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SEEKING THE HOUDY.

BY JAMES HOGG (THE ETTRICK SHEPHERD).

Taxne was & shepherd on the lands of Meggat-
dale, who once set out riding with might and main,
under cloud of night, for that most important and
Decessary personage in & remote and mountainous
country, called by a different name in every coun-
try of the world, excepting perhaps Egypt and

" England ; but by the hi ders most expressively
termed Auine or te ths toctor.

The mare that Robin rode was a black one, with
a white face like a cow. BShe had a great big belly,
a switch tail, and a back, Robin said, as sharp as a
knife ; but perhaps this pert of the description was
rather exaggerated. However, she wag laziness it-
self pemnged, and the worst thing of all, her foal
was closed in at home; for Robin had wiled the
mare and foal into the bire with a piece of bread,
which he did not give her after all, but put in his
pocket in case of farther necessity: he then whip-
ped 8 hair halter on the mare’s head, and the straw
sunks on her back, those being the only equipment
within his reach ; and it having cost Robin a great
deal of trouble to get the foal into the bire, he now
eyed him with an exulting, and at the same time a

look. *You mischievous rascal,” said
he, “I think I bave you now; stand you there an’
chack flees, till I come back to teach you better
manners.”

Robin then hurried out the mare to the side of
the kail-yard dike, and calling out to Jean, his wife,
not to be in ower grit a hurry, and to exercise all
the Pﬁenee she was mistress of, he flew on the
yaud's back, and off he went at full gallop.

The hair halter that Robin e with had a
wooden snibbelt upon the end of it, as all hair hal-
ters had erewhile, when there were no other bridles
in Meggat, saving branks and hair halters annexed ;
consequently with thie farther end of this halter one
could hit an exceeding' hard stroke. Indeed, I
Dever saw any thing in my life that hurt so sore as
8 hair halter and wooden snibbelt at the end of it ;
and I may here mention, as an instance of its effi-
cacy, that there was once a boy at Hartwood mines,

- noar Belkirk, who killed with a snibbelt two High-
land soldiers, who came to press his horses in the

-five.
ell, to this halter and snibbelt Robin had trust-
40

ed for a rod, there being no wood in Meggat-dale,
got 80 much a; ; tree “l:dand a molrle unlucky an£
angerous goad he could scarcely have possesse
and that the black mare, with a‘ywbitae face like a
cow, felt to her experience. Robin galloped, by the
ight of the full moon, down by the But-haugh and
Glengaber-foot about as fast as & good horse walks;
still he was galloping, and could make no more of
it, although he was every now and then lending the
yaud a yerk on the flank with the snibbelt. But
when he came to Henderland, to which place the
mare was accustomed to go every week to meet
the eggler, then Robin and the mare gplit in their
opinions. Robin thought it the most natural and
reasonable thing in the world that the mare should
push on to the Sandbed, about eight miles further,
to bring home the wise woman to his beloved wife's
assistance. The mare thought exactly the reverse,
being inwardly convinced that the most natural and
reasonable path she could take was the one straight
home dgain to her foal ; and withoutany further cere-
mony, save giving a few switches with her long ill-
shapen tail, she set herself with all her might to
ispute the point with Robin. )
hen there was such a battle commenced, as
never was fought at the foot of Henderland-bank at
midnight, either before or since. O, my beloved
and respected editor and readers! I wish I could
make you understand the humor of this battle as
well as I do. The branks were two sticks hung b
& head-steel, which, when one drew the halter har
nipped the beast’s nose most terribly; but then
they were all made in one way, and could onl
turn the beast to the near side. Now the blac
mare did not, or could not, resist this agency of the
branks; she turned round as often as Robin liked,
but not one step farther would she proceed on the
road to Sandbed. 8o roundabout and roundabout
the two went; and the mare, by a very clever ex-
pedient, contrived at every circle to work twice her
own length nearer home. Saint Sampson! how
Robin did lay on with the halter and snibbelt, when-
ever he got her head round towards the way he
wanted her to go! No—round she came again!
He cursed her, he flattered her, he reminded her of

the precarious state of her mistress, who had so
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THE SCOTTIBH TRA-PARTY.

out o' the breweree—and whether the red

had ta'en the beast's eye or no, I dinna ken, but the
bubbly-jock rins after Mrs. Clapperton, and Mrs.
Clapperton ran, poor body, and the bubbly-jock after
her, mdinero-inftheouny, ye see, her fit alip-
pet, and the muff flew frae her, and there's a cart
coming past, and the wheel o’ the cart o'er
the muff, and ae gentleman rins and lifts Mra. Clap-
rerton, and anither lifts the muff, and when he
ooks into the muff, what's there, but a wee bit
broken bottle, wi’ & wee soup brandy in't; and the
gentlemen fell a looking and laughing to ane ani-
ther, and they’re gaun about to their dinner parties
and their supper parties, and telling about Mrs.
Clapperton wi’' the bubbly-jock and the bottle o’
brandy. Now it's vera ill done o' the gentlemen to
do any thing o’ the kind, for Mrs. was
Jjust like to drap down wi’ perfect vexation, for she’s
a body o’ that kind o’ luthg:' kind o’ disposition, she
would just as soon take aquafortis as she would take
brandy in ony clandestine kind o' manner!

Each gemman at his post now,
In handing tea or toast now,

Is striving to outshine;
‘While keen to find a handle
To tip a little scandal,

The ladies all combine ;
Of this one’s dress or carriage,
Or t'other's death or marriage,

The dear chit-chat’s kept up;
While the lady from the table,
Is calling while she’s able—

“ Will you have another cup?”

¢Dear me, you're no done, mem—you'll take an-
other cup, mem—take out your spoon.’ ¢Oh no,
mem, I never take mair than ae cup upon ony ooca-
sion.’ *Toots, sic nonsense.’ ‘ You may toots awa,
but it's true sense, mem. And whan did ye see Mrs.
Petticraw, mem ? ‘Deed, I haena seen her this
lang time, and 'm no wanting to see her; she'’s &
body o' that kind, that just frae house to
house gathering clashes, and gets her tea here and
her tea there, and tells in your house what she
hears in mine, and when she begins, she claver
clavers on and on, and the elaver just comes frae
her as if it cam’ aff a clew, and there's nae end o'
her.! ‘O you maun excuse her, poor body, ye ken
she’s lost a' her teeth, and her tongue weariesin her
mouth wantin’ company.” ‘Deed they may excuse
her that wants her, for it's no me. Oh! ladies, did
ye hear what's happened in Mr. M‘Farlane’s family ?
there's an awfu' circumstance happened in that
family. Mr. and Mrs. M‘Farlane haevna spoken to
ane anither for this fortnight, and I'll tell you the
reason o't. Mrs. M‘Farlane, poor body, had lost
ane o' her teeth, and she gaed awa to the dentist to

t & tooth put in, and the dentist showed her twa-
gree kinds o’ them, and amang the rest he showed
her a Waterloo ane, and she thought she would hae
a Waterloo ane, poor body. Weel the dentist puts
in ane to her, and the tooth's running in her head
&' day, and when she gangs to her bed at nicht, as
she tells me—but I'm certain she must have been
dreaming—just about ane or twa o'clock o' the
morning, mem, just about ane or twa o'clock in the
morning, when she looks out o' her bed, there's a
great lang sodger standing at the bedside, and

uo’ she, ‘ Man, what are ye wanting?’ she sa

zno’ he, * Mrs. M‘Farlane, that's my tooth that ye've

got in your mouth’ *Your tooth!’ quo’ she, ‘the

very tooth I bought the day at the dentist’s!’ ‘It
does na matter for that,’ quo’ he, ‘I lost it at Wa-
terloo.’ ¢Ye lost it at Waterloo, sic monsense !’
Weel, wi’ that he comes forzet to pit his finger into
Mrs. M‘Farlane’s mouth to tak’ the teeth out o' ber
mouth, and she gies a snap, and catch’d him by the
finger, and he gied a t scriech afid took her a
gowf i’ the side o' the head, and that waukened her,
and when she waukens, what has she gotten but
Mr. I‘Fnhulm’s finger ntmn’ ol her teeth, ?nd him
mrinq to gang out o' his judgment!! Noo,
Mr. M‘Farlane has been gaun about wi’ his thumbin a
clout, and looking as surly as a bear, for be thinks
Mrs, M‘Farlane had done it out o’ spite, because he
wadna let her buy a sofa at a sale the other day;
100 it’s vera ill-done o’ Mr. M‘Farlane to think ony

thing o' that kind, as if ony woman would
and bits her ain feah and dlood if she kent o't.’
Miss M‘Wharty, with a smile,
Asks the ladies to beguile

An hour with whist or loo;
‘While old uncle cries * Don’t plague us;
Bring the toddy and the negus—

We'll have a song or two.
¢ Oh dear me, uncle Joseph!
Pray do not snap one’s nose off';

ou’ll have toddy when you're dry,

‘With a little ham and chicken,
An’ some other dainty pickin’

For the ladies, by-and-by.”

¢ Weel, mem, how’s your frien' Mrs, Howdyson
coming on in thae times, when there is sae muckle
influensa gaun about amang families?’ ¢ Mre. How-
dyson | na, ye maun ask somebody that kens better
about her than I do. I ha nae seen Mrs. Howdy-
son for three months.’ ‘Dear me! do ye tell me
sae ? you that used to be like twa sisters! how did
sic a wonderfu' change as that come about ?’ ¢ 'Deed,
mem, it was a very silly matter did it a’. Some five
months since, ye see, mem (but ye maunna be
speaking about it), Mrs. Howdyson called on me se
forenoon, and after sitting awhile she drew a paper
parcel out o’ her muff:—* Ye'll no ken what thisis?’
said she. ‘No,’ quo I, *it’s no very Likely.’ ‘Weel,
it’s my worthy husband’s satin breeks, that he had
on the day we were married; and I'm gaun awa to
Miss Gushat to get her to mak them into a bonnet
for mysel, for I a great respect for them on ac-
count of him that's awa’.’ Respeet! thinks I to my-
sel (for about this time she was spoke o’ wi’ Deacon
Purdie), queer kind o’ respect!—trying to catch a
new guidman wi’ a bonnet made out o' the aald
ane’s breeks!—but I said nothing. Weel, twa or
three weeks after this, I was taking & walk wi’
anither lady, and wha should we meet but Mrs.
Howdyson, wi’ a fine, flashy, black satin bonnet on !
80, we stopped, and chatted about the weather,
and the great mortality that was in the town, and
when shaking hands wi' her at parting;-1, without
meaning ony ill, gae a nod at her bonnet, and hap-
pened to say, in my thoughtless kind o' way, ¢ Is that
the breeks ?’ never mindin’' at the time that there
was a stranger lady wi' me. Now this was maybe
wrang in me, but consi our intimacy, I never
dreamed she had ta’en’t till twa three Sun-
days after, I met her gaun to the kirk wi'
Miss Purdie, and I happened to hae on ane o' thae
new fashionable bounets—really, it was an elegant
shaped bounet! and trimmed in the most tasteful
and becoming manner—it was, iu shett, such a bon-
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net as ony lady t have been proud to be seen
in. Weel, for ' that, mem, we badna stood
before she began on my poor bonnet, and called it
@' the ugly-looking things she could think o', and
advised me to gang hame and change it, for I
looked 80 vulgar and daftlike in't. At length I got
nettled at her abuse, for I kent it was a’ out o’
spite; Mrs. Howdyson, says I, the bonnet may be
baith vulgar and dafilike, as you say, but I'm no
half sae ar or sae dafilike as I wad be, if, like
some were gaun to the kirk wi’a pair o’
axuld breeks on my head! 8o I turns on my heel and
left them; but though it was the Sabbath-day, I
could not help thinking to mysel—my lady, I trow
T've given you a lozenge to sook that'll keep you
frae sleeping better than ony confectionary you've
ta'en to the kirk wi’ ye this while.’

‘Weel, ladies, there are some strange kind o’
folks to be met with after a’. D've just been listen-
ing to your crack, and it puts me in mind of & new
married lady I was visiting the ither day. Before
she was married, she was one of the dressiest belles
we had about the town; and as for changing bon-
nets, you would seldom meet her twice wi' the same
ane on. But now, though she bas been little mair
than three months ed, she has become one of
the moet idle tawpie drabs that ever was seen, and
bas 80 many romantic fancies and stupid conceits
sbout her, that I often canna help pitying the poor
busband. Besides, she kens nae mair about house
matters than if she had never heard o’ sic things.
She was an only dochter, you see, and, like the ewe'’s
pet lamb, she got mair licking than learning. Just
to gie ye an instance o’ her management,—she told
me she was making preparations for a dinner that
ber husband was going to give ina day or twa, and,
amang ither things, she said that. he wanted a tur-
key in ruffles.” ‘Turkey in ruffies! quo I, that's a
queer kind o’ a dish!’ *‘Queer as it is, I'll manage
it) ‘I would like to see it,’ quo’ I. So wi’ that,
she the bell and orders the servant to bring it
ben. Weel, what's this but a turkey; the feathers

were aff, to be sure, which showed some sma’ glim-

lang | mering o' sense, but the neck o’ the beast was a’

done 3wi’ fine cambric ruffies; these were to be
ta'en off, it mma,ﬁ;:ll it was roasted, and thetfxuil:
was to get on its finery again, 80 a8 to appearin
puff before the company, and this was what she
called a turkey in es. *Dear me, quo’ I, thisis o
way o' dressing a turkey I never saw before—I'm
thinking the guidman must have meant turkey and
truffles.’ ¢Truffles!’ cried she, looking like a be-
wildered goose, and ‘ what's truffles, in &’ the world ¥
‘Just look your cookery-book, quo’ I, and youll
find that truffles are no made o’ cambric mualin.’
Now, ladies did you ever hear such ignorance? but,
better than that, she went on to me how she
had sent the servant to the market to buy a hare,
to mak soup o': but, says she, ¢ what do you think
the stupid creature did? instead of a hare, she
brought me twa rabbits; now, ye ken, mem, rab-
bits dinna mak guid haresoup.’ ‘No, quo’ I; hare-
soup made o’ mﬂu may be a rare dish, but it's no
to my taste.’” ‘That’s just my opinion; so, as
they’re gay and white in the flesh, P’m thinking just
to make a bit veal-pie o’ them ;—what do you think
o' that for economy?’ ‘Excellent, quo’ I, if you
can manage it ‘But,’ said she, ‘I'm to hae a
haggis too, as a novelty to some En gentlemen
that are to be of ‘the party; now, 'm thinking of
having the bag of the haggis died turkey-red; it's
a fancy o’ my ain, and I think it would astonish
them ; besides, it would cut such a dash on the ta-
ble’ ‘Dash on the table! quo’ I, nae doubt it
would cut a dash on the table;—but wha ever
heard o’ a turkey-red haggis before ?’ Now, I
think, ladies, if my frien’ can either make Aare-soup
or a veal-pie out of nﬁirof rabbits, she'll be even
a greater genius than Mrs. Howdyson, wi’ her new
bonnet made out o’ a pair of suld breeks!’

So thus to sit and chitter chatter

O’er a cup o' scalding water,
Is the &ahion o' the day.'

——— et

EXTRACTS FROM “THE LAIRD OF LOGAN.”
BY JOHEN DONALD CARRICK.

tribute to the hilarity of the evening, excused
herself by saying she had only one song, and it was
80 threadbare, she was nfrmi to ging it. ‘ Hoot,
madam,” cried our wag, ‘80 much the better, for

if its threadbare, you'll get the easier through it.”
Goor Excuse ye= A Bap Har.—

, like some

the Laird to have on a “shocking bad hat,” could
not refrain from ex his surprise at his negli-
rm “Oh,” rejoins the wit, ‘it makes nse dif-
erence what I wear here—no ane kens me.” This,
of course, was a settler. Some short time after-
wards, however, the parties met again in Edinburgh,
st Logan’s old favorite haunt—the old favorite

M-ﬂlnﬁnﬁhodhmwnhgemimm.'thinkhgumnbe .

g | should be married ?”

Now, thinks the assailant, I shall certainly hedﬁe
him. “ Well, Logan, still sticking to the old hat1”
‘“Hoot, man!” replies the wit, dryly, ‘ what mat-
ters what I wear here ¥—everybody kens me.”

Love ar Sionr.—A servant girl, of no st
intellect, who lived with a lady in the neighborm
of Paisley, one day surprised zer mistress by givi
up her place. The lady inquired the cause, ".:5
found that it was that fertile source of dissension
between mistress and maid-servant—a lad. * And
who is this lad ?” inquired her mistress. ‘‘Ou, he's
a nice lad—a lad that sits in the kirk just forenant
me.” ‘“And when does he intend that you and he
“I dinua ken.” ‘* Are you

you at all$” I daur say
he does, mem.” m you had much of each
other’s company?” *No yet.” * When did you
last converse with him ?” ¢ Deed, we hae nae con-
versed ava yet.” ‘‘Then how should _you suppose
that he is going to marry you ?” “ Ou,” replied the
simple 'rf, “he's been hng lookin’ at me, and I

in?

sure he intends to
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BY ANDREW HENDERSON.

bly 1

complained, and his lordship as often admonished
them to speak out; but, notwithstanding repeated
admonitions, they again and again resumed their
under toue till oty new reminded :—on this account,
the patience of the Judge was most severely tried,
and 3’&'?[; time the examination was finis! ed,l:n!:
was suppressing ¢t irritation. At tl
juncture, there -ppmchmhrongh the crowd, to-
wards the witness box, a tall, stout fellow, with a
fustian sleeved jacket, capacious corduroy inex-
pressibles, blue rig-and-far hose, and strong lumps
of shoes, well supplied with tackets—who, with
pavier-like thumps, tramped up the wooden steps
into the box, laid his bonnet on the seat, and sous-
ing himself down on it, stared about with seeming
indifference, a8 if he had nothing more to do.
This uncommon nonchalance his lordship eyed
with surprise, and having promptly ordered him to
stand up, and administered the oath, he, with a
fearful scowl and gruff manner, addressed him:
* Witness, let me tell you, that my brother (mean-
ing the other Judge) and I have this day been put
to great trouble examining witnesses who would not,
or could not, speak above their breath ;—now, sir, I
see you're a strong young man, and being a carter,
as I understand, and accustomed to epeak out to
your horses, you can have no such apology; and,

shall be
sent down

to jail in an instant.” Ere this volley was well

over, the witness, unconscious of by him to
call for such a threat, ¢! d color—stared wildl
around—hitched up the headband of his '

clothes,—and betrayed such strange symptoms, that
his lordship, imputing them to di or in-
difference, called out, “ stand still, sir—mind what
Tve said to you.” This acted like an eleetric shock
on the witness, for he instantly grasped the bar be-
fore him, stood stock-still, gaping as petrified. His
lordship then resumed his seat, and called out to
the witness, *What's your name?”  Bauldy
M‘Luckie,” was instantly roared out in a voice more
resembling the discharge of a piece of artillery,
than the ordinary action of the vocal o The
amazement was succeeded by a burst o lrregmd-
ble laughter from the audience, and the lengthe

bawl of “Si-lence,” by the macer, while the effect
of it on his lordship was such, that, instinctively
dropping the pen, clapping both hands to his ears,
and looking daggers at Bauldy, he exclaimed,
*What's the meaning of that, sir?” Bauldy, who
thought his lordship now meant to quarrel with
him for not speaking loud enough, immediately an-
swered in the same tone, “I never spoke louder to
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the brutes in my life.” A perfect explosion of
laughter suoceeded; which, for some time, defied
every effort of the macer and the court to get re-
; even his lordship, whose kindness of
was well known, smilingly observed, * Surely
don’t consider us your brutes, sir,~—you should
mwthm'nadiﬂermbetvktmﬁngndtpuk-
ing. Remember where you're ing, sir.” This
memento wrought on Bauldy usly—his
bands clenched convulsively the bar in front—the
tion broke in drops on his faco—his eyes
seemed fixed, and his whole frame fearfully
In vain were questions put to him from sides
of the bar—£ruitless were expostulations or threats
—his answers were all of the nom mé recordo olass,
except two, to which no importance seemed at-
tached by nz’:ne. unless Bauldy, namely, * That
be staid wi’

hs | fear they might knock the boddom frse neath

get away. Thid operated like & charm; Bauldy
and bonnet were instantly in motion. His preci-
pitate tramp down the narrow steps, however,
ended rather ungracefully, for baving tripped him-
self, down he came, at length, on the top of a man,
whose rueful gestures and looks, under the walﬁ
and desperate grasp of Bauldy, found no conso
tion or apology, other than tho convulsive laughter
of the audience, and the hasty remark of Bauldy at
stri away—*‘Did ye.e'er see sick a cankry

for as » On gommuuide the court, Bauldy's
mother and some cro were overheard asking
him how he had come on;—* Come on,” said he,
“I thought the auld buffer would hae worried me;
he said - he would send me down to jail whaur I
swood—I lost my sight—and gaed clean doited—I
was Kke to l'll‘l but I held firm by the bauk, for
my
t‘eetz and send me below in an instant, as he said—
yon'’s nae fun ava, Come awa, lads, my throat’s as

dry as a whistle, and gi'e me & dram to draik the
dust.”

mither in the + and
kent she was sulder than himsel'.” there-
m&m no! forther could be elicited from
y, his p imputed it to Bauldy's wish to
oconceal the truth, in a surly manner ordered him to
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BY DAVID MACSETR MOTR (PELTA).

Frox the first moment I clapped eye on the
earicature thing of a coat, that Tommy Bodkin
had, in my absence, shaped out for Cursecow! the
buteher, I foresaw, in my own mind, that a catas-
trophe was brewing for us; and never did soldier

rd himself to t the French, or sailor

a sea-storm, with greater alaority, than I did to
cope with the bull-dog snger, and buffet back the
uproarious ven of our heathenish customer.

At first I thought of letting the thing take its
natural course, and of threaping down Cursecowl’s
throat, that he must have been feloniously keeping
in his breath, when Tommy took his measure; and,
moreover, that as it was the fashion to be straight-
laced, Tommy had done his utmost, trying to make
him look like his betters ; till, my conscience check-
ln% me for such a nefarious intention, I endeavored,
» me in the relations of man, merchant,
and Christian, to solder the matter peaceably, and
show him, if there was & fault committed, that
there was no evil intention on my side of the house.
To this end, I despatched the bit servant wench, on
the Friday afternoon, to deliver the coat, which

was neatly tied up in brown paper, and directed— | his

“Mr. Cursecowl, with care,” and to buy a sheep’s
bead; bidding her, by way of being civil, give my
kind compliments, and enquire how Mr. and Mrs.
Cursecowl, and the five little Miss Cursecowls, were
keeping their healths, and trusting to his honor in
& me & good article. But have a moment’s

nce.
Being busy at the time, turning a of kutti-
kins for old Mr. Mooleyy uch, fhe ]:i:lmonger,

When the lassie came back, I had no mind of ask-
ing a sight of the sheep’s head, as I aye like the
Hitle black-faced, in preference to the white, fat,
foxy Cheviot-breed; but, most providentinllli, I
catched a gliskie of the wench ng the shop-

vindow, on the road over to Jacob Coom, the

smith's, to get it singed, having been despatched
there by her mistress. Running round the counter
like lightning, I opened the sneck, and hallooed to
her to wheel to the right about, having, somehow
or other, a superstitious longing to look at the

pare | article. As I was saying, there was a Providence

in this, which, at the time, mortal man could never
ha;e th"ﬁf: of‘lud pped } h wspaper
ames Batter PO] n with & ne
in his hand, to read me a curious account of &
Mermaid, that was seen singing a Gaelic song,
and combing its hair with a tortoiseshell comb,
someway, terrible far north about Shetland, by a
reapectable minister of the district, riding home in
the gloaming, after a presbytery dinner. So, as he
was just taking off his spectacles cannily, and say-
ing to me—* And was not that droll ?"—the lassie
spread down her towel on the counter, when, lo!
and behold! such an abominable spectacle! James
Batter observing me run back, and turn white, put
on his glasses again, cannily uking them out of
well-worn shagreen case, and, giving a stare down
at the towel, almost touched the beast’s nose with
own.

¢ And what in the name of goodness is the mat-
ter t” quo’ James Batter; * ye seem in & wonderful
quandary I” .

“The matter!” answered I, in astonishment;
looking to see if the man had lost his sight or his
sensee—** the matter! who ever saw a sheep’s head
with straight horns, and a visnomy, all colors of the
rainbow—red, blue, orange, green, yellow, white,
and black "

“Deed it is,” said Jumes, after & nearer inspec-
tion; *it must be a lowsy-naturay. I'm sure I
have read most of Buffon's gooks, and I have never
heard tell of the like. It’s gey and querish.”

“0d! James,” mweredf ‘‘yo take every thing
very canny; you're a philosopher, to be sure; but,
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I dare say, if the moon was to fall from the lift,
and knock down the old kirk, ye would say no
more than ‘it's gey and queerish.’™

“ Queerish, man! do ye not see that?” added I,
shoving down his head mostly on the top of it.
“Do ye not see that? awful, most awfull extonish-
ing!! Do ye not see that long beard? Who, in
the name of goodness, ever was an eye-witness to a
sheep’s bead, in a Christian land, with a beard iike
an unshaven jew, ¢rying éowl elowes,’ with a green
bag over his left shoulder!”

“Dog on it,” said James, giving a fidge with his
bainches ; “Dog on it, as I am a living sinner, that
is the head of a Willy §ont."

4 Willie, or Nannie,” answered I, “it’s not meat
for me ; and never shall an ounce of it cross the
craig of my family ;—that is, as sure as ever James
Batter drave a shuttle. Give counsel in need,
James; what is to be done ™"

“That needs consideration,” quo’ James, givi
8 bit hoast. * Unless he makes ample apology, an:
explains the mistake in a feasible way, it is my
humble opinion that he ought to be summoned be-
fore his betters. That is the legal way to make
him smart for his sina.”

At last, a thought struck me, and I saw farther
through my difficulties than ever mortal man did
through a millstone ; but, like a politician, I minted
not the matter to James, keeping my tongue can-
nily within my teeth. I then laid the head, wrapped
up in the bit towel, in a corner behind the counter ;
and, turning my face round again to James, I put
my hands into my breeches pockets, as if noths’:g
in the world had happened, and ventured back to
the story of the Mermaid. I asked him how she
looked—what kind of dress she wore—if she swam
with her corsets—what was the color of her hair—
where she would buy the tortoiseshell comb—and
80 on; when, just as he was clearing his plﬁe to
reply, who should burst open the shop-door, like &
clap of thunder, with burning cat’s een, and a face
as red as a soldier's jacket, but Cursecowl himself,

(.Y

with the new killing-coat in his hand,~—which, giv-
ing a t;:ailmendoml ours:, the words of which are not
essentially necessary for me to repeat, being am
elder of our kirk, he made play flee at me with
such & birr, that it twisted round my neck, and
mostly blinding me, made me doze like a tottum.
At the same time, to clear his way, and the better
to enable him to take n:.good mark, he gave James
Batter a shove, that e him stoiter against the
wall, and snacked the good new farthing tobacco-
pipe, that James was taking his first whiff out of;
crying, at the same blessed moment—** Hold out o’
my road, ye long withered wabeter. Ye're a pair
of havering idiots; but I'll have pennyworths out
of both your skins, as I'm a sinner!”

What w?a ué“be done?fo.'l'h‘:rer:a no time for
speaking, for Cursecowl, foaming like a mad
with passion, seized hold of the ellwand, whichdg
flourished round his head like a lander's broad
sword; and, stamping about, with his stockings
drawn up his thighs, threatened every moment to
commit bloody murder. :

If James Batter never saw service before, he
learned a little of it that day, being in a pickle of
bodily terror not to be imagined by living man;
but his presence of mind did not forsake him, and
he cowered for safety and succor into & far corner,
holding out & web of buckram before him,—me
crying all the time, *“Send for the town-officer!
will ye not send for the town-officer "

You may talk of your General Moores, and your
Lord Wellingtons, as ye like; but never, since I
was born, did I ever see or bear tell of any thing
braver than the way Tommy Bodkin behaved, in
saving both our precious lives, at that blessed nick
of time, from touch-and-go jeopardy; for, when
Cursecowl was rampaging about, cursing and swear~
ing like a Russian bear, hurling out vollies of oaths
that would have frighted John Knox, forbye the
like of us, Tommy stole in behind him like a wild
cat, followed by Joseph Breekey, Jerry Staytape,
and Jack Thorl, the three apprentices, on their

—

X

!
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zg'

ddump

back bis albows ke o fash of

giving the otheredhnutimotojumponhub::{,

and bold him like a vice; while, having got time to

draw my breath, and sorew up my pluck, I ran for-

'ardlike a lion, and honglledp the whole concern—
in, the three faithful apprentices,

Onmcowl, and to the like &
all, coming ground

inl: md'n&::‘hm Batter's turn to come up ﬁl)n
an a savage for
inaltmgws that Cnneeowlbdns-red

hm ludrvgpeddawnlikcmd,vithhhknouon

Cursecowl’s breast, who was yelling, and
Gindag o buckiaus e & mad b, Kl
tubing his Kimarngal of his head, thrust 1

ock off his head, thrust it, like [
bummng ram, into Cursecowl’s mouth, to hinder
the neighborhood, and bm

:h;whol:’nsworld ut our ears. Sucho.ltu
mmg mghin and riving about the
I I th it they would not- have left one
another with & on; it seemed & combat even

Igot-glhkie from th James's
cowl, it was growing as black as the crown of my
hat. It feared me much that murder would be the

npshot, the webs being all heeled over, both of

broad cloth, buckram, cassimir, and Welch flannel ;
and the paper shapings and worsted roundo coiled
about their throats and bodies like fiery serpents.
At long and hst, I thought it became me, bein
the head of the house, to sound a parley, and bi
them give the savage a mouthful of fresh air, to see
if he had any thing to say in his defence.

Cursecowl, by this time, had forcible assurance
-of our ability to overpower him, and finding he had
by far the worst of it, was obliged to grow tamer,

the first breath he got to cry out, * A barley,
eves, & barley! tell ye, give me wind.

I‘e‘l:lnotnmnmninegfyel" i

ding our own strength, we saw, by this e,
that we were masters of the field; navértheless wo
took care to make good terms, when they were in
our power; nor would we allow Cursecowl to sit
hrlght, till after he had said, three times over, on

honor as a gentleman, that he would behave as
became one.

After giving his breeches-knees a akuﬂ with his
Joof, to dad oﬂ the stoure, he came, right foot
fonmost., to the counter aide, while the laddies were

tm'g their brows, and stowing away the webd

vyo eir ends round about, saying, * Maister

ueh. how h.ve ye the conecience to send hame

o’ wark as that coat to ouy decent

m? ye dare to imagine that I am a Jerusa-

lem spuder, that I could be crammed, neck and

beels, into such & thing as that? Fye, shame—it

would not button on yourself, man, scarecrow-look-
ing mortal thonq ye be!”

James Batter's blood was now up, and broiling
like an old Roman’s ; so he was determined to show
Cursecowl that I had & friend in court, able and
'mlng to keep him at stave’s-end. * Keep a calm

” said James Batter, interfering, “and not
Mthe head of the house in his own shop; or,
to n no of present consequences, by way of

e Toad to the door, perhaps Maister
Mdnw, the penny-writer, I give ye a cap- !

tion paper with & broad to claw your elbow
with at your leisure, my fellow.”

“Pug ugh,” cried Cursecowl, snapping his
finger and thumb at James's beak, ‘I do not value
your threatening an ill hnl.(?enn . Come away out
your ways to the crown of the causeway, and I'll
box any three of ye, over the banny’s, for half-a
mutchkin. But oduke, Batter, my man, nobody’s

gtoyou, added Curseco {,gtvn & hack
now and then, and a bit spit down on the floor:
¢ go hame, man, and get your cowl washed ; I dare
say you have pushioned me, so I have no more to
say to the like of you. But now, Maister Wauch,
just speaking hooly and fairly, do you not think
black burning shame of yourself, for putting such
an article intomy decent Christian man's hand,
like mine t”

“Wait a wee—wait a wee, friend, and I'll give
ye a lock salt to ‘zonr broth,” answered I, in a calm
and cool way; for, being a confidential elder of
Maister Wiggie's, I kept myself free from the sin of
g: ting into s passion, or fighting, except in seif-

fence, which is forbidden neither by law nor
gpal and, stooping down, I took up the towel

he oOrner, and, spreading it upon the counter,
him look, and see if he knew an auld ac-
qlmnhncol

Curseeow], to be such a dragoon, had some ra-
tional points in his character; so, sceing that he
lent hear to me with a smirk onhinro h red face,
I went on: ‘‘ Take my advice as a friend, and make
the best of your way home, killing-coat and all;
for the most perfect will sometimes fall into an in-
nocent mistake, and, at any rate, it cannot be
helped now. But if ye show any symptom of ob-
strapulogity, I'll ind myself under necessity of
publishing you abroad to the world for what you
are, and show about that head in the towel for a
wonder to broad Socotland, in a manner that will
make customers flee from your booth, as if it was
infected with the seven Pl.guu of Egypt.”

At sight of the gona-hend, Cursecowl clapped
his hand on his thigh two or three times, and could
scarcely muster good manners enough to keep him
from bursting out a laughing.

“Ye seem to have found a fiddle, friend,” said I;
‘“but give me leave to tell you, that ye'll may be
ﬁnd it liker a hanging-match than a musical matter.

ou not aware that I could hand you over to
the eriff, on two special indictments: in the first
place, for an action of assault and batterfication, in
cufing me, an elder of our kirk, with a sticked
killing-coat, in my own shop; and, in the second
place, as a swindler, imposing on his Majesty’s loyal
subjects, taking the coin of ghe realm on false pre-

tences, and off goat's ﬂuh upon Christians,
a8 if they were perfect pagans.”

Heathen though Cursecowl was, this oration
alarmed him in a jiffy, soon showing him, in & couple
of hurries, that it was necessary for him to be our

humble servant: so he said, still keeping the smirk
on his face, “Kay, kay, it'’s not worth making a
noise a.bout, sfter all. Gie me the jacket, Mansie,
my man, and it 'l maybe serve my nephew, young
thm who is as lingit in the walste as & wasp.
Let us take a shake of your SE" over the eounber,
and be friends. B uld be bye-ganes.” h

ye-ganes
Never let it be said that Mansie Wauch, tho
olive branch of peace; so, ill-used though I Ind

one of the king’s volunteers, ever thrust aside
been, to say nothing of James Batter, who had got
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his pipe smashed to erunches, and one-of the eyes
of his spectacles knocked out, I gave him my fist

hm’e‘ Baiter's birse had been so fiercely put
and no wonder, that it was not so easily sleeked
down ; so, for & while, he looked unco glum, till
Cursecowl insisted that our meeting should not be
& dry one; nor would he hear a single word on me
and James Batter not accepting his treat of a mutch-
kin of Kilbagie.

