisposition from 
over-indulgence. This would not be giving encourage
ment to rashness. Some people may risk a ducking 
for the sake of a glass of grog; but nobody would 
commit a surfeit to get a black dose or a bumper of 
antimonial wine. .

CHRISTMAS IS  NOT W HAT IT  OUGHT TO BE.

N obodt burns the yule log.
All the old customs are banished 1

Where is the scavenger’s dog ?
The regular dustman has vanished.

A thorough legitimate play 
For the season George Barmcell was thought to be ;

That kind of th ing’s all done away :
Cliristmas is not what it ought to be.

The London apprentice no more 
Appears on the stage in white trousers;

His uncle would raise but a roar 
Of mirth if they murder’d him now, Sire.

Poor George’s excessive remorse 
The GalTry would order cut sliort to be ;

W ith laughter the house would be hoarse :
Christmas is not what it ought to be.

Pantomime’s quite on the wane,
'Though vainly they try to enrich it.

By calling, again and again.
For “ lio i Codlins ”  and “ Tippelymitchei."

The stesding of poultry by clown 
Has ceased irresistible sport to be,

If  he swallowed a turkey it wouldn’t  go down ; 
Christmas is not what it ought to be. ,

The butcher, the baker, the sweep, '
Employing their men as their proxies, ' /

No longer a harvest can reap,
By a cool applicai ion for boxes.

Such impudent claims on the purse 
By many are doomed set at nought to be ;

And here we our burden reverse,
Singing, “ Christmas is quite what it ought to be.’

Though wholesome the downfall may be 
Of customs whose end is extortion.

At Chris'mas the hand should be free.
Not numbed by the coldness of caution.

Of beef, of plum pudding, of beer.
Permit not the neediest short to be :

To all here ’i  a happy new year.
Whose C iiiistm as has been what it ought to be.

GOOD SPO R T !
U nder the above promising title, we find recorded 

in the Sunday Tittes, that “  two Gents lately shot, in 
Glen Urquhart, 436 rabbits.”

Now, what the sport of shooting near um a SOO ani
mals in one day can be, we cannot possibly imagine. 
But, of course, we all have different notions of sport. 
We really believe there are milk-hearted gentlemen 
who would drive oxen from Smithfield Market to the 
slaughter-house, and there dispatch them by the hun
dred, and call it “ capital sport.”  Wliat (heae lovers 
of sport are to do, when the Game Laws are abolished, 
we are at a painful loss to imagine. They must take 
to the shambles, or hire a line preserve in Cephalonia, 
with the right of shooting over 2000 peasants, or follow 
the French army in Algeria, in order to sport upon the 
Moors. If  500 rabbits are considered Good Sport, 
we suppose 1000 would be looked upon as the Height 
of Ilecvenly Bliss. If  we reco Icct right, there is no 
shooting in Utopia. This omission would be fatal to 
the two Gents; lo r they could not conceive a Paradise 
without rabbits.

    
 



PUNCH’S EEVIEW.
"T h i Book o f Booty, with Steal Engraoivgs.” 
Published and to be bad of all Butchers, Under
takers, Waiters, and a large number o f  House
hold Servants.

This ‘‘ Book of Booty ”  is_ a very seasonable 
work, and will no doubt be in the hsmds of all 
families. Indeed, no housekeeper’s library can 
be complete without it. The contributors, it  is 
plain, write under assumed names,—but there is 
no mistaking the identity of the authorship. The 

tale entitled “ Sirloin B u ll” is from the steel skewer of a very eminent 
! butcher, who, in his sharp and trenchant way, pleasantly shows the 

manner of “ cutting up,’’ as he calls it, the monster public into the 
most profliable joints. The portrait of the Butcher is in the line 
manner, in the style of Mb . Doo.

“ The, Ostrich P lum ef by an Undertaker, who boasts that he serves 
“ the nobility and gentry,’’ is a charming development of burial profits. 
The grave is shown to be the true California, and the moral and 
religious necessity of silk hat-bands insisted upon with particular 

I  solemnity. Tliere is also salt in the motto adopted by the Undertaker,
! and intentionally addressed to the young and enterprising of the trade, 

—it is th is ; “ 'fhe Early Blackbird catches the early worm.”
“ The Pickled Walnut,” by a W aiter of 40 Years’ standing, is a 

•withesing denunciation of the meanness of the Dincrs-Out, who have 
appeared in the couched in the spicy guise of apologue. A
melancholy wag, indicating his right to coppers in a Latin thesis on 
“ l)ate Oholum Bellysario,”—signs himself an “ Im-pennytent Waiter.” 
This is very poor, and shows the desperation of the class.

Punch cannot enumerate all the articles in “ The Book q f Booty ” He 
must, however, allude to the “ Christmas Box,” whose antiquity and 
household value are variously asserted by various pens from the 
Butler to the Kitchen-maid.

It is needless for Punch to recommend at this season "The Book of 
Booty ” ; for he, indeed, will be a remarkable man who shall be able 
to avoid it.

THE LAY OF THE TITTI-E BABRISTEU.
I ’m a little Barrister, taking little fees;
Raising knotty little points, and signing little pleas; 
Making little motions in a little C ourt;
Causing by my speeches not a little sport.