I did not think James would have been so doure
and refractory,—funking and flinging like old Jero-
boam ; but at last, with the persuasion of the treat,
he came to, and, sleeking down his front hair, we
all three took a step down to the far end of the
olose, at the back street, where widow Thompson
kept the sign of *‘ The Tankard and the Tappit Hen,”
Cursecowl, when we got ourselves sested, ordering
in the spirits with a loud rap on the table with his
knuckles, and a whistle on the landlady through
his fore-teeth, that made the roof ring. A bottle
of beer was also brought; so, after drinking one
another’s healths round, with a tasting out of the
dram-glass, Cursecowl swashed the rest of the raw
oreature into the tankard, saying,—‘‘Now take
your will o't; there's drink fit for a king; that's
real ‘ pap-in.””

He was an awful body, Cursecowl, and bad a
Fower of queer stories, which, weil-a-wat, did not
ose in the telling. James Batter, beginning to
brighten up, hodged snd leuch like a nine-year-old;
and I freely confess, for another, that I was so di-
verted, that, I dare say, had it not been for his
fearsome oaths, which made our very hair stand on
end, and were enough to open the stone-wall, we
would have both sate from that time to this.

We got the whole story of the Willie-Goat, out
and out, it seeming to be, with Cursecowl, a prime
matter of diversion, especially that part of it relat-
ing to the head, by which he had won a crown-piece
from Deacon Paunch, who wagered that the wife
and me would eat it, without ever finding out our
mistake. But, ah ba, lad!

The long and the short of the matter was this.
The Willie-Goat had, for eighteen year, belonged
to a dragoon marching regiment, and, in its better
days, had seen a power of service abroad; till,
being now old and infirm, it had fallen off one of
the bag, and got its leg broken on the
road to Piershell, where it was sold to Cursecowl,
by a corporal, for half-a-crown and a dram. The
four quarters he had d to sell for mutton,
like lightning—this one buying a jigget, that one a
back-ribs, and so on. However, he had to weather
& gay brisk gale, in making his point good. One
woman remarked, that it had an unearthly, rank
smell; to which he said, ¢ No, no—jye do not ken
your blessings, friend,—that's the smell of venison,
for the beast was brought up along with the deers
in the Duke’s parks.” And to another wife, that,
after smell—smelling at it, though it was a wee
humphed, he replied, * Faith, that's all the thanks
folks gets for letting their sheep crop heather among
the Cheviot Hills;” and such like lies. But as for
the head, that had been the doure business. 8ix
times had it been sold and away, and six times had
it been brought back again. One bairn said, that

her * mother did na like a sheep's head with horns |

like these, and wanted it changed for another one.”
A second one said, that * it had tup’s een, and her
father liked weather mutton.” A third customer

found mortal fault with the ocolors, which, she said,
‘““were not canny, or in the course of nature”
What the fourth one said, and the fifth one took

up, | leave to observe, I have stupidly forgotten, though,
remarked,

I am sure, I heard both ; but I mind one
quite off-hand, as she sought back her money, that,
‘‘unless sheep could do without beards, like their
neighbors, she would keep the pot boiling with a
plece beef, in thmem time.” %ﬁu all would
any mortal man believe, Deacon Paunch, the greasy
Daniel Lambert that he is, had taken the wager, as
I before took op{ortunity to remark, that our family
woulclhawnllowt o bait? But,ah ha, he was off his
[ ere.

ames and me were 80 tickled with Cursecowl's

wild, ou us, of-hand, humorsome way of tell-
ing his , that, though sore with the neighering,

none of the two of us ever thought of rising; Curse-
cowl chapping in first one stoup, and then another,
and birling the tankard round the table, as if we
had been drinking dub-water. I dare say I would
never have got away, had I not alipped out behind
Lucky Thompson's back—for she was a broad fat
body, with a round-eared mutch, and a full-plaited
check apron—when she was drawing the sixth
bottle of small beer, with her corkscrew between
her knees; Cursecowl lecturing away at the divid-
ual moment, like a Glasgow professor, to James
Batter, whose een were gathering straws, on a
pliskie he had once, in the course of trade, played
on a conceited body of a French gick-nurse, by sell-
ing her a lump of fat pork to make beef-tes of to
her mistress, who was dwining in the blue Beel-
zebubs.

Ohone, and woes me, for old Father Adam and
the fall of man! Poor, sober, good, honest James
Batter was not, by a thousand miles, a match for
such company. Every thing, however, has its

\g U
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moral, and the truth will out. When Nanse and
me were sitting at our breakfast next morning,
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mble, far in the might, by Cursecowl and an Irish
orer—that sleeped in Widow Thompson’s gar-
ret—on a hand-barrow, borrowed from Maister
Wiggie's servant-lass, Jenny Jessamine.

——— e

THE ASS TURNED GENTLEMAN.

BY ALEXANDER RODGERS.

we heard from Benjie, who had been early up
fishing for eels at ‘3:0 waterside, that the whole
town-talk was concerning the misfortunate James
Batter, who bad beem carried home, totally inca-
Im .
of lite:
such p
of this
ighter
enol
did no
natura
or mal
and &

existence ¢. witchcraft, necroman-
cy, the black art, hobgoblins, fairies,
brownies, etc., would have subjected a person to
more annoyance and persecution, than an open
avowal of infidelity would do at present—three
young men of family set out from Edinburgh, on a
excursion into the country. After visiting
inlithgow, Falkirk, Stirling, and Glasgow, they
took up their quarters at the head inn in Midcalder,
on their way back to Auld Reekie. Finding a set
of youthful revellers there to their mind, they spent
several days and nights in drinking and carousing,
never dreaming of the heavy bill they were run-
ning up with the “kind landlady.” The truth
flashed upon them at last; and they discovered,
when it was too late, that they bad not wherewithal
to clear their heavy score. A consultation was
held by the trio, and many plans for getting rid of
their di le situation were proposed and re-
jected. At last, one of them, more fertile in expe-
dients than the other two, hit upon the following
method, which good fortune seemed to favor, of ex-
tricating both If and his brethren :—

“Don't you see yon cadger's ass standing at the
door over the way ?” said he.

“Yes; but what of that?”

“Come along with me—loose the ass—unburden
him of his creels—disen, him from his sunks
aud branks—put me in his place—equip me with
hig the creels likewise upon me—tie
me to the door with his own halter—get another

for him away to the next town—you will
41

get him easily sold—return with the money—pay
the bill—and leave me to get out of the halter the
best way I can.”

The plan was instantly put in practice; the youth
was soon accoutred in the ase’s furniture, and away
went the other two to sell the ass.

In the mean time, out comes the honest cadger
from the house, where he had been making a con-
tract with the guidwife for eggs; but the moment
he beheld, as he supposed, his ass transformed into
a fine gentleman, he held up his hands in the ut-
most wonder, exclaiming at the same time, *Guid
hae a care o’ us! what means a' this o’t? Speak,
in the name 0’ Gude, an’ tell me what ye are—are
ye an earthly creature, or the auld thief himsel’ $”

¢ Alas!” responded the youth, putting on a sad
countenance, ** hae ye forgotten your ain ass? Do
ye no ken me now?—me! that has served you sae
lang and sae faithfu’; that bas trudged and toiled
through wat and through dry, mid cauld and hun-
ger; booted at by blackguard callants—lashed by
yoursel'—an’ yet ye dinna ken me! Waes me,
that ever I becam’ your ass! that ever I should, by
my ain disobedience, hae cast out wi' my father,
an’ provoked him to tarn me into a stupid creature
sic as ye now see me!”

“8ic a8 I now see ye!—instead o’ an ass, I now

see a braw young gentleman.”

¢ A braw young gentleman!—0O Gude be praised

that my father has at last been pleased to restore me
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to my ain shape, and that I can now see wi’ the
oen, an’ speak wi’ the tongue o’ a man!”

“But wha are ye, my braw lad, and wha is your
father?”

“Oh, did you never hear o’ Maister James San-
dilands, the third son o’ the Earl o’ Torpichen ?”

“Heard o him! ay, an’ kent him too, when he
was a bairn, but he was sent awa’ abroad when he
was young, an’ I ne’er heard tell o’ him sin’ syne.”

“Wecl, I'm that same Maister James; and ye
maun ken that my father learned the black art at
the college, an’ that I bappened to anger him by
makin’ love to a fine young leddy, against his will,
an’ that, in short, when he faund out that I was
in love wi' her, he turned me into an ass for my
disobedience.”

¢ Weel, weel, my man, since that is the case, gae
awa’ hame, an’ gree wi’ your father ; tak’ my bless-
ing wi you, an' I will e’en try to get anither ass,
whether your father send me as muckle siller as buy
anither ane or no; fare ye weel, an’ my bleesing
gang wi' you.”

Away went the youth, released from his
and soon meeting with his comrades, related, to
their joint gratification, his strange adventure with
the honest cadger. Suffice it to say, that the ass
was sold, the bill paid, and the youths got safely
back to Edinburgh.

80 soon as they got matters arranged, they sent
a sum to the worthy cadger, sufficient to pu
three asses. On receiving the money, he lost no
time in looking out for another ass, and as mext
week was “ Calder fair,” he repaired thither with
the full intention of making a purchase. He was
not long in the fair, looking about for an animal to
suit his purpose, when, behold! he saw with new
wonder and astonishment, his own identical old ass!
The dumb brute knew him also, and made signs of
recognition in the best manner he could. The
honest cadger could not contain himself, the tears
gushed from his eyes, he looked wistfully in the
creature’s face, and anxiously cried out, ‘‘ Gude
have a care o' us! hae you and your father cuisten

out again ?”

THE SCHOOL

FOR SCAMPS.

(3 “Standurs Oh d’mmhg,” in J‘tﬁz 3&,) EM to tb’ 8‘ st

BY ANGUS B. REACH.

DRAMATIS PERSONZE

B8re Frepraiox MALBONX.
OLp Gorus.

Franxk FrizxpLy.

Jexzy CowsLir (Ads son.)
MATILDA BxLMONT.

Loxp BrrLyowT.
Lawyzs VENOM.
Youxe Gorus.
Hopex CowsLir,
LapY BrLuoxT.

Mzs. Gorus. Doroas CowsLr.
ACT L
8cENE. 1.—A Room in Lord Belmont's House.
Enter Lord Belmont.

Lorp Berxonr. Why did I doit? Why did I
forge the deeds which made me the lord of all I see
around me? Why did I cause my sister's child to
be kidnapped, and sent to sea? Oh, Remorse! Oh,
Despair! How the throbbing of a guilty brow
thakes the coronet which gilds it. Ha! who's
there? My evil genius!

Enter Lavyer Venom.

Lawyzr Venon. How is your Lordship? Plot-
ting mischief? Hal ha! hal Nothing like it. I
hate all the world ; don’t you? Here is the instru-
ment for turning the Cowslips out of their cottage—
it only wants your signature. [Gives .

Loep Bziuoxr. Alas! must I affix it? (Aside.)
Crime, crime, how thou forcest us on from one
villany to another. [He writes.

Beene closes.
SoxxE IL—.A Street in the Village.

Enter Old Gopus and Young Gopus.

OLp Gorus. Stick up, my boy ; stick up to Miss
Belmont. Youare the fellow for her. Gad! when
I was your

YouNe Gorus. Oh! You old heathen! Go
along. But do you think she’d have me, dad ?

OLp Gopus. Think. D——, I know it. She'd
jump at you like a cat-a-mountain. Phew!

Youne Gopes. I'm in such spirits. (Sings) Fal
de ral de ral de la.

[Ezeunt both, dancing and singing.

Scexng II.—A Room in Lord Belmont's House.

Enter Lady Belmont and Miss Belmont.

Laoy BeLuont. Pr'ythee, child, talk no more.
The blood of the Belmonts—

Miss BeLuoNt. Can never be degraded by an
slliance in which love consecrates the heart, and
honor seals the bands.

Lapy BeLuont. S8ir Frederick—

Miss BELMONT. Again that odious name.

Enter Sir Frederick unperceived at back.

8ir FreDERICK (aside). Ha! Confusion!
Lapy Beruont. While that Frank Friendly—

Mms Brruonr. Frank Friendlyl Heavenly
sound !
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Enter Frank Friendly, wunpercsived, at back.
Frunk (aside). Ha! Blessings on her!
tl.u)r BzLuonr. I tell you you shall be the wife
of —
Friendly and Malison coming forward, and both

FrizNpLY anD MaLison. Of me.
The two Ladies faint in each other's arms, while
the Rivals gase furiously on each other over them.

-

GtV

DROP FALLS.

ACT IL
8cxxx 1. Old Cownlip's Cottage.
Old Cowslip. Jerry Cowslip. Dorcas.
Dencas (weeping). We be all undone.
Jummy. I uy?om Lawyer Venom. 'd an
1 deant break every boan in his ugly body loike!
Ouw Cowsuir. My son. My son. arn pa-
tience from your aged sire.
Enter Lawyer Venom and Bailiffs.
Vexon. Turn’em out. Turn'’em out. I hate
all the world. Ha! ha! ha!
JerrY (kept back by Dorcas and Old Cowslip).
Leat me get at un, I say.
Enter Friendly.
Frizwpry, A distressed family! Hal May the
tree of benevolence be ever watered by the tears
of gratitude. (70 the Bailiffs). Sharks, take your

Y- Flings down purse, and Erit.
WOI.D Cowsrrr. ay an old man’s blessing—
Bcene closes. Woeps.

Soxxs II. Lord Belmont's House.
Enter Lord Belmont and Sir Frederick. h

Lorp BrLmonr. Sir Frederick, she shall marry
you. I pledge the word of a British nobleman.

Enter Venon..

Vevox. Tl it.> I shall make Miss Bel-
mont believe that Friendly is in love with Dorcas,
and that that was the reason for his late romantic
generosity. Ha! ha! ha! I hate all the world.

8= Freperick. Excellent. . Come along and
concoct the plot. [Ereunt Sir Frederick and Venom.

Lorp BxLMONT (sinking on & chair). Villain!
villain ! villain!

DROP FALLS.

AOCT IIL
Lord Belmonfs Garden.—Enter Friendly and Miss
Belmont, talking.
Friznpry. Itwas so. I know not my parents—
I never did. My love for you is my only solace—
my only comfort.
Miss Brimoxt. Be still, bursting heart! Oh,
Frank, do you really love me ?
FriexorLy. And can then Miss Belmont doubt
the sincerity of my devotion ?
Miss BeLmont. Never. For the heart which
worships at the shrine is hallowed by the altar.
[Ezeunt.
Scxxx IL. The Village.—Enter Jerry Cowslip.

Jerry. Dang'd if I beant as glad as our red
cow in a field of clover, loike.

Enter Venom.

Vrnou. Know that Friendly, in the guise of be-

nevolence, secks to seduce your sister. Ha! ha! ha!
Ezit Venom.

Jerry. Seduce! Sister Dorcas! It beant possi-
ble. But lawyer Venom looked as if he meant it
loike. I dunna know what to think. I'm like our
donkey Jack between two bundles of hay.

Enter Sir Frederick.

Sir Feepericx. Friendly wishes to seduce your
sister. I am your friend. Take this pistol—(gives
pistol)—he is in the next field. Adieu. Beware.

[Bzit Sir Frederick.

Jerry. I'm all over woonder loike—seduce sister
Dorcas—Noa, noa. There's summut here will pre-
vent it. [Strikes his wasstcoat and exit.

Scexne III. A Field —Enter Friendly and Dorcas.
FrizwoLy. Nay, nay—open your heart to me
as to a friend. You love Sir Frederick.
Dorcas (sobbing). Alas! yes!
Enter Jerry at back.
JERRY (aside). In tears! blood and ‘ounds!
FriznoLy. Come—come—Ilet me dry those eyes.

JxrrY (rushing forward.and presenting pistol.)
Never! The benefactor of the feyther may yet be
the seducer of the sister. Group.

DROP FALLS.
ACT 1V.

Scexe L. Lord Belmont's House.
Enter Miss Belmont and Sir Froederick.

Mi1ss BxLuoNr. My brain is bursting. It cannot
be!

Stz FrepEmick. It is. [Exit Sir Frederick.

Miss BeLuoNt. Why did I love him—why do I
love him? But no, no—I must tear him from my
heart for ever. ’
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Enter Friendly.
Frixxory. My dearest Matilda—

Miss Briuonr. Villain—who would beguile one
woman of her beart while he robbed another of
her honor. [EBxit Miss Belmont.

FriznpLy. I'm petrified.

Enter Jerry.

JerrY. And you call yourself a foine gentleman
loike? What thof ye have gotten a good coat on
your back—ye cannot stroike your heart and say
it’s all right here. [Strikes his waistcoat and Exits.

FriznpLy. What means this?

Enter Young Gopus.

Youxa Gorus (aside). Refused! and by a wo-
man I thought I was certain of! (Sees Friendly).
Ha! there stands my successful rival (Aloud).
Sir, if you are not a coward follow me.

[E=zit Young Gopus.
FrizxpLy. I'm goaded to
you.

madness—have aﬁ;ar
[Bzit following.

Enter Old Gopus and Mrs. Gopus.

OLp Gorus. My son—my boy!
Mzs. Gorus. My boy—my son!

[The reports of two pistols are heard.

Mr. and Mrs. ‘all into each other’s arms,
m";mu closes.

Scexx II.  Lord Belmont's Library.
Enter Lord Belmont and Venom.

Vexox. My Lord, it must be. S8ir Frederick
must marry Miss Belmont. I have my reasons for
it. If you don’t press the marriage, I denounce you
to-day, and will see you dragged to gaol to-morrow.
Ha! ha! ha!l [Exit Venom.

Lorp Brruont. Earth open and swallow me!

Enter Miss Belmont.

Miss BeLuonr. Papa, papa, release me from the
persecution of Sir Frede'tick.

Lorp Briwowr. My child, I cannot. I have
ﬂedged my word. To-morrow you will be Lady

[Afiss Belmont screams aﬂifaim. Lord Belmont
rings the bell violently. Enter Servants and Lady
B:moal,mdformaynmp.

DROP PALLS.

ACT V.

Scexx I. 4 Room in Lord Belmonts House.
Enter Miss Belmont and Dorcas.

Miss BeLuont. You say so.

Dorcas. Lady, yes, a thousand times yes!

Miss BeLmont.  Oh, Friendly, how have I wrong-
ed thee! Seek him, Dorcas—bring him hither.
(Z=zit Dorcas). Alas! when suspicion rankles in
the heart, love, instead of a healing balm, becomes
a subtle poison. [Exit.

Enter Sir Frederick and Venom.
SIr FREDERICK. An hour after Miss Belmont be-

comes Lady Malison, the money shall be yours!
Vexou. Agreed! Ha! hal ha!

Enter Lord Belmont and Lady Belmont.
Lorp BrLuon. Is all prepared?

Ilunr Bm.lon.( ‘Where is the l;;ide ’H

188 BELMONT (appearing at right). Here.

;mon. ?nd thgpbfrid“g x:g . '.nlke it is—
'RIENDLY (appearing at . Here

Arr. Hal i 7

Lorp BeLuoRT. What means this intrusion ?

Sie FrepErick. Suffer me to chastise his inso-

lence.
FRIERDLY. Miserable trickster! I know all
the rest.

Your compact with Venom amo:

Sie Frepxrick. Ha! betrayed!
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Venou. Thisis trifiing. Lord Belmont, I call
upoR you to cause this marriage to lse—

Lorp BeLxoxnr. I carenot. I am weary of life!
My daughter shall not marry Sir Frederick.

Vexox. Then your blood be on your own head.
I accuse you of having murdered your sister's son.

AwL. Hal

Venox. If he be not dead produce him. He
will be known by a mole on his left elbow. I have
myself had an afidavit taken of its existence.

Lozp BxLuonr. Alss!

FRIENDLY.
see—see here!

Enter Old Cowslip, Jerry, and Doreas.
OLp CowsLip. I know it—I feel it—I remember
-him well. Many a time have I dandled him on my

knee : it is—it is the true Lord Belmont !

Vexon. Confusion!

Loep BxLuoNt. Thanks be to heaven. Kneel,
kneel my children, and receive my blessing.

[Friendly and Miss Bebmnont kneel.

Hal (strips off his sleeve) a mole—

Vexon. And receive mine. May the Devil take
you—I'm off.
Is going, when ke is by Old 5
Orp Gorus. Mr. Venom, your banker has fai

Enter Young Gopus.

Youne Gorus. Mr. Venom, your house and all
your property is burnt.

Enter Mrs. Gopus.
Mes. Gopus. All—Mr. Venom —except your
wife! Venom staggers out.

Sir Freperick. I feel I have turned virtuous all
of a sudden. Dorcas Cowslip, will you marry me?
embrace.
JErrY. Dang it—I'm a going clean mad wi’ joy
loike—who'll marry I?
Abigasl.
Me!

ABIGAIL. [They embrace.

Lorp BzrLuoxt., Thus, my children and friends,
we see how, on the one hand, virtue is rewarded,
and how, on the other, vice is punished—how the
watering pot of fertility nourishes the useful tree,
and the gttchet of destruction clears away the

noxious shrub.
CURTAIN FALLS.

THE LAME PIG.

ANON,

Mes, M‘Criz was simplicity itself, and her heart
overflowed with the warmest affections of human
nature. Mr. Josiah Flowerdew, of Manchester,
had occasion to visit Edinburgh, that free-stone vil-

which Scotsmen call a metropolis, situated a

or two from Leith, a sea-port town on the
river Forth. He had a letter of introduction to
the Rev. Dr. and Mrs. M‘Crie, and was received by
them with all the frank and courteous kindness of
their disposition.

One Sunday, after having attended divine service
in the Doctor’s church, he returned with his hospi-
table friends to their residence. A nice, hot, tasty,
bml frugal dinner, was quickly placed upon the
table.

“Good folk hunger after the word,” observed
the old lady, putting a haddock of fourteen inches
long, with an ocean of oysters and butter, on
Josiah's plate ; and tak’ a willy waught of that Ma-
laga—it's gusty and priesome ; our guidman he was
dry in the pulpit, and ye hae as guide right to be
dry out of it—hem! Excuse me, Doctor—Lord,
8ir, ye are filing your hands.”

Mr. Josiah was a devoted admirer of the fuir sex,
and could not, even when an aged and wrinkled
face met his gaze, fail to remember, that once the
same cheek was dyed with the hue of the rose, and

the eyes cast & lustre which would have maddened

an anchorite. He therefore, out of devotion to
what was past, ate and drank as directed, of what
,was present. After having in this fashion labored
with a vigor and industry which would have done
credit to an Irish laborer deepening the Thames, or
a student of Stinkomalee ettling at comprehending
the last number of the Edinburgh Review, he was
constrained, from absolute want of local capacity,
to give over—** to cease labor, to dig and to delve,

in a horrid brute, of the bird species, which must
have been cousin-german to the penguius of the
Falkland Island.

‘“The ’tither leg, Mr. Josish Powderjew ?" said
the Doctor. ‘“The ’tither leg, Doctor! May I
perish if one joint of the whole carcase has moved
the flutter of a gnat's wing,” answered Josiah. “Ye
are ower genty with the beast, Mr. Flowerdew,” ob-
served the old lady. ‘ Doctor, mark ye that, and
abuse nae man’s gude name. Rive it, sir—Rive it.”
‘It is teugh—it 18, of a verity,” said the Doctor, as
his eye-tooth snapped in a struggle with a tendon
which would have held his Majesty’s zacht in a
hurricane. * And toothsome forbye,” observed
Mrs. M'Crie ; ‘“but it's wrang to sport wi’' a human
creature’s distresses. Na, na, Mr. Josiah, ye need-
na look sae wae like. Possession, nae doubt, is
nine points of the law; but the rightful owner of
that yellow stump is lang syne gathered to his for-
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bears. Of a troth, it would be an awfu’ moment
gin he cam to vindicate his ain.”

Mr. Flowerdew shuddered, and for reasons that
can very well be understood, agreed most heartily
with his hostess. * But as I'm in the land of the
living !" continued Mrs. M‘Crie, * our taupy lass has
a’thegether neglected the syllabub. There it stands,
in the pride of its beauty, in the aumry. Surely
T've been carried mysell. Doctor, whenever you

by the hour and five minutes, I'm clean done
g:: ony mair use that day—I can mind naething.”
¢ Neither can I, Mrs. M‘Crie,” observed Mr. Josiah,
innocently. *“It's a blessing for you, Mr. Josiah,”
answered the old lady; “if I had minded a’ I've
beard, I would by this time have been demented.”
“ Right, my dear,” replied the Doctor, ‘ the female
is the weaker vessel—a cracked pitcher, as a man
may say, and in no way fit to be the repository of
the wonders of airt and science.” * And yet,” re-
torted Mrs. M‘Crie, somewhat piqued at the obser-
vation, “there are some airts, of the whilk ye are
as ignorant as a dead dog—saving the compairi-
shon.” ‘‘ And in what, mayI be permitted to ask "
answered the Doctor, with much solemnity; “in
what? Ye see, Mr. Lourhew,” he added, “I in nae-
wise eschew the inquiry.” ‘Na, then, gudeman,”
exclaimed the old lady exultingly, “I had you now
on the hip—that is—God save us—excuse the ex-
pression, Mr. Josiah ; we are plain folk.” ‘‘Madam,”
answered Mr. Flowerdew, ‘‘make no apology. *The
recollections of youth are delightful. I have many
warm remembrances of the kind. But pray, madam,
don’t let us lose the advantage of knowing in what
matter of lore you transcend the Doctor. Pray be so
condescending.” * Nay, kind sir,” said the old lady,
““it's a joke of my own; but, as it is connected

with that very syllabub that our lass has set before
you, I shall ask the Doctor again. Ye that ken the
three wonnerful things in the warld, yea, the four
wonnerful things, and strange, how mak ye
the syllabub #” I tak the lass.”—** Whisht, Doc-
tor; gin ye begin that gate,” interrupted the old

lady, “I maun be the expounder of the text mysel.
So ye see, Mr. Flowerdew”—

But before the secret is disclosed, we must in-
form our readers that there is a certain jug or pip-
kin of earthenware, used in various culinary and de-
tergent purposes in Scotland, called a * pig,” and
which, from the tenacious kind of earth (laam or
loam) of which it is composed, goes by the distinctive
name of a “lame pig;” a utensil of which, fifty
years ago, to have been ignorant, would have been
a confession of stultification as great as if you
thought that the Red Sea was rubicund.

¢ 8o, sir,” continued Mrs. M‘Crie, “ when I want
to make a syllabub—it's grand for & cold, or & kit-
tling in the throat"—

“MadaofP"—

¢ Yes, it's nae doubt of healing virtues,” observed
the Doctor,—* medicinal in all matters, thoracical,
if I may use the expression; and Mr. Towerflew, it
has the advantage of being divertive and jocund in
the swallow. 8ir, I hold iz utter execration your
sennas and globars; the latter are, of a certy, an
abomination before the Lord. I ance had a doee
thereof—gin I live to the age of Methusalem, the
day will be to me like yestreen: they took a good
forty minutes to chow, my inside was curmurring
like doos in a dooket. It was most special unsav-
ory, Mr. Sourspew.”

¢ 80,” continued the old lady, after an impatient
pause, “I send to the market, and our Bell brings
me a lame pig.”

“But why alame pig "

“Why a lame pig, sir?’—what way no? Sir,
naething but a lame pig will answer the purpose.”

“1 cry your mercy, good lady.”

“So our Bell brings me a lame pig. I aye tell

our lass (she has been wi’ us these thirteen years
come Martinmas; she is the O* of her grandfather,
as the Doctor says, when he is facetious,) to pick
me out a clean ane.”

* O signifies grandehild.
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4 Very right,” said Mr. Josiah. *But I'm afraid
you would have but little choice in that mm.”

* Ye are wrang, Mr. Cowersew,” said the tor,
“they are aye weel washed outside and in.”
“:)h, Doctor, no joking; this is a serious mat-
ter.
“Na; there’s no joking,” observed the old lady.
“ They are weel scraped wi’ a heather ringe.”

¢ A what, madam!”

¢ A nievefu' 0’ heather; wi' the whilk you
even to the most extreme corner of the concern.

¢ No doubt, madam, if you are permitted "—

“ Permitted, Mr. Joﬂlil and gin I buy a pig,
may I no do what I chuse wi’ it? or wi' ony ither
face of clay for which I gave ready cuinzie? Ye
have, sir, great character in England for cleanli-
ness, and I am sure that Mrs. Flowerdew never has
& pig in her aught for she washes it inside and out,
as clean as the driven snaw.”

“Nay in that,” said Mr. Flowerdew, ‘I can as-
suare you, you are mistaken. Before the pigs reach
‘”

et

“Weel, weel; ither folk do it, and that is the
same thing. So, when Bell comes hame, I says,
hand me down the can with the virgin honey,
and I drap twa dessert spoonfuls into the pig's
mouth"—

“Into its mouth, madam ?”

“ Ay, to be sure, gir; where would you have it
put ?—a pig’s mouth was nae gien to it for naething
—or jelly will do as weel. Na, I've tried your large

rgamot preserved pear ; but whiles the pig’s neck
is no that wide to admit of a pear of size, and it's
fashious squeezing it in.”

“No doubt, madam, and dangerous.”

“ Yes, gin the neck break; but when ye mell
and meddle wi’ pigs, ye maun mind ye deal wi’ alip-
pery_gear.”

“ Very true, madam.”

“'Weel, then, our lass carries the pig to the cow,
and there she gently milks a pint and a balf of
warm milk in upon the henny or jelly, or pear, asit
may be.”

*Into the pig, madam!”

¢ Ay, into the mouth o't. Surely that’s nae kittle
matter ?”

¢ Now, madam, as I am an ordinary sinner, that
is an operation that would puzzle all Lancashire.
Into its mouth !”

* Weel, P'm astonished at you, sir: is there ony
mystery or sorcery in Bell ha“dini a pig wi’ the
tae hands, and milking a cow with the tither #”

“J really, madam, in my innocence of heart,
thought that the pig might have run—"

“Run o'er? Nae doubt? so wud it gin ye filled
it o’er fu'. So hame comes the pig”"—

¢ Of iteelf, madam !"

“8ir! Lord, sir, you speak as if the pig could
walk !”

““I beg you a thousand pardons, madam; I truly
forgot the milk and jelly. It would be extraordi-
nary if it could.”

“Very, sir. Bo the lass brings me my lame pig.”

“ Ah, that's another reason. Well, may I be
drawn to a thread if I could divine why you pre-
ferred a lame pig!”

“Ye needna gang to Rome to learn that ; a lame
pig is aye fendiest. 8o I begin to steer and steer
the milk and jelly.”

‘ Steer and steer, madam |

“ Ay—mix &' weel up thegether.”

“And may I entreat to know with what you
stir it?”

“Wi's to be sure; ye wadna bae me to
do it wi' my fingers ?”

““God forbid, madam! I would use, if heaven
ever employed me in the manner you mention, a
spoon with a most respectably long handle.”

“It’s better of length, certainly, sir. Naething
can escape you, then! Weel, the next thing we
do is this, to gently put the pig afore the fire to
simmer.”

“ To simmer |”

‘¢ Yes, air, and there stand or it reeks again. But
you must not let it get o'er _et: it would burn the
wilk.”

¢« And the pig too, madam.”

“Oh! that's naething. We dinna fash ourselves
wi’ the pig. What /ere they made for?"

“ Why, truly, me am, I thought, until this day,
that I knew someth 1g of their history; but I find
1 have been wofully ignorant.”

‘“We canna reach perfection at ance, as our
gudeman eays (wha, by-the-bye, i8 and has been
this half hour, as sound as a top). And so, after
the pig has :immmd and simmered, ye in wi' the

n again.
it gain, madam|”

Ay, gir; yo wadna hae it all in a mess at the
bottom "

“ Far from it, madam ; a8 far as poasible.”

“8o0 ye maun gie anither stir or twa, until it

”

“Sings, madam? And does the
other noise during all this operation ¥

¢ Scarce any ot.%or, gin it's a good pig ; but all de-
pends on that. I've seen a lame pig, that afore the
heat had touched its sides a matter of five minutes,
would have gane off in a crack.”

“] don’t wonder at that in the least, madam.”

“You would wonder, if jour English pigs had
half the value of the Scotch.”

‘ Possibly, madam.”

“Of a verity,” continued Mrs. M‘Crie, * there
was a pig played me ance a maist mischancy trick.
Ye see, I expected a pairty of our presbytery to
denner, and I had sent our Bell out for the maist
capacious pig she could grip; and I had poured in
the gwmhm suff, a8 the mediciners say, of het milk
on the gooseberries (I was making a posset), and a’
went weel ; but when I thought it was done to a
hair, out lap a het aizle; our Bell (the hizzy Q
sprang to the tae side; the pig gaed the tither—a’
was ruined.”

** And the poor pig—what became of it "

‘ Puir, indeed! It wasna worth the minding:
its head was dung in, and it gat a sma’ fracture on
the side ; but as it was bonny in its color, and genty
in its mak, Bell syned it out in clear water, then
rubbed it up wi’a duster, and clapped it on the shelf
in the kitchen, where it lies to this blessed day, in
peace and quiet, as I may say. In my opinion, sir,
the ggg hadna been right made.”

* Not right made, madam "

¢ Not right made, sir. You look surprised. Think
you ony body can make a pig *”

¢ Far from it, madam.”

““It would sarely fash you and me, I'm jalousing,
Mr. Josiah Flowerdew.”

 Admitted, madam; admitted.—But, my dear
Mrs. M‘Crie, I have just one other thing to ask.
You have told me—(here Josiah gave a shudder)—

?ig make no
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how the milk and honey gets in. Now, madam,
may I be allowed to ask, how you get the syl-
labub out " )

‘“How we get it out? Lord, sir, you surprise
me! Just the way we put it in. How would you
get it out? Sure, there's nae magic in that1”

¢ Nay, madam, I don't pretend to venture upon
any speculations on the point. There are many
reasons, no doubt, why the pig would easier let it
out than in; and I am quite willing to prefer the
mouth. But, after it is out, pray, madam, who eats
the syllabub?—or, pray, madam, do you also eat
the pig?”

‘ Ha, ha!| Weel, that's guide. Lord, sir, the pig's
a8 hard as  stane!”

**Ged, madam, you are right; I had forgot the
frying. But as to the milk and jelly, or the berga-
mot pear, after the pig's, for whose intestines are
they devoted "

“ 8ir P

“Pray, madam, who devours that?” pointing
with his finger to the horrid potion before him.

* You, sir, if you will do me that honor.”

“Me, madam! Mel| Good night, madam. Pray
don’t waken the doctor. I am particularly engaged.
Nay, madam, not a morsel—(I would as soon bolt
a barbecued toad, or mouth a curried hedge-hog)—
I do entreat you to keep it for the next presbytery.
If they resemble our clergy in the south, they are
more familiar with pigs than I am.—Well, well #”
Mr. Flowerdew was heard to exclaim, as he, in a
manner, tumbled down, in his haste, from top to
the bottom of the stair, *‘I have often heard that
the Scotch were dirty ; but, by all the stripesin a
yard of gingham, they were born barbarians |”

¢ Mr. Dourstew |” exclaimed the Doctor, awaken-

ing. “Where are you? Here's my wife with the
syllabub. Where are you, Mr. Moorskew ?”

“I'm off!” answered Mr. Josiah; and it is said
by his friends, that during a long life of some
seventy years, no persuasion could induce him ever

to visit Edinburgh. ¢ The lame pig,” he
would mutter to himself, ‘‘the jelly and hot milk !
Heaven save me from such a e-inunity 44

—e s

THE MIGRATIONS OF A SOLAN GOOSE.

BY MIB8 CORBET.

)ELL, Bryce,” said Mrs. Maxwell one day to her house-

- e

~

keeper, ‘ what has the gamekeeper sent this week
from Maxwell Hall?”—¢ Why, madam, there are
three pair of partridges, a brace of grouse, a wood-
cock, three hares, a couple of ehemms, and a
solan goose.”—'* A solan goose!” ejaculated the
lady; ‘“what could induce him to think I would

ison my house with a solan goose ?"—* He knows
it is & dish that my master is very fond of,” replied
Mrs. Bryce. ‘It is more than your mistress is,”
retorted the lady; “let it be thrown out directly
before Mr. Maxwell sees it.”

The housekeeper retired, and Mrs. Maxwell re-
sumed her cogitations, the subject of which was
how to obtain an introduction to the French no-
blesse who had recently taken wup their abode in
Edinburgh., ‘Good heavens!” said she, as she has-
tily rung the bell, “ how could I be so stupid ?—
there is nothing in the world that old Lady Crosby
is 8o fond of as a solan goose, and I understand she
knows all the French people, and that they are con-
stantly with her.—Bryce,” she continued, as the
housekeeper obeyed her summons, *is the goose a
fine bird?” ¢ Very fine indeed, madam; the beak
is broken, and one of the legs is a little ruffied, but
I never saw a finer bird.” *“ Well, then, don’t throw
it away, as I mean to send it to my friend, lady
Crosby, as soon as I bave written a note.” Mrs.
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Bryce once more retreated, and Mrs. Maxwell, hav-
ing selected a beautiful sheet of note paper, quickly
peuned the following effusion :

“My dear Lady Crosby, permit me to request
your soceptance of a solan goose, which bas just
been sent me from Maxwell Halll. Knowing your
fondness for this bird, I am delighted at having it
in my pewer to gratify you. I hope that you con-
tinue to enjoy good health. This is to be a very
gay winter. By the bye, do you know any one
who is acquainted with the French noblesse? I
am dying to meet with them. Ever, my dear Lady
Crosby, yours truly, M. MaxweLL.”

Lady Crosby being out when this billet reached
her h , it was opened by one of her daughters.
“Bless me, Maria!” she exclaimed to her aister,
“how fortunate it was that I opened this note;
Mrs. Maxwell has sent mamma a solan goose!”
“Dreadful!” exclaimed Eliza ; I am sure if mamma
hears of it she will have it roasted immediately, and
Captain Jessamy, of the Lancers, is to call to-day,
and you know, a roasted solan goose is enough to
contaminate a whole parish,—I shall certainly go
distracted!” * Don’t discompose yourself,” replied
Maria; “I shall take good care to send it out of
the house before mamma comes home ; meanwhile,
I must write a civil answer to Mra. Maxwell's note.
I dare say she will not think of alluding to it ; but,
if she should, mamma, luckily, is pretty deaf, and
may never be a bit the wiser.” ¢“I think,” said
Eliza, ‘ we had better send the goose to the Napiers,
as they were rather affronted at not being asked to
our last musical party; I dare say they will make
no use of it, but it looks attentive.” ¢ An excellent
thought,” rejoined Maria. No sooner said than
done; in five minutes, the travelled bird had once
more changed its quarters.
A solan goose !” ejaculated Mrs. Napier, as her
footman gave her the intelligence of Lady Crosby’s
nt. ‘““Pray, return my compliments to her
yship, and I feel much obliged by her polite at-
tention. Truly,” continued she, when the domestic

bad retired to fulfil this mission, “if Lady Crosby
thinks to stop our mouths with a solan goose, she
will find herself very much mistaken. suppose
she means this as a peace-offering for not having
asked us to her last party. I suppose she was
afraid, Clars, my dear, you would cut out her
clumsy daughters with Sir Charles.” *If I don't, it
shall not be my fault,” replied her amiable daughter.
“I flirted with him in such famous style at the last
concert, that I thought Eliza would have fainted on
the spot. But what are you going to do with the
odious bird?” *‘Oh, I shall desire John to carry
it to poor Mrs. Johnstone.” “I wonder, mamma,
that you would take the trouble of sending all the
way to the Canongate for any such purpose; what
good can it do you to oblige people who are so .
wretchedly poor?” ‘“Why, my dear,” replied the
lady,»*‘ to tell you the truth, your father, in early
life, received such valuable assistance from Mr.
Johnstone, who was at that time a very rich man,
as laid the foundation of his present fortune. Severe
losses reduced Mr. Johnstone to poverty; he died,
and your father has always been intending, at least
promising to do something for the family, but has
never found an opportunity. Last year, Mrs.
Johnstone most unfortunately heard that he had it
in his power to get a young man out to India, and
she applied to Mr. Napier on behalf of her son,
which, I must say, was a very ill-judged step, as
showing that she thought he required to be re-
minded of his promises, which, to a man of any
feeling, must always be a grating circumstance;
but 1 have often observed, that poor people have
very little delicacy in such points; however, as
your papa fancies sometimes that these people have
a gort of claim on him, I am sure he will be glad to
pay them any attention that costs him nothing.”
Behold, then, our hero exiled from the fashion-
able regions of the West, and laid on the broad of
bis on a table, in a small but clean room, in a
humble tenement in the Canongate, where three

h y children eyed with delight his fat legs, his
swelling breast and magnificent pinions. *Ob,
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mamma, mamma,” cried the children, skipping
round the table, and clapping their hands, * what
a beautiful ! how nice it will be when it is
roasted | ou must bave a great large slice,
mamma, for you had very little dinner yesterday.
‘Why have we never any nice dinners now, mamma "
“ Hush, little chatter-box,” said her brother Henry,
s fine stripling of sixteen, seeing tears gather in
his mother's eyes. ‘ My dear boy,” said Mrs. John-
stone, ‘“it goes to my heart to think of deprivin
these poor children of their expected treat, but
think we ought to send this bird to our benefac-
tress, Lady Bethune. But for her, what would
have become of us? While the Napiers, who owe
all they have to your worthy and unfortunate fa-
ther, have given us nothing but empty promises,
she bas been a consoling and ministring angel, and
I should wish to take this opportunity of shewing
my gratitude ; trifling as the offering is, I am sure
it will be received with kindness.” ‘1 am sure of
it,” replied Henry; ‘“‘and I will run and buy a few
nuts and apples to console the little ones for losing
their expected feast.”

The children gazed with lengthened faces as the
goose was carried from their sight, and conveyed
by Henry to the house of Lady Bethune, who, ap-
preciating the motives which had dictated the gift,
received it with benevolent kindness. ‘‘ Tell your
mother, my dear,” said she to Henry, *that I feel

most particularly obliged by her attention, and be
mmuythtSthuhuhopeaoffrocuﬁng‘
situation for you; and if he succeeds, I will come
over myself to tell her the good news.” Henry
bounded away as gay as a lark, while Lady Bethune,
after having given orders to her butler to send
some bolls of potatoes, meal, and a side of fine
mutton, to Mrs. Johnstone, next issued directions
fox‘- :lae disposal of the present she had just re-
ceived.

4 La, madam!” exclaimed Mrs. Bryce, as she once
more made her appearance before her mistress, * if
here be not our identical solan come back to
us, with Lady Bethune’s compliments! I know
him by his broken beak and ruffied leg; and as
sure as eggs are that’s my master’s knock at
the door!” ¢ Run, Brycel fly!” cried Mrs. Max-
well in despair; * put it ouv of sight! give it to the
house-dog!”

Away ran Mrs. Bryce with her prize to Towler;
and he, not recollecting that he had any favor to
obtain from any one, or that he had any dear
friends to oblige, received the present very grate-
fully, and, as he lay in his kennel,

Lazily mumbled the bones of Jue dead;
thus ingloriously terminating the migrations of a
solan goose.

A LEGAL PEDANT NONPLUSSED.
ANON.

Isasc M‘GreGor was a simple-minded rustic, of
a most obliging disposition, with a vein of sar-
castic humor, wiieh e could work with very deci-
ded effect when occasion required. He rented a
small patch of ground that fringed the muir of
Kippen, part of the estate of Stirling of Carden.
Isaac had never seen much of the great world.
With a couple of horses, he contrived to keep the
thatch over his shoulders, and the wheels of life in
working condition, by carrying whiskey for the far-
famed Kepp distillery, the proprietor of which, the
late Mr. Cassils, was distantly related to him. Isaac
piqued himself on his knowledge of horses, and was
generally his own farrier, whether as respected
medical treatment, or arming the hoofs of that
noble animal against the tear and wear of the road.

Isaac had been witness to the sale of a horse at
the fair of Skandon, which, though sold as sound,
turned out afterwards to have some defect in the
hoof ; and an action was raised before the sheriff,
and proof allowed, to show that the disease was of
long standing, and the fault must have been known
to the vender at the time of sale. Isaac was sum-
moned to Dumblane, to give evidence before the
sheriff in favor of the defender.

The agent employed by the purchaser was as pom-
pous a * quill driver” as ever scribbled on parch-
ment or small pott. Peter Dudgeon (for that was
his name) boasted that he had a more complete
knowledge of the English language than any prac-
titioner f: sheriff or burgh court, from the Gram-
pians to Cheviot, from his having the whole of
Johnson's dictionary at his finger-ends. The words
selected by Peter for common use, were remarkable
more for the quantity of the alphabet employed in

their construction, than from their adaptation to
the idea meant to be conveyed.

Peter thought to dash Isaac, and 8o confuse him
at first, that his evidence would want coherence,
and therefore be rejected. The officer called out,
“Is Isaac M‘Gregor in court?” *Yes, sir!” shout-
ed Isaac, in a voice like the report of school-boy artil-
lery. *Come forward, then.”

I);eter threw himself back into his seat and looked
terror, at the same time displaying a frill of cambric
of extraordinary depth and longitude. ¢ Your
name is Isaac M‘Gregor—is it?” ¢ The minister
ance ca'd me that, and I haena had ony reason to
change 't since, but you needna speir my name, for
ye bae kent me ony time this twenty years.” “It
is only for the information of the court.” * Giff
that be a’, you're abler to tell them than I am—
you're glibber in the tongue.” ¢ Very well; gen-
tlemen of the court, the deponent’s name is
M‘Gregor, a most enlightened, ratiocinating, and
philosophic carter, from the bloody mires of Lock-
Leggin. Notice that, gentlemen! Do you know
any thing about the vending, transtulation, or trans-
fer of the quadruped in question ?” “I didna bring
my dictionary in my pouch this day, or else I micht
hae been able to spell your meaning : maybe, my
lord judge, ye'll be able to explain what he means,
for to me there’s just as muckle sense in the blether
o' the heather blubber!” *He means to asgk, wit-
ness, do you know any thing about the sale of the
horse, the subject on which you are summoned
here?” * Thank you, my lord. Yes, I ken that
the horse was selt to Jock Paterson there; and he
appeared to me to be weel worth &' the siller he

ed for him.”
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“ Well, my sexagenarian friend Isaac,” resumed
Peter, “how do you know, or how can you satisfy
your mind as to the validity of the testimony upon
which your powers of perception have choeen to
arbitrate so temnriouY; " “QOch, man! it would
tak you a lang time to ken as muckle about horses
as I do; ye would need to gang out and eat grass
wi' them {or seven years, like auld Nebuchadnezzar,
afore ye learnt your lesson.”

Peter was fairly }mt out, and got into a violent
rage. ‘““My lord, I have asked a plain question,
and I must demand a cal answer, or I shall
move that the witness be committed for contempt
of court.” “I would advise you, Mr. Dudgeon,”
said the judge, ‘“‘to put your questions in a more
intelligible shape, and I have no doubt but the wit-
ness will give you a respectful answer.” ¢ That
sairs you right, Peter,” said the imperturbable
Isaac, ‘‘and gin I bad you in the muir o’ Kippen, I
would let ye fin' the weight o' that shakle-bane
alang the side o' your head—and mak thae horn-
shottle teeth in your mouth dance the Dusty Miller.
Ony mair to spin, ye manifest piece o’ impudence ?”

¢ What do you know about the value of a horse !”
resumed Peter. *“I wonder what I should ken
about, if I didna ken about horse—I may say born
and brought up amang them—mair than ye can
say, Mr. Peter, o' the profession yeo hae taen by the
hand.” *“Have you made it your business to be-
come acquainted with the veterinary art, whether
as applied to the general anatomy of the horse, or
the moral and physical habits of this useful animal;
and, to attain the requisite d of knowledge, have
you studied carefully the article on that subject in
the Encyclopeedia Britannics, and most particularly,
as in the minutim of detail on the subject, have you
bought from gmr bookseller, a copy of the work,
entitled The Horse, published under the sanction
and patronage of the society denominating them-
selves, The Society for Diffusing Useful Knowledge,
and made it your study by night and by day ?”

b ]: Heclll;k.int‘; nae w:nder, Peter,’ tll::t ou're

ike a bursting baggis, after a’ that blabber
[ m; you'll hue pitten a’ the lair ye e’er got
at the cottage in that speech, I'se warrant;—ye
mind sin’ you and I were at Claymire's school the-
gether, what a poor fusionless whey-faced shawp
o' a creature you war’, baith in soul and body, and
that you couldna spell your ain name!” ‘Do you
know, then, any t.hing about the diseases that horses
are predisposed to?' ¢ Lang-winded is no ane o’
them, at ony rate.”

“From your knowledge of the veterinary art, and
the profound attention that you have bestowed on
the subject, would you presume to eay, that a
horse’s boof might be the seat of any latent, un-
manifested ailment—disease—malady ne or
tumor, protected though it be by the crust or wall
of the foot, without being visible to the ocular
faculty? Now?®”

*Did ye hear the thunder down there, lads? Ye
may be verra thankfu', Mr. Dudgeon, that ye haena
mony teeth left in the front o’ your mouth, or thae
big words could never hae gotten out.” * Really,
Mr. Dudgeon,” said the Judge, ¢ you are taking up
too much time of the court, by useless preliminaries.
If you have any of your young men in court, would
you allow one of them to take up the examination?”
“ Very well, my lord.”

“ William, take up this brief, or case, and farther
interrogate that incorrigible carter.” ‘ Witness!
the next question in my brief or case,—and recol-
lect you are still upon oath, is—Do you suppose it
possible for a disease or ailment to exist in the per-
forating flesh or tendon, without immediately mani-
festing itself in occasioning lameness by its action
fn the chamber of the hoof?”  Weel, my lord-
judge, after a’, are thae twa no a bonny pair? as
the craw said o’ his claws.” The court became per-
fectly convulsed, so that the sheriff was himself

obliged to finish the examinatios

A COOK'S

~ BY J. D.

BiLEax now the winter blaws, thick flee the driftin’

BDAWS,
A’ the warld looks cauld and blae ;
Birds wha used to sing, now wi’ shiverin’ wing,
Dozen'd sit on the frosted spray;
Bat though the wintry winds blaw keenly,
What are the wintry winds to me,
When by the kitchen fire sae cleanly,
My love is baking a pie for me!

Oh when I think on her cheeks sae greasy,
Oh when I think on her shoulders fat,
Never a lass have I seen like Leezy,
She makes my poor heart to go pitty-pat !

LEGACY.
CARRICK.

All the way hame though never so dreary,
It charms my heart to think of thee;
How by the kitchen fire sae cheery,
My love is baking a pie for me.

Some yield their hearts to the charms of beauty,
Doating with pleasure upon her smile,

But when they’ve caught their long-wish’d booty,
"Twill neither make pat nor pan to boil ;

And wi' their beauty they aft catch a Tartar—
Often it happens, as all may see:

Then for beauty, I'll scorn to barter
The maid that is baking a pie for me.

—_————

Tax Lasr Deer.—An old man about to die, had
his friends around him, when he was desired by
his wife to tell what debts were owing to him.
“There’s —— owes me five shillings for mutton.”
“0Oh,” interjected the delighted helpmate, *“to see
& man at this time o' day, and just gaun to close his
last account, hae the use o' his faculties—just sa;
away, James.” * Ay, an'— ten shillings for beef.”

¢ What a pleasant thing to see a man bein’ sensible
to the last! ony mair?” *“An’a crown for a cow’s
hide.” ‘ Ay, quoth the wife, ‘‘sensible yet—
weel, James, what was’t ye was gaun to say?”
‘*Nae mair,” quoth James, “but I am ow'n Jock
Tamson twa pounds in balance o' a cow.” * Hoot,
toot,” quoth the wife, ‘‘he's a ravin’ now—he’s just
demented—dinna mind ony mair that he says.”
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THE STUDENT OF JENA.

BY W. E. AYTOUN (BOX GAULTIER).

OxcE—'t was when I lived at Jena—
At a Wirthshaus’ door I sat;

And in pensive contemplation,
Ate the sausage thick and fat ;

Ate the kraut, that never sourer
Tasted to my lips than here ;

Smoked my pipe of strong canaster,
Sipped my fifteenth jug of beer;

Gazed upon the glancing river,
Gazed upon the tranquil pool,

Whence the silver-voiced Undine,
When the nights were calm and

cool,
As the Baron Fouqué tells us,
Rose from out her shelly grot,
Casting glamour o’er the waters,
Witching that enchanted spot.
From the shadow which the
coppice
Flings across the rippling stream,
Did I hear a sound of music—

Was it thought, or was it dream ?

There, beside a pile of linen,

Stretched along the daisied sward,
Stood a young and blooming maiden—
"Twas her thrush-like song I heard.

Evermore within the eddy

Did she plunge the white chemise ;
And her robes were loosely gathered

Rather far above her knees;

Then my breath at once forsook me,

For too surely did I deem
That I saw the fair Undine

Standing in the glancing stream—
And I felt the charm of knighthood ;
And from that remembered day,

Every evening to the Wirthshaus
Took I my enchanted way.
Shortly to relate my story,
Many a week of summer long,

Came I there, when beer-o’ertaken,
With my lute and with my song;

Sung in mellow-toned soprano
All my love and all my woe,
Till the river-maiden answered,
Lilting in the stream below :—
¢ Fair Undine ! sweet Undine!

Dost thou love as I love thee ?”

“Love is free as running water,”
Was the answer made to me.

Thus, in interchange seraphic,
Did I woo my phantom fay,

Till the nights grew long and chilly,
Short and shorter grew the day ;
Till at last—'t was dark and gloomy,

Dull and starless was the sky,
And my steps were all unsteady,
For a little flushed was I,—

To the well accustomed signal
No response the maiden gave;

But I heard the waters washing,
And the moaning of the wave.

Vanished was my own Undine,
All her linen, too, was gone

And I walked about lamenting,
On the river bank alone.

Idiot that I was, for never
Had I asked the maiden’s name.
‘Was it Lieschen—was it Gretchen ?
Had she tin, or whence ahe came?

8o I took my trusty meerschaum,
And I took my lute likewise ;
‘Wandered forth in minstrel fashion,
Underneath the lowering skies ;
Bang before each comely Wirthshaus,
Sang beside each purling st
That same ditty which I chanted
‘When Undine was my theme,
Sinv%ilz‘ng, a8 I sang at Jena,
en the shifts were hung to dry,
¢ Fair Undine! young Undine!
Dost thou love as well as I?”

But, alas! in field or village,
Or beside the pebbly shore,
Did I see those glancing ankles,
And the white robe, never more;
And no answer came to greet me,
No sweet voice to mine replied ;
But I heard the waters rippling,
And the moaning of the tide.

“The moaning of the Txp.”
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MY WIFE'S COUSIN.

BY W. E. AYTOUN.

Dzcxxp with shoes of blackest polish,
And with shirt as white as snow,
After matutinal breakfast
To my daily desk I go;
First a fond salute bestowing
On my Mary’s ruby lips,
‘Which, perehance, may be rewarded
‘With a pair of plsyful nips.

All day long across the ledger

8till my patient pen I drive,
Thinking what a feast awaits me

In my py home at five;
Ie my one-storied Eden,

‘Where my wife awaits my coming,
And our solitary handmaid

Mutton chops with care is crumbing.

When the clock proclaims my freedom,
Then my hat I seize and vanish ;
Every trouble from my bosom,
Every anxious care I banish.
8wiftly brushing o'er the pavement,
At a furious pace I go,
Till I reach my darling dwelling
In the wilds of Pimlico.

“Mary, wife, where art thou, dearest *”
Thus I cry, while yet afar;

Ah! what scent invades my nostrils?—
'Tis the smoke of a cigar!

Instantly into the parlor
e f b
nd a young Life-Guardsman,
With his arm round Mary’s waist.

And his other hand is playing
Most familiarly with hers ;
And I think my Brussels carpet
Somewhat damaged by his spurs.
“Fire and furies! what the blazes!”
Thus in frenzied wrath I call;
When my spouse her arms upraises,
With the most astounding squall.

“ Was there ever such a monster,
Ever such a wretched wife ?
Ah! how long must I endure it,
How protract this hateful life ?
All day long, quite unprotected,
Does he leave his wife at home ,
And she cannot see her cousins, .
Even when they kindly come!”

Then the young Life-Guardsman, rising,
vouchsafes a single word,

But with look of deadly menace,

Claps his hand upon his sword ;
And in fear I faintly falter—

*This your cousin, then he's mine!
Very glad, indeed, to see you—

on’t you stop with us, and dine?”

Wx’t a t{:-;et suck a r:lbbit —
a thing of course he stops;
And with moat voracious mlﬁzw
‘Walks into my mutton chops.
In the twinkling of a bed—rst,
Is each savory platter clear,
And he shows uncommon science
In his estimate of beer.

Half-and-half goes down before him,
Gurgling from the pewter-pot ;
And he moves a counter motion
For a glass of something hot.
Neither chops nor beer I grudge him,
Nor a moderate share of goes;
But I know not why he's always
Treading upon Mary’s toes.

Evermore, when, home returning,
From the counting-house I come,

Do I find the young Life-Guardsman
Bmokln%plpes and drinking rum.

Evermore he stays to dinner,
Evermore devours my meal;

For I have a wholesome horror
Both of powder and of steel.

Yet I know he'’s Mary’s cousin,
For my only son and heir
Much resembles that young Guardsman,
With the self-same curly bair;
But I wish he would not always
Spoil my carpet with his spurs;
And I'd rather see his fingers
In the fire, than touching hers.
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THE FRIARS OF DIJON.

BY THOMAS CAMPBELL.

‘WHEN honest men confess'd their sins,
And paid the church genteelly—
In Burgundy two Capuchins
Lived jovially and freely.

They march'd about from place to place,
With shrift and dispensation;

And mended broken consciences,
Soul-tinkers by vocation.

One friar was Father Boniface,
And he ne'er knew disquiet,

Save when condemn’d to saying grace
O'er mortifying diet.

The other was lean Dominick,
‘Whose slender form, and sallow,
‘Would scarce have made a candlewick
For Boniface’s tallow.

Albeit, he tippled like a fish,
Though not the same potation ;
And mortal man ne'er clear’d a dish

With nimbler mastication.

Those saints without the shirts arrived,
One evening late, to piieon
A country Tnir for alms, that lived

About a league from Dijon.

‘Whose supper-pot was set to boil,
On faggots briskly crackling ;

The friars enter'd, with a smile
To Jacquez and to Jacqueline.

They bow’d and bless'd the dame, and then
In pious terms besought her,

To give two holy-minded men
A meal of bread and water.

For water and a crust they crave,
Those mouths that even on Lent days

Scarce knew the taste of water, save
When wgtering for dainties.

Quoth Jacquez, ¢ That were sorry cheer
For men fatigued and dusty ;

And if ye supp'd on crusts, I fear,
You'd go to bed but crusty.”

8o forth he brought a flask of rich
Wine, fit to feast Silenus,

And viands, at the sight of which
They laugh'd like two hysnas.

Alternately, the host and spouse
Regaled each pardon-gauger,

‘Who told them tales rigint marvellous,
And lied as for a wager—

"Bout churches like balloons convey'd
With sronautic martyrs;

And wells made warm, where holy maid
Had only dipp'd her garters.

And if their hearers gaped, I guess,
With jaws three inch asunder,
"Twas partly out of weariness,
And partly out of wonder.

Then striking up duets, the freres
‘Went on to sing in matches,

From pealms to sentimental airs,
From these to glees and catches.

At last, they would have danced outright,
Like a baboon and tame bear,

If Jacquez had not drunk, Good night,
And shown them to their chamber.

The room was high, the host was nigh—
Had wife or he suspicion,

That monks would make a raree-show
Of chinks in the partition?—

Or that two confessors would come,
Their boly ears out-reaching

To conversations as hum-drum
Almost as their own preaching ?

NG "‘—’/’//k—/ w

Shame on you, Friars of orders gray,
That peeping knelt, and wriggling,
And when ye should bave gone to pray.

Betook yourselves to giggling!

But every deed will have its meed :
And hark! what information

Has made the sinners, in a trice,
Look black with consternation.

The farmer on a hone prepares
His knife, a long and keen one ;
And talks of killing both the freres,
The fat one, and the lean one.
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To-morrow by the bresk of day,
He orders too, saltpetre,

And pickling-tubs ; but, reader, stay,
Our host was no man-eater.

The priests knew not that country-folk
Give pigs the name of friars;

But startled, witless of the joke,
As if they trod on briers.

Meanwhile, as they perspired with dread,
The bair of either craven

Had stood erect upon his head,
Bat that their heads were shaven.

‘What, pickle and smoke us limb by limb!
God curse him and his lardners!

8t. Peter will bedevil him,
If be saltpetres pardoners.

Yet, Dominick, to die |—the bare
Idea shakes one oddly ;—

Yes, B_oni'fuce, 'tis time we were
Beginning to be godly.

‘Would that, for absolution’s sake
Of all our sins and cogging,
‘We had a whip, to give and take
A last kind mutual flogging.

O Dominick, thy nether end
Should bleed for expiation,

And thou shouldst have, my dear fat friend,
A glorious flagellation.

having ne’er a switch, poor souls,
They bow'd like weeping willows,
And told the Saints long rigmaroles
Of all their peccadillos.

Yet, 'midst this penitential plight
A thought their fancies tickled,
"T'were better brave the window’s height,
Than be at morning pickled.

And 8o they girt themselves to leap,
Both under breath imploring

A regiment of Saints to keep
Their host and hostess snoring.

The lean one lighted like a cat,
Then scampered off like. Jehu,
Nor stopp'd to help the man of fat,

‘Whose cheek was of a clay hue—

‘Who, being by nature more design’d
For resting than for jumping,

Fell heavy on his parts behind,
That broaden'd with the plumping.

There long beneath the window’s soonce,
His bruises he sat pawing,

8quat as the figure of a bronze
Upon a Chinese drawing.

At length he waddled to a sty;
The pigs, you'd thought for game sake,

Came round and nosed him lovingl
As if they’d known their nl.meu.{'e

Meanwhile the other flew to town,
And with short respiration

Bray'd like a donkey up and down
Ass-ass-ass-asgination !

Men left their beds, and night-capp’d heads
Popp’d out from egery casement ;

The cats ran frighten'd on the leads;
Dijon was all amazement.

Doors bang'd, dogs bay'd, and boys hurra'd,
Throats gaped aghast in bare rows,

Till soundest sleeping watchmen woke,
And even at last the mayor rose—

Who chargin§ him before police,
Demands of Dominick surly,

What earthquake, fire, or breach of peace
Made all this hurly-burly ?

Ass—quoth the priest—ass-assins, Sir,
Are hence a league, or nigher,

About to salt, scrape, massacre,
And barrel up a friar.

Soon at the magistrate's command,
A troop from the gens-d’arm’s house,
Of twenty men, rode sword in hand,
To storm the bloody farm’s house.

As they were cantering towards the place,
Comes Jacquez to the swineyard,

But started when a great round face
Cried, * Rascal, hold thy whinyard.”

Twas Boniface, as mad’s King Lear,

Playing antics in the piggery:—
¢ And what the devil brought you here,
You mountain of a friar, eh?”
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Ab, once how jolly, now how wan,
And blubber'd with the vapors,
That frantic Capuchin began
To cut fantastic capers—

Ori.i:g, “help, balloo, the bellows blow,
e pot is on to stew me;
I am a pretty pig, but, no!

They shall not barbacue me.”

Nor was this raving fit a sham;
In truth, he was hysterical,

Until they brought him out a dram,
And that wrought like a miracle.

Just a8 the horsemen halted near,
Crying, Murderer, stop, ohoy, oh!

Jacquez was comforting the frere
With a good glass ot‘8 noyeau—

‘Who beckon’d to them not to kick up
A row; but, waxing mellow,

Bqueez'd Jacques’ hand, and with a hiccup
Said, You're & d——d good fellow.

Explaining lost but little breath :—
ere ended all the matter ;
80 God save Queen Elizabeth,
And long live Henry Quatre!

The gens-d’arms at the story broke
Into horse-fits of laughter,

And, as if they had known the joke,
Their horses neigh’d thereafter.

Lean Dominick, methinks, his chaps
Yawn'd weary, worn, and moody ;

So may my readers too, perhaps,
And thus I wish 'em Good day.

OCHANGEABLE CHARLIE.
9 Tale of fhr Bominie,

BY ANDREW PICKEN.

Ir was in the early part of my life, when I was
yet in the apprenticeship of my fortune, that I had
the teaching of a pleasant boy, whose name was
Charlie Cheap. Charlie's father was a weel-speeked
witlesa body, who kept a shop in the largest village
near; and having made money by mere want of
sense, and selling of the jigs and jags of a country
town, was called by thigmne of John Cheap the
Chapman, efter the clasiical story of that person-
age with which we used to be diverted when we
were children ; 8o the old man seeing indications of
genius in his son, sent the lad to me to finish his ed-
ucation.

There was not a better-liked boy in the whole
school than Charlie Cheap; for though he never
would learn any thing effectually, and was the head
and ringleader of every trick that was hatched, he
had such a laughing, happy disposition, and took
his very punishment 8o good-humoredly, that it went
to my heart to think of chastising him; and as for
the fool's cap and the broom sceptre, they were no
punishment to him, for he never seemed better
pleased than when he had them on; and when
mounted thus on the top of the black stool, he
seemed so delighted, and pulled such faces at the
rest of the boys, that no mortal flesh could stand
to their gravity near him, and my seat of learning
was in danger of becoming a perfect hobbleshow of
diversion. How to master this was past my power.
But Charlie’'s versatility ended it by his own will,
and before he was half learned in his preliminary
humanities, his father and he had taken some scheme
into their heads, and he was removed from me and
sent to the college.

I know not how it was, but for several years 1
lost sight of Charlie, until I heard that his father
was dead, and that he was now a grown man, and
was likely to make a great fortune. This news was
no surprise to me, for I now began to make the ob-
servation, that the fools that I had the

honor of prepa r the world, most gererally
became the weddtlllﬂelt men.

It was one day when on a summer tramp, that,
entering a decentish town, and looking about at the
shop windows, I began to bethink me of the neces-
sity that had fallen upon me, by the tear and wear
of the journey, of being at the expense of a new
hat, 8o I entered a magazine of miscellaneous com-
modities, when who should astonish me in the per-
son of the shopkeeper, but my old pupil Charlie
Cheap. “ Merciful me! Charlie,” said I, **who
would have expected to find you at this trade! I
thought you had gone to the college to serve your
time for a minister of the gospel.”

‘“Indeed,” said Charlie, ‘ that was once the intent,
but in truth, my head got rather confused with the
lair and the logic. Ihad not the least conjugality to
the Greek conjugations, and when I came to the
Hebrew, that 18 read every word backwards, faith,
1 could neither read it backwards nor forwards, and
fairly stuck, and grew a sticked minister. But I
had long begun to see that the minister trade was
but a poor business, and that a man might wait for
the mustard till the meat was all eaten, and 8o I just
took up a chop like my father before me; and
faith, Mr. Dominie, I'm making a fortune.”

“ Well,” said I, “I am really bapﬁ:z to hear it,
and I hope, besides that, that you like your em-
ployment.”

“I'm quite delighted with the chop-keeping, Mr.
Balgownie ; a very different life from chapping verbs
in a cauld college. Besides, I am a respected man
in the town ; nothing but Mr. Cheap here and Mrs.
Cheap there, and ladies coming in at all hours of
the day, and bowing and becking to me, and throw-
ing the money to me across the ¢ounter; I would
not wonder if they should make me a baillie yet.”

“Well, I am really delighted too,” said I, ‘“and
from my knowledge of baillies, I would not wonder
in the least—s0 good bye, Mr. Cheap. I think this
hat lﬁ:‘k‘s very well on me.” - bre!

s es you ten years younger, sir—good
wish you your health to wz.r it.” T

It might be a twelvemonth after that I was plod-
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meditative observation. The mill looked 8o quaint
and rustic by the stream, the banks were so green
and the water so clear, that I was tempted to wan-
der towards it, down from the bridge, just to make
the whole a subject of closer observation.

A barefooted girl came forth from the house
and stared in my face, as & Scottish lassie may be
sup to do at a reasonable man. ‘‘Can you
tell me,” said I, willing to make up an excuse for
my intrusion, *if this road will lead me to the farm
of Longrigs, which is occupied by one Mr. Cheap ?”
The lassie looked in my face with a thieveleas smile,
and, without answering a word, took a bare-legged
race into the mill. Presently, a great lumbering
miller came out, like a walking bag of flour from
beside the hopper, and I immediately saw he was
going to address me.

Never did I see such a snowy man. His miller’s
hat was inch thick with flour ; he whitened the green
earth as he walked, the knees of his breeches were
loose, and the atockings that hung about his heels
;:uld have made & hearty meal for a starving gar-

on.

“ What can the impudent rascal be staring at 1" I
said, and I begln to cast my eyes down on my per-
son, to see if I could find any cause in my own ap-
pearance, that the miller and his lassie should thus
treat me as a world’s wonder.