I ’m a little Barrister, in my little wig.
Feeling rather little, when looking very b ig ;
No one knows my modesty—but iny li'tle self.
For 1 feel I ’m little more than on a little shelf.

I ’m a little Barrister, in my little gown.
Getting now, 1 must avow, not a little brown:
As I ’m called a Junior, you would little guess,
1 ’m fifty and a little more—rather than little loss.

I ’m a little Barrister, in my little home.
Up to which at Camden Town 1 from Chambers roam ; 
m th  my little children climbing up my knee.
As with a mutton chop I  make a dmner of my tea.

Though annoyed with little notes demanding little bills, 
I  do my li tie utmost to conquer little ills;
But often to my countenance there comes a  little smile, 
As 1 think that all our troubles last a very little while.

TH E K ING  OP THE MOSQUITOS.
Tire last advices from the Mosquitos contain an account of an 

interview between an American sea-captain and the Mosquito King, 
llis  Majesty appears to be an extraordinary animal, a sort of odd-fisli, 
and quite worthy to take his place by the side of the Queen Bee in 
natural history. His costume is described as rather picturesque than 
finished, though he was clothed from top to toe, or rather from he-jd to 
heel, for he wore a cocked hat and a pair of gilt spurs j the uniformity 
of this uniform being broken only by a red sash round Ins waist.

The report adds, that the Sovereign was rather intoxicated, and, in 
fact, the K ino  or th b  M osquitos had been evidently very busy in 
bussing hiottles. He was seated on an empty cask, by way of throne, 
having no doubt absorbed tlie contents into the system, for he rolled 
about in the course of conversation, and his throne, by a sadden revo
lution, rolled from under him, T'he Mosquito Monarchy is evidently in 
a rattier unstable condition, and we scarcely wonder at it when we find 
a spirit of Rrmentation—the cask had contained whisky—taking pos- 
iesiiou of the head of the nation.

THE RIGHTS OF THE WORM.
A  ” Mute” Dialogue.

Scene.—Zosp Acre. Cbawl and Ckeep, UndertakePs Mutes, standing 
at the Street-door o f N o .----- .

Crawl (suppressing an impulu to whistle). They ’re a precious long 
while inside afore they bring out the gin.

Creep. Shouldn’t wonder if they ain’t going to cut off our gin too. 
Pretty games they want to play with funerals, now!

Crawl. Cut off our gin! TVell, w hat’s Christian ’tennent coming to, 
after that?

Creep. Shouldn’t wonder. Why, there’s a pack of heathens writing in 
the Times agiust the use of feathers. No feathers at a funeral! Where 
do such people, wh«s they die. expect to go to ?

Crawl. Well, once I  should as soom thought of seeing a peacock 
without his tail, as a decent hurying without feathers. Feathers is 
what respectability goes for 5 W hat next ?

Creep. I t ’s all the w ic k ^ e s to f  theti*i*s that gets worse and worse. 
The fact is, human natur* is now so bnd and so greedy, that it grudges 
every penny spent upon the dead, that it may lay it out upon itself. 
I t ’s what they call M ansM si-wor^p and—’pon my soul, I  think they 
do intend to stop our gin I

Crawl. We ’ll give ’em fve m in te s  more, and then knock.
Creep. I t ’s a worship ef bmumv,  that makes people despise what I  

call the rights of the worm. T i r e ’s infidels as grudges a cambric 
pillar for the dear deceased, and thinks it wrong he should have a 
mattress, when so many of the living have nothing better than door
steps. 'They think five pounds too much for a nice lead coffin—and five 
pound ten a waste upon a stont elm case, as will last for ever, covered 
with the heet superfine clotk in  which there isn’t  a bit of shoddy, or 
what the perfane call devil’s aBst.

Crawl. I t ’s disgustin*.
Creep. They make no more account of a hearse and moamiitg-eoach 

than common wehicles. I  expect to see the day when hearses and 
mourning-coaches will be upon any ooach-atamd, to be called off when 
wanted, to do the job by the distance.

Crawl. Tiike a hack or a Hansom.
Creep. Percisely. And then for nails and ornaments to coffins, that 

our fathers’ fathers were buried in, like Christian people, I  expect to 
see nothing but four deals in the rough, to be bought at a minute, like 
a packing-case. Agin, for the silk hatbands for the undertaker, and 
the sextin, and the clerk—things that don’t  come to more than a dirty 
guinea and a half—they’ll come down to dyed calico, if they don[t 
repeal ’em altogether. And then, as I  say for feathers, feathers is 
almost a siglit for sore eyes.

Crawl. Well, i t ’s my ’pinion—and I ’ve long been coming to it— 
that the cholera, that some folks say was brought upon n s—which was 
a godsend for our bis’ness—was not pervoked by the money given to 
the Catholics, or the words taken from the money, I  mean the florin ; 
hut all on account of the want of proper respect, th a t’s coining up to 
the dear deceased in the argiment of funerals. Depend upon it, as for 
the cholera, feathers was at the bottom of it. ’

Creep. I  shouldn’t  at all wonder. Well, they never *m7/bring this gin!
Crawl. Give ’em one more mrniite. After all, what in fifty pound 

upon a burying ? How often, too, is it money so well laid ou t?  Fifty 
pounds is little enough for the rights of the worm. I ’m blessed if 1 
don’t, knock now.