“Ye were asking, I think,” he said, * after Char-
lie Cheap, of the Longrigs?®”

4 Yes,” eaid I, ¢ but his farm must be some miles
from this. Perhaps, as you are the miller of the
neigl;borhood, you can direct me the nearest road
to it.

The burley scoundrel first lifted up his eye-wink-
ers, which were clotted with flour, shook out about
a pound of it from his bushy whiskers, and then
burst into a laugh in my very face as loud as the
neighing of a miller's horse.

“Ho, ho, hough !” grinned he, con%ﬂng upon me
a shower of flour. “Is it possible, Dominie, that
ye dinna ken me?” and opening a mouth at least as
wide a8 his own hopper, I began to recognise the
exaggerated features of Changeable Charlie.

** Well really,” said I, gazing at his grin, and the
hills of flour that arose from his cheeks—‘ really
this beats every thing! and 8o, Charlie, ye're now
tarned into a miller ?

“ As sure’s a gun!” said he. “Lord bless your
goul, Dominie! do you think I could bear to spread
dung and turn up dirt all my life? no! I have a soul
above that. Besides, your miller is a manin power.
He is an aristocrat over the farmers, and with the
power has its privileges too, for he takes a multre
out of every man’s sack, and levies his revenues
like a prime minister. No one gets 8o soon fat as
those that live by the labor of others, as you may
see; for the landed interest supports me by day,
and my water wheel works for me all night, so if I
don't get rich now, the deuce is in it.”

“ 1 suppose,” said I, following him into the mill,
% you are just making a fortune.”

“How can I help it?” said he, ‘making money
while I sleep, for I hear the musical cliei of the
hopper in my dreams, and my bairns learn their les-
sons by the jog of it. I wish every man who has
passed a purgatory at college, were just as happy
as the miller and his wife. Is not that the case,
Lizzy " he added, addressing his better half, who
now came forth hung round by children—* as the

song goes,”

Mo the maid be that marries the nilller,
For'zn?zy and falr dt:l' he's aye bringing till her—
His ample haunds in ilk man's pock,
His mill fluh muckle siller,
His wife Is dress'd in silk and lawn
For he’s aye bringing till her.

“But dear me, Mr. Cheap,” said I, * what was it
that put you out of the farm, where I thought you
were 80 bappy, and making a fortune ?”

I was a8 happy as a man could be, and making
money too, and nothing put me out of the farm,
although I was quite glad of the change, but just a
penny of fair debt, the which, you know, is a good
man’s case—and a little civil argument about the
rent. But every thing turned out for the best, for
Willie Happer, the former miller, just ran awa the
same week ; I got a dead bargain of the mill, and
80 I came in to reign in his stead. Am I not a for-
tunate man ?”

‘“Never was a man 80 lucky,” said I; * but do
you really mean to be a waiter on the mill-hopper
all your days?”

“As long 28 wood turns round and water runs;
but, Lizzy,” he added to his wife, ‘ what are you
standing glowering there for, and me like to choke?
Gang and fetch us a jug of your best treacle ale.”

]t surely cannot be,” said I to myself when I
had left the mill, *‘ that Changeable Cbarlie will ever
ado,Pt a new profession now, but live and die & mil-
ler.” I was, however, entirely mistaken in my cal-
culation, as I found before I was two years older;
and though I have not time, at this present sitting,
to tell the whole of Charlie's story—end have a
strong suspicion that my veracity might be put in
jeopardy, were I to condescend thereto, I am quite
ready to take my oath, that after this I found him
in not less than five different characters, in all of
which he was equally happy and equally certain of

making a fortune. Where the mutations of Charlie
might bave run to, and whither, to with a
little agreeable stultification, he t not, like

another remarkable man, have exhausted worlds
and then imagined new, it is impossible to

cate, if Fortune had not, in her usual injustice, put
an end to his career of change, by leaving his wife
Lizzy a considerable legacy.

The last character then that I found Charlie striv-
ing to enact, was that of a gentleman—that is, e
man who has plenty of money to live upon, and
nothing whatever to do. It did not appear, how-
ever, that Charlie’s happiness was at improved
by this last change ; for, besides that it had taken
from him all his private joys, in the Aope of one day
making @ fortune, it had raised up a moet unex-
pected enemy, in the shape of old father Time,
whom he found it more troublesome and less hope-
ful to contend with, than all the obstacles that had
formerly seemed to stand in his way to the making
of an independent fortune.

When the legacy was first showered upon him,
however, he seemed as happy under the dispenss-
tion as he had been before under any other of his
changes. In the hey-dey of his joy, he sent for me
to witness his felicity, and to give him my adviceas
to the spending of his money. This invitation I
was thoughtless enough to accept, but it was more
that I might pick up a little philorophy out of what
I should observe, than from any pleasure that I ex-

ted, or any good that I was likely to do. When
got to his house, I was worriedto death by all the
fine things I was forced to look at, that had been
sent to him from Jamaica, and all that from him
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and his wife I was forced to hear. I tried to im-
him co the good that he might do
with his money, in reference to many who sorely
wanted it; but I found that he had too little feelin
himself to understand the feelings of others, an
that affliction had never yet driven a nail into his
own flesh, to open his heart to sympathy. Instead
of emeﬁ:llf into any rational plans, his wife and he
laughed all day at nothing whatever, his children
tarned the house upside down in their at
being rich ; and, in short, never before had I been
80 wearied at seeing people happy.
In all this, however, I heard not one single word

of thankfalness for this unlooked-for deliverance
from constant vicissitude, or one grateful ex

to Providence, for being 80 unreasonably kind to
this family, while thousands around them led
incessantly, in ill-rewarded industry and unavaili
anxiety. 8o I wound up the story of Changeable
Charlie in reflective melancholy, for I had seen so
many who would, for any little good fortune, have
been most thankful and happy, yet never were able
to attain thereto ; and I inclined to the sombre con-
clusion, that in this world the wise and virtuous

man was often less fortunate, and generally less
happy, than the fool.

——————

THE COBBLER. -

BY A. WHITELAW.

In the little picturesque of Dud ne,
which lies sweetly at the foot of Edinburgh's great
Tom, Arthur-Seat, and which is celebrated for its
strawberries and sheep-head broth, flourished, with-
in our own remembrance, a poorand honest mender
of boots and shoee, by name Robert Rentoul.

Robin had been a cobbler all his days—to very
little purpose. He had made nothing of the busi-
ness, although he had given it a fair trial of fifty or
sixty years. He was born, and cobble mar-
ried, and eobbled:-got children, and cobbled—got
old, and cobbled, without advancing a step beyond
his last. It “ found him poor at first and left him
#0!” To make the ends meet was the utmost he
could do. He therefore bore no great liking to s
profession which had done so little for him, and for
which he had done so much; but in truth, his want
of liking may be considered as much a cause as an
effect of his want of success. His mind, in short,
did not go with his work; and it was the interest,
a2 well as duty and pleasure, of his good wife, Janet,
to hold him to it (particularly when he had given
his word of bonor to a customer) by all the arts
common to her sex,—sometimes by acolding, some-
times by taunting, but oftener—for Janet was a
kind-hearted creature—by treating him to a thim-
bleful of aquavitee, which he loved dearly, with its

proper accompaniments of bread and cheese.

Alth however, Robin did not keep by the
shoes with any good heart, he could not be ealled

either a lazy or inefficient man. In every thing but |

cobbling he took a deep and active interest.
particular, he was a great connoisseur of the
weather. Nobody could pro snow like Robin,
or foretell a black frost. o latter was Robin’s
delight; for with it came the people of Edinburgh,
to hold their eaturnalia on Duddingstone Loch, and

cobbling, on these occasions, was entirely out
of the question. rickety table, big-bellied bot-
tle, and glass, were then in requisition,

for the benefit of curlers and skaters in general,
and of himself in particular. But little benefit ac-
crued from these to Robin, although he could al-
ways count on one good customer—in himself. On
the breaking up of theice, he regularly found him-
self poorer than before, and, what was worse, with
 smaller disposition than ever to work.

It must have been on some occasion of this kind,
that strong necessity to Robin a step for
the bettering of his fortunes, which was patronized

by the legislature of the day, and which he had
heard was resorted to by many with success. Rob-
in resolved to try the lottery. With thirty ahillings,
which he kept in an old stocking for the landlord,
he went to Edinburgh, and purc| a sixteenth.
This proceeding he determined to keep a profound
secret from every one; but whiskey cannot toler-
ate secrots; the first half-mutchkin with barber
Hugh succeeding in ejecting it; and as the barber
had every opportunity, as well as disposition, to
spread it, the thing was known to all the village in
the lathe of a chin.

Among others, it reached the ears of Mr. Blank,
a young gentleman who happened to reside at Dud-
dingstone, and who took an interest in the fortunes
of Robin. Mr. B. (unknown to the villagers) was
connected with the press of Edinburgh, particular-
ly with a certain newspaper, one copy of which
had an extemsive circulation in Duddingstone.
First of all, the newspaper reached Mr. Blank on
the Saturday of ita publication ; on the Monday it
fell into the hands o}N Robin, who, like the rest of
his trade, bad most leisure on that day to peruseit;
on the Tuesday, the baker bad it; on the Wednes-
day, the tailor; on the Thursday, the blackemith;
on the Friday, the gardener; and on the Saturday
the barber, in whose shop it lay till the succeeding
Saturday brought another, when it was torn down
for suds, leuving not a wreck behind, except occa-
sionally g King’s speech, a cure for the rupture, &
list of magistrates and town council, or any other

In | interesting mo that took the barber'’s fancy,

which was ly clipped out, and pasted on the
wooden walls of his apartment, to the general satis-
faction, instruction, and entertainment of his cus-
tomers. This newspaper, like Wordsworth’s Old
Cumberland Beggar, was the means of keeping alive
a sympathy and community of feeling among the
parties; and in particular, tended to establish a
friendly intercourse between Robin Rentoul and Mr.
Blank. Robin could count upon his glass every
Monday, when he went for ¢ the papers,”—and, ex-
cept the glass, he liked nothing better than to bave
what he called *a bother” with Mr. B. himself. Mr.
B. soon got from Robin's own mouth all the par-
ticulars of the lottery-ticket purchase, even to the
verﬂonumber,—whjch was 1757, a number chosen
by Robin, who had an eye to fatalism, as being the
date of the year in which he was born.

A love of mischief or sport suggested to the
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oung gentieman the wicked thought of making the
zmi‘nper a means of hoaxing Robin regarding the
lottery ticket. We shall not undertake to defend
Mr. Blank’s conduct, even on the score of his be-
ing, as he was, a very younimn. The experiment
he made was cruel, although we believe it was done
without malignity, and with every resolution that
Robin should not be aloser by it. About the time
when news of the lottery-drawing was expected,
the following paragraph appeared in the newspaper
with which Mr. Blank was connected:

“ By private accounts from London, we understand that
984 and 1757 are the numbers drawn in the rlreoent lottery
for the two 220}?:)0 g;l:eo. ‘We know not if any of these
lacky numbers have been disposed of in this quarter.”

Poor Robin came for his newspaper at the usual
time, and in his usual manner. He got his custom-
ary glass, but missed his customary * bother " with
Mr. Blank, who chose for the present to be out of
the way. Home he trudged, carrying the newspa-

r, the harbinger of his fortune, in the crown of

is hat—placed himself on his stool—drew out his
spectacles—and began to read, as usual, from the
beginning of the first page. It was some time be-
fore he reached the paragraph big with his fate.
When he saw it, he gave a gasp—took off his spec-
tacles, and be to rub them, as if doubtful that
they had deceived him—placed them agsin deliber-
ately on his nose—read the over again,
slowly and surely—then quietly laying his hand on
a shoe which he had been mending, and which con-
tained a last, made it in & moment spin through the
window, carrying casement with it, and passing
barely the head of a fishwife who was toiling along
with her creel. His wife, Janet, was not at home,
80, rushing out of doors, he made way to his old
howff, at the sign of the Sheep’s Head. The land-
lady held up her hands at his wild look.
*‘8end for barber Hughie,” he cried, ‘*‘and Neil
the tailor ; and I say, Luckie, bring in—let me see—

@ GALLON O’ your best; and some cheeso—a maL
CHEERSE—nane o’ your halfs and quarters.”

¢ Guide us, Robin! What bee’s this in your bon-
net? The man’s gyte!”

“ Look there, woman, at the papers. T've gotten
a prize. A twenty thousand pounder. What’s the
sixteenth o’ that, think ye ?”

A prize and nae blank! Eb, wow, Robin, gie's
a shake o’ your hand. Iaye said ye wad come to
something. Isy, you slut, rin for the barber,—and
Neil—if he's sober—and bring the gudeman too.
The mae the merrier.”

Robin was soon surrounded by all his cronies of
the village, for the news of his good fortune spread
with the rapidity of scandal. Innumerable were
the shakings of hands, and the pledges of good
will and assistance. The Sheep’s Head soon be-
came too hot for the company; the village itself
was in an uproar, and as halloo followed halloo,
Mr. Blank inwardly “shrunk at the sound himself
had made.” Meanwhile, to have the truth of the
statement confirmed, a superannuated lawyer had
been despatched on an old blood horse to the lot-
tery office at Edinburgh ; and his return, with the
intelligence that all was a hoax, spread dismay over
the faces of the carousers, and made Robin’s heart
sink with grief and shame.

A speedy change took place in the conduct of
those fair-weather friends who had flocked around
the poor cobbler. From being the admired of all
beholders, he became on object of scorn and laugh-
tes, till, unable to stand their mocks and jibes, he
rushed from their presence, and sought shelter un-
der his own bed-clothes. The only one who stood
true was Neil the tailor. He followed Robin to his
own house—took him by the hand, and said, *Rob-
in, my man, I promised you a suit o' clothes, o’ the
best. I ken ye wad hae befriended me had ye got
the cash—and—lottery or no lottery—by Jove ! 1'll
keep my word.”

Mr. Blank took care to discharge the debt in-
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curred at the Sheep’s Head, and endeavored, by
proffers of money and otherwise, to comfort Robin,
and atone in some measure for the injury he had se-
cretly done him. But Robin turned himself in bis
bed, and would not be comforted. Three days he
laid in this plight, when authentic information ar-
rived of the drawing of the lottery. Robin's num-
ber was, after all, in reality a lucky one—not, in-
deed, twenty thousand, but five thousand pounds.

The sixteenth of even this was a little fortune to
him, and he received it with a sober satisfaction,
very different from the boisterous glee which he
had formerly displayed, *TI'll seek nane o’ them
this time,” he said to his wife, Janet—** except Neil
the tailor; Ae, puir body, was the only true-heart-
ed creature amang them a’. DI've learnt a lesson by
what has taken place. I ken wha to trust.”

THE SEARCH AF
@, The @uest of

TER HAPPINESS;
Sultamn Solimumm,

BY BIR WALTER SCOTT.

Oxn, for & glance of that gay muse's eye,

That lighten'd on Bnndello!s laughing tale,

And twinkled with a lustre shrewd aund sly,

When Giam Battista bade her vision hail |—

Yet fear not, ladies, the naive detail

Given by the natives of that land canorous;

Italian license loves to leap the pale,

We Britons have the fear of shame before us,
And, if not wise in mirth, at least must be decorous.

In the far eastern clime, no great while since,
Lived Sultaun Solimaun, a mighty prince,

Whose eyes, as oft as they perform’d their round,
Bebheld all others fixed upon the ground;

Whose ears received the same unvaried phrase,
“Sultaun! thy vassal hears, and he obeys!”

All have their tastes—this may the fancy strike
Of such grave folks as pomp and grandeur like:
For me, frl:)ve the honest heart and warm

Of monarch who can amble round his farm,

Or when the toil of state no more annoys,

In chimney corner seek domestic joys—

I love a prince will bid the bottle pass,

Exchanging with his subjects glance and glass;
In fitting time, can, gayest of the gay,
Keep up the jest, and mingle in the lay—
Such Monarchs best our free-born humors suit,
But Despots must be stately, stern, and mute.

This Solimaun, Serendib had in sway—

And where's Serendib ? may some critic say—
Good lack, mine houest friend, consult the chart,
Bcare not my Pegasus before I start!

If Rennell has it not, you'll find, mayhap,

The isle laid down in Captain Sinbad's map—
Famed mariner | whose merciless narrations
Drove every friend and kinsman out of patience,
Till, fain to find & guest who thought them shorter,
He deign’d to tell tf‘h‘:zm over to a porter—

The last edition see, by Long and Co.,

Rees, Hurst, and Orme, our fathers in the Row.

Serendib found, deem not my tale a fiction—
This Sultaun, whether lacking contradiction—
g.A sort of stimulant which hath its uses,

0 raise the spirits and reform th:t]uioes,
—sove:eégn specific for all sorts of cures
In my wife’s practice, and perhaps in yours
The Hn% this same wholesome bitter,
.Of cordial smooth for prince’s palate fitter—

Or if some Mollah had hag-rid his dreams

Belonging to the Mollah’s subtle craft,

I wot not—but the Sultaun never laugh’d,
Scarce ate or drank, and took a melancholy
That scorn’d all remedy, profane or holy;

In his long list of melancholies, mad,

Or mazed, or dumb, hath Burton none so bad.

Physicians soon arrived, sage, ware, and tried,
As e’er scrawl'd jargon in a darken'd room;

With heedful glance the Bultaun’s tongue they eyed,

Peep’d in his bath, and God knows where beside,
And then in solemn accent spoke their doom,

‘‘ His majesty is very far from well.”

Then each to work with his specific fell ;

The Hakim Ibrahim ¢nstanter brought

His unguent Mahazzin al Zerdukkaut,

While Roompot, a practitioner more wily,

Relied on his Munaskif all fillfily.

More and yet more in deep array appear,

And some the front assail, and some the rear;

Their remedies to reinforce and vary,

Came surgeon eke, and eke apothecary ;

Till the tired Monarch, though of words grown

With Degial, Ginnistan, and such wild themes

chary,
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Yet dropt, to thelr fruitless labor,
gome hin; ,abolut a bowstring or la sabre.

here lack’d, I promise you, no longer ‘speeches,
To rid the palace of those learned leeches.

Then was the council call'd—by their advice
(They deem'd the matter ticklish all, and nice,
And sought to shift it off from their own shoul-
de

)

Tartars lZld couriers in all speed were sent,
To call a sort of Eastern Parliament

Of feudatory chieftains and freeholders—
Such have the Persians at this very day,
My gallant Malcolm calls them cowronitai ;—
T'm not prepared to show in this slight song
That to Serendib the same forms belon;
Een let the learned go search, and

wrong.

me if P'm

The Omrabs, each with hand on scimetar,

Gave, like Sempronius, still their voice for war—
‘The sabre of the Sultaun in its sheath

Too lonﬁ‘hu slept, nor own'd the work of death;
Let the Tambourgi bid his signal rattle,

Bang the loud gontg,‘ and the shout of battle.
This dreary cloud that dims our sovereign's day,
Shall from his kindled bosom flit away,

‘When the bold Lootie wheels his courser round,
And the arm'd elephant shall shake the ground.
Each noble pants to own the glorious summons—
And for the charges—Lo ! your faithful Commons!”

The Riots who attended in their places
(8erendib language calls a farmer Riot)

Look'd ruefully in one another’s faces,
From this oration arguing much disquiet,

Double assessment, fo and free quarters;

And fesring these as China-men the Tartars,

Or as the whisker'd vermin fear the mousers,

Each fumbled in the pockets of his trowsers.

And next came forth the reverend Convocation,
Bald heads, white beards, and many a turban

green,

Imaum and Mollah there of every station,

Santon, Fakir, and Calendar were seen.
Their votes were various—some advised a Mosque

‘With fitting revenues should be erected,
‘With seemly gardens and with gay Kiosque,

To recreate a band of priests selected ;
Others opined that through the realm a dole

Be made to holy men, whose prayers might profit
The Sultaun’s weal in body and in soul.

But their long-headed chief, the Sheik Ul-Sofit,
More cloae}y touch’d the point;—*Thy studious

mood,
Quoth he, * O Prince! hath thicken'd all thy blood,
And dull’d thy brain with labor beyond measure ;
‘Wherefore relax a space and take thy pleasure,
And toy with beauty, or tell o’er thy treasure ;
From all the cares of state, my Liege, enlarge thee,
And leave the burden to thy faithful clergy.”

These counsels sage svailed not a whit,
And so the patient (as is not uncommon
‘Where grave physicians lose their time and wit)
Resolved to take advice of an old woman ;
His mother she, a dame who once was beauteous,
And still was called so by each subject duteous.

Now whether Fatima was witch in earnest,
Or only made believe, I cannot say—
But she profess'd to cure disease the sternest,
By dint of c, amulet or lay ;
And, when all other skill in vain was shown,
She deem’d it fitting time to use her own.
\* Sympathia magica hath wonders done ;"
(Thyu:.dld old Fatime bespeak her son,)
4 It works upon the fibres and the pores,
And thus, insensibly, our health restores,
And it must help us here. Thou must endure
The ill, my son, or travel for the cure.
Search land and ses, and get, where’er you ean,
The inmeost vesture of a happy man:
I mean his sniRT, my son; which, taken warm
And fresh from off his back, shall chase yourharm,
Bid every current of your veins rejoice,
And your dull heart leap light as shepherd-boy’'s.”
Such was the counsel from his mother came ;—
I know not if she had some under game,
As doctors have, who bid their patients roam
And live abroad, when sure to at home;
Or if she thought, that, somehow or another,
Queen-Regent sounded better than Queen-Mother ;
But, says the Chronicle (who will go look it ?L
That such was her advice—the Sultaun took

All are on board—the Sultaun and his train,
In gilded galley prompt to plow the main.
he old Rais was the first who question'd,
“ Whither?”

They paused—‘‘ Arabia,” thought the pensive
Prince,

]

¢ Was call’d The Happy many ages since ;—

For Mokha, Rais.” And they came safely thither,
But not in Araby, with all her balm,
Not where Judea weeps beneath bher palm,
Not in rich not in Nubian waste,
Could there the step of Happiness be traced.
One Cogt alone profess'd to have seen her smile
When Bruce his goblet fill'd at infant Nile :
She bless'd the dauntless traveller as he quaff'd,
But vanish'd from him with the ended draught.

“ Enough of turbans,” said the weary King,
“These dolimans of ours are not the t s

Try we the Giaours, these men of coat and cap, I
Incline to think some of them must be happy ;
At least they have as fair a cause as any can,
They drink good wine and keep no Ramazan.
Then northward, ho |"—The vessel cuts the sea,
And fair Italia lies upon her lee.—

But fair Italia, she who once unfurled

Her eagle-banners o'er & conquer'd world,

Long from her throne of domination tumbled,
Lay, by her quondam vassals, sorely humbled,
The Pope himself look'd pensive, pale, and lean,
And was not balf the man he once had been.
 While these the priest and those the noble fieeces,
Our poor old boot,” they said, *is torn to pieces,
Its tops the vengeful claws of Austria feel,

And the Great Devil is rending toe and heel.

If happiness you seek, to tell you truly,

We she dwells with one Giovanni Bulli ;

A tramontane, s heretio—the buck,

Poffaredio! still has all the luck;

By(llnnd or oocean never strikes his ﬂag—"

And then—a perfect walking mouney 3

Off set our Prinoce to seek John Bull’s

But first took France—it lay upon the road.
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Monsieur Baboon, after much late conrmotion,
‘Was agitated like a settling ocean,

Quite out of sorts, and could not tell what ail'd him,

Only the glory of his house had fail'd him ;
ides, some tumors on his noddle biding,
Gave indieation of a recent

t it a thing indelicate and needless,
To ask, if at that moment he was happy.
And Monsieur, seeing that he was comme ¥l faut, 8
Loud voice muster'd up, for-“ Vive l¢ Roi

Then whisper’d, “’Ave you any news of Nappy ”
The Saltann answered him with

a crose jon—
“Pray, can you tell me aught of one John B
That

dwells somewhere beyond your herring-

pool ¥
;hh query seem’d of difficult digestion.
e party
And found his whole good-breeding

‘lﬂm‘hh visage into as many puckers,

As wont to put into their tuckers

(Ere liberal Fashion damn’d both lace and lawn,
And bade the veil of modesty be drawn),
Replied the F' after 8 brief pause,
“Jean Bool!—I vas not know him—yes, I vas;
1 vas remember dat, von year or two,

Ieaw him at von place call'd Vaterloo—

Ma foil il s'est tres joliment battu,

Dat ie for Englishman—m’entendez-vous ?

Bat den he had wit him one damn son-gun,
Rogue I no like—dey call him Vellington.”
Monsieur’s politeness could not hide his fret,

So Solimaun took leave, and croas’d the strait.

John Bull was in his very worst of moods,
Raving of sterile farmsand unsold goods ;
His sugar-loaves and bales about he threw,
And on his counter beat the devil’s tattoo.
His wars were ended, and the victory won,
But then, 'twas reckoning-day with honest John ;
And authors vouch, 'twas this worthy’s way,
“Never to grumble till he came to pay;
And then he always thinks, his temper’s such,
The work too little, and the Eny too much.”
Yet 'mmbler a8 he is, so kind and hearty,
That his mortal foe was on the floor,
And past the power to harm his quiet more,
Poor John R:d well-nigh wept for Bons}nrte!
Sach was the wight whom Solimaun salam’d—
“Ang:dhg’ are you,” John answerd, “and be

“ A stranger, come to see the man—
8o, signior, all avouch—in n_.
“Happy? my tenants breaking on my hand ;

'd my pastures, and until'd my land ;
Seger and rum a drug, and mice and moths

The sole consumers of my good broadeloths—
Happy ?—why, cursed warand racking tax
Have left us raiment to our backs.”—
*In that case, signior, I take my leave ;

I came to ask a favor—but €. —
“Favor!” said John, and the Sultaun hard,
“It's my belief you came to break the yard!—
But, stay, you look like some poor f sinner—
Take thet to bay yourself a shirt and dinner.”—
With thet he chuck’d a guines at his head ;

[

‘such things are

’d, and grinn'd, and took his snuff,
scarce enough.

But, with due dignity, the Sultaun said,
‘ Permit me, sir, your bounty to decline;

A sAsrt indeed I seek, but none of thine.

Simr, I kiss your hands, 50 fare you well,"—

“ and be &—d,” quoth John, ‘“ and go to hell "

Next door to John there dwelt his sister Peg,
Once a wild lass as ever shook a leg
When the blithe bagpipe blew—but, soberer now,
She dowcely span her flax and milk'd her cow.
And whereas erst she was a needy elattern,
Nor now of wealth or cleanlineas a pattern,
Yet once a month her house was partly swept,
And once a week a plenteous board she kept.
And, whereas, eke, the vixen used her claws

And teeth of yore, on slender provocation,
She now was grown amenable to laws,

A quiet soul as any in the nation;
The sole remembrance of her warlike joys
‘Was in old songs she sang to please her boys.
John Bull, whom, in their years of early strife,
She wont to lead a cat-and-doggish life,
Now found the woman, ashe said, a neighbor,
‘Who look’d to the main chance, declined no labor,

Loved a long grace, and spoke a northern jargon,
Andwnd—dclon'inmmngof;bngdn."go

The Sultaun enter’d, and he made his leg,
And with decorum courtesy’d sister Peg;
(8he loved a book, and knew s thing or two,
And guess'd at once with whom she had to do.)
She bade him * 8it into the fire,” and took
Her dram, her cake, her kebbuck from the nook;
Ask’d him * About the newa from Eastern parts;
And of her absent bairns, puir Highland hearts!
Ko I tho ilwigs mere rown ony choapet oy

n the were wWhL On; =
Were there nae ¢ 80"‘90“ l’nngo 15'::1‘—
Ye'll be the gentleman that wanta the sark?
If ye wad buy a web o’ auld wife's spinning,
I'll warrant ye it's a weel wearing linen.”

-

Then up got Peg, and round the house ’gan scuttle
In search of goods her customer to nail,

Until the Sultaun strain'd his princely throttle

And halloo’d—** Ma’am, that is not what I ail.
Pray, are you happy, ma’am, in this snug glen "—
*Happy?” said Peg; *“ What for d’ye want token?
Besides, just think upon this by-gane year,

Grain wadna pay the yoking of the pleugh.”—
“What say you to the present?”—* Meal's sae

dear,
To make their drose my balrns have scarce
aneugh."—
“The devil take the shirt,” said Solimaun,
“] think my quest will end as it began.—
Farewell, ma'am; nay, no ceremony, I beg”—
“Ye'll no be for the linen, then ?” said Peg.

Now, for the land of verdant Erin,

The Sultaun’s roysl bark is steering,

The Emerald Isle, where honest Paddy dwells,
The cousin of John Bull, as story tells.

For a long space had John, with words of thunder,
Hard looks, and harder knooks, kept Paddy under,
TSl the poor lad, like boy that’s flogged unduly,
Had gotten somewhat restive and unruly.

Hard was his lot and , you'll allow,

A wigwam that would ly serve a sow ;
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His landlord, and of middle men two brace,

Had screw’d his rent up to the starving place;
His garment was a top-coat, and an old one,

His meal was a potato, and a cold one;

But still for fun or frolic, and all that,

In the round world was not the match of Pat.
The Sultaun saw him on a holiday,

Which is with Paddy still a jolly day;

When mass is ended, and his load of sins
Confess'd, and Mother Church hath from her binns
Dealt forth a bonus of imputed merit,

Then is Pat’s time for fancy, whim, and spirit !
To jest, to sing, to caper fair and free,

And danoe as light as leaf upon the tree.

“By Mahomet,” said Sultaun Solimaun,

‘‘ That ragged fellow is our very man!

Rush in and seize him—do not do him hurt,
But, will he nill he, let me have his shirt.”

Shilela their plan was well-nigh after balking
g(uch less provocation will set it a-walking),
ut the odds that foil'd Hercules foil'd Paddy
Whack ; ’
They Zf;lf;dx’ and they floor'd, and they stripp’d him;
c

Up-bubboo! Paddy had not—a shirt to his back!!!
And the King, disappointed, with sorrow and shame,
Went back to Serendib as sad as he came.

[ 4 ———se

Rap’s DRran.—Rab was in the habit of occasion-
ally receiving a small irntuity from one of the cler-
gymen of the town. From some cause or other,
this had been for some time neglected. One day
the clergyman and Rab having met: * Weel, how's
a’ wi’ you the day, Rab?"” inquired his reverence.
“Deed, sir, I had an awfu’ dream last might. I
dreamt that I was dead, and that I gaed awa to the
guid place ; and when I cam’ there, I knocked at a big
yett, and after I had stood awhile, there was a man,
I believe it was the Apostle Peter, looked ower the
top o’ the yett, and he cries, ‘Who's there?* ‘It's
Rab Hamilton,’ says I. ‘Where,’ says he, ‘do ye
come from?’ Says I, ‘ Frae the auld town o’ Ayr.'
¢ Hech, mon,’ says he, ‘I am glad to see you here ;
for there’s neither mon nor woman come here frae
that place for the last twa or three years.’”

Onxpizxt Wives.—The people of Greenock are
fond of telling stories reflecting on the inland igno-
rance of the bodies of Paisley.

One of these is to the following effect :—Two
cocks, newly sprung into affluence, were prevailed
upon by their wives to allow them to pay a visit to
Gourock, but only on condition that they were to
employ their time well, and take plenty of salt wa-
ter. Having accompanied their spouses to that vil-
lage, and seen them properly accommodated, the
two gentlemen returned to business, and did not

appear again for a week, when observing a surpric-
ing apparent decrease in the volume of the ocesn,
owing to the recess of the tide, one remarked to
the other, * Gosh, Jamie, the jauds hae dune weel!”

A LipzeaL OrrEr—A clergyman was presented
to a living in the vicinity of Glasgow, who had &
protuberance between the shoulders, arising from
diseased spine; and a corresponding protrusion of
the chest. The parishioners were opposed to & per
son of such ungainly appearance occupying their
pulpit. The presentee heard of the dissati ion,
and, being & person of some humor and tatct, con-
vened a meeting of the malcontents, in order to ss:
certain their objections. I have heard,” eaid be,
“ that my settlement amongst you is not likely to be
agreeable ; now, as I am not aware of any objec-
tion to my opinions or_practice—my slender abili
ties for such a charge I admit—I should just like,
as we are all friends and brethren, and have only
one object to serve, that you would state your ob-
jections.” One glanced to another, which was &5
significantly returned, and silence prevailed for some
time, when one stammered out, “Sir, you see—¥¢
—jyou see—sir—sir, I maun speak for my brethren
here—dinna like your bodily appearance.” ¢ Ne-
ther do L” was the reply; “and if ye can get it
repaired, I'll be at half the expense myself.”
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Ir greatly grieved us to think that Dr. Kitchiner
should have died before our numerous avocations
bad allowed us an opportunity of dining with him,
and mbjecting to the test-act of our experienced
palate his claims to immortality as a Cook and a
Christian. The Doctor had, we know, a dread of
Us—not altogether unalloyed by delight; and on
the dinner to Us, which he had meditated for near-
ly a quarter of a century, he knew and felf must
bave hung his reputation with posterity—his pos-
thumous fame. We understand that there is an un-
finished sketch of that Dinner among the Doctor's
pepers, and that the design is mngniﬂcent.. .Yet,
perbaps, it is better for his glory that Kitchiner
should have died without attempting to imbody in
forms the idea of that Dinner. It might have been
s faillure. How liable to imperfection the matériel
on which he would have had to work! How de-
fective the instruments! Yes—yes!—happier far
was it for the good old man that he should have
fallen asleep with the undimmed idea of that unat-
tempted Dinner in his imagination, than, vainly
contending with the physical evil inherent in mat-
ter, have detected the Bishop's foot in the first
course, and died of a broken heart |

“Travelling,” it is remarked by our poor dear
Doctor in his Traveller’s Oracle, *“is a recreation to
be recommended, especially to those whose employ-
ments are sedentary—who are engaged in abstract
studies—whose minds have been sunk in a state of
morbid melancholy by hypochondriasis, or, by what
is worst of all, a lack of domestic felicity. Nature,
however, will not suffer any sudden transition ; and

therefore it is improper for people accustomed to a

sedentary life to undertake suddenly a journey,

during which they will be exposed to long and vio-

lent jolting. The case here is the same as if one

sccustomed to drink water, should, all at once,
in to drink wine.”

the Doctor been alive, we should have asked

him what he meant by * long and violent jolting.”