Ch-eep. Hush! I  h ear’em coming.
[The door is opened, and the Maid appears with gin-botile, glasses, and 

cake.
Crawl. Here you are, my beauty t Thought yon was never coming. 

Can’t eat any cake, hut the children at home will. {Pockets lumps q f 
cake. With glass i t  hand, lainkhg to C&EEP.) H ere 's  to you, old fellow. 
H ere’s “ the rights of the worm.”

Creep (mth glass). Same to you; and many on ’em.
[Drinks. Servant Maid retires, door closes ; and the Mutes, until the 

hour be ended, continue their inslruclive dialogue.

TOO GOOD TO BE TRUE.

I t is reported that Mr. J ohn O’Connell is about to retire from 
public life. I t  is a thousand pities this annnuncement comes so la 'e ; 
it would have made a fine opening for some of the pantomimes. His 
retirement will leave a dreadful blank in the House of Commons, 
though, as far as that goes, the talented gentleman will be no worse 
off than whilst he remained m it.

^ a iu  to (£aah pour Soofie.—Send it ap by a  railway, and if it
arrives on Chtislmas Uav, you may rest assured by the time you see 
it, which may be a week afterwards, or, probably, never at all, that 
your goose will be most deliciously cooked, and in many cases not 
only cooked, but eaten also.
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OTHELLO (THE UNDEH TAK EB’S) FA EEW ELL.

O NOW for ever.
Farewell the monmin? coacli! Farewell tlie scarf! 
Farewell the plumed hearse and the bad gloves. 
That make a funeral’s profit! O farewell! 
Farewell the sable steeds, and the black crape.
The spirit-swilling mutes, the expensive pall.
Pride, pomp, and vanity of gainful death :
And you, ye Undertakers, whose long bills 
The beak of snipe or woodcock counterfeit. 
Farewell! your knavish occupation’s gone.

N ebuchadnezzar the T ailo r M easures the M arquess,
“ The robe, most Noble Marquess, about the same length as usual P ” 
"  The same.”
“  Velvet, Spitalflelds,‘'or Genoa P ”
“ Genoa.^*
“ The fur. Most Noble—Ermine or rabbit?”  '
"R abbit—real rabbit. And, you hear, Mk. NEBCCHAPNEZZAa, you 

will lock the fellow that makes the rob* in a room by himself, and 
swear him, upon your ledger, to secresy. Tilings are come to a pretty 
nws when a man with his £400,000 a year can’t go to Houndsditch for 
his tailor, without finding himself in the new.«papers.”

"  Shameful, my Lord. Infamous! Talk about free trade! My notion 
of free trade, is Ireedom to grind the journeyman. Your most humble, 
my Lord.” [_Exit Tailor on hit way io measure th e"  Poor Man's Friend."

CIIRISTM^S WAITS.
Akong the  W aits th a t make their appearance a t this season of the 

year, we have observed the following:—
M b . D israeli waiting for som ething to  tu rn  up.
The Farmers waiting for Protection.
The Railway Shareholders waiting for a dividend.
Naval Veterans wailing for promotion.
Every Body waiting for the good time coming.

T he H eaviest Christmas W ait oe all.—Ninepenco for a pound 
weight of Butcher’s M eat!

c h a r i v a r i .

THE SHOPS AT CHKISTMAS.
How fhev blaze out on the W inter night, how warmly and how cheer

fully !
How loungers feed their eyes at them, how small boys peep askance and 

fearfully!
How poverty, heart-sick for work, beguiles perforce its angry leisure 
With gazing through those windows sadly, at their pomp, and pride, 

and pleasure 1
See those velvets, darkly damasked, TiiiAN-'ike, so warm and mellow; 
Shawls of Indian woof barbaric, barred with black, and red, and yellow; 
Silks and satins gem-like changing, filmy gauzes flung in showers. 
Ribbons winding, rainbow-hued, like tropic snakes through tropic 

flowers.

H ere’s another, through its curtains see tho*e nimble hands preparing 
Silk and satin, gauze and velvet, into forms for ladies’ wearing— 
Armoury of women’s weapons, hung with killing caps and bonnets, 
Future frames for many a face tliat, thanks to them, may prompt iis 

sonnets.
Then tlie goldsmiih’s gorgeous window, all with precious metals glowing, 
Carven chalice, frosted flagon, s 'a tdv  candelabra showing;
Mellow gold of anci-nt fashion, flashing bracelets, bronzes sober;
Stately mazers, telling tales of ruby wine or brown October.

Then the grocer’s spicy store-house, tempting poor men’s Christmas* 
money.

Crystal sugar, candied citron, clotted currants, raisins sunny.
With its porcelains quaintly figured, chests and caddies, and devices. 
Brute and liuman Chinese monsters, and the well-penned cards of prices.

Then the glory of the Twelfth Cakes what words may suffice for 
telling ?

Or the blue-rosetted prize-joints, with their tallowy mountains swelling? 
Or the poulterer’s, turkey tapestried ; or the oyster-shops, w'here study 
Gets perplexed amid the barrels, and the rows of lobsters, luddy P
Yes, the Christmas shops are splendid, and to all the senses cheering. 
Though the fog be hanging yellow, or the sleet through streets careering; 
And there is a wholesome pleasure to our hard-worked English reason, 
With all gifts of man’s contriving thus to grace the joyous season.
W ere’t not well to pass a moment from the wares and wealth we 

write of.
To some sights and scenes, that Christmas joy should, least of joys, 

make light of?
Frqm the shops turn to the streets, and mark, amid their motley 

tlironging,
The many shrunken cheeks, whereto tliere seems no joy belonging.
See that man, witli wife and children, creeping, separate and s.idly. 
Never looking at those splendours, or if glancing, glancing madly;
As if cursing all that wealth that spares no penny from its heaping.
To help them to more food and clothes, and fire, and place for sleeping.
That gorgeous velvet, that makes pale all tissues where they’ve laid it— 
What if the weaver’s passing by, wliose wasted fingers made it P 
Oh, richly broidered are those scarves; but think of her wlio, sighing, 
Drew the sore stitches—o’er her work for hunger slowly dying.
Capital vies with capital, to add wonders to our city.
Each underbidding each, without remorse, or rutli, or p ity ;
Still doth labour crowd the market, and still takes the task th a t’s 

proffered—
Curses, and works, and curses still tlie less’ning pittance offered.
And so about our splendours hangs a blight that spreads, till neither 
Employer or employed is found, but each is wroth with eilher;
Till no love remains of high to low—no trust of low in higher.
And the more we grasp tlie golden fruit, the abyss Yawns ever nigher.
Yes, these are sorry thoughts to be haunting Christmas season.
For lack of human brotherhood is to Christmas special treason ;
When Love to man did light on earth, and tliere was ioy in lieaven— 
Oh, for the spirit of that time more English hearts to leaven !

“  Stands Scotland w here it  S id  P ”
“ W ha sae base as be a slave P ”  says the Caledonian ballad; but that 

Liberty has received her death-blow in Scotland is proved by the 
Caledunum Mercury, Our Northern contemporary states that—

“  T homas Dowlinu, % dumb man, was, on Saturday, convlcUd of oom m ittiug a  breach 
o f the poace, and  eeuteuced to ten daya' im prisonm ent.”

Farewell to Scottish freedom, no longer secured by tlie Palladium 
of a fair and impailial trial by jury. T homas D ow u no , being dumb, 
was, of course, condemned without a hearing. ,

    
 



O U R  R U T C H E R . ”
(A VERY ILL-USED PERSON. NO DOUBT.)

B u tc h e r .  "  H e b e  ’a t i m e s , W iir, w e  s u a i x  b e  o b u g e d  t o  c h a r g e  f a i r  p r i c e s  n e x t . ”
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B aker S tree t a  Penal S ettlem en t, 338 
B akings Carefully A ttended to  I n  all 

C ourts of Law , 64 
B alloons I B alloons! 09 
B anshee of D rury L ane, 4 
Bare Probability , 44 
Barely Civil. 189 
Bargee’s Ballad (A ), 17g 
B attle  of Chatham  (The), 44 
Bearded w ith his ow n C orn , 158 
Bew are o( Cheap Tailors, 336 
Bible S lavery, 183
Bill for the B etter B ehaviour of B rougham  

(A), 59
Blow to  'B u s  C onductors (A ), 59 
B luebottles In th e  V atican , 179 
Bom bardm ent a t  the Surrey  Zoological, 81 
B om bastes k la  Frangalse, 04 
Bone for Bonnycastle (A). 179 
Bonne Bouctae to  C on tinen ta l R eaders,120 
Boot. Shoe, and  Corn M easure, 330 
Boys’ Di<»tribution, 60 
’Bus C onductor's Gu de (The), 7O 

B u ts”  of P arliam ent, 35 
B utcher’s Pet ” (The), 3 6  

•* Butcher W ard ”  (The), 100 
Huy your Leaves, 306 
B randed by H onours, 170 
B ravo, M sitin l , 35 
B reakers Ahead on a  R ailw ay. I 91 
B ritann ia’s T hanksgiving Day Dream,300 
B ritish BuIl-Flgbt(A)* los 
B rougham ’s A gricultural D esigns, llO 
Ca n  N othing be done to  Save Him } 190 
C areer of a Railway Parcel (The), 1O9 
C arpet B sg .ithness, 160 
C ase Deserving of Sympathy* 31 
Case of the  Station Clerks (The), 56 
C asus Belli w ith  F rance  (A), 0l 
C athedral w ith a  Had S am e (A), 71 
Chance for H igh-Born Ladles (A)> 91 
C hange for Tw opence, ig i 
Charley Fillip and  the  i f o m i n f f  C h r o n i o l $ t  