Jolting is now absolutely unknown in En&hnd, and

it is of England the Doctor speaks, No doubt,

some occasional jolting might still be discovered
among the lanes and cross-roads; but, though vio-
lent, it could not be long: and we defy the most
sedentary gentleman living to be more 8o, when
sitting in an easy chair by his parlor fireside, than
in a cushioned carriage spinning along the turnpike.
But for the trees and hedge-rows all galloping by,
he would never know that he was himself in motion.
The truth is, that no gentleman can be said, nowa-
days, to lead a sedentary life, who is not constantly
travelling before the insensible touch of M‘Adam.
Look at the first twenty people that come towering
by on the roof of a Highflier or a Defiance. What
can be more sedentary? Only look at that elderly
gentleman with the wig, evidently a parson, jammed
in between a brace of buxom virgins on their way
down to Doncaster races. Could he be more se-
dentary, during the pealm, in his own pulpit ?

The Doctor then wisely remarks, that it is ¢ im-
possible to lay down any rule by which to regulate
the number of miles a8 man may journey in a day,
or to prescribe the precise number of ounces he
ought to eat; but that nature has given us a very
excellent guide in a sense of lassitude, whith is as
unerring in exercise as the sense of satiety is in
eating.”

We say the Doctor wisely remarks, yet not alto-
gether wisely ; for the rule does not seem to hold
always good either in exercise or in eating. What
more common than to feel one's self very much
fatigued——quite done up as it were, and unwilling
to stir hand or foot. Up goes a lark in heaven—
tira-lira—or suddenly the breezes blow among the
clouds, who forthwith all begin campaigning in the
sky—or, quick as lightning, the sunshine in a mo-
ment resuscitates a drowned day—or tripping along,
all by her bappy self, to the sweet accompaniment
of her joy-varied songs, the woodman’s daughter
passes by on her way, with a basket in her hand,
to her father in the forest, who has already laid
down his axe on the meridian shadow darkening one
side of the straight stem of an oak, beneath whose
grove might be drawn. up five score of plumed
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chivalry! Where is your * sense of lassitude now,
nature’s unerring guide in exercise " You spring
up from the mossy wayside bank, and renewe
both in mind and body, * rejoicing in nature's joy,”
you continue to pass over houseless moors, by small,
single, solitary, straw-roofed huts, through villages
ered round Stone Cross, Elm Grove, or old
anonutic Tower, till, unwearied in lith and limb,
ou eee sunset beautifying all the west, and drop
ix, perhaps, among the hush of the Cottar’s Satur-
day Night—for it is in sweet Scotland we are walk-
ing in our dream—and know not, till we have
stretched ourselves on a bed of rushes or of heather,
that *‘kind nature’s sweet restorer, balmy sleep,”
is yet amoung the number of our bosom friends—
alag! daily diminishing bencath fate, fortune, the
sweeping scythe-stroke of death, or the whisper of
some one poor, puny, idle, and unmeaning word!
Then, a8 to the * sense of satiety in eating.” It
is produced in us by three platefuls of hotch-potch
—and, to the eyes of an ordinary observer, our
dinner would seem to be at an end. But no—
strictly speaking, it is just going to begin. About
an hour did we, standing on the very beautiful
bridge of Perth, see that identical salmon, with his
back-fin just visible above the translucent tide, ar-
rowing up the Tay, bold as a bridegroom, and

nothing doubting that he should spend his honey-
mooa the gravel beds of Kinnaird or Moul-
enearn, or rocky sofas of the Tummel, or the

green marble couches of the Tilt. What has be-
come now of “‘ the sense of satiety in eating !” John
~—the castors | — mustard — vinegar — cayenne—
oatchu and potatoes, with a very little but-
ter—the biscuit called * rusk”—and the memory of
the hotch-potch is as that of Babylon the Great.
That any gigot of mutton, exquisite though much
of the five-year-old blackfaced must assuredly be,
can, with any rational hopes of success, contend
against a haunch of venison, will be asserted by no
devout lover of truth. Try the two by alternate
platefuls, and you will uniformly find that you leave
off after the venison. That * sense of satiety in
eating,” of which Dr, Kitchiner speaks, was pro-
duced by the Tay salmon devoured above—but of
all the transitory feelings of us transitory creatures
on our transit through this transitory world, in
which the Doctor asserts nature will not suffer any
sudden transitions, the most transitory ever expe-
rienced by us is “ the sense of satiety in eating.”
Therefore, we have now seen it for 8 moment exist-
ing on the disappearance of the hotch-potch—dying
on the appearance of the Tay salmon—once more
noticeable as the last plate of the noble fish melted
away—extinguished suddenly by the vision of the
venison—again felt for an instant, and but for an
Instant—for a brace and a half of as fine grouse as
ever expanded their voluptuous bosoms to be de-
‘voured by hungry love!l Eense of satiety in eating,
indeed ! If you please, my dear friend, one of the
backs—pungent with the most palate-piercing,
stomach-stirring, heart-warming, soul-exalting of
all tastes—the wild bitter-sweet.

But the Doctor returns to the subject of travel-
ling—and fa! ‘“ When one begins,” he says,
“to be low-spirited and dejected, to yawn often
and be drowsy, when the appetite is impaired, when
the smallest movement occasions a fluttering of the
pulse, when the mouth becomes dry, and is sensible
of & bitter taste, sosk refreshment and repose, if you
wish to PREVENT ILLKESS, alneady beginning to take

place.” Why, our dear Doctor, fllness in such a
deplorable case as this, is just about to end, and
death is oning to take place. Thank heaven,
it is a condition to which we do not remember hav-
ing very nearly approximated! Who ever saw us
yawn? or drowsy ? or with our appetite impaired,
except on the withdrawal of the table-cloth? or
low-gpirited, but when the Glenlivet was at ebb ?
‘Who dare declare that he ever saw our mouth dry ?
or sensible of a bitter taste, since we gave over
munching rowans? Put your ﬁnser on our wrist,
at any moment you choose, from June to January,
from January to June, and by its pulsation you may
rectify Harrison’s or Kendal's chronometer.

But the Doctor proceeds—** By raising the tem-
perature of my room to about 65°, a broth diet,
and taking a tea-spoonful of Epeom salts in half a

int of warm water, and repesting it every half
our till it moves the bowels twice or thrice, and
retiring to rest an hour or two sooner than
I have often very speedily got rid of colds,” ete.

Why, there may be no great harm in acting as
above. A tea-spoonful of Epsom salts in half a pint
of warm water, reminds one, somehow or other, of
Tims. A small matter works a cockney. It is not
80 easy—and that the cockneys well know—to
move the bowels of old Christopher North. We do
not believe that a tea-spoonful of any thing in this
world would have any serious effect on old *‘ Iron-
sides.” We should have no hesitation in
him against so much corrosive sublimate. He
would dine out on the day he had bolted that
tity of arsenic ;—and would, we verily believe,
rise triumphant from a tea-spoonful of Prussic. acid.

We could mention a thousand cures for ‘ colds,
et cetera,” more efficacious than a broth diet, a
warm room, a tea-spoonful of Epsom salts, or early
roosting. What say you, our dear Dean, to balf a
dozen tumblers of hot toddy? Your share of a
brown jug to the same amount? Or an equal quan-
tity, in its gradual decrease revealing deeper and
deeper still the romautic Welsh scenery of the
Devil's Punch-Bowl? Adde ¢ot small-bearded oys-
ters, all redolent of the salt-sea foam, and worthy,
a8 they stud the Ambrosial brodd, to be licked oﬂ!
all at once by the lambent tongue of Neptune.
That antiquated calumny against the character of
toasted cheese—that, forsooth, it is indigestible—
has been trampled under the march of mind; and
therefore you may tuck in a pound of double Glou-
ocester. Otier patients, laboring under catarrh, may,
very possibly, prefer the roasted how-towdy—or
the green goose from his first stubble-fieJd—or why
not, by way of a little variety, a roasted mawkin,
midway between hare and leveret, tempting as
maiden between woman and girl, or, as the Eastern

t says, between a frock and a gown? Go to
bed—no need of warming pans—about a quarter
before one;—you will not hear that small hour
strike—you will aleep sound till sunrise, sound as
the Black Stone at Scone, on which the Kings of
Scotland were crowned of old. :And if you contrive
to carry a cold about you next d-y, you deserve to
be sent to Coventry by all sensible ple—and
may, it;fon choose, be ukini,d;ith ims, a tea-
spoonful of Epsom salts in a pint of warm
water every half hour, till it moves your bowels
twice or thrice ; but if you do, be your sex, politics,
or religion what they may, never shall ye be suffer-
:ﬁ: to contribute even a bit of Balaam to the Maga-

e,
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SECOND OOURSE.

Arove all things, continues Dr. Kitchiner, “avoid
travelling thro the night, which by interrupting
sleep, and exposing the body to the night air, is
always prejudicial, even in the mildest weather,
and to the strongest constitutions.” Pray, Dooctor,
what ails you at the night air? If the night air be,
even in the mildest weather, prejudicial to the
strongest constitutions, what do you think becomes
of the cattle on a thousand hills? Why don't all
the bulls in Bashan die of the asthma—or lo;;o ln;
teresting by moonlight in a galloping consumption
Nay, if the night air be so very fatal, how do you
sccount for the longevity of owls? Have you
never read of the Chnsdean shepherds watching the
courses of the stars? Or, o come nearer our own
times, do you not know that every blessed night
throughout the year, thousands of young lads and
lasses meet, either beneath the milk-white thorn—
or on the lea-rig, although the night be ne’er sae
wet, and they be ne'er sae weary—or under & rock
on the hill—or—no uncommon case—beneath a
frozen stack—not of chimneys, but of corn-sheaves
—or on a couch of snow—and that they are all as
warm as 80 many pies; while, instead of feeling
what you call * the lack of vigor attendant on the
loss of sleep, which is as enfeebling and as distress-
ing as the g.nguor that attends the want of food,”
they are, to use a homely Scotch expression,
“ peither too haud nor bind,” the eyes of the young
1ads being all as brisk, bold, and bright as the stars
in Charles’s Wain, while those of the young lasses
shine with a soft, faint, obscure, but beautiful lus-

tre, like the dewy Plelades, over which nature has

insensibly been breathing a mist almost waving and | .

wavering into & veil of clouds?

Have you, our dear Doctor, no compassion for |
nolentes-volentes

those unfortunate blades, who,

your eyes on a frosty night, and you will hear them
—we have done so many million times—shivering,
8y, sbeolutely shivering under their coat of hoar-
frost! If the night air be indeed what Dr. Kitehi-
per has declared it to be—Lord have mercy on the
vegetable world! What agonies in that fleld of
turnips! Alas, poor Swedes! The imagination re-
coils from the condition of that club of winter cab-

d of what materials, pray, must the heart
of that man be made, who could think but for a
moment on the case of those carrots, without burst-

into a flood of tears!

Doctor avers that the firm lrealth and fine
spirits of persons who live in the country, are not
more from breathing a purer air, than from enjoy-
ing plenty of sound sleep ; and the most distressing
misery of ¢ this elysium of bricks and mortar,” is
the rareness with which we enjoy “ the sweets of a
slumber unbroke.” )

Doctor—in the first place, it is somewhat doubt-
ful whether or not persons who live in the country
bave firmer health and finer spirits than persons
who live in towns—even in London. What kind of
persons do you mean? You must not be allowed
0 select some dozen or two of the hairiest among
the curates—a few chosen rectors whose faces have
been but lately elevated to the purple—a team of
Webends jasning sleek from their golden stalls—a
Pcked bishop—a sacred band, the élite of the

P e

must remain out perennially all night—we mean :
the blades of grass, and also the flowers? Their |-
constitations seem often far from strong; and shut |

th & corresponding sprinkling of
en from lords to dukes—and then
m, cheek by jowl, with an equal
aal objects taken from the common
. This, Doctor, is manifestly what
at—but you must clap your hand,
discrimination, on the great body
ilation of England, male and female,
and take whatever comes first—
be it a poor, wrinkled, toothlees,
blear-eyed, palsied hag, tottering
horizontally on a staff, under the
load of a premature old age, (for
she is not yet fifty,) brought on
by annual rheumatism and peren-
nial poverty;—be it a young,
ugly unmarried woman, faradvan-
ced in pregnancy, and sullenly
trooping to the alehouse, to meet
the overseer of the parish poor,
who, enraged with the unborn
bastard, is about to force the
parish bully to marry the parish
prostitute ;—be it a landlord of &
pig eyes peering over his ruby
le machinery of :
eranged by tipp-
[taneously snorts,
and snores—pot-
1 like a spindle-
ling fair to be
before Saturday
half-drunk horse-
gtoand froina
a bit of broken-
at once won a
itence, however
1t two intelligible
. and & lie—his
th falsehood, and
irned up with
sudden death may pull him from
his saddle before he put spurs
to his sporting filly that she
may bilk the turnpike man, and
carry him more speedily home
to beat or murder his poor,
pele, industrious char-woman
of a wife ;—be it—not a beg-
gnr, for beggars are prohibited
rom this parish—but a pauper
in the sulks, dying on her pit-
tance from the poor-rates, which
altogether amount in merry
England bat to about the pal
sum of, more or less, six m
lions & year—her son, all the
while, being in a thriving way
rchant in the capital of the h,
profits from his business .of three
Is per annum, yet .suffering the
re him, and suckled him, and wash-
hands, and combed-the bumpkin’s
him Epsoms in a cup when her dear
the belly-ache, to go down, step by
nd as obviously as one is seen going
ith a feeble hold of the banisters,
svery footfall, down that other flight
nsist of flags that are mortal damp
|, and lead to nothing but a parcel
tg, and overhead & vault dripping
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with moisture,
a8 toads delight in crawling het.vil{‘ through with
now and then a bloated leap, and hideous things
more worm-Hke, that go wriggling briskly in and
out among the refuse of the coffins, and are heard,
by imagination at least, to emit faint angry sounds,
because the light of day has hurt their e{es, and
the air from tie upper world weakened the rank
savory smell of corruption, clothing, as with a pall,
all the inside walls of the tombs ;—be it & man yet
in the prime of life as to years,
six feet and an inch high, and
measuring round the chest forty-
eight inches, (which is more,
reader, than thou dost by six,
we bet & sovereign, member al-
though thou even be'st of the
Edinburgh Six Feet Club,) to
whom Washington Irving's Jack
Tibbets was but a Tims—but
then ever so many game-keepers
met him all alone in my lord’s
pheasant preserve, and thou
two of them died within the
month, two within the year, and
two are now in the workhouse—
one & mere idiot, and the other a madman—both
shadows—so terribly were their bodies mauled, and
80 sorely were their skulls fractured ;—yet the
poacher was taken, tried, hulked; and there he sits
now, sunning himself on a bank by the edge of a
wood whose haunts he must thread no more—for
the keepers were grim bone-breakers enough in
their way—and when they had gotten him on his
back, one gouged him like & Yankee, and the other
bit off his nose like a Bolton trotter—and one
smashed his os frontis with the nailed heel of a two
pound wooden clog, & Preston Purrer;—so that
Master Allonby is now far from being a beauty,
with a fa(;e of that description attached to a head
wagging from side to side under a powerful Y,
whﬁ? tﬁe Mandarin drinks damnation to thepil:rd
of the Manor in a horn of eleemosynary ale, hand-
ed to him by the village blacksmith, in days of old
not the worst of the gang, and who, but for a stupid
jury, a merciful judge, and something like prevari-
cation in the circumstantial evidence, would have
been banged for a murderer—as he was—dissected,
and hung in chains;—be it & red-haired woman,
with a pug-nose, small fiery eyes,

high cheekbones, bulging lips,

and teeth like swine-tusks, —
bearded—flat-breasted as a man )
—tall, scambling in her gait,
but swift, and full of wild mo-
tions in her weather-withered
arms, all starting with sinews
like whipcord—the Pedestrian
Post to and fro the market town
twelve miles off—and so power-
ful a pugilist that she hit Grace
Maddox senseless in seven min-
utes—tried before she was eigh-
teen for child-murder, but not
hanged, although the man-child,
of which the drab was self-delivered in a ditch, was
found with blue finger-marks on its wind-pipe,
bloody mouth, and eyes forced out of their sockets,
buried in the dunghill behind her father’s hut—not
hanged, because a surgeon, originally bred a sow-
gelder, swore that he believed the mother had un-

en and slobbery, such

R .-

o

consciously destroyed her offspring in the throes of

travail, if indeed it had ever breathed, for the lungs

would not swim, he swore in a basin of water—so

the incestuous murderess was let loose ; her brother

ﬁot hanged in due time after the mutiny at the
ore—and her father, the fishmonger—why he

went red raving mad as if a dog had bitten him—

and died, as the same surgeon and sow-gelder aver-

red, of the hydrophobia, foaming at the mouth,

gnashing his teeth, and some said cursing, but that

was a calumny, for something seemed to be the

matter with his tongue, and he could not spesk,

only splutter—nobody venturing, except his amia-

ble daughter—and in that particular act of filial

affection she was amiable—to hold in the article of

death the old man's head ;—be

it that moping idiot that would

sit, where she suffered, on, on,

on—night and day for ever, on

the selfsame spot, whatever that

spot might be on which she hap-

pened to squat at morning,

mound, wall, or stone—motion-

less, dumb, and, as a stranger

would think, also blind, for the

eyelids are still shut—never open-

ed in sun or storm ;—yet that

figure—that which is now, and

has for years been, an utter and

hopeless idiot, was once a gay,

laughing, dancing, singing gi

whose blue eyes seemed full of light, whether they

looked on earth or heaven, the flowers or the stars

—her sweet-heart—a rational young man, it would

appear—having leapt out upon her suddenly, as

she was passing through the churchyard at night,

from behind a tomb-stone in a sack which she, hav-

ing little time for consideration, and being naturally

superstitious, supposed to be a shroud, and the

wearer thereof, who was an active stripling of sound

flesh and blood, to be a ghost or skeleton, all one

horrid rattle of bones; so that the trick succeeded

far beyond the most sanguine expectation of the

Tailor who played the principal part—and sense,

feeling, memory, imagination, and re: were all

felled by one blow of fear—as butcher felleth ox—

while by one of those mysteries, which neither we,

nor you, nor anybody else, can understand, life re-

mained not only unimpaired, but even invigorated;

and there she sits, like a clock wound up to go a

certain time, the machinery of which being good,

has not been altogether deranged by the shock

that sorely cracked the case, and will work till the

chain is run down, and tben it

will tick no more ;—be it that

tall, fair, lovely girl, so thin and

attenuated that all wonder she

can walk by herself—that she is

not blown away even by the

gentle summer breeze that woos

the hectic of her cheek—dying

all see—and none better than

her poor old mother—and yet

herself thoughtless of the com-

ing doom, and cheerful as a nest-

building bird—while her lover,

too deep in despair to be betray-

ed into tears, as he carries her

to her couch, each successive

day, feels the dear and dreadful burden lighter and

lighter in his arms. Small strength will it need to
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her bier!. The coffin, as if empty, will be
lowered unfelt by the hands that hold those rueful
cordal

THIRD COURSE

Havrne thus briefly instructed travellers how to
get a look at Lions, the Doctor suddenly exclaims
—4 InprIMIS, BEWARE OF D0G8!” ‘ There have,”
he says, * been many ents, proand con, on the
dreadful disease their bite uces—it is enough
to prove that multitudes of men, women and chil-
dren have died in consequence of having been
bitten by dogs. 'What does it matter whether they
were the victims of bodily disease or mental irrita-
tion? The life of the most humble human being is
of more value than all the dogs in the world—dare
the most brutal eynic say otherwise ?”

Dr. Kitchiner always travelled, it appears, in
ehaises; and a chaise of one kind or other, he re-
commends to all his brethren of mankind. Why,
then, this intense fear of the canine species? Who
ever saw a mad dog leap into the mail-coach, or
even a gig? The creature when so afflicted, hangs
his and goes sua) right and left at pedes-
trians. Poor people like us, who must walk, may
well fear hydrophobis—though, thank heaven, we
have never, during the course of a tolerably long and
well-spent been 80 much as once bitten by * the
rabid animal!™ But what have rich authors, who
loll in carriages, to dread from dogs, who always
go on foot? We cannot credit the very sweep-
ing asertion, that multitudes of men, women, and
children have died in consequence of being bitten
by dogs. Even the newspapers do not run up the
amount above a dozen per annum, from which you
may safely deduct two-thirds. Now, four me:
women and children, are not *a multitude.” O
those four, we may set down two as problematical
—having died, it is true, in, but not of hydrophobia
—states of mind and body wide as the poles asun-
der. He who drinks two bottles of pure spirits
every day he buttons and unbuttons his breeches,
generally dies én a state of hydrophobia—for he
sbhorred water, and knew instinctively the jug
containing that insipid element. But he never
dies at all of hydrophobia, there being evidence to
prove that for twenty years he had drunk nothing
but brandy. Suppose we are driven to confess the
other tvo—why, one of them was an old woman of
eighty, who was dying as fast as she could hobble,

at the very time she thought herself bitten—and
the other a ninety-year old brat, in hooping cough
and measles, who, had there not been such a quad-
raped as a dog created, would have worried itself
1o death before evening, 8o lamentably had its
education been neglected, and so dangerous an
accomplishment is an impish temper. e twelve
cases for the year of that most horrible disease,
hydrephabis, have, we flatter ourselves, been satis-
factorily disposed of—eight of the alleged deceased
being at this moment engaged at various handicrafts
on low wages indeed, but still such as enable the
industrious to live—two having died of drinking—
one of extreme old age, and one of a complication
of complaints incident to childhood, their violence
baving, in this particular instance, been aggravated
by neglect and a devilish temper. Where, now, the
“mnltitude™ of men, women, and children, who
bave died in consequence of being bitten by mad
?

tle reader—a mad dog is a bugbear; we

have walked many hundred times the diameter and -
the circumference of this our habitable globe—along
all roads, public and private—with stiles or turn-
pike—metropolitan streets and suburban paths—
and at all seasons of the revolving year and day ;
but never, as we padded the hoof along, met we nor
were overtaken by greyhound, mastiff, or cur, in a
state of hydrophobis. We have many million times
seen them with their tongues lolling out about &
yard—their sides pan struck—and the
whole dog showing symptoms of severe distress.
That such travellers were not mad, we do not as-
sert—they may have been mad—but they certainly
were fatigued ; and the difference, we hope, is often
considerable between weariness angd insanity. Dr.
Kitchiner, had he seen such dogs as we have seen,
would have fainted on the spot. He would have
raised the country against the harmless jog-trotter.
Pitchforks would have gleamed in the setting sun,
and the flower of the agricultural youth of a mid-
land country, forming a levy en masse, would have
offered battle to a turnspit. The Doctor, sitting in
his ?wgb—“‘like Napoleon at Wsterloo—;ould have
cried ¢ est perdu—sauve qui '—and re-
galloping to & provincial town, wm bave found
refuge under the gateway of the Hen and Chickens.
“The Mfe of the most humble human being,”
quoth the Doctor, * is of more value than all the
dogs in the world—dare the moet brutal cynic say
otherwise P
This question is not put to us; for so far from
being the most brutal cynic, we do not belong to
the cynic school at all—being an Eclectic, and our
philosophy composed chiefly of Stoicism, Epicurean-
ism, and Perg:teticisnb—with & fine, pure, clear,
bold dash of Platonicism. The most brytal cynic,
if now alive and enarling, must therefore answer
for himself—while we tell the Doctor, that so far
from holding, with him, that the life of the most
humble human being is of more value than all the
dogs in the world, we, on the contrary, verily be-
lieve that there is many an humble dog whoase life
far trunscends in value the lives of many men,
women, and children. Whether or not dogs
have souls, is a question in philosophy never yet
solved ; although we have ourselves no doubt on
the subject, and figmly believe that they have souls.
But the question, as put by the Doctor, is not
about souls, but about lives; and as the human
soul does not die when the human body does, the
death of an old woman, middle-aged man, or young
child, is no such very great calamity, either to
themselves or to the world. Better, perhaps, that
all the dogs now alive should be massacred, to pre-
vent hydrophobia, than that & human soul should
be lost ;—but not a single human soul is going to
be lost, although the whole canine species should
become insang to-morrow. Now, would the Doctor
have laid one hand on bis heart and the other on his
Bible, and take a solemn oath that rather than one
old woman of a century and a quarter should sud-
denly be cut off by the bite of a mad dog, he would
have signed the warrant of execution of all the
packs of harriers and fox-hounds, all the pointers,
spaniels, setters, and cockers, all the stag-hounds,
geyhounda, and lurchers, all the Newfoundlanders,
epherd-doga, mastiffs, bull-dogs, and terriers, the
infinite generation of mongrels and crosses inclu-
ded, in Great Britain and ﬁhnd—to say nothing
of the sledge-drawers in Kamschatka, and in the
realms slow-moving near the Pole? To clench the
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- srgument at once—What are all the old women in
Europe, one-half of the men, and one-third of the
children, when compared, in value, with any one of
Christopher North’s Newfoundland d Fro—
Bronte—or O'Bronte? Finally, does he include in
his sweeping condemnation the whole brute crea-
tion, lions, tigers, penthers, ounces, elephants,
rhinoceroses, hippopotami, camelo| zebras,
quaggas, cattle, horses, asses, mules, cats, the
ichneumon, cranes, storks, cocks-of-the-wood, goese,
and how-towdies ?

¢ Semi-drowning in the sea”—he continues—
“and all the pretended specifics, are mere delu-
sions—there is no real remedy but cutting the
out immediately. If the bite be near a bloodvessel,
that cannot always be done, nor when done, how-
ever well done, will it always prevent the miserable
victim from dying the most dreadful of deaths.
‘Well might St. Paul tell us * beware oﬁf dogs.’ First
Epistle to Philippians, chap. iii. v. 2.

Semi-drowning in the sea is, we t, a bad
specific, and difficult to be administered. It is not
possible to tell a priori, how much drowning any
particular patient can bear. What is mere semi-
drowning to James, is total drowning to John :—
Tom i8 easy of resuscitation—Bob will not stir a
muscle for all the Humane ®ocieties in the United
Kingdoms. To cut a pound of flesh from the rump
of a fat dowager, who turns sixteen stone, is with-
in the practical skill of the veriest bungler in the
anatomy of the human frame—to scarify the flesh-
less spindle-shank of an antiquated spinstress, who
lives on a small annuity, might be beyond the scal-
pel of an Abernethy or a Liston. A large blood-
vessel, as the Doctor well remarks, is an awkward
neighbor to the wound made by the bite of a mad
dog, * when a new excision has to be attempted”—
but will any Doctor living inform us how, in a thou-
sand other cases besides hydrophobia, * the misera-
ble victim may always be prevented from dying?"
There are, probably, more dogs in Britain than
horses; yet a hundred men, women, and children
are killed by kicks of sane horses, for one by bites
of insane dogs. Is the British army, therefore, to
be deprived of its left arm, the cavalry? Is there
to be no flying artillery? What is to become of
the horse-marines ? .

FOURTH COURSE.

TaE Doctor, of course, is one of those travellers
who believe, that unless they use the most inge-
nious precautions, they will be uniformly robbed
and murdered in inns. The villains steal upon you
during the midnight hour, when all the world is
asleep. They leave their shoes down stairs, and
leopard-like, ascend with velvet, or—what is al-
most as noiseless—worsted steps, the wooden stairs.
True, that your breeches are beneath your bolster
—but that trick of travellers has long been “as
notorfous as the sun at noonday;” and although
you are aware of your breeches, with all the ready
money perhaps that you are worth in this world,
eloping from beneath your parental eye, you in
vain try to cry out—for a long, broed, iron hand,
with ever so m:;i{ iron fingers, is on your mouth;
another, with still more numerous digits, compress-
es your windpipe, while a low hoarse voice, in a
whisper to which Sarah 8iddons's was empty air, on
pain of instant death enforces silence from & man
unable for his life to utter a single word ; and after
pulling off all the bed-clothes, and then clothing

you with curses, the ruffians, whose accent betrays
them to be Irishmen, inflict upon you divers wan-
ton wounds with a blunt instrument, probably a
crow-bar—swearing by Satan and all his saints,
that if you stir an inch of your body before day-
break, they will instantly return, cut your throat,
knock out your brains, sack you, and carry you off
for sale to a surgeon. Therefore you must use
pocket door-bolts, which are applicable to almost
all sorts of doors, and on many occasions save the
property and life of the traveller. The corkscrew
door-fastening the Doctor recommends as the gim-
plest. This Is screwed in between the door and
the door-post, and unites them so firmly, that
power is required to force a door so fastened. y
are as portable as common corkacrews, and their
weight does not exceed an ounce and a half. The
safety of your bed-room should always be carefully
examined ; and in case of bolta not being at hand,
it will be useful to hinder entrance into the room
by putting a table and a chair upon it against the
door. Take a peep below the bed, and into the
closets, and every place where concealment is pos-
sible—of «:oume}l although the Doctor forgets to
suggest it, into the chimney. A friend of the Doc-
tor's used to place a bureau against the door, and
“thereon he set a basin and ewer in such a posi-
tion as easily to rattle, so that on being shook, they
instantly bacame molto aip‘lalo." Upon one alarm-
ing occasion this device rtifhtened away one of the
chambermaids, or some other Paulina Pry, who at-
tempted to steal on the virgin sleep of the travelling
Joseph, who all the time was hiding his head be-
neath the bolster. Joseph, however, believed it
was s horrible midnight assassin, with mustaches
and a dagger. “The chattering of the crockery
gave the alarm, and the attempt, after many at-
tempts, was ahandoned.”

With all these fearful apprehensions in his mind,
Dr. Kitchiner must have been a man of t
natural personal courage and intrepidity, to have
slept even once in his whole lifetime from home.
Wkat -danger must we have passed, who used to
plump jin, without a thought of damp in the bed, or
scamp below it—closet and chimney
door unbolted and unscrewed, exposed to rape,
robbery, and murder! It is mortifying to think
that we should be alive at this day. Nobody, male
or female, thought it worth their while to rob, rav-
ish, or murder us! There we lay, forgotten by the
whole world—till the crowing of cocks, or the ring-
ing of bells, or blundering Boots insisting on it that
we were a Manchester Bagman, who had taken an
inside in the Heavy at five, broke our repese, and
Sol, laughing in at the unshuttered and uncurtained
window, showed us the floor of our dormitory, not
streaming with a gore of blood. We really know
not whetier to be most proud of having been the
favorite child of Fortune, or the neglected brat of
Fate. One only precaution did we ever use to take
against assassination, and all the other ills that flesh
is heir to, sleep where one may, and that was to
say inwardly a short fervent prayer, humbly thank-
ing our Maker for all the happiness—let us trust it
was innocent—of the day; and humbly imploring
his blessing on all the hopes of to-morrow. For, at
the time we speak of we were young—and every
morning, whatever the atmosphere might be, rose
bright and beautiful with hopes that, far as the eyes
of the soul could reach, glittered on earth's, and
heaven’s, and life’s horizon!
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But suppose that after all this trouble to get him-
self bolted and screwed into a paradisiacal taber-
nacle of a dormitory, there had suddenly nm%
through the house the cry of Fire—Fir1 —Finz
how was Dr. Kitchiner to get out ? Tables, buresus,
benches, chairs, blocked up .he only door—all laden
with wash-hand basins and ~ther utensils, the whole
crockery, shepherdesses of he chimney-piece, dou-
ble-barrelled pistols with spring bayonets ready to
shoot and stab, without distinction of persons, as
their proprietor was madly seeking to escape the
roaring flames! Both windows are iron-bound,
with all their shutters, and over and aborve tightly
fastened with  the corkscrew-fastening, the simplest
we have seen.” The wind-board is in like man-
ner, and by the same unhappy contrivance,
firmly jammed into the jaws of the chimney, so

egress to the Doctor up the vent is wholly denied
—no fire-engine in the town—but one under repair.
There has not been a drop of rain for a month, and
the river is not only distant but dry. The element
is growling along ti'le galleries like a lion, and the
room i:lngﬂing with something more deadly than
back-smoke. A shrill voice is heard crying —
“ Number five will be burned alive! Number five
will be burned alive! Is there no possibility of
saving the life of Number five? The Doctor falls
down before the barricade, and is stretched all his
bapless length fainting on the floor. At last the
door is burst open, and landlord, landlady, chamber-
maid, and boots—each in a different key—from
manly bass to childish treble, demand of Number
five if he be a murderer or a madman—for, gentle
reader, it has been a—— Dream.
L] L ] - L . . L] -
Thus he says that no person should sit down toa
bearty meal immediately after any great exertion,
either of mind or body—that is, one might say,
after a few miles of Plinlimnon or a few pages of

the Principia. Let the man, quoth he, * who comes
home fatigued by bodily exertion, especially if he
feels heated by it, throw his legs upon a chair, and
remain quiet, tranquil and composed, that the
energy which has been dispersed to the extremities
may have time to return to the stomach, when it
is required.” To all this we say—Fudge! The
soouer you get hold of a leg of roasted mutton the
better; but meanwhile, off rapidly with a pot of
porter—then leisurely on with a clean shirt—wash
your face and hands in gelid—none of your tepid
water—There is no harm done if you should shave
—then keep walking up and down the parlor rather
impatiently, for such conduct is patural, and in all
things act agreeably to nature—stir up the waiter
with some original jest by way of stimulant, and to
give the knave's face s well-pleased stare—and

never doubting ‘ that the energy which has been
dispersed to tﬁe extremities” has had ample time
to return to the stomach, in God's name fall to!
and take care that the second course shall not ap-
pear till there is no vestige left of the first—a
second course being looked upon by the judicious
moralist and pedestrian very much in the light in
which the poet has made a celebrated character
consider it—

Nor fame I alight—nor for her favors call ;
8ho comes unlock'd for—if she comes at alL

To prove how astonishingly our strength may be
diminished by indolence, the Doctor tells us, that
meeting a gentleman who had lately returned from
India, to his inquiry after his health he replied,
 Why, better—better, thank ye—I think I begin
to feel some symptoms of the return of & little
English energy. Do you know that the day before
yesterday I was in such high epirits, and felt so
etro;n”g, I actually put on one of my stockings my-
self

—— Qe

Here lies interr’d a man of micht,
His name is Malcolm Downie,

He'll lost his life one market nicht,
In fa'ing aff his pounie. Aged 87 years.
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reached the first landing-place, when we heard a
noise as of two negroes wrangling on the steps
above us.

“You rascal!” sang out one, *take dat; larn
you for to teal my wittal!"—then a sharp orack,
asif it had smote the culprit across the pate ; where-
upon, like a shot, a black fellow, in a handsome
livery, trundled down, pursued by another servant
with a large silver ladle in his hand, with which he
was belaboring the fugitive over his flint-hard skull,
right against our hostess, with the drumstick of a
turkey in his hand, or rather in his mouth.

“Top, you tief!—Top, you tief!—for me piece
dat,” shouted the pursuer.