633
Chedp Bibles and Bible B inders, l44

Cheap E xcursion  to  Sm ithfield and  Back 
fo r O ne Shilling, 66

Chess, th e  Cheap D efence o f N atio i^,SS6 
C hristm as A nnual (T he), 847 
C hristm as-B oxing th e  Com pass, 34S 
Christm as is N ot W hat it O ught to  B e, 348 
Christm as W aits, 250 
Civic Procession (The), 301 
C lerical Leapfrog, 184 
Com fort th e  Cure for D rankenness, SOS 
Con. for the  C on tin en t. SO 
Conscience, A vaun t, lOi 
Coves o f Cork, 54 
C nw ardy t C ow ardy! C ustard  t 14 
Crowded to  Suffocation, 6S0 
Crow n o f  H ungary  in  th e  M elting-P o t, 

133
C row n O fferings, 75
Cry of th e  Rtation C lerks, 31
C urious F ac t in  L e tte r  W riting , 194
C uriosities o f  S porting  L ite ra tu re , 136
Da n c in g  Chancellors (The), 130
D angers o f D ining (The), 348
Daniel L am bert of Ads, (The), 833
Dead Take-in  (A), 150
D ebtor and C red ito r, a  T ragedy, 130
D eflnitions, 3
D isagreem ent of the D octors, 190 
D iscovery in  D ental S urgery , 347 
O isp lrity  am ongst Thieves, IS9 
D om estic Bliss «. D inners, 109 
D onkey.Boys of England (The). ISO 
D on 't Register 1 D on't R e ^ a te r l  106 
D own, Down, Derry D ow n, 34 
D ram atic D egrees of C om parison, 186 
Drop for F ligh ty  Fools (A), 60 
D ropping th e  Ladies H a ifa  Line, 49 
Duel-ity of th e  F rench  M ind (The), 6 i5  
D unup B sta’es (The), 3Sl 
D ustm an (The), 180 
E a t in g  T oasts in  G erm any , 105 
B ducstion in th e  A rm y, 49 
Elegy, W ritten in a  L ondon C hurchyard  

(An), 111
Episcopal A ntipodes. 74 
E ng land ’s and  Neison*i B xpeotattona 

R ealised. 646
E urope G oing Back A gain. 14l 
E very E ng llshm ao 's  Pew h is C astle, 601 
Exit C om m ander Piem an, I8l 
Fa s h io n s  for Old Halley Ladles, 180 
F a t C attle  Exhibition (The), 235 
Fine Sweet H avannahs. 144 
Flying  D utchm an (The), 338 
Fog S cream er (The), 332 
fo llow  m y Leader, 150 
Freeze C artoons, 301 
F rench  Lying in  Rome, 99 
Friend to F leas (A), 40 
Friendly  Word for Mr. Roper (A), 103 
Fun a t F arm ers' Feeds (The), 180 
G amk D istric ts (T hei, l i t  
G arden G rounds of Enfiland (The), 333 
G ibbet and th e  D eath-B ed (T te ) , 603 
G ibbet C ure (The). 54 
Give th e  Old G entlem en th e lrd o e , 139 
G iving the  R ains to  th e  Im agination* 55 
G lut of Gold (The), 333 
G rand B anquet to  i / r .  Anrok, 16 
G rand K lecilon fo r th e  P iem ie rtb ip  of 

E ng land , 10

G rand M etropolitan Steeple Chase (Irom 
P u tney  to  Sr. P aul’s, 199 

G rand V egetable B anquet to  th e  P o tato  
on h is  Recovery, 305 

G reat T ailor for ”  Bucks ”  (The), 17® 
G reat Wa«h (The), 333 
G rea te st Curiosity  o f A dverU sing L ite

ra tu re  (The), 611 
G reatest Pill-ar o f the S ta te . 175 
Gross m istake  o f C om pensation (The),lO l 
Good Cbecr to  Lady F rank lin , 830 
Good M en. Spare th a t T ree, lOl 
Good P rice for a  Good A rticle (A), 619 
Good Sport I 248 
G uards and th e  Line, 34S 
G uy Faw kes and  h is  F riends, 195 
G uy F aw kes W anted  (A), l63 
H a l f  a  Word abou t a  b it of Ire lan d , 60 
"  H am  ”  Sandw ich for Revolutionist^, 45 
H am let in  the  London C hurchyard , 145 
H snw ell E xam ination  P aper, 3 
H andw riting  and C haracter, 331 
”  H appiness w as Born a  T w in ,”  139 
He w on’t be Beat, 31 
H eed and F ron t and Back o f th e ir  Offecd- 

ing , 39
H ealth  to  H . B . (A1* 01 
H er M ajesty 's S ervan ts, 71 
H ere are  your F ine French  W aterloo*. 645 
H eroes of the N orth Pole, 333 
He *s A lw ays R ising  to  S ink , 194 
H ibernia  to  V ictoria, 103 
H istorian  In I^ icea te r Square (T he), 105 
Horn-Rnok fo** M usical C ritics, )0 l 
H orrid  M urder in bak e r S tree t, 163 
H orrib le Case of D ociclde. 95 
H orrors o f Boxing-D ay, 337 
H orse Guards* C lock, 804 
H ow  a  Railw ay looks u n d e ra  Com m ltle# 

o f luvestigalioD , 845 
How Prejudices L inger, €0 
H ow  to  do th e  O betreperous Colon lee, 

111
H ow  the  C abinet h a t  S la in 'l6,eoel k l5 
H um ours of the  N avy. 385 
H urried  Peep in to  th e  C atalogue o f the 

E tty  G allery, 51 
I.O . U. Column (The), 109 
Ido la try  In E ngland in th e  N ineteen th  

C entury . 39
If thWBlack Cap F its , W ear I t ,  193 
Im aginary  V isit to  ilo lla n d  (An), 155 
Inconven iences o f  being F a t, 85 
In fan t U ndergraduates, 103 
In for i t—How to  G et O u t o f  It, 115 
Irish  O range F low er, lOl 
Is th a t a  Site to  Show  Anybody t 14 
iM ia n  H urdy-G urdy  iThe), 74 
I t 's  A ftonish iug  how  D istance G row s, 174 
J a a r e a  Ju d g e  R ight Royally Judged* llO 
Jolly  U ndertakers (The), 344 
Jo h n  O ’Connell Cappsd, 159 
J u s t th e  Place to  Shift yo u r G round , 321 
Ju stice  for th e  Army, 647 
K e e r  your Advice to  Yourself* 05 
K ilkenny Cats In Paris, 17O 
K ing Coal and  his New Palace, 173 
K ing of the M osquitos (The), 849 
K itGhen.Gardett of E ng lish  L ite ra tu re  

(The), 109
K itchen  S tuff a t  OaUdhalt, 813

La p t  M atch-m akers, 79 
Lem entable C ase o f D ietresa (A), 84 
l*ap o f L uxury  (The), 635 
L argest B reed B asket In  th e  W orld , U4 
Last Squeak o f Sm itbfield (The), 634 
L ate M r. K enny (T he), 61 
L ate Q ueen D ow ager (The), 335 
Lay of th e  L a st F ea rg u s  (The), 183 
Lay of th e  L ittle  B a n is te r  (The), 349 
Leaf of H istory  for Bdacaulay (A), 85 
Legal D arkneta , 34 
Legal T im e-Tables, 364 
Legend of F lo rin s <A), 613 
Leg* aga in st O m nibus, 185 
Lend M e F ir*  H undred  Ponnds. 184 
Lesson of th e  Scaffold (T he), 610 
L e’ E rin  fo rg e t th e  D sye o f Old, 60 
Libel on F a th e r M athew . 4O 
L iberty 's Freirch H ornpipe, 71 
L icensed Shoplifters, 161 
Light of th e  C hurch  (A ), 95 
" L ig h ts !  L ights! I s a y ! ”  1®4 
Lightly  T rip  it. Trip It M errily , 110 
L ite ra tu re  of Sw indling (T he ), 163 
L itera tu re  o f th e  Shop W indow s, 131 
Little and G ood, 135 
Little N ut for th e  A larm ists, 13 
Logic a t  U etgate , 633 
London Clay (The), llS  
London C orresponden t (T he), IS 
Long m sy  It R am , si 
LondoDderry a t th e  H orse G uards, 7s 
Look o u t for Squalls, 111 
Lonia 7*'® his  C ouncil, 66®
Louis N apoleon Code of H ealtu  iin ey , 

135
Louis N apoleon’s Last Throw , 184 
Lucky Escape for Somebody (A |, 44 
Ma o f ix  M ourn ing , 637 
M aking Him doub 'y  S m art. 120 
M aking T h in g t P leasant, 163 
M anners and  C vstom s o f ye B nglyshe in 

1849, 13. 3L  36. 46, 56, A c., A c. 
M sn n lrg i a t  H om e (The), 613 
M arc A ntony  o f the  Second Ll/e G uards 

(Tbe). 66
M arked You H er B y e ) 70 
M albem attcsl E rro r, 110 
M atrim onial A rbitra tion  instead  of W ar, 9 
M atrim ony a t  Reduced P rices, 79 
M sxim s to  be Read by Those th a t d o n ’t 

W alk. 609
Milk for th e  M illion, 103 
M ilkm an (T he), 638 
M ilitary In te lligence , 4O 
M ilitary L ittle-G o (The), 4S 
M ilitary  M arch  of In te llec t, 71 
M odern O rphena (The), ®
M onom aniacs of th e  Exchequer, 161 
M onster P anoram a M ania (I ’he), U  
M oral T each ing  of th e  G allow s, 75 
M ore A gricu ltu ra l Ponetics. 89 
More Eligible Opportunities* 79 
More O m nibus Reform s, 50 
More Seaside In te lligence, 169 
M ost W onderful lo s u n c s  of Clairvoyance 

(The), 155
M otto for M oses, 109 
M ourner o f C rem oroe (Tbe), 161 
M r. B row n’s L e tte rs  to  a  Y oung M an 

abou t Tow n, 1 ,13 . 63, IS* 43, Ac,

    
 



T T T

254
iX.

INDEX.