“You dam rascall” quoth the dame. But ehe
had no time to utter another word, before the fugi-
tive pitched, with all his weight, right against her ;
and at the very moment another servant came
trundling down with a large tray-full of all kinds of
meats—and I especially remember that two large
crystal stands of jellies composed part of his load—
80 there we were regularly capsized, and caught all
of a heap in the dark landing-place, half way up
the stairs; and down the other flight tumbled our
guide, with Mr. Treenail and myself, and the two
blackies, on the top of her, rolling in the descent
over, or rather into, another large mahogany tray
which had just been carried out, with a tureen of
turtle soup iIn it, and a dish of roast-beef, and plate-
fgéls of land-crabs, and the Lord knows what all be-
sides.

The crash reached the ear of the landlord, who
was seated at the head of his table in the upper
piazza, a long gallery about fifty feet long by four-
teen wide, and he immediately rose and ordered his
butler to take a light. When he came down to
ascertain the cause of the uproar, I shall never for-
get the scene.

There was, first of all, mine host, a remarkably
neat personage, standing on the polished mahogany
stair, three steps above his servant, who was a very
well-dressed respectable elderly negro, with a can-
dle in each hand; and beneath him, on the landing-
place, lay two trays of viands, broken tureens of
soup, fragments of dishes, and fractured glasses,
and a chaos of eatables and drinkables, and table

ar scattered all about, amidst which lay scram-

ling my lieutenant and myself, the brown house-
keeper, and the two negro servants, all more or
less covered with gravy and wine dregs.
- .. e » ] »

Speaking of telegraphing, I will relate an aneec-
dote here, if you will wait until I mend my pen. I
had landed at Greenwich wharf on duty—this was
the nearest point of communication between Port
Royal and the admiral's pen—where, finding the
flag-lieutenant, he drove me up in his ketureen to
lunch. While we were regaling ourselves, the old
signal-man came into the piazza, and with several
most remarkable obeisances, gave us to know that
there were flags hoisted on the signal mast, at the
‘mountain settlement,of which he could make nothing
—the uppermost was neither the interrogative, the
affirmative, nor the negative, nor in fact, any thing
that with the book he could make sense of.

¢ 0dd enough,” said the lieutenant; ‘ hand me
the glass,” and he peered away for half a minute.
** Confound me, if I can make heads or tails of it
either ; there, Oringle, what do you think? How
do you construe it?”

I took the telescope. Uppermost there was

43

. goes the tableclo

hoisted on the signal-mast a large tablecloth, not
altogether immaculate, and under it a towel, as I
guessed, for it was too opaque for bunting, and too
white, although I could not affirm that it was fresh
out of the fold either.

“] am puzzled,” said I, as I spied away again.
Meanwhile, there was no acknowledgment made at
our semaphore—* There, down they go,” I con-
tinued—* Why, it must be a mi top, here's
& new batch going up above the green trees—There
once more, and the towel, and
——deuce take me, if I can compare the lower-
most to any thing but a dishclout—why, it must be
a dishclout.”

The flags, or substitutes for them, streamed an-
other minute in the breeze, but as there was still
no answer made from our end of the string, they
were once more hauled down. We waited another
minute—* Why, here the same signal up
again, tablecloth, towel, dishclout, and all—What
the diable have we got here? A red ball, two pen-
nants under—What can that mean? Ball—it is
the bonnet-rouge, or I am a Dutchman, with two
short streamers "—Another look—*‘ A red night-
cap and a pair of stockings, by all that is portent-
ous!” exclaimed I.

“Ah, I see, I see!” said the licutenant, laughing
—*¢ gignal-man, acknowledge it.”

It was done, and down came the flags in a trice.
It appeared, on inquiry, that the washing cart,
which ought to have been sent up that morning,
had been forgotten; and the admiral and his
secretary having ridden out, there was no one who
could make the proper signal for it. So, the old
housekeeper took this singular method of having
the cart dispatched, and it was sent off accordingly.

» » » » » L

At six o'clock we drove to Mr. Pepperpot Wag-
tail's. The party was a bachelor's one, and, when
we walked up the front steps there was our host in
person, standing to receive us at the door; while,
on each side of him, there were five or six of his
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vigitors, all sitting with their legs cocked up, their
feet resting on a sort of surbase, above IhlPC;h the
jalousies, or movable blinds of the piazza were fixed.

I was introduced to the whole party seriatim—
and as each of the cock-legs dropped his érams, he
started up, caught hold of my hand, and wrung it
as if I had been his dearest and oldest friend.

Were I to designate Jamaica as & community, I
would call it a hand-shaking people. I have often
laughed heartil‘y upon seeing two cronies meeting
in the streets of Kingston, r a temporary sepa-
ration; when about pistol-shot asunder, both would
begin to tug and rug at the right hand glove, but it
i frequently a mighty serious affair in that hissing
hot climate to get the gauntlet off; they approach,
—one, a short urbane little man, who would not
disgru:e 8t. James’s street, being more kiln-dried
and less moist in his corporeals than his country
friend, has contrived to extract his paw, and holds
it out in act to shake:

“Ah! how do you do, Ratoon?” quoth the
Kingston man.

“Quite well, Shingles,” rejoins the gloved, a stout
red-faced sudoriferous yam-fed planter, dressed in
‘blue-white jean trousers and waistcoat, with long
Hessian boots drawn up to his knee over the former,
and a .new square-skirted blue coatee, with
lots of clear brass buttons; a broad-brimmed black
silk hat, worn white at the edge of the crown—
wearing a very small neckcloth, above which shoots
up an enormous shirt collar, the peaks of which
might serve for winkers to a starting horse, and

carrying a e whip in his hand—-* Quite well,
my dear fellow,” while he persists in dragging at it
—the other homo all the while standing in the ab-
surd position of a r post—at length off comes
the glove—piecemeal, perha.rs—e. finger first, for
instance—then a thumb—at length, they tackle to,
and shake each other like the very devil—not a
rober pump-handle shake, but a regular jigger

jiggery, as if they were trying to dislocate eac

other's arms—and, confound them, even then they

don't let go—they ¢ like sucker fish, and talk
and wallop about, anl?in%hrow themselves back and
laugh, and then another jiggery jiggery.

n horseback, this custom i8 conspicuously ridi-
culous—I have nearly gone into fits at beholding two
men careering along the road at a han op—
eachona ish horse, with his negro boy astern of
him on a mule, in clean frock and trousers, and smart
glazed hat with broad gold band, with masea’s um-
brella in a leathern case aluni]::m his shoulders,
and his portmanteau behind him on a mail pillion
covered with snow-white sheep's fleece—suddenly
they would pull up on recognizing each other, when
tucking their whips under their arms, or crossing
them in their teeth, it may be—they would com-
mence the mgging and riving operation. In this
case—Shingle's bit of blood swerves, we may as-
sume—Ratoon rides at him—Shingle fairly turns
tail, and starts out at full speed, Ratoon thundering
in his rear with stretched-out arm; and it does
happen, I am assured, that the hot pursuit often-
times continues for a mile, before the desired clap-
perclaw is obtained. But when two lusty planters
meet on horseback, then indeed, Greek meets
Greek. They begin the interview by shouting to
each other, while fifty yards off, pulling away at
the gloves all the while—* How are you, Canetop?
—=glad to see you, Canetop. How do you do, /
kope " * How are you, Yamfu, my dear fellow #
their horses fretting and jumping all the time—and
if the Jack Spaniards or gadflies be rife, they have,
even when denuded for the shake, to spur each
other, more like a Knight Templar and a Saracen
charging in mortal combat, than two men merely
struggling to be civil ; and after all they have often
to get their black servants alongside to hold their
horses, for shake they must, were they to break

.| their necks in the attempt. Why they won't shake

hands with their gloves on, I am sure J can't tell.
It would be much cooler and nicer—lots of Scolck-
men in the community, too.

This hand-shaking, however, was followed by an
invitation to dinner from each individual in the
company. I looked at Captain Transom, as much
as to say, ‘‘ Can they mean us to take them at their
word?” He nodded.

“We are sorry, that being under orders to go to
sea on Sunday morning, neither Mr. Cringle nor
myself can have the pleasure of accepting such kind
invitations.”

‘‘ Well, when you come back you know—one day
you must give me.”

“ And I won't be denied,” quoth a second.

“Liberty Hall, you know, so to me you must
come, no ceremony,” said a third—and so on.

At length, no less a man drove up to the door
than Judge ——. When he drew up, his servant
who was sitting behind on a small projection of the
ketureen, came round and took a parcel out of the
gig, closely wrapped in a blanket—** Bring that
carefully in, Leonidas,” said the judge, who now
stumped up stairs with a small saw in his hand.
He received the parcel, and, laying it down care-
fully in a corner, he placed the saw on it, and then
came up and shook hands with Wagtail, and made
his bow very gracefully.

“ What—can't you do without your ice and sour
claret yet ?" said Wagtail.

“Never mind, never mind,” said the Judge ; and
here dinner being announced, we all adjourned to
the dining-room, where a very splendid entertain-
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ment was set out, to which we sat to, and in the
end, as it will appear, we did the utmost justice to it.

The wines were most exquisite. Madeira, for
instanee, never can be drank in perfection any
where out of the tropics.—You may have the wine
as good at home, although I doubt it, but then you
have not the climate to drink it in—I would say
the same of most of the delicate French wines—
that is, those that will stand the voyage—Burgundy
of course not included; but never mind, let us get

do:ﬁ.
the decanters were covered with cotton ba,
kept wet with saltpetre and water, so that the
evaporation carried on powerfully by the stream of
air that flowed across vr; room, through the open
doors and windows, made the fiuids quite as cool
as was desirable to worthies sitting luxuriating with
the thermometer at 80 or thereby ; yet, from the free
carrent, I was in no way made aware of this degree
of heat by any oppressive sensation; and I found
in the West Indies as well as in the East, although
the wind in the latter is more dry and parching,
that & current of heated air, if it be moderately
dry, even with the thermometer at 95 in the shade,
is really not so enervating or oppressive as I have
found it in the stagnating atmosphere on the sunny
side of Pall Mall, with the mercury barely at 75.
A cargo of ice had a little before this arrived at
Kingston, and at first all the inhabitants who could
sfford it, iced every thing, wine, water, cold meats,
fruits, and the Lord knows what all; tea, I believe,
among other things, (by the way, I have tried this,
and it s & luxury of its kind ;) but the regular old
stagers, who knew what was what, and had a regard
for their interiors, soon began to eschew the ice in
every way, saving and excepting to cool the water
they washed their thin faces and hands in; so we
had no ice, nor did we miss it; but the Judge had
o plateful of chips on the table before him, one of
which he every now and then popped into his long
thin bell of claret, diluting it, I should have
thought, in rather a heathenish manner; but n’im-
porte, he worked away, sawing off pieces now and
then from the large lump in the blanket, (to save
the tear and wear attending a fracture,) which was
banded him by his servant, so that by eleven
oclock at night, allowing for the water, he must
have concealed his three bottles of pure claret, be-
sides garnishing with a lot of white wines. In fie,
we all carried on astonishingly, some good singing
was given, a tical joke was tried on now and
then, by Fyall, and we continued mighty happy.
As to the singing part of it,—the landlord, with a
bad voice, and worse ear, opened the mrytm?, by
volunteering & very extraordinary squeak ; fortu-
nately it was not very long, but it gave him a plea
to acrew a song out of his right-hand neighbor,
who in turn acquired the same right of compelling
the person next to him to make a fool of himself;;
at last, it came to Transom, who, by-the-by, sung
exceedingly well, but he had more wine than usual,
and essayed to coquet & bit.

“Bring the wet night-cap!” quoth our host.

“Oh, is it that you are at?” said Transom, and
he smg as required; but it was all pearls before
swine, | fear.

Atlast, we stuck fast at Fyall. Music! there was
not one particle in_his whole composition ; so the
wet nightcap already impended over him, when I
sung out, “ Let him tell a story, Mr. Wagtail! Let

“Thank you, Tom,” said Fyall; “I owe you a
good turn for that, my boy.”

“Fyall's story—Mr. Fyall's story!” resounded on
all hands. Fyall, glad to escape the song and wet
night-cap, instantly began.

“Why, my friends, you all know Isaac Grimm,
the Jew snuff merchant and cigar maker, in Har-
bour street. Well, Isaac had a brother, Ezekiel
by name, who carried on business in Curagoa; you
may have heard of him too. Ezekiel was often
down here for the purpose of laying in provisions,
and purchusin% drygoods. You all know that?

¢ Certainly !” shouted both Captain Transom and
myself in a breath, although we had never heard of
him before.

‘““Hah, I knew it! Well then, Ezekiel was very
rich; he came down in August last, in -the Pickle
schooner, and, as back luck would have it, he fell
sick of the fever. ‘Isaac,’ quoth Ezekiel, ‘I am
wery sheek; I tink I shall tiel’” ‘Hope note, dear
proder; you hab no vive nor shildir; pivt{ you should
tie, Ezekiel. Ave you make your vil, Ezekiel?
‘Yesh; de vill is make. I leavish every ting to
you, Isaac, on von condition, dat you send my pody
to be pury in Curagoa. Ilove dat place; twenty
years since I left de Minories; all dat time ] cheat
dere, and tell lie dere, and lif dere happily. Oh,
you most send my pody for its puryment to Cu-
ragoa!’ ‘I will do dat, mine proder.” ‘DenI de-
part in peace, dear Isaac;’ and the Israclite was as
good as his word for once. He did die. Isaac, ac-
cording to his promise, applied to the .captains of
several schooners; none of them would take the
dead body. ¢Whatsbhall I do?' thought Isaac, ¢ de
monish mosh not be loss.” So he straightway had
Ezekiel (for even a Jew won't keep long -in that
climate) cut up and packed with pickle into two
barrels, marked, ‘Prime Mess Pork, Leicester,
M‘Call and Co., Cork.” He then shipped the same
in the Fan-Fan, taking bills .of lading in accord-
ance with the brand, deliverable to Mordecai Levi,
of Curacoa, to whom he sent the requisite instruc-
tions. e vessel sailed—off St. Domingo she car-
ried away a mast—tried to fetch Carthagena under
a jury-spar—fell to leeward, and finally brought up
at Honduras.

“Three months after, Isaac encountered the mas-
ter of the schooner in the streets of Kingston.
* Ah, mine goot captain—how is you? you lookish
tin—ave you been sheek?” *‘No, Moses—I am well
enough, thank you—poor a bit, but sound in health,
thank God. You have heard of my having carried
away the mainmast, and, after kicking about fifteen
days on short allowance, having been obliged to
bear up for Honduras?” ‘I know noting of all dat,’
said Isaac; ‘sorry for it, captain—very sad, inteed.’

“8ad—you may say that, Moses. But I am honest

although poor, and here .is your bill of lading for
your two barrels of provisions; ‘‘Prime mess,” it
says; d——d tough, say I—Howsomdever,’ pulling
out his purse, ‘the present value on Bogle, Jopp
and Co.'s wharf, is £5 6s. 8d. the barrel; so there
are two doubloons, Moses, and now discharge the
account on the backof the bill of lading, will you?
‘Vy should I take payment, captain? if de (pork
stuck in his throat like ‘amen’in Macbeth’s,) ‘if
de barrel ish lost, it can’t be help—de act of God,
vou know.” ‘I am an honest man, Isaac,’ contin-
ued the captain, ‘although a poor one, and I must
tell the truth—we carried on with our own as long

kim tell a story "

as it lasted, at length we had to break bulk, and
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your two barrels being nearest the hatchway, why
we ate them first, that's all. Lord, what has come
over you? Isaac grew pale as a corpse. ‘Oh,
mine Got—mine poor proder, dat you ever was live
to tie in Jamaic—Oh tear, oh tear!'”

 Did they eat the head and hands, and "

*“ Hold your tongue, Tom Cringle, don't interrupt
me, you did not eat them; I tell it as it was told to
me. So Isaac Grimm,” continued Fyall, * was fairly
overcome ; the kindly feelings of his nature were
at length stirred up, and as he turned away, he
wept—blew his nose hard, like a Chaldean trumpet
in the new moon; and while the large tears coursed
each other down his care-worn cheeks, he exclaimed,
wringing the captain’s hand, in a voice tremulous
and scarcely audible from extreme emotion, ‘Oh,
Isaac Grimm, Isaac Grimm, tid not your heart mish-
give you, ven you vas commit te great blasphemy
of invoish Ezekiel, flesh of your flesh, pone of your
pone—as por—de onclean peast, I mean. If you
had put invoish hirf as pe;l/, surely te earthly taber-
nacle of him, as always sheet in de high places in
te sinacogue, would never have peen allow to pass
troo te powels of te pershicuting Nazareen. Ah,
mine goot captain, mine very tear friend, vat, vat,
vat av,you done wid de cask, captain ?'”

“Oh, most lame and impotent conclusion,” sung
out the judge, who by this time had become deus-
edly prosy; and all hands arose, as if by common
consent, and agreed that we had got enough.

So off we started in groupa. Fyall, Captain Tran-
som, Whiffle, Aaron Bang, and myself, sallied forth
in a bunch, pretty well inclined for a lark, you may
guess. There are no lamps in the streets in Kings-
ton, and as all the decent part of the community are
in their cavies by half-past nine in the evening, and
as it is now “ the witching time o’ night,” there
was not a soul in the streets that we saw, except
when we passed a solitary townguard, lurking about
some dark corner under the piazzas. These same
streets, which were wide and comfortable enough
in the daytime, had become unaccountably narrow
and intricate since six o'clock in the evening, and,

although the object of the party was to convoy
Captain Transom and myself to our boat at the Ord-
nance Wharf, it struck me that we were as fre-
quently on a totally different tack.

“1I say, Cringle, my boy,” stuttered out my su-
perior, lieutenant and captain being both drowned
tn and equalized by the claret—*‘ why, Tom, Tom
Cringle, you dog—don’t you hear your superior
officer speak, sir, eh "

My superior officer, during this address, was
standing with both arms round a pillar of the
piazza.

“I am here, sir,” said I.

¢ Ah, I see,” said Transom ; *‘let us heave ahead,
Tom—now do ye hear ?—stand you with your white
trousers against the next pillar.” The ranges sup-
porting the piazza were at distances of about twen-
ty feet from each other. ¢ Ah, stand there now—
I see it.” 80 he weighed from the one he had
tackled to, and making a stsggerin% bolt of it, he
ran up to the pillar against which I stood, whose
gosition was marked by my white vestments, where

e again hooked on for a second or two, until I bad
taken up a new position.

“There, my boy, that’s the way to lay out a warp
—right in the wind’s eye, Tom—we shall fairly beat
those lubbers who are tacking in the stream; no-
thing like warping in the dead water near the shore
—rpark that down, Tom—never beat in a tide-way
when you can warp up along shore in the dead
water. D——n the judge’s ice”—(hiccup)—* he
has poisoned me with that piece he plopped in my
last whitewash of madeira. He a judge! He may
be & good crim—criminal judge, but no judge of
wine. Why don’t you laugh, Tom, eh ?—and then
his saw—the rasp of a saw I hate—wish it, and a
whole nest more, had been in his legal stomach—
full of old saws—Shakspere—he, he—why don't
you laugh, Tom? Poisoned by the judge, by Ju-

iter. Now, here we are fairly abreast of them—
illo! Fyall, what are you after?”

L J - » * - »
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The next morning had been fixed for duck-shooting,
and the overseer and I were creeping along among
the mangrove bushes on the shore, to get a shot at
some when we saw our friend the pair of com-

crossing the small bay in his boat, towards

is little pilot-boat-built schooner, which was moor-

ed in a small creek opposite, the bushwood conceal-

ing every thing but her masts. My companion, as
wild an Irishman as I ever knew, hailed him,—

“ Hillo, Obadia—Buckskin—you Yankee rascal,
heave-to. Come ashore here—come ashore.”

Obed, smoking his pipe, deliberately uncoiled
himself—I thought, as he rose, there was to be no
end of him—and stood upright in the boat, like an
ill-rigged jury-mast.

“fgu_y, Master Tummas, you ben’t no friend of
mine, I guess, a’ter last night's work; you hears
how I coughs ?”—and he began to wheezle and crow
In & most remarkable fashion.

“ Never mind,” rejoined the overseer; *if you
go round that point, and put up the ducks—by the
piper, but I'll fire at you!”

Obed neighed like a horse expecting his oats,
which was meant as a laugh of derision. “ Do you
think your birdil'lg-piece can touch me here away,
Master Tummas And again he nickered more
loudly than before.

“Don’t provoke me to try, you yellow snake, you!”

“Try, and be d——d, and there’s a mark for
thee,” unveiling a certain part of his body, ot his
face.

The overseer, or duska, to give him his Jamaica
name, looked at me and smiled, then coolly lifted
his long Spanish barrel, and fired. Down dropped
the smuggler, and ashore came the boat.

“] am mortally wounded, Master Tummas,” quoth
Obed; and I was confoundly frightened at first,
from the unusual proximity of the injured part to
his head ; but the overseer, as soon as he could get
off the ground, where he had thrown himself in an
uncontrollable fit of laughter, had the man stripped
and laid across a log, where he set his servant to
pick out the pellets with a penknife.

A BLIPPERY YOUTH.

“0ld Gelid, Longtram, Steady, and myself had
been eating ratoons, at the former’s domicil, and it
was about nine in the evening when I got home.
We had taken next to no wine, a pint of Madeira
wpiece, during dinner, and six bottles of claret be-
tween us afterwards, 80 I went to bed as cool as a
cucumber, and slept soundly for several hours, until
awakened by my old gander—now do be quiet,
Cringls—by my old watchman of a gander, cackling
like a hero. 1 struck my repeater—half past one—
80 I turned myself, and was once more falling over
into the arms of Morpheus, when I thought I saw
some dark object flit silently acroas the open window
. thatlooks into the piazza, between me and the deep
blue a3 yet moonless sky. This somewhat startled
me, but it might have been one of the servants.
il I got up and looked out, but I could see no-
thing. It did certainly strike me once or twice,

there was some dark object cowering in the

deep gloom caused by the shade of the orange-tree

at the end of the piazza, but I persuaded myself
it was fancy, and once more slipped into my
nest. However, the circumstance had put sleep to
fiight. Half an hour might have passed, and the
deep dark purity of the eastern sky was rapidly
quickening into ‘s greenish asure, the forerunner

of the rising moon,” (“ Oh, confound your poetry,”
said Rubiochico,) *‘ which was fast swamping the
sparkling stars, like a bright river flowing over
diamonds, when the old gander nfxin set up his
abblement, and trumpeted more loudly than be-
ore. ‘If you were not so tough, my noisy old
cock’™— thought T—* next Michaelmas should be
your last.’ I now resolutely shut my eyes, and
tried to sleep perforce, in which usually fruitless
attempt, I was actually beginning to succeed, do you
know, when a strong odor of palm oil came through
the window, and on opening my eyes, I saw by the
increasing light & naked negro standing at it, with
his head and shoulders in sharp relief against the
pale broad disc of the moon, at that moment just
peeringeover the dark summit of the Long Moun-
tain.

I rubbed my eyes, and looked again ; the dark
figure was still there, but as if aware that some one
was on the watch, it gradually sank down, until
nothing but the round bullet head appeared above
the window sill. The stratagem succeeded; the
figure, deceived by my feigned snoring and quiet-
ude, slowly rose, and once more stooderect. Pre-
sently, it slipped one foot into the room, and then
another, but 80 noiselessly that when I saw the
black figure standing before me on the floor, I had
some misgivings as to its being really a being of
this world. However, I had small space for specu-
lation, when it slid past the foot of the bed towarda
my open bureau—I seized the opportunity—started
up—turned the key of the door—and planted my-
self right between the thief and the open window.
¢ Now, you scoundrel, surrender, or I will murder
you on the spot.’ I had scarcely spoken the word,
when with the speed of li%ht, the fellow threw him-
self on me—we closed—I fell—when, clip, he slip-
ped through my fingers like an eel—bolted through
the window—cleared the balcony at a bound, aud
disappeared. The thief had stripped himself as
naked as when he was born, and soaped his woolly
skull, and smeared his whole corpus with paln oil,
8o that in the struggle I was charmingly lubri-
cated.”

Nicodemus here lay back on his chair, evidently
desirous of our cousidering this the whole of the
story, but he was not to be let off so easily, for
presently Longtram, with a wicked twinkle of his
eye, chimed in—

“Ay, and what happened next, old Nic—did
nothing follow, eh

Nic's countenance assumed an irresolute expres-
sion ; he saw he was jammed up in the wind, 8o at
a venture he determined to sham deafness—

“Take wine, Lucifer—a glass of Hermitage ?”

“ With great pleasure,” said his satanic majesty.
The propitiatory libation, however, did not work, for
no sooner had his glass touched the mahogany
again, than he returned to the charge.

‘“Now, Mr. Nicodemus, since you won't, I will
tell the company the reason of so nice an old gen-
tleman wearing Baltimore flour in his hair instead
of perfumed Mareschal powder, and none of the

"freshest either, let me tell you; why, I bave seen
! three weevils take flight from your august pate

since we sat down to dinner.”

Old Nic, seeing he was caught, met the attack
with the greatest good humor—

“ Why, I will tell the whole truth, Lucifer, if you
don’t bother.”—(* The devil thank you,” said Long-

tram.)—* 8o you must know,” continued Nicode-
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mus, “that I immediately roused the servants,
searched the premises in every direction without
success—nothing could be seen ; but at the

tion of my valet, I lit a small spirit-lamp, and ed
it on the table at my bed-side, on which it pleased
him to place my brace of Mantons, loaded with
d“tﬁ' and my naked small-sword, so that, thought I,
if the thief ventures back, he shall not slip through
my fingers again 80 easily. I do confess that these
imposing preparations did appear to me somewhat
preposterous, even at the time, as it was not, to
say the least of it, very probable that my slippery
gentleman would return the same night. However,
my servant in his zeal was not to be denied, and I
was not 8o fit to judge as usual, from having missed
my customary quantity of wine after digner the
previous day ; so, seeing all right, I turned in, thus
bristling like a porcupine, and slept soundly until
daylight, when I bethought me of getting up. I
then rose—slipped on my night-gown—.ng"—-here
Nicodemus laughed more loudly than ever,—“as I
am a gentleman, my spirit-lamp—naked sword—
loaded pistols—my diamond breast-pin, and all my
clothes, evan unto my unmentionables, had dis-
appeared ; but what was the cruelest cut of all, my
box of Mareschal powder, my patent puff, and all
my pomade divine, had also vanished; and true

enough, as Lucifer says, it so happened that from
the delay in the arrival of the running shipe, there
was not an ounce of either powder or pomatum to
be had in the whole town, so I have been driven in
my extremity—oh, most horrible declension!—to
keep my tail on hog's lard and Baltimore flour
ever gince.”

¢ Well, but"—persisted Lucifer—** who the deuse
was the man in the moon? Come, tell us. And
what has become of the queue you so tenderly
nourished, for you sport a crop, iuter Nic, now,
I perceive ?”

Here Nicodemus was neither to hold norto bind;
he was absolutely suffocating with laughter, as be
shrieked out, with long intervals between—

“Why, the robber was my own favorite body-
servant, Crabclaw, after all, and be damned to him
—the identical man who advised the warlike de-
monstrations ; and as for the pigtail, why, on the
very second night of the flour and Sret.se, it was so
cruelly damaged by a rat while I slept, that I had
to amputate the whole affair, stoop and roop, this
very morninﬁ." And so saying, the excellent cres-
ture fell back in his chair, like to choke from the
uproariousness of his mirth, while the tears stream-
ed down his cheeks and washed channels in the
floor, as if he had been a tattooed Mandingo.
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THE PUGSLEY PAPERS.

BY THOMAS HOOD.

A

A PASTORALE IN A FLAT.

How the following correspondence came into my
ds must remain a Waverley mystery. The
Pugsley Papers were neither rescued from a garret,
Tike the Evelyn—collected from cartridges like the
Culloden,—nor saved, like the Garrick, from being
shredded into & snow storm at a Winter Theatre.
They were not snatched from a tailor's shears, like
the original parchment of M Charta. They were
neither the i:gwy of a Dominie, nor the communi-
cations of My Landlord,—a consignment, like the
Clinker Letters, from some Rev. Jonathan Dust-
wich,—nor the waifs and strays of a Twopenny
Post Bag. They were not unrolled from ancient
pepyri. They were none of those that * line trunks,
doti: spices,” or paper the walls of old attics.
They were neither given to me nor sold to me,—
nor stolen,—nor borrowed and surreptitiously co-
pied,—nor left in a hackney coach, like Sheridan’s
play,—nor misdelivered by a carrier pigeon,—nor
dreamt of, like Coleridge's Kubla Khan,—nor turned
up in the Tower, like Milton’s Foundling MS.,—nor
dug up—nor trumped up, like the eastern tales of
Horam Harum Horam, the son of Asmar,—nor
brought over by Rammohun Roy,—nor translated
'Ll:octor Bowring from the Scandinavian, Bata-
Pomeranian, Spanish, or Danish, or Russian,

b
or Prussian, or any other language dead or living,

They were not picked from the Dead Letter Office,
nor purloined from the British Museum. In short,
I cannnot, dare not, will not, hint even at the mode
of their acquisition; the reader must be content to
know, that, in point of authenticity, the Pugsley
Papers are the extreme reverse of Lady L.’s cele-
brated Autographs, which were all written by the
proprietor.

No. I.—From Master RicrARD PuasLEy to Master
RoBxrr RoGERS, at Number 182, Barbican.

Dear BoB,—Huzza! Here I am in Lincolnshire!
It’s good-bye to Wellingtons and Cossacks, Ladies’
double channels, Gentlemen’s stout calf, and ditto,
ditto. They've all been sold off under prime cost,
and the old 8hoe Mart is disposed of, goodwill and
fixtures, for ever and ever. Father been made
a rich Squire of by will, and we've got a house and
fields, and trees of our own. Such a garden, Bob!
It beats White Conduit.

Now, Bob, I'll tell you what I want. I want you
to come down here for the holidays. Don't be
afraid. Ask your Sister to ask your Mother to ask
your Father to let you come. It’s only ninety mile.
If you're out of pocket money, you can walk, and
beg & lit now and then, or swing by the dickeys.
Put on corduroys, and don't care for cut behind.
The two prentices, George and Will, are here to be
made farmers of, and brother Nick is took home
from school to help in agriculture. We like farm-
ing very much, it's capital fun. Us four have got a
gun, and go out shooting; it's a famous good un,
and sure to go off if you don’t full cock it.

dog as soon as he has left off
e's & real savage, and worries

is to be our shootin
killing the sheep. ﬁ

cats beautiful. Before Father comes down, we
mean to bait our bull with him.

There’s plenty of New Rivers about, and we're
going a fishing as soon as we have mended our top
joint. We've killed one of our sheep on the sly
to get gentles. We've a pony, too, to ride upon
when we can catch him, but he’s loose in the pad-
dock, and has neither mane nor tail to signify to
lay hold of. Isn’t it prime, Bob? You must come.
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If your Mother won't give your Father leave to
allow you,—run away. Remember, you turn up
Gosnell street to go to Lincolnshire, and ask for
Middlefen Hall. There's & pond full of frogs, but
we won't pelt them till you come, but let it be be-
fore Sunday, as there’s our own orchard to rob, and
the fruit's to be gathered on Monday.

If you like sucking raw eggs, we know where the
hens lay, and mother don’t; and I'm bound there’s
lots of birds’ nests. Do come, Bob, and 1'll show
you the wasp’s nest, and every thing that can make
you comfortable. I dare say you could borrow

our father’s volunteer musket of him without his
owing of it; bu} be sure anyhow to bring the
ramrod, a8 we have mislaid ours by firing it off.
Doh’t forget some bird-lime, Bob, and some fish-
hooks—and some different sorts of shot—and some
gut and some gunpowder—and & gentlebox, and
some flints,—some May flies—and a powder horn,—
and a landing net and a dog-whistle—and some por-
cupine quills, and a bullet mould—and a trolling-
winch, and a shot-bolt and a tin can. You pay for
‘em Bob, and I'll owe it you. ‘
Your old friend and schoolfellow,
Ricnarp PuGsLEY.

No. Il.—From the Same to the Same.

Drar BoB,—When you come, bring us a "bacco-
pipe to load the gun with, If you dont come, it
can come by the waggon. Qur Public House is
three mile off, and when you've walked there it's
out of every thing, Yours, ete.

Ricu., PuGsLEY.

No. ITl.—From Miss Axastasia PucsLey, to Miss
Jxmina Moaaringe, af szon/ House Establish-
ment for Young Ladies, Mile End.

My pEAR JEmima,—Deeply solicitous to gratify
sensibility, by sympathising with our fortuitous
elevation, I seize the epistolatory implements to in-
form you, that, by the testamentary disposition of
& remote branch of consanguinity, our tutelary res-
idence is removed from the metropolitan horizon
to a pastoral district and its congenial pursuits. In
futurity I shall be more pertinaciously superstitious
in the astrological revelations of human destiny.
You remember the mysterious gipsy at Hornsey
Wood? Well, the eventful fortune she obscurely
intimated, though couched in vague terms, has come
to pass in minutest particulars ; ‘for I perceive per-
spicuously, that it predicted that papa should sell
off his boot and shoe business at 183, Barbican, to
Clack and Son, of 144, Hatton Garden, and that we
should retire, in a station of affluence, to Middlefen
Hall, in Lincolnshire, by bequest of our great-great
maternal uncle, Pollexfen Goldsworthy Wriggles-
worth, Esq., who deceased suddenly of apoplexy at
Wisbeach Market, in the ninety-third year of his
venerable and lamented age.

At the risk of tedium, I will attempt a cursory
delineation of our rural paradise, altho' I feel it
would be morally arduous to give any idea of the
romantic scenery of the Lincolnshire Fens. Con-
ceive, as far as the visual organ expands, an im-
mense sequestered level, abundantly irrigated with
minute rivulets, and studded with tufted oaks, whilst
more than a hundred wind-mills diversify the pros-
pect and give & revolving animation to the scene.
As for our own gardens and grounds, they are a

‘ther even supernatural agency could ada

perfect Vauxhall—excepting of course the rotunds,
the orchestra, the company, the variegated lampes,
the fireworks, and those very lofty treea. But I
trust my dear Jemima will supersede topography
by ocular inspection ; and in the interim 1 send for
acceptance a graphical view of the locality, shaded -
in Indian ink, which will suffice to convey an idea
of the terrestrial verdure and celestial azure we
eujoy, in lieu of the sable exhalations and archi-
tectural nigritude of the metropolis.

You who know my pastoral agpirings, and have
been the indulgent confidant of my votive tributes
to the Muses, will conceive the refined nature of
my enjoyment when I mention the intellectual re-
past of this morning. I never could enjoy Bloom-
field in Barbican,—but to-day he read beautifully
under our pear tree. I look forward to the felicity
of reading Thomson’s Summer with you on the
green seat, and if engagements at Christmas per
mit your participation in the bard, there is a bower
of evergreens that will be delightful for the perusal
of his Winter.