M r. Di8raeli*t Gre&t F ea ta re , 20 
M r. D u aap  on  P oata l R e C o rm ,,^
M r. Ju c tice  T a l/oo rd , id  
M r. Pips h is  33, 41, 53, &c.
M urder o f M r. O 0ckr< ^n , UQ 
M urder W orship. 901 
M usic b y  E i e c ^ c  te le g ra p h , 335 
M osical L?ttCT W riters  M  
M ysteries pf th e  Trade C ircu lar, 175 
K atioit Com m itted to  N ew gate fA), 161 
N atiodal Happy F am ily , 35 
N a tu ra l H isto ry  o f  th e  O xford Spider, 05 
N ebuchadnezzar th e  T ailo r M easures the  

M arquess, 350
Need# m ust w hen Smitbfield D rives, 111 
Kels< n  CoIniTin (The). 175 
NelKon’s D angbrer A dopted by F rance , 347 
'Nelson*fc L iving Im age. 135 
N elson’s R elicts an d  N elson 's D augh te r, 

345
N ever Say D ie, 333
New M orality  (Tne^, 154
New R ecru iting  S erjean t (T he), 190
New V oice in  P arliam en t (A), 199
New W ord W anted  (A ), I84
N ew est T hing  for a  lo n g  T im e (The), 80
News from th e  S eat of W ar, 79
N ice Look O ut (A), 17I
N obility of W hitew ash  (T he ), 80
Noes have it (The). 51
N one b n t th e  Brave deserve the  Fare, 134
N ot a  Bad Ju d g e , 93
N o th in r can  Come o f N o th ing , 328
K ovel Steeple Chase, 331
N ovem ber Fogs Seen T hrough  a t  L ast,

194
N ursem aid’s F riend  (The), 94 
Ob ss q o ix s  of the  P alace C ourt, 4 
Offer to  Em brace a ll Eng land  (An), 105 
Oh 1 M ons. m ost M onstrou t, 39 
Oh ! R est T hee, m y D arlings, 94 
** Oh I W ilt Thou Sew  my B u ttons O n ,"  

320
Old Bailey C ourt C ircular, 143
Old Barley Ladies, 180
0>d B arrister’s R em onstrance (The), 194
Onanibus Racing In te lligence, 55
O m nibus Reform. 4
O range D onkeyism , 180
O rdnance Concbology, 194
O rgan and M onkey N uisance (The), 344
O thello  (The U ndertaker's) F arew ell, 350
O ur A nglo*ltaIian C lim ate, 54
Our Friends the Mosquitos, 247
O ur Guy. 180
O ur ** In s u lte d "  P ockets, 109

O ur LiUlq R ird, 03. 83, &c.
O ur Own C orresponden t, U 
P aea fro m  the  M iddlesex Sessions'M inu te 

Book (A), 199 _
P an ic  am ong th e  S m n  Jo k e -m o c g e n , 

115
Pas de P a tin eu rs  (The), 39 
Paaaport System  come to  a  P re tty  P ass, 99 
P enny -a-L ine  A trocities, 140 
P erils  o f P en m an sh ip  (The), 913 
p ig ’s W hisper (4)« 335 
P lea sa n t K eigbrourhood , 165 
"  P lease, S irrW e ’ve Come to  Bore Y o u ,"  

44
P oison Shop (The), pO 
P o rtab le  Inven tions, 91 
P o rtra its  Taken H ere in  siny Q uan tity , 04 
P ost Office M oths. 195 
Powers T h a t Be CTbe), 155 
P recau tions aga in st P estilence . 131 
P repara tions fo r th e  M asquerade, 291 
Privileges o f P arliam ent (T he , 145 
P rize S ervan t o f AlUWork rA). 94 
P robable E trennea  on N ew  Y ear’s D ay a t 

P aris , 147
Profession an d  th e  P rev a len t Epidem ic 

(The), 105
P rog ress  of P arliam e n ta ry  J o k in g , 34 
Proper T im e for P ub lic  E xecu tions, 314 
Proposal for a  new  L ean  by M r. D unup, 

160
P rorogation  Speech (A), 55 
P ro tec tion  for E verybody, 19 
P ro tec tion ists  P ro tec ted . 347 
P rotectionists*  Pum ps, H 5 
PulTers and  th e  Poeta (The), 04 
Pun N egative (The), 34 
P unch  P elted  w ith  M ud, 331 
P unch  P uzzled , 54 
Punch to  th e  F rench  P reaiden t, 235 
P u n ch ’s C heap E xcursion  U p a n d  Down 

the  N ile. 70, 79. 9l
P u n ch 's  F ree  A dm ission to  th e  E xh lb i.

tions  of L oudon, 30, 35 
P u n ch 'e  F ree  A dm ission to  th e  S urrey  

Zoological G ardens, 35 
P u n ch 's  Law  R eports. 219 
P u n ch ’s M edico-C hirurgical Socie ty , 80 
P unch’s O w n Foreign lo te llig en ce , 40 
P u n ch 's  O wn R ailw ay, 171 
P u n ch 's  Peace P rize Essays, 64 
P u n ch 's  P ro rogation  o f th e  O pera S ea

so n , 00
P u n ch 's  Review, 150, 349 
P unch ’s Songs of th e  H ea rt, 100 
Q i/sk n  in Ire lan d  (The), 50

Q ueen V ictoria’s StatuO, 209 
Q ueatious for C hristendom , I9I 
Q uestio n s  fo r Law  S tu d en ts. 203 
R kal B lessing to  A nybody. 99 
R ebeccas W anted  in  London, 45 
R eciprocity . An Idy ll, 15 
Red Repnbllean M arty rs , 11 
R egent S tree t M elodram a, 190 
R egistereJ Sheriff (A), 10 
R epairs N eatly  E xecu ted , 90 
Revival of th e  M end ican tT iad e , 33O 
R ichest Laym an in  E ng land , 101 
R igh ts o f th e  W orm  (T he), 349 
R oasted O range. 19I 
R om snee of th e  Sew ers (T he), 99 
H owland Hill Among th e  A tto rn ics. 335 
R ow land H ill is requested  to  trem ble , 231 
R oyalty  in  Exile, 189 
R ubbing Dp th e  Old P la te , 144 
Ruin am ong  R uins (A), 155 
Rules for O bservance In O rd inary  Life, 

331
S a c a iL Z o i, 330
Sad S ta te  o f th e  C ity N arcissus. 338 
Sale o f M r. D u n u p 's  Effects, 310 
Scenes from  the  Life of an  U nprotected 

F em ale, 174, )85, 300. 311, A c., &c. 
School o f Jack  K etch (The), 90 
Seaside In te lligence , 41 
S en tim en t v. Influenza, 331 
Serve U s R igh t, 109 
S h ak tp eare  in  A m erica, 193 
Shops a t  ChriKtmas (T he ), 350 
S bu t’Up O ne (Thei, 113 
Siege O perations a t  M r. D unup 's, 50 
Simon Sum m ed Up, 195 
Six e. H alf-a-D ozen, 04 
S kating  Season (T he), 331 
S landered  B ritish LaiAb (The'), 100 
S lang  o f the  Song  W riters , 11 
S leepiest M edlar on R ecord (The), 74 
S m ashing  B usiness (The); 314 
Smithfteld of th e  F u tu re  (Thel. 231 
Sm ithfieldite E xcursion  (A), 80 
'* S tan d s  S cotland w here i t  Did ? "  250 
Stock o f A dm irals, C ap ta ins, &c. (A ), 104 
S tocks and  S tones, so i 
" S to p  H e r ,"  94 
S torm  tn a  Tea C ap (A ), 149 
S trik ing  E rro rs a t  th e  M in t, 105 
S tro n g  G ale (A), 3 |S  
S tudy  of Bad H eads (A), 320 
Social Com forts of S ocia lists, 938 
Song of th e  S ensitive ’Bus-M an, 105 
Soyer on the  D iet of IJu u g ary , l6l 
Spes e t Opes, 14U

Svfift a n d  S ure, 116 
T ram xs D rink ing  Song, I 69 
Tham es S team  C ondensers, 84 
There is no  P lace like th e  H om e Office. 15 
There is some P lea su re  in  being in  P a r

liam en t, 10
T hey 're  A t I t  A gain , 195 
T hree T hinga W e C an n o t Do, 101 
T h row ing  Coals o n  F ire  a t  th e  Coal 

E xchange, I 89 
T hunde r and  'O u n s , 139 
T ies an d  Neck*Ties of H om e, 170 
To A scertain  th e  S ta te  of th e  C oun try , 33 
To B um bledom  B ellige ren ts, 110 
T o  D rive A w ay C rickets, 00 
To P ersons  Food of R est, 84 
To th e  W om en o f R eading , 05 
Too Good to  be True, 349 
Tow n and C ountry  Sunday. 150 
T ravelling  Made U neasy. 161 
T re a t for T ravellers (A), 05 
T ricks  npon T ravellers, 149 
U nz  V dsuvienne, 93 
V oicx  from  th e  S tom ach (A ), 180 
Ups and D owns o f  a  P ic tu re  (The), 231 
W al k  Up I I t ' s  only O ne P en n y , 185 
W anted , a  S ponsor for a  P a le to t, 140 
W ar C ongress (The), 85 
W ar, th e  B est T eacher o f Peace, 111 
W ar Song o f  th e  Wild 'B us-M an , 140 
W ashing th e  M etropolis o( Us B lacks, 931 
W ater th a t J o h n  D rinks (T he). 144 
"  W ehaven 't Dined S ince Y es te rd ay ,"  190 
We Like to  E ncourage G enius, 19 
We Live in  S tirr in g  T im es. 94 
We W onder if T a len t w ill E ver be R ecog

nised t 315
W hat is C om m unism ? 44
W hat i t  Costs to  P lay a t  Soldiers, 125
W hat M r. Jones saw  a t Paris, 100
W hat shall We H ave N ext 1 90S
What 'a the Row a t Drury Lane ? 337
W hatever w ill Becom e of Ua ? 31
"  W here 'a  Y our M anners I "  19
W herry  R idiculous, 74
W niaperings in  th e  Inso lven t C ourt, 337
W ho’s T h a t Km»cking a t  th e  D oor? 347
W ilful W atte  of W a te r. I74
W itty  A ntics and A ntiqu ities, 9
Wyid Goose Chase over th e  Globe (A), I 89
W om an 's  P lea for M ercy (A), 170
W onderfu l A u  (A), 06
W ord for M r. W alker (A), 135
W reck of th e  Royal G eorge, 34
Y k 8hip-D uU ders of E ng land , 230
You Cau'c Make a  Purse, &c., I60
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