I enclose, by request, an epistolary effusion from
sister Dorothy, which I know will provoke your
risible powers, by the domesticity of its details
You know she was always in the homely charac-
teristics & perfect Cinderells, though I doubt whe-
her foot
to a diminutive vitrified slipper, or her hand for a
prince of regal primogeniture. But I am sum-
moned to receive, with family members, the felici-
tations of Lincolnshire aristocracy; though what-
ever necessary distinctions may prospectively occar
between respective grades in life, they will only
superficiaily affect the sentiments of eternal friend-
ship between my dear Jemima and her affectionate
friend,

Axasrasia PuesLey,

No. IV.—From Miss Dororny PUGSLEY f0 the Same.

My pear Miss JrMiMa.—Providence having been
pleased to remove my domestic duties from i-
can to Lincolnshire, I trust I shall have strength of
constitution to fulfil them as becomes my new al
lotted line of life. As we are not sent into this
world to be idle, and Anastasia has declined house-
wifery, I have undertaken the Diary, and the
Brewery, and the Baking, and the Poultry, the
Pigs, and the Pastry,—and though I feel fatigued
at first, use reconciles to labors and trials, more
severe than I at present enjoy. Altho’ things may
not turn out to wish at present, yet all well-directed
efforts are sure to meet reward in the end, and
altho’ I have chumped and churned two days run-
ning, and it's nothing yet but curds and whey, I
should be wrong to despair of eating butter of my
own making before I die. Considering the adul-
teration committed by every article in London, I
was never happier in any prospect, than of drink-
ing my own milk, fattening my own calves, and lay-
ing my own eggs. We cackle so much I am sure
we new-lay somewhere, tho’ I cannot find out our
nests; and I am looking every day to have chickens,
a8 one pepper-and-salt colored hen has been sitting
these two months. When a poor ignorant bird seta
me such an example of patience, how can I repine
at the hardest domestic drudgery! Mother and I
have worked like horses to be sure ever since we
came to the estate; but if we die in it, we know it's
for the good of the family, and to agreeably sur




TIIE PUGSLEY PAPERS.

673

prise my Father, who is still in town winding up
his books. For my own part, if it was right to
look at things so se{ﬁshly, I should say I never was
#0 happy in my life; though 1 own I have cried
more sincc coming here than I ever remember be-
fore. You will confess my crosses and losses have
been unusual trials, when I tell you, out of all my mak-
inga, and bakings, and brewings, and preservings,
there has been nothing either eatable or drinkable ;
and what is more painful to an affectionate mind,
have half poisoned the whole family with home-
made ketchup of toadstools, by mistake for mush-
rooms. When I reflect that they are preserved, I
ought not to grieve about my damsons and bullaces,
done by Mrs. Maria Dover's receipt.
Among other things we came into a beautiful
closet of old China, which, I am shocked to say, is
all destroyed by my preserving. The bullaces and
damsons fomented, and blew up a great jar with a
violent shock that smashed all the tea and coffee
cups, and left nothing but the handles hanging in
rows on the tenter-hooks. But to a resigned spirit
there's always some comfort in calamities, and if
the preserves work and foment so, there’s some
hope that my beer will, as it has been a month next
Monday in the mash tub. As for the loss of the
elder wine, candor compels me to say it was my
own fault for letting the poor blind animals crawl
into the copper ; but experience dictates next year
not to boil the berries and kittens at the same time.

I mean to attempt cream cheese as soon as we
¢an get cream,—but as yet we can’t drive the Cows
home to be milked for the Bull—he has twice
hunted Grace and me into fits, and kept my poor
Mother a whole morning in the pigstye. AsIknow
you like country delicacies, you will receive a pound
of my fresh butter when it comes, and I mean to
add a cheese as soon as I can get one to stick to-
g.:her. I shall send also some family pork for

verness, of our own killing, as we wring a pig's
neck on Saturday. I did hope to ﬁive you the un-
expected treat of a homc-made loaf, but it was
forgot in the oven from ten to six, and so too black
to offer. However, I hope to surprise you with one
by Monday’s carrier. Anastasia bids me add she
will send a nosegay for respected Mrs. Tombleson,
if the plants don’t die off before, which I am sorry
to say is not improbable.

It's really shocking to see the failure of her cul-
tivated taste, and one in particular, that must be
owned a very pretty idea. When we came, there
was a vast number of flower roots, but jumbled
without any regular order, till Anastasia trowelled
them all up, and set them in again, in the quadrille
figures. It must have looked sweetly elegant, if it
had agreed with them, but they have all dwindled
and drooped like deep declines and consumptions.
Her dahlias and tulipe, too, have turned out no-
thing but onions and kidney potatoes, and her ten
week stocks have not come up in twenty. But as
Shakspere says, Adversity is a precious toad—that
teaches us Patience is a jewel.

Considering the unsettled state of coming in, I
must conclude, but could not resist giving your
friendliness a short account of the happy change
that has occurred, and our increase of comforts. I
would write more, but I know you will excuse my
listening to the calls of dumb animals. It's the
time I always scald the little pigs’ bread and milk,
and put saucers of clean water. for the ducks and

VERY FOND OF GARDENING.

fresh straw, and a hundred similar things that
country people are gbliged to think of.

The children, I am happy to say, are all well,
baby is a little fractious, we think from Grace set-
ting him down in the nettles, and he was short-
coated last week. Grace is poorly with a cold, and
Anastasia has got a sore throat, from sitting up
fruitlessly in the orchard to hear the nightingale;
perhaps there may not be any in the Fens. Iscem
to have a trifling ague and rheumatism myself, but
it may be only a stiffness from 8o much churning,
and the great family wash-up of every thing we had
directly we came down, for the sake of grass-bleach-
ing on the lawn. With these exceptions, we are
all in perfect health and happiness, and unite in
love, with
Dear Miss Jemima’s affectionate friend,

DorotHY PucsLEy.

No. V.—From Mgs. PugsLey to Mrs. MuMrorp,
Bucklersbury.

My pEAR MaRTHA,—In my ultimatum I informed
of old Wrigglesworth paying his natural debts, and
of the whole Middlefen estate coming from Lin-
colnshire to Barbican. I charged Mr. P. to send
bulletings into you with progressive reports, but
between sisters, as 1 know you are very curious, I
am going to make myself more particular.. I take
the opportunity of the family being all restive in
bed, and the house all still, to give an account of
our moving. The things all got here safe, with the
exception of the Crockery and Glass, which came
down with the dresser, about an hour after its ar-
rival. Perhaps if we hadn’t overloaded it with the
whole of our breakables, it wouldn’t have given
way,—as it is, we have only one plate left, and
that’s chipt, and & mug without a spout to keep it
in countenance. OQur furniture, etc., came by the
wagon, and I am sorry to say a poor family at the
same time, and the little idle boys with their knives

geese. There are the fowls’ beds to make with

carved and scarified my rosewood legs, and, what
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is worse, not of the same patterns; but as people
say, two Lincolnshire removes are as bad as a fire
of London.

The first thing I did on coming down, was to see
to the sweeps going up,—but I wish T had been
less precipitous, for the sooty wretches stole four
good flitches of bacon, as was up the kitchen chim-
ney, quite unbeknown to me. We have filled up
the vacancy with more, which smoke us dreadfully,
but what is to be cured must be endured. My next
thing was to have all holes and corners cleared out,
and washed, and scrubbed, being left, like bache-
lor's places, in a sad state by old single W.; for a
rich man, I never saw one that wanted so much
cleaning out. There were heaps of dung about, as
high as haystacks, and it cost me five shillings a
load to have it all carted off the premises; besides
heape of good-for-nothing littering straw, that I
gave to the boys for bonfires. We are not all to
;i‘ghu yet, but Rome wasn’t built in St. Thomas's

.

It was providential I hampered myself with cold
provisions, for except the bacon there were no eat-
ables in the house. What old W. lived upon is &
mystery, except salads, for we found a whole fleld
of beet-root, which, all but a few plants for Doro-
thy to pickle, I had chucked away. As the ground
was then clear for sowing up a crop, I directed
George to plough it up, but he met with agricul-
tural distress. He says as soon as he whipped his
horses, the plough stuck its nose in the earth, and
tumbled over head and heels. It seems very odd
when ploughing is so easy to look at, but I trust he
will do better in time. Experience makes a King
Solomon of a Tom noddy.

I expect we shall have bushels upon bushels of
corn, tho’ sadly pecked by the birds, as I have had
all the ecarecrows taken down for fear of the chil-
dren dreaming of them for Bogies. For the same
dear little sakes I have had the well filled up, and
the nasty sharp iron spikes drawn out of all the
rakes and harrows. Nobody shall say to my
teeth, I am not a good Mother. With these pre-
cautions I trust the young ones will enjoy the

AR "

THE RAKE'S PROGRESS.

country when the gipsies have left, but till then, I
confine them to round the house, as it's no use
shutting the stable door after you've had a child
stole. We have a good many fine fields of hay,
which I mean to have reaped directly, wet or shine;
for delays are as dangerous as pickles in glazed pans.
Perhape St. Swithen's is in our favor, for if the
stacks are put up dampish they won’t catch fire so
easily, if Swing should come into these parts. The
poor boys have made themselves very industrious
in shooting off the birds, and hunting away all the
vermin, besides cutting down trees. As I knew it
was profitable to fell timber, I directed them to
begin with a very ugly stnflgling old hollow tree
next the premises, but it fell the wrong way, and
knocked down the cow-house. Luckily the poor
animals were all in the clover-field at the time.
George says it wouldn’t have happened but for a
violent sow, or rather sow-west,—and it's likely
enough, but it's an ill wind that blows nothing to
nobody.

Having writ last post to Mr. P., I have no occa-
sion to make you a country commisgioner. Anas-
tasia, indeed, wants to have books about every
thing, but for my part and Dorothy’s we don’t put
much faith in authorized receipts and directions,
but trust more to nature and common sense. For
instance, in fatting a goose, reason points to
and onions,—why our own don’t thrive on it, is
very mysterious. We have a beautiful poultry
yard, only infested with rats,—but I have made up
a poison, that, I know by the poor ducks, will kill
them if they eat it.

I expected to send you a quantity of wall-fruit,
for preserving, and am sorry you bought the brandy
beforehand, as it has all vanished in one night by

WALL FRUIT,

picking and stealing, notwithstanding 1 had ten
dozen of bottles broke on purpose to stick a-top of
the wall. But I rather think they came over the
pales, as George, who is very thoughtless, had
driven in all the new tenter hooks with thc points
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downwards. Our apples and pears would have
gone too, but luckily we heard a noise in the dark,
and threw brickbats out of the window, that alarm-
ed the thieves by smashing the cowcumber frames.
However, I mean on Monday to make sure of the
orchard, by gathering the trees,—a pheasant in
one's hand is worth two cock sparrows in a bush.
One comfort is, the house-dog is very vicious, and
wont let any of us stir in or out after dark—indeed,
nothing can be more furious, except the bull, and
at me in jicular. You would think he knew my
inward thoughts, and that I intend to have him
roasted whole when we give our grand housewarm-

W%E these particulars, I remain, with love, my
dear Dorcas, your affectionate sister,
BxLiNpA PucsLEY.

P.8.—I have only one anxiety here, and that is,
the likelihood of being taken violently ill, nine
miles off from any physical powers, with nobody
that can ride in the house, and nothing but an in-
surmountable hunting horse in the stable. Ishould
like, therefore, to be well doctor-stuff’d from Apo-
thecaries’ Hall, by the wagon or any other vehicle.
A stitch in the side taken in time saves nine spasms.
Dorothy’s tincture of the rhubarb stalks in the
garden, doesn’t answer, and it's a pity now they
were not saved for pies.

No. VL.—From Mrs. PuesLEY to Mrs. RoGERs,

Mavax,—Although warmth has made a coolness,
and our having words has caused a silence—yet as
mere writing i8 not being on speaking terms, and
disconsolate parentsin the case ; I waive venting of
animosities till & more agreeable moment. Having
perused the afflicted advertisement in the Z%mes,
with interesting description of person, and ineffec-
tual ing of New River,—beg leave to say that
Master Robert is safe and well,—having arrived
here on Saturday night last, with almost not a shoe
to his foot, and no coat at all, as was supposed to
be with the approbation of parents. It appears,
that not supposing the distance between the fami-
ies extended to him, he walked the whole way
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down on the footing of a friend, to visit my son
Richard, but hearing the newspapers read, quitted
suddenly, the same day with the gipsies, and we
haven't an idea what is become of him. Trusting
this statement will relieve of all anxiety, remain,
madam, your humble servant,

BeLinoa PuasLzy.

No. VII.—Tb Mr. 8iLa8 PuasLey, Parisian Depdt,

Dear Brorazr,—My favor of the present date,
is to advise of my safe arrival on Wednesday night,

r opposition coach, after ninety miles of discom-

ort, absolutely unrivalled for cheapness, and a walk

of five miles more, through lanes and roads, that for
dirt and sludge may confidently defy competition,—
not to mention turnings and windings, too numerous
to particularize, but morally impossible to pursue
on undeviating principles. The night was of so
dark a quality as forbade finding the gate, but for
the house-dog flying upon me by mistake for the
late respectable proprietor, and almost tearing my
clothes off my back by his strenuous exertions to
obtain the favor of my patrol 3

Conscientiously averse to the fallacious state-
ments, 8o much indulged in by various competitors,
truth urges to acknowledge that on arrival, I did
not find things on such a footing as to insure uni-
versal satisfaction. Mrs. P., indeed, differs in her
statement, but you know her success always sur-
passed the most sanguine expectations. Ever emu-
lous to merit commendation by the strictest regard
to principles of economy, I found her laid up with
lumbago, through her studious efforts to please, and
Doctor Clarke, of Wisbeach, in the house prescrib-
ing for it, but I am sorry to add—no abatement.
Dorothy is also confined to her bed, by her unre-
mitting assiduity and attention in the housekeeping
line; and Anastasia the same, from listening for
nightingales, on & fine July evening, but which is
an article not always to be warranted to keep its
virtue in any climate,—the other children, large
and small sizes, ditto, ditto, with Grace too ill to
serve in the nursery,—and the rest of the servants
totally unable to execute such extensive demands.
Such an unprecedented depreciation in health makes
me doubt the quality of country air, so much re-
commended for family use, and whether constitu-
tions have not more eligibility to offer that have
been regularly town-made.

Our new residence is a large lonely mansion, with
no connection with any other house, but standing
in the heart of Lincolnshire fens, over which it
looks through an advantageous opening: compris-
ing a great variety of windmills, and drains, and
willow-pollards, and an extensive assortment of
similar articles, that are not much calculated to in-
vite inspection. In warehouses for corn, etc., it
probably presents unusual advantages to the occu-
pier; but candor compels to state that agriculture
in this part of Lincolnshire is very flat. To supply
language on the most moderate terms, unexampled
distress in Spitalfields is nothing to the distress in
ours. The corn has been deluged with rain of re-
markable durability, without being able to wash the
smut out of its ears; and with regard to the ex-
pected great rise in hay, our stacks have been burnt
down to the ground, instcad of going to the con-
sumer. If the hounds hadn’t been out, we might
have fetch’d the engines, but the hunter threw
| George on his head, and he only revived to be sen-
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sible that the entire stock had been of at
an immense sacrifice. The whole amount, I fear,
will be out of book,—as the Norwich Union refuses
to liquidate the hay, on the ground that the policy
was voided by the impolicy of putting it up wet.
In other articles I am sorry I must write no altera-
tion. Our bull, afer killing the house-dog, and
tossing William, has gone wild, and had the mad-
ness to run away from his livelihood, and, what is
worse, all the cows after him—except those that
had burst themselves in the cloverfield, and a small
dividend, as I may say, of one in the pound. An-
other item, the pigs, to save bread and milk, have
been turned into the woods for acorns, and is an
article producing no returns—as not one has yet
come back. Poultry ditto. Sedulously cultivating
an enlarged connection in the turkey line, such the
antipathy to gipeies, the whole breed, geese and
ducks inclusive, removed themselves from the
premises by night, directly a strolling camp came
and set upin the neighborhood. To avoid prolixity,
when I came to take stock, there was no stock to
take—namely, no eggs, no butter, no cheese, no corn,
no hay, no bread, no beer—no water even—nothing
but the mere commodious premises, and fixtures,
am:lfood-will—md candor compels to add, a very
small quantity on hand of the last-named particular.

To add to stagnation, neither of my two sons in
the business, nor the two apprentices, have been so
diligently punctual in executing country orders with
despatch and fidelity, as laudable ambition desires,
but have gone about fishing and shooting—and
William has suffered a loss of three fingers, by his
unvarying system of high charges. He and Richard
are likewise both threatened with prosecution for
trespassing on the hares in the adjoining landed in-
terest, and Nick is obliged to decline any active
share, by dislocating his shoulder in climbing a tall
tree for a tom-tit. As for George, tho' for the
first time beyond the circumscribed limits of town
custom, he indulges vanity in such unqualified pre-
tensions to superiority of knowledge in farming, on
the strength of his grandfather having belonged to

the agricultural line of trade, as renders a wholesale
stock of patience barely adequate to meet its de-
mands. Thus stimulated to injudicious perform-
ance, he is as injurious to the best interests of the
country, as blight and mildew, and smut and rot,
and glanders, and pip, all combined in one texture
Between ourselves, the objects of un endear-
ors, united with uncompromising integrity, have
been assailed with 80 much deterioration, as makes
me humbly desirous of abridging sufferings, by re-
suming business as a shoe marter at the ol
l‘ilahe(‘li ho:kae. If Clack and Seon, therefore, have not
ready taken ﬁossem’on and respectfully informed
the vicinity, will thankfully pay reasonable compen-
;ation foll;e oss o;'_ time and expense incurred by the
argain being off. In case parties agree, I ou
will authorize Mr. Robins to have the hono?et% {ﬁb
pose of the whole Lincolnshire concern, tho’ the
knocking down of Middlefen Hall will be a severe
blow on Mrs. P. and family. Depreeating the de-
ceitful stimulus of advertising arts, interest ocom-
mands to mention,—desirable freehold estate and
eligible investment—and sole reason for dispoeal,
the proprietor going to the continent. Example
suggests likewise, a good country for hunting for
fox-hounds—and & prospect too extensive to pat
in & newspaper. Circumstances being rendered
awkward by the untoward event of the running
away of the cattle, etc., it will be best to ssy—
“The stock to be taken as it stands ;"—and an ad-
ditional favor will be politely conferred, and the
same thankfully acknowledged, it the auctioneer
will be go kind as bring the next market town ten
miles nearer, and carry the coach and the
once a day past the door. Earnestly req
early attention to the above, and with sentiments
of, etc. R. PuasLEy, Szw.

P.S. Richard is just come to hand dripping and
half dead out of the Nene, and the two apprentices
all but drowned each other in saving bim. Hence
ocours to add, fishing opportunities among the de-
girable items.

SALLY SIMPKIN'S LAMENT; OR, JOHON JONES'S KIT-CAT-ASTROPHE.

BY THOMAS HOOD.

“On! what is that comes gliding in,
And quite in middling haste ?

It is the picture of my Jones,
And painted to the waist.

“Tt is not painted to the life,
For where’s the trowsers blue ?
-, Oh Jones, my dear!—Oh dear! my Jones,
‘What is become of you "

“Q! Sally dear, it is too true,—
The half that you remark

Is come to say my other half
Is bit off by a shark!

“Oh! Sally, sharks do things by halves,
Yet most completely do!

A bite in one place seems enough,
But I've been bit in two.

“ You know I once wae all your own
But now a shark must share !

But let that pass—for now to you
I'm neither here nor there.

‘“Alas! death has a strange divorce
Effected in the sea,

It has divided me from you,
And even me from me!

“Don't fear my ghost will walk o' nights
To haunt, as people say ;

My ghost can’t walk, for, oh! my legs
Are many leagues away !

¢“Lord! think when I am swimming round,
And looking where the boat is,

A shark just enaps away a Ralf,
Without ‘a quarter's notice.’

*“One half is here, the otheg half
Is near Columbia placed ;

Oh! Sally, I have got the whole
Atlantic for my waist.

“But now, adieu—a long adieu!
I've solved death’s awful riddle,

And would say more, but I am doomed
To break off in the middle !I”

—
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BY THOMAS HOOD.

Oxz day, as I was going by
That part of Holbogr.;:“::irisuned High,
I heard a loud and sudden cry
That chill'd my very blood;
And lo! from out a dirty alley,
‘Where pigs and Irish wont to rally,
I saw a crazy woman sally,
Bedaub'd with grease and mud.
8he turn’d her East, she turn'd her West,
_ Staring like Pythoness possest,
With streaming hair and heaving breast,
As one stark mad with grief.
This way and that she wildly ran,
Jostling with woman and with man—
Her right hand held a frying pan,
The left a lump of beef.
At last her frenzy seem'd tv reach
A point just capable of speech,
And with a tone almost a screech,
As wild as ocean birds,
Or female Ranter mov'd to preach,
. - Bhe gave her ‘‘sorrow words,”
A LOST OHILD ITS OWNX CRYER.

“0 Lord! O dear, my heart will break, I shall go stick stark staring wild!

Has ever a one seen any thing about the streets like a crying lost-looking child?

Lawk help me, I don't know where to look, or to run, if I only knew which way—

A Child as is lost about London streets, and especially Seven Dials, is a needle in a bottle of hay.
I am all in a quiver—get out of my sight, do, you wretch, you little Kitty M‘Nap!

You promised to have half an eye to him, you know you did, you dirty deceitful young drab.

The last time as ever I see him, poor thing, was with my own blessed Motherly eyes,

Bitting as good as gold in the gutter, a playing at making little dirt pies.

I wonder he left the court where he was better off than all the other young boys,

With two bricks, an old shoe, nine oyster-shells, and a dead kitten by way of toys.

When hig Father comes home, and he always comes home as sure as ever the clock strikes one,

< He'll be rampant, he will, at his child being lost; and the beef and the inguns not done!

La bless you, folks, mind your own consarns, and don’t be making a mob in the street ;

O serjeant M‘Farlane! you have not come across my poor little boy, have you, in your beat ?

Do, good people, move on! don't stand staring at me like a parcel of stupid stuck pigs;

Saints forbid ! but he's p’r'aps been inviggled away up a court for the sake of his clothes by the prigs ;
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He'd a very good jacket, for certain, for I bought it myself for a shilling one day in Rag Fair;

And his trousers considering not very much

tch'd, and red plush, they was once his Father's best pair.

His ghirt, it's very lucky I'd got washing in the tub, or that might have fhone with the rest;

But he'd got on a very

good pinafore with only two slits and a burn on

e breast.

He'd a goodish sort of hat, if the crown was sew'd in, and not quite so much jagg'd at the brim.

With one shoe on, and the other shoe is a boot, and not a fit, and you'll know by that if it's him.

Except being 80 well dress'd, my mind would misgive, some old beggar woman in want of an orphan,
d

Had borrow

the child to go a begging with, but I'd rather see him laid out in his coffin!

Do, good people, move on, such a rabble of boys! I'll break every bone of ’em I come near;
Go home—jyou're spilling the porter—go home—Tommy Jones, go along home with your beer.

This day is the sorro

est day of my life, ever since my name was Betty Morgan.

Them vile’Savoyards! they lost him once before all along of following a Monkey and an Organ:
0 my Billy—my head will turn right round—if he’s got kiddynapp'd with them Italians,

They'll make him a plaster parish image boy, they will, the outlandish tatterdemalions.
Billy—where are you, Billy ?—I'm as hoarse as a crow, with screaming for ye, you young sorrow !
And shan’t have half a voice, no more I shan't, for crying fresh herrings to-morrow.

O Billy, you're bursting my heart in two, and my life won't be of no more vally,

If 'm to see other folks darlin’s, and none of mine, playing like angels in our alley ;

And what shall I do but cry out my eyes, when I looks at the old three-legged chair

As Billy used to imake coach and horses of, and there a'n’t no Billy there!

I would run all the wide world over to find him, if I only know’d where to run.

Little Murphy, now I remember, was once lost for a month through stealing a penny bun,—

The Lord forbid of any child of mine!

I think it would kill me raily,

To find my Bill holdin’ up his little innocent hand at the Old Bailey.

For though 1 say it as oughtn’t, yet I will say, you may search for miles and mileses

And not find one better brought up, and more pretty behaved, from one end to t'other of St. Giles's.
And if I called him a beauty, it's no lie, but only as a Mother ought to speak;

You never set eyes on & more handsomer face, only it hasn’t been washed for a week ;

As for hair, tho’ its red, it's the most nicest hair when I've time to just show it the comb;

I'll owe ’em five pounds, and a blessing besides, as will only bri

him safe and sound home.

He’s blue eyes, and not to be call'd a squint, though a little cast he's certainly got;

And his nose is still a good un, tho’ the bridge is broke, by his falling on a pewter pint pot;

He's got the most elegant wide mouth in the world, and very large teeth for his age ;

And quite as fit as Mrs. Murdockson’s child to play Cupid on the Drury Lane Stage.

And then he has got such dear winning ways—but O I never never shall see him no more!

O dear! to think of losing him just after nussing him back from death’s door!

Only the very last month when the windfalls, hang ’em, was at twenty a penny!

And the threepence he’d got by grottoing was spent in plums, and sixty for a child is too many.

And the Cholera man came and whitewash’d us all and, drat him, made a seize of our hog.—

It’s no use to send the Cryer to cry him about, he’s such a blunderin’ drunken old dog; .

The last time he was fetched to find a lost child, he was guzzling with his bell at the Crown,

And went and cried a boy instead of a girl, for a distracted Mother and Father about Town.
Billy—where are you, Billy, I say? come Billy, come home, to your best of Mothers!

I'm scared when I think of them Cabroleys, they drive so, they run over their own Sisters and Brothers.
Or may bé he’s stole by some chimbly sweeping wretch, to stick fast in narrow flues and what not,

And be poked up behind with a picked pointed pole, when the soot has ketch'd, and the chimney's red

bot.

Oh I'd give the whole wide world, if the world was mine, to clap my two longin’ eyes on his face.
For he's my darlin’ of darlin’s, and if he don’t soon come back, you'll see me drop stone dead on the
lace.

I only wish g'd got him safe in these two Motherly arms, and wouldn’t I hug him and kiss him!

Lauk! I never knew what a precious he was—but a child don't not feel like a child till you miss him.
Why, there he is! Punch and Judy hunting, the young wretch; it's that Billy as sartin as sin!

But let me get him home, with a good grip of his hajr, and I'm blest if he shall have a whole bone in

is skin!”

A FETE AT A COUNTRY SEAT.

FROM ‘‘TYLNEY

For some days previous to the fete, the Hive
presented a scene of hurry, scurry, worry, and
flurry. As usual, Twigg interfered in every thing;
and his voice was heard from all parts of the house,
swearing, entreating, threatening, exhorting, di-
recting, or disputing with his wife and daughter on
matters of taste, Never in the days of his indus-
try had he labored so unremittingly, so early, and
80 late; he really alaved bodily like a negro, while
Pompey, the true nigger, was set to work on mat-

HALL.”

BY THOMAS HOOD.

ters far surpassing the dim intelligence of an African
brain ; the most provoking blunders naturally fol-
lowed, and the black, as might have been expected
from one of his complexion, *“played the very
devil” Many a tumble he had over the numerous
packages from London which encumbered the floors
and tables, the stairs and the chairs. It was well
the Hive did not happen to be a glass one, such
as those which invite the spectator to observe
theé wonderful order, harmony, regularity, and

[y
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exact distribution of labor, evinced by its busy
inhabitants. Indeed, the House of Industry much
more resembled a waspls nest, where the peevish
swarm were all restless and irritated by some
recent disturbance. Every body was out of
bhumor. Mrs. Twigg scolded and wept by turns,
and threatened to f-.ignt, but had not time to spare
for fits; and the cook fumed and broiled at her
mistress’s culinary interference. The coachman
sulkily helped in the kitchen, to whip cream instead
of horses. The butler quarrelled with the footman;
and the housemaids among themselves. The gar-
dener growled and grumbled while he transported
his hothouse plants into the open air, cropped all
his choicest buds and blossoms to make bouquets
and fill baskets, nor did it

make him amends for his

are 8o apt to indulge. He locked the butler in
his pantry—sent off the footman, when most in
request, on frivolous errands—plugged the pipes of
keys—fastened chairs together—set tables topay-
turvy—shut the cat in the china-closet—fastened
the house-dog to the gate-bell—and then was dis-
covered ranting as Belvidera, with his clumsy per-
son thrust into & new dress that had just been sent
home for his sister. 'Tilda screamed and scolded,
the mother begged and prayed—but the mischie-
vous spirit of this domestic Caliban was not,properly
quelled till Twigg senior had ten times turhed him
out of the business, twenty times cut him off with
a shilling, and, at last, given him a sound cuffing
with his own fatherly hands.
It seemed impossible that
the festive preparation could
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less as a piece of hardware. In a line with the mar-
quee was a target for archery, 8o posted, that who-
ever missed the butt would have & fair chance of
hitting the tent; whilst, for the accommodation of
anglers, the margin of the large fish-pond was furnish-
ed with sundry elbow-chairs, wherein the sedentary
angler might enjoy “the contemplative man's recre-
ation,” in the immediate vicinity of a country dance
and a pandean band, in those days as fashionable a
band as Weippart’s or Colinet's at the present time.
To accommodate the musicians, the octagon summer-
house was fitted up as a temporary orchestra, in front
of which stood a column of benches three deep;
for Twigg, on personally inviting the pedagogue of
Prospect House, and begging a whole holyday for
the bays, had embraced that eligible opportunity
of borrowing all the school forms. On the opposite
side of the garden, the orange trees and exotics
from the hothouse formed an avenue up to an ar-
bor, christened, for the occasion, the Temple of
Flora, and specially dedicated to the occupation of
Miss Twigg, who undertook, in an appropriate
fancy dress, to represent the Queen of Flowers.
The Hermitage, in a secluded corner of the grounds,
had its rustic table furnished with a huge portfolio
of colored caricatures; and the paddock was de-
voted to trapball and cricket, the wicket for the
latter game being considerately pitched, so that a
barn on one side, and a haystack on the other,
would materially assist the fieldsmen in stopping
the ball. A whimsical feature remains to be men-
tioned. In anticipation of syllabub, Daisy, a polled
Alderney, was tethered at a corner of the lawn, a
store Cupid seeming ludicrously to keep watch
over her, in the capacity of a cowboy.

Such were the festive arrangements over which
Twigg glanced with a satisfaction that made him
frequently wash his hands without water or eoap,
while he mentally contrasted the gay scene before
him with the humble prospects oﬂiﬂ youth. He
was dressed in a full court suit of plum color, in
which, as Sheriff, he had gone up with an address
to the King; his partner, with her embonpoint and
her pink satin, looked extremely like that hearty
and substantial flower, a full-blown cabbage-rose ;
while 'Tilda, in apple-green silk, festooned with ar-
tificial flowers, and her hair wreathed with real
ones, appeared actually, as he expressed it, ““a cut
above human nature.”

At the first encounter of husband and wife in
their full plumage, she saluted him with a very pro-
found courtesy, which he returned by an elaborate
bow, as if in joint rehearsal of the ceremonies to
come, and then they mutually congratulated each
other on the propitious weather, for the sky was
calm and cloudless, though it was rather hot for
the season ; indeed, as Twigg said, he should have
thought it * very hard if a man of his property
could not have a fine day for a fete.”

One thing puzzled the worthy pair. Few of the
neighboring gentry had accepted their invitation,
though the Hive was so handy, and they had car-
riages of their own; whereas the metropolitan
families who had been asked, came almost to a
fraction, notwithstanding the distance was consid-
erable, and many had to hire vehicles. It was sin-
gular, besides, that those who had the farthest to
travel arrived first; guests from Bishopsgate, Lud-
gate, and Cripplegate, came in, and had successive-
ly made the tour of the house and grounds before

vicinity. However, the interval was a grateful one,
for it allowed the master and mistress of the Hive
to feel really ‘‘at home’} with their former coo-
nections, and to indulge in the luxury of civic re-
collections, unrepressed by the presence of their
more aristocratic acquaintance. Mrs. Twigg ex-
hibited to her female friends her drawing-room,
bed-rooms, store-room, kitchen, wash-house, brew-
house, and her unprofitable dairy; meanwhiie
Twigg paraded his old cronies throufh his dining-
room, billiard-room, study, and stables, or trotted
them round the grounds, pointing out peeps and
prospects, and then rushing back to act as show-
man to fresh batches, who were successively usher-
ed into the garden by Pompey, his black face open-
ing from ear to ear, like a personification of Coal-
man's Broad Grins. The coachman, in topboots,
assisted the footman; and the gardener, a sort of
Jerry Blossom, fancy-dressed in a straw-hat, pea-
green coat, skyblue hose, and parsley-and-butter
waistcoat, trotted after his master, to give the
proper names of the flowers and shrubs, for the
proprietor scarcely knew a peony from a pink.
At one o'clock all the company had arrived, ex-
cepting the Tyrrels and the Riverses; many of the
ounger guests coming in fancy dresses, more or
iesa tasteful ; there were Swiss, Turkish, and Grecian
maids; nuns, Dianas, nymphs, Spanish Dons, trou-
badours, monks, knights, a shepherd, and no less
than three shepherdesses, without a sheep. The
air was now become oppressively sultry ; but Twi
suffered little from the weather, in comparison wi
his hot and cold fits of nervousness and anxiety,
originating in other causes than the mere novelty
of his situation. First, he had to endure a long com-
plimentary oration from Doctor Bellamy, an appro-
priate answer to which would have cost the hearer
more trouble than a speech in common council;
then he had to meet the Squire for the first time
gince smashing his decanters ;—the from
Prospect House was perpetually ad g him
with Latin quotations; and he was especially pus-
zled by the presence of the Rev. Dr. Gobb,—for
archery and cricket were sports for laymen, and he
could think of no clerical amusement, except invit-
ing the worthy vicar every ten minutes to eat or
drink. The occasional absences of his son kept
him, besides, in an intermitting fever, for he judged
rightly, that the cub, when out of sight, was en-
in mischief; above all, he could not help no-
ticing that a damp hung over the spirits of the
whole company, which he vainly tried to dissipate.
The town party and the country party refused to
amalgamate, and took opposite gides of the garden,
like Whigs and Tories; nay, the very sexes seemed
to antipathize, and the young ladies planted them-
selves in clumps on one part of the lawn, while the
young gentlemen formed groupe elsewhere.” Pos-
sibly, like the guests at the feast after the manner
of the ancients, as recorded in Peregrine Pickle,
each individual awaited the example of his neigh-
bor how he was to behave or enjoy himself at so
unusual an entertainment ; perhaps mirth was de-
pressed by the earnest injunction to be merry of
the host and hostess, who did not know that to bid
a wit “to be funny,” is to desire him to be dull
As Twigg trotted to and fro with the activity and
volubility of a flying pieman, he indulged in such
patter as the following :—
“My dear Miss Tipper, I declare, as blooming as

a single soul was announced who belonged to the

ever—giad to see you—take an ice—Mrs. Crowder,
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bave youbeen round the grounds ?—Rev. Dr. Cobb,
a glass of wine—Pray make free, gentlemen—Lib-
erty Hall, you know—Matilda, Miss Dobbs would
like to see ra’s Temple—'Tilda looks well, don’t
she ?—Mr. Deputy, there'll be a collation at four in
the tent; but take a enack beforehand—plenty in
the dining-room—come, young folks, be merry, be
merry—what are you all for ?—there’s bow and
arrows, and cricket and fishing, and da.ncmg on the
green, and music—Mrs. Tilby, I know you're fond
of vocals—run, Pompey, and desire Mr. Hopkinson
for the favor of a song—my dear, do keep an eye
on John, he’s drunk already, d——n him—Mr.
Sparks, & glass of wine—the same with you, Mr.
Dowson—here, this way into the green-house—
come, hob-a-nob—a pretty scene, isn't it, Sparks,
my old boy—and all my own property—Mr. Dow-
son, I can’t help remembering old times; but many's
the time Sparks and me has clubbed our shillings
together for a treat at Bagnigge Wells. A great
change though, say you, from that to this. I little
thought when I wrote T. Twigg with a watering-
tin, on a dusty pavement, that I should be signing
it some day to cheques for thousands. I domn’t care
who knows it, but I wasn’t always the warm man I
am to-day. Mr. Squire, pray step in—a glass of
wine—glad to see you, Mr. Squire—break a8 much
8s you please, and I won't say any thing; we shall
only be quits—now for a look about again—where
the devil is T., junior !—Mr, Danvers, go to my
daughter’s bower, she'll present you with a bouquet
~Dr. Bellamy, a glass of wine—Miss Jrimmer, I
know you like solitude ; and that's the Way to the
Hermitage. Don't be alarmed at the cow, she’s
only flapping off the flies—Dr. Cobb, there's lunch
in the dining-room—Mr. Cottrel, do go and divide
those young ladies—beaux, beanx, what are you
about *—come, choose partners, don’t let the band
play for nothing—Mr. Crump, a glass of wine—"
Such was the style of Twigg's exhortations; who,
nnlike other lecturers, endeavored to enforce his
precepts by practice. He made a dozen ineffectual
offers with the trap-bat at the ball, bobbed a fish-
ing line up and down in the fish-pond, seized Mrs.
Deputy Dobbs, and cut a brief caper with her on
the grass plat, and finally, ﬂtt.ing an arrow to a bow,
the shaft emcaped from his fingers, and d
through Mrs. Tipper's turban, where it lodged, like
a skewer a la . Such a commencement
made every one adverse to archery, and particu-
larly as Mrs. Twigg requested that before shooting
any more arrows, they would let her put corks on
all the points. As to angling, it seemed universally
agreed, that on such a day no fish would take a
bait; and with regard to dancing, Twigg’s tarantula
did not bite any more than the fish, whilst the tra)
ball and the cricket-ball were as much out of favor
as the ball on the lawn. Music itself seemed for
once to have lost its charms, and the most popular
of Mr. Hopkinson's songs attracted no auditor but
Dr. Bellamy, who sat gravely bowing time, and
waving his hand in accompaniment of the long, ,
elaborate, rambling cadences then in fashion, and
which might aptly be compared to the extraneous
flourishes s0 much in vogue at the same period,
when the pen went curveting off from plain pot-
hooks and hangers into ornamental swaus, ships,
eagles, and fierce faces in ﬂowing wigs.
Indeed, from the evolutions of Old Formality’s right
band and fore-finger, thelr sweepe, and wavin

nings, & deaf man would certainly have thought
that he was meditating and practising some such
caligraphic devices on the empty air.

" At last Massa, Baronet Tyrrel was announced by
the obsequious Pompey, and the jovial Sir Mark
immediately appeared, with his family, includin
his daughter elect, Grace Rivers, the avocations o
the Justice not allowing him to be present so early.
The Baronet, delivered from gout, was in excellent
health and spirits; Mrs. Hamilton seemed unusually
cheerful ; Raby and Grace were of course happy in
each other’s society; and even Ringwood and St.
Kitts appeared either to have forgotten their old
feud, or to have agreed on an armistice for the day.
The host and hostess were loud and eager in their
welcome and salutations.

¢ Oh, Sir Mark Tyrrel, Baronet,” exclaimed Mrs.
Twigg, in a tone of reproach, “how could you be
80 bt’ahind time? You promised to enjoy a long
day.”

‘y‘To be sure, madam,” answered Sir Mark, *“to
judge by the field, I am rather late at the meet;
but no matter—a short burst may be a merry one;
and as yet, from all I see, I have lost little sport.”

“Sir Mark Tyrrel, Baronet, a glass of wine?®”
said Mr. Twigg. *“A votary of Diana,” lisped Miss
Twigg, * must be a friend to Flora,—may I offer a
bouquet ?”

¢ shall be proud and happy,” returned the gal-
lant Sir Mark, with a bow that belonged to the
Hunt Balls; but in stepping hastily forward to re-
ceive the nosegay, he unluckily set his right foot
with some em Eﬁm on the forepaw of a little Blen-
heim spaniel that was careering round Flora’s green
sandals. The poor brute immediately set up a
dismal howl, and the Goddess, divesting her hands
with little ceremony of the proffered bougquet,
caught up the curly favorite, and began to fondle
it in her arms.

“D——n the dog!” exclaimed Twigg, with his
usual abruptness; *“chuck him down again, and
give Sir Mark Tyrrel, Baronet, his bow-pot.”

“] am really ashamed of her, sir,” said the mo-
ther, stooping and presenting the flowers herself;
#but the little animal’s a geut darling, a real
Marlbro’, and a present from Mr. Ringwood.”

The Baronet winced at the information, and could
have kicked the dog back to Blenheim with all his
heart; while Ringwood, Raby, and the Creole ex-
changed looks of vexation with each other, which
gradually altered into smiles, and at last they all
laughed in concert. There’s a story current on the
turf, of a certain jockey who very profitably dis-
posed of three several whips, to as many gentle-
men, as the identical whip with which he had won

p- | the Derby; and the keeper, or under-keeper of

Blenheim had practised a similar imposition on our
three collegians, by selling to each of them the
only spaniel of that celebrated breed that * was not
to be had for love or money.” However, each pru-
dently kept the secret. Twigg took the Baronet
into the green-house for a glass of wine; Mrs.
Twigg invited Mrs. Hamilton to take a peep at the
preparations in the marquee, and Matilda led Grace
to her temple,
- » » » » .

During this interlude the dulness of the rest of
the company had rather increased, and the gaudy
flag, that still drooped motionless upon its staff,
seemed a proper emblem of their listleas and inani-

wd circumgyrations, and occasional rapid -

mate condition. They stood about the grounds in
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groups, idle, weary, and dreary, and seemed by
common consent to have adopted the line of con-
duct of the Hon. Mr. Danvers, a sort of exclusive
of those days, who, in answer to every proposition
of amusement, lisped languidly, * that he preferred
to look on.”

“Jt's very odd a man of my property can't have
& merry party,” thought Twigg, as he looked round
on his grand to-do, and saw the festive scene with
a visible damp over it, like a wet night at Vauxhall.
In the bitterness of his heart he sidled up to Mrs.
Twigg, who was standing near the marquee, and
said to her, in a low tone, “ Our friends, d——n
them, are as dull as ditch-water. What the devil
can we do with them "

“Nine, ten, eleven,” said Mrs. Twigg, with an

abstracted look, and a little nod of her head at |-

each number.

¢ What the is running in your fool's head,
madam ?” said the master of the Hive.

¢ Hush ;—fourteen, fifteen, sixteen, seventeen,”
continued Mrs. Twigg, with the action of a Man-
darin. * Drat that Pompey ; I know there’s more
heads than plates.” And she rushed off to scold
the oblivious black. The poor African, indeed,
during the last half hour, had fully entitled himself
to receive what Twigg, junior, would have called a
regular good wigging.

A breath of air displaying for the first time the
Ironmongers’ banner, it was discovered that the
obtuse negro had hoisted it reversed, with all the
armorial bearings of that Worshipful Company
standing on their heads; and in absurdly attempt-
ing to rectify this blunder, by swarming up the
staff, down came Pompey, pole, flag, and all, on the
dignified head of the Hon. Mr. Danvers, who was
indulging his preference for looking on. His next
exploit was in bowing and backing to make way
for Mr. Justice Rivers, whereby he got a fair roll
and tumble over Miss Bower, one of the shepherd-
esses, who was gitting very pastorally on the grass;
and by-and-by, recollecting some neglected pre-
vious order, he ran off headlong to execute it, pop-
ping down a trayful of ices to thaw and dissolve
themselves into a dew, under the broiling sun. A
long hundred of such little enormities were com-
mitted by the wrong-headed Hottentot; but only
imagine the amazement of his mistress, when she
saw him gravely conveying a reinforcement of cake
and wine to the green-house in & common hand-
barrow ;—and conceive her still greater horror
when he came back on the broad grin, with the
same vehicle containing the helpless, portly body
of the coachman as drunk as-the celebrated sow of
David. The only possible thing that could be
urged in favor of the sot, was, that he was not
cross in his cups, for during his progress he per-
sisted in singing a jolly song, quite as broad as it
was long, with all the voice that he had left.

“I shall faint away! I shall go wild! I shall
die on the spot!” exclaimed the distressed mistress
of the Hive. “I wonder where Mr. T.is? That
Pompey is enough to—has any body seen Mr. T.?
It is really cruel,—what can a woman do with a
tipsy man? Do run about, Peter, and look for
your master,—Mr. T.! Mr. T.! Mr. T.!"

But no one responded to the invocation, although
the whole grounds resounded, gradually, with an
universal call for Mr. Twigg. The unhappy lady
was in despair—she feared she knew not what.
When she last saw him, he had been worked up

by successive mistakes and accidents to an awful
pitch of nervous excitement, and she did not feel
sure that he had not actually run away in a parox-
ysm of diggust and horror, leaving her, like Lady
Macbeth, to huddle up the banquet as she might.
At last a popping sound attracted her to the tent,
and there she found the wished-for personage, curs-
ing and swearing in a whisper, and stopping with
each thumb a bottle of champagne, which had sof-
fered so from the hot weather, that the fixed air
had determined on visiting the fresh.

““Oh, Mr. T., what would you think !"—began the
poor hostess, but he cut her short; and the follow-
ing dialogue ensued :—

- e
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“None of your clack, madam; but stop those
two bottles"—and he pointed to a couple of long-
necked fiszlers ; ¢ d—n it, madam, stop'em tight,
—you're them squirt in my face. There
you go Afinl ere’s Pompey,—where’s Peter,—
where's John,—what the devil'a the use of servants,
if they're away when you want ’em——curse the
champagne ! —Here’s a pretty situation for a man
of my property!”

“ My dear, do only have a little patience—"

“Patience be hanged! I've been standing so,
madam, this half hour—till I've got a cramp in both
thumbs. I told that rascal, John, never to quit
- the tent, and you, madam, you,—with your con-
founded she-gossips—why dida't you come sooner?
Tl tell you what—if ever I have a fete again—is
any body happy—is any body lively—will any body
shoot at the target—aor dance on the lawn—or play
cricket? No, says you, it's a failure, a regular
failure ; and as for pleasure, there an't a farthing
in the pound !”

The colloquy would doubtleashave proceeded much
farther, but for a succession of female shrieks which
arose from all quarters at once, whereat leaving
the champagne to take care of itself, the perplexed
m rushed out, with palpitating hearts, to inquire

the nature of this new catastrophe. And truly

they bebeld a sight to London-bred spectators pe-
oculiarly appalling. The human groups that occu-
pied the lawn had disappeared, and in lieu of them,
the terrific Alderney was racing about ‘like mad,”
with her head up, and her tail bolt upright, and as
stiffas a kitchen poker. Driven to wildness by three
hours’ exposure to a hot sun, and the inceasant tor-
menting stings of insects, poor Daisy had broken
her tether, or more probably it had been cut for her
by young Twigg, and she immediately be, that
headlong gallop which cows aro apt to take when
ed by the breeze-fly. After running three
ts round the lawn, she naturally made for the
shades of the shrubbery, but being headed back by
the gentlemen, she paused, and looked around for
an instant, as if to consider; and then, making up
her mind, she suddenly dashed off for the omly
place of shelter, and rushed headlong into the
marquee. An awful crash ensued. Plate clattered,
glus ingled, and timber banged! The canvas
fearfully on one side, and the moorings giv-
ing way, out rushed Daisy, and down fell the tent
like a clap-net, decidedly catching the cold fowls,
and pigeons that were under it.

A loud cry of a mixed character arose from the
spectators of this lamentable catastrophe. The
ladies screamed from terror ; the expectant citizens
bellowed from hungry disappointment, and some of
the younger gentlemen, amateurs of fun, gave a
shout that sounded like a husza!

‘“She's upset the tables!” shrieked Mrs. Twigg,
with her arms working aloft like a telegraph’s.

‘ And there goes every delicacy of the season,”
exchimed Mr. Twigg, gazing with the stupefied as-
pect of an underwriter at a total wreck.

“The new covers " groaned the lady.

“All battered and bruised—nothing but dents
snd bumps,” added her husband, in the same tone.
N:t:g' :l:ie b:aztiful cn;e glass—not alnbit of it

w d the hostess, beginning to whimper.

* Smash’d—shivered to atoma—cgurse her soull”
cried the host, with the ferver of a believer in the
metempsychoesi.

“My poor damask table-cloths!”™ moaned the

gﬁsﬂeﬂ, with some indications of her old fainting
ts.

 Hamstring her!—kill her! knock her on the
head!” shouted Twigg, dancing on his tiptoes with
excitement, and unconsciously imitating the action
of a slaughter-man.

After standing a minute at gaze, the cow had re-
commenced her career about the lawn, causing a
general panic, and nature’s first law, the sauve qui

principle, triumphed over all others. Guigeut;
y this instinct, Twigg rushed into the green-house,
and resolutely shut the door inst the cow, as
well as against Mrs. Twig, who had made for the
same place of refuge. e corpulent Mr. Deputy
Dobbs, by hard ing, contrived t:d}:hm the
breadth of the ﬂsh-?ond between himself and the
“infuriated animal —the orchestra box, alias the
octagon summer-house, was crowded with com-
pany,—the hermitage, oh, shade of Zimmerman,
what a sacrilege! was a perfect squeeze ; and Flora
had clambered up the lattice-work of her temple,
and sat shrieking on the top. All the guests were
in safety but one; and every one trembled at the
probable fate of Mra. Tipper, who had been sitting
on the end of a form, and was not so alert in jump-
ing up from it as her juniors. The bench, on a
mechanical principle well understood, immediately
reared up and threw it's rider; and before the un-
fortunate lady, as she afterwards averred, * could
feel her feet, she saw the rampaging cretur come
tearing at her, with the black man arter her, mak-
in%her ten times worser.” .
he scared Alderney, however, in choosing her
course, had no design against Mrs. Tipper, but
merely inclined to enjoy a cold bath in the fish-
pond, into which she accordingly plunged, accom-
panied by Pompey, who had just succeeded, after
many attempts, in catching hold of the remnant of

her tether. In the;owent—som {—saluted by a
chorus of laughter from the orchestra; and there,
flounderi;

ug to their necks in water, the black
animal and the red one hauled each other about,
and splashed and dashed as if an aquatic parody
of the combat of Guy of Warwick and Dun Cow
had been part of the concerted entertainments.

* Confound the fellow—she'll be drown’d!” cried
an angry voice from the greenhouse.

“ His livery's dish’d and done for,” responded a
melancholy voice from the hothouse.

“Qh! my gold-fish will be killed!” cried a shrill
tone from the top of the temple ; while a vaccine
bellow resounded from the pond, intermingled with
a volley of African jargon, of which only one sen-
tence could be ungtt, and it intimated a new dis-
aster.

“0 ki! him broke all de fishin'-rods and de lines!”

As Pompey spoke, he exchanged his grasp of
the halter, which had become slippery, for a clutch
at the tail; an indignity the animal no sooner felt,
than with a desperate effort she scrambled out of
the pond, and dashed off at full gallop towards the
gddock, mskinf a dreadful iup by the way in

ora’s display of exotics, whether in tubs or pots.
As for Pompey, through not timing his leap with
the cow's, he was left sprawling under the rails of
the paddock ; meanwhile the persecuted Alderney
ﬂnn.lllly took shelter under the shade of the hay-
stack.

And now the company, with due caution, came
abroad again from roof and shed and leafy recess,
like urchins after a shower. Twigg sallied from the
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n-house, and his helpmate at the same moment
i;‘:leed from the forcing-house, with a face looking
rfectly ripe; the octagon summer-house sent
orth a congregation like that of a dwarf chapel,—
the hermitage was left to the joint temancy of
Raby and Grace, and Flora descended from the
roof of her temple, being tenderly assisted in her
descent by the enamored Ringwood. By common
consent the company all hastened towards the fallen
marquee, and clearing away the canvas, they be-
held the turf variously etrewed,—exactly as if
Time,—~that Edax Rerum,—had made a miscella-
neous meal which had disagreed with him.

In the middle the tables lay on their sides with
their legs stretched out like dead horses, and the
bruised covers, and knives and forks, were scat-
tered about like battered helmets and masterless
weapons after a skirmish of cavalry. The table-
cloths were dappled with the purple blood of the
g:spe; and the eatables and drinkables scattered,

ttered, spattered, shattered, and tattered, all
round about, presented a spectacle equally whim-
sical and piteous. The following are but a few of
the objects which the Hon. Mr. Danvers beheld
when he looked on.

Item. A huge cold round of beef, surrounded by
the froth of a trifle, like an island ‘begirt with
foam,” with a pigeon perched on the top instead of
& cormorant,

Item. A large lobster, roosting on the branch of
an epergne,

Item. A roast duck, seemingly fast asleep, with
a cream cheese for a mattress and a cucumber for
a bolster.

Item. Brawn, in an ample writing-paper ruff,
well sprinkled with claret, reminding the spectator
irresistibly of the neck of King Charles the First.

Item. Tipsy-cake, appropriately under the table.

Item. A puddle of cold punch, and a neat’s
tongue apparently licking it up.

Item. A noble ham, brilliantly powdered with
broken glass.

Item. A boiled rabbit smothered in custard.

Item. A lump of blanc-mange dyed purple.

Item. A shoal of prawns in an ocean of lemonade.

Item. A very fine boiled turkey in a harlequin
suit of lobster salad.

Item. A ship of sugar-candy, high and dry oa a
fillet of veal.

Item. A ¢ hedqe-hog" sitting on & *“hen’s nest.”
Vide Mrs. Glasse’s Cookery for the confectionary
devices.

Item. “ A floating island,” as a new constellation,
amongst * the moon and stars in jelly.” See Mm.
Glasse again,

Item. A large pound crab, sitting upright against
a table, and nureing & chicken between its claws.

Item. A collard eel, uncoiled, and threatening
like a boa constrictor to swallow a fowl.

Item. A Madeira pond, in a dish cover, with s
duck drowned in it.

Item. A pig's face, with & snout smelling at a
bunch of artificial flowers.

Item. A leg of lamb, as yellow as the leg of a
boy at Christ’s hospital, thanks to the mustard-pot.

tem. A tongue all over ‘ flummery.”

Item. An immense Macedoine of all the fruits of
the season, jumbled together in jam, jelly, and
cream.

Such were some of the obiiects. interspersed with
Serpentines of sherry, Peerless Pools of port, and
New Rivers of Madeira, that saluted the eyes of
the expectant guests, thus untimely reduced to the
feast of reason and the flow of soul. The unfor-
tunate hostess appeared ready to drop on the spot;
but, accordin% to Major Oakley’s theory, she re-
frained from fainting among so many broken bot-
tles; whilst Twigg stood with the very aspect and
attitude of a baker’s journeyman we once saw, just
after a stumble which had pitched five rice pud-
dings, two custard ditto, a gooseberry pie, a cur-
rant tart, and two dozen cheesecakes into a reser-
voir of M‘Adams’s broth from flints. The swamp-
ing of his collation on the ait in the Thames was a
retail concern to this enormous wreck. His eye-
brows worked, his eyes rolled, his lips quivered
with inaudible curses, and his fingers twitched, as
if eager to be doing something, but waiting for
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orders from the will; he was divided, in truth, be-
tween a dozen rival impulses, suggesting to him,
all at once, to murder the cow, to thrash Pompey,
to quarrel with his wife, to disinherit his son, to
discharge the cooks, to order everybody’s carriage,
to send Matilda back to boarding-school, to go to
bed suddenly ill, to run away God knew where, to
hng};imlelf on the pear-tree, to drown himself in
the fish-pond, to burn the marquee, to turn Infidel
and deny a Providence, to get dead drunk.

In this strain the indignant Ex-Sheriff was elo-
quently proceeding, when suddenly, a drop of rain,
as big as a bullet, fell splashing on the bald head
of the deputy ; and then came a flash of lightning
8o vivid, and a clap of thunder so astounding, that
in his confusion the host himself led a retreat into
the house, followed by the company en masse.
Music was prepared, and the carpet was taken up.
Matilda was sulky, and wouldn’t sing, and Mr. Hop-
kinson couldn’t, through a cold caught in the oc-
tagon summer-house. Mrs. Filby was grumpy
sbout her satin gown, observing, with an angry
glance at Miss Sparkes, that if people must jumﬂ]at
claps of thunder, they needn't jump their jellies
irito other people’s laps; and the pedagogue of
Prospect House was weary of uttering classical
{;}ku at which nobody laughed. The Honorable

r. Danvers began to tire of looking on. Deputy
Dobbs was disappointed of his accustomed speechi-
fying, for in spite of all his hints, Twigg set his
face against toasts, not liking probably to bid gen-
tlemen charge their glasses who had so few to
charge. The rest of the Londoners began to cal-
culate the distance of the metropolis. Doctor
Cobb had been huffed by Mr. Iﬁﬁgins in a dispute
about politica; Squire Ned, for the last half hour,
had been making up his mind to steal away; and
even the Crumpe family, who had come early on
purpose to enjoy a lon§ day, began to agree in
their own minds, that it was the longest they
had ever known. In short, every body found

took leave, Doctor Bellamy being the last of the
guests that departed, whereby he had the pleasure,
and to Old Formality it was s pleasure, of bowing
them all out.

As the last of wheels rattled away, Mra,
Twi%gegropped to her chair, and to relieve
her feelings by having what she called a good cry.
At the same moment, g threw off his coat, and
seizing plate, knife, and fork, eating like a

lutton for a wager, occasionally washing down
am, beef, veal, chicken, jelly, tarts, and fruit, with
gea gulps of brandy and water. As for Matilda,

e threw herself on a sofs, as flat, inanimate, and
faded, as the Flora of a Hortus Siccus.

Thus ended a féte especially devoted to enjoy-
ment, but where the spirit of the work did not
answer to its dedication. Premeditated pleasures
frequently terminate in disappointment ; for mirth
and glee do not always care to accept a ceremoni-
ous invitation ; they are friendly familiar creatures
that love to drop in. To use a mercantile meta-
phor, bills at long dates upon happiness are apt to
be dishonored when due.

On the morrow, John the coachman found him-
self out of a situation, whilst Twigg, junior, was
provided with a place on the roof of the Highfiyer
on its road to the metropolis. Pompey was threat-
ened also with dismissal, but as black servants are
not as plenty as blackberries, the dhohu-ie was
not made out; whereas, the gardener, shocked at
the havoc among his exotics, and annoyed by the
nickname of Jerry Blossom, which his fancy drees
bad entailed on him, gave warning of his own ac-
cord. The cook received a message from her mis-
tress, who was kept in bed by a nervous compleint,
that she might suit herself as soon as she pleased ;
the dairy-maid received a significant hint from the
same source, that she must butter the family better
if she wished to stay in it; and to Dolly’s deep re-
gret, her favorite Daisy, with a bad character for

some good reason for going, and succesaively they

gentleness, was driven off to the nearest market
to be sold peremptorily for what she would fetch.

—————

MY AUNT

HONOR.

BY AGNXS BTRICKLAND.

My Aunt Honor was for ten years the reigning
beauty of her native village; and even at the en
of that period, though the opening charms of early
youth had gradually ripened into the more dignified
graces of womanhood, and she was a girl no longer,
100 one could say that the change had caused that
diminution in her personal attractions which could
afford just reason for the loss of the title. It was
but the seasonable expansion of the bud into the
flower, and in the eye of every person of taste and
sense, my Aunt Honor was a beauty still. How,
indeed, could she be otherwise, with her graceful
contour of form and face, her noble line of features,
brilliant yet reflective; eyea of rich dark hazel;
serene brow ; coral lips; and clear brunette com-
gl:d on? But unluckily for poor Aunt Honor, she
two {ou.nger sisters in their teens, who, as
So0n a3 they were emancipated from boarding-
school, began to consider the expediency of making
conquests; and finding that very few gentlemen
Mid much attention to them when their eldest
fister was present, they took the trouble of making

every one acquainted with the {recise date of her
baptismal register ; after which kind disclosure
Aunt Honor lost the title of a beauty, and acquired
that of an old maid.

This change of style was, I should apprehend,
rather a trial of patience, in the first instance ; for
Aunt Honor, though she had never exhibited the
slightest degree of vanity or presumption, on ac-
count of the general admiration she had excited,
was nevertheless pleased with the homage paid to
her charms—and it was hard to feel he sudden-
ly deprived of all her flattering privileges at once,
and that without the reasonable warning which the
faithful mirror gives of the first indications of the
sure, yet silent, progress of decay in those who are
not 8o wholly blinded by self-conceit as to be in-
sensible to its ravages. Time had dealt so gently
with Aunt Honor, that when the account of his
takings and leavings were reckoned, it scarcely ap-
peared that she stood at discount—I am inclined to
think the balance was in her favor; but then I had
80 much reason to love her, that perhaps I was not
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an impartial ju How, indeed, could I forget
her tender cherishing care of me in my bereaved
and sickly childhood, when by the early death of
my parents, my brother and myself being left in a
comparative state of destitution, were thrown upon
the compassion of my mother's family. This was
regarded in the light of a serious misfortune by my
two young aunts, Caroline and Maria, who might
have instructed gray hairs in lessons of worldly
wisdom, and both d what is vulgarly term-
ed a sharp eye for the main chance. They calcu-
lated with a clearnees and accuracy truly wonderful
at their age—for the elder of the twain had not
completed her eighteenth year at the period of
which I speak—the expense of our board, clothes,
education, and the general diminution of their
comforts and chances of forming advantageous ma-
trimonial settlements, which would be occasioned
by our residence with my grandfather; and they
did not of course forget the great probability of his
providing for us in his will, which would naturally
take eomething from their portions of the inheri-
tance. Under the influence of such feelings, they
not only used every means in their power to pre-
vent our reception in their father's house, but after
we were, through the influence of Aunt Honor, ad-
mitted, they treated us with a degree of unkindness
that amounted to actual persecution. All our little
faults were repeated by them in the most ex ra-
ted terms to my mother ; and, but for the
affectionate protection which Aunt Honor extended
towards us, we should have experienced much
harshness in consequence of these misrepresenta-
tions, but her tenderness made up to us for all de-
ficiencies in other quarters. Bhe was to us in the
place of mother, father, and every other tie of kin-
dred: she was by turns our nurse, preceptress, and
playfellow. Our love, our duty, our respect, were
all lavished on her; she was our kind aunt, our
dear aunt, our good aunt; and well do I remember
being tied to the leg of the table for a whole morning
by my dmother, as a punishment for exclaim-
ing, in mulneaa of my heart, that * she was my
pretty aunt, and aunts Maria and Caroline were my
two old, ugly, croes aunts.” The rage of the in-
jured juniors, by twelve years, may be imagined
at this rash proof of my devotion to-their eldest
sister ; nor could Aunt Honor, with any degree of
prudence or propriety, interfere to avert the casti-
gﬁon which my young aunts bestowed upon me in

e shape of boxes on the ears, too numerous to re-
cord, in addition to the penance of being confined
to the leg of grandmamma’s work-table. Consider-
ing me, however, in the light of a martyr in her
cause, she made me more than ample amends in
private for all I had suffered, and loaded me with
the most endearing caresses, while she reproved
me for having eaid such improper things to aunts
Caroline and Maria.

My grandmother, who, for the misfortune of her
husband, was married long before she knew how
to conduct a house with any degree of propriety,
was one of those foolish women who occasionally
boast of their own early nuptials to their unmarried
daughters, with ill-timed remarks on their compar-
ative tardiness in forming suitable matrimonial
alliances, which has too often 'piqued the mortified
maidens into contracting most unsuitable matches,
that they might avoid the reproach of celibacy :
the fruitful source from which so many ill assorted
and calamitous marriages haye proceeded.

My grandfather, who had formed a very just est-
mate of his eldest daughter's merits, was wont to
observe, in reply to his wife’s constant remark,
“that Honor would never marry now, poor r
“Those women who were most eminently q
to prove excellent wives, mothers, and mistresses
of families, and who were, metaphorically speaking,
the twenty thousand pound prizes in the matr-
monial lottery, were generally left in the wheel,
while the blanks and tickets of trifling value were
drawn over and over again; but, for his part, he
knew 80 much of men, that he would recommend
all his daughters to remain single.” Notwithstand-
ing this declaration of the old gentleman, it was
evident enough that he was inwardly i at
the unaccountable circumstance of his lovely Hounor,
his sensible, clever girl, the pride of his eyes, and
the darling of his heart, being unmarried at thirty
years of age; or as her younger sisters, in the in-
solence of their only attraction, youth, called her
an * old maid.”

No! that he would not allow— thirty”—sehe
was in the prime of her days still, and, in his eyes,
as handsome as ever ;—certainly wiser and better
than when she was in her teens—far more likely to
be the choice of a sensible man than either of her
younger sisters—and he would bet a hundred
guineas that she would be married now before
either of them.

*Certainly, paps, if wedlock goes by turn, she
ought to be,” would Aunt Caroline rejoin, * for you
know she is twelve years older than 1.”

¢“She might, however, make haste, if she thinks
of getting married now,” would Aunt Maria add,
with a silly giggle, *for she is getting quite vene-
rable; and, for my part, if I do not marry by the
time I am one-and-twenty, I am sure I shall con-
sider myself an old maid.”

“There will be some wisdom in accustoming
yourself to the title betimes, since it may
probably be your portion through life, young lady,
retorted my grandfather, on one occasion: ‘“at
any rate, no man of taste and sense will be likely
to prefer you to such a woman as your sister
Honor.” But here my grandmother, who always
made a sort of party with her younger daughters,
interposed, and said, ‘It really was quite absurd
that Honor should put herself so forward in en-
gaging the attention of gentlemen, who might possi-
bly fix their regards on her Jounger sisters, pro-
vided she would but keep a little in the back d,
and remember that her day was gone by. had
for some unaccountable reason permitted several
opportunities of forming a good establishment to
slip by, and now she ought to allow her sisters s
fair chance in their turn, and submit to her own
destiny with a good grace.”

And Aunt Honor did submit, not only with a good
grace, but with a temper perfectly angelical, not
only to a destiny of blighted hopes and wasted
feelings, but to all invidious taunts with which it
was imbittered by those to whom she had been
ever ready to extend her generous kindness, when.
ever it was required. She never hesitated to sacrl-
fice her own pleasure, if she thought it would be
conducive to theirs. Her purse, her ornaments,
her talents, and industry, were at their service on
all occasions, and though it was far from pleasing
to her to be either artfully maneuvred, or rudely
thrust out of her place by the juvenile pair, who
had formed an alliance offensive and defensive
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her, yet she did not attempt to contest with
m rights and privi of eldership,
or to struggle for the ascendency she had hitherto
enjoyed in the family; nor did she boast of her
youthful charms, or the multiplicity of her former
conquests, in reply to the insolence with which she
was daily annoyed. She was too dignified to ap-
pear to regard these things; yet doubtless she felt
them, and felt them keenly ; her heart knew its own
bitterness, yet suffered it not to overflow in angry,
useless retorts. She kept the quiet even tenor of
ber way, under all provocations, with gilent mag-
nanimity ; and sought in the active performance of
her duties, a resource from vain regrets and fruit-
less repinings ; and if a sigh did occasionally escape
ber, it was smothered ere fully breathed.

The village in which we resided was one of those
dull, stagnating sort of places, in which years pass
away without any visible change appearing to be
effected. The m{nbt itants were few, and these, for
the most part, beneath us in situation; for my
grandfather was a man of family, though his fortune
was inadequate to the expenses attendant on enter-
ing into that society with which alone he would
have permitted his wife and daughters to mix.
Latterly, however, my two younger aunts con-
trived to engage in a general round of expensive
visiting with the surrounding gentry, without pay-
ing the slightest regard to his disapprobation.
Their mother upheld them in this line of conduct,
and had recourse to many painful expedients, in
order to farnish them with the means of appearing
Iike other young people, as she termed it, and we
had all to suffer the pains and penalties of a stinted
table in consequence. Aunt Honor was of course
excluded from all these gay doings, and her allow-
ance was very irregularly paid, and sometimes
wholly diverted from its proper channel, to suppl
ber younger sgisters with ball-dresses, or to umf;
the clamorous milliner, who would not depart with-
out the payment of at least a part of the bills my
g-.ndmotber had imprudently permitted her selfish

vorites to contract, when ready money to pro-
cure some indispensable piece of finery, to be worn
st places of more than ordinary attraction, could
not be obtained.

Our house, in former times 80 quiet and respect-
able, was now the resort of the thoughtless, the
gny, and the extravagant. Our peace was broken

y the domiciliary visits of duns, to get rid of
whom, a system of falsehood, equivocation, and

ment, was made use of, which rendered
our family despicable in the eges of servants, and
mean even in our own. Aunt Honor reasoned, en-
treated, and represented the evil and moral injus-
tice of these things in vain. Her mother told her
“she was mistress of her own house, and would do
a8 she thought proper,” and her two sisters inform-
ed her, “ that they had no ambition to become old
maids like her, which would infallibly be the case if
m«e confined to dth:b dull solitude which their
rved, an e appeared inclined to

prese

Aunt Honor represented, in reply, that they
were not ing & course very likely to lead to
the desired goal of the temple of, Hymen ; and re-
ceived, in return, a retort of more than usual
:ﬁpnﬁon. She was accused of malice, of envy,

d an unsisterly desire of depriving the youthfal
maidens of the pleasure belonging to their time of

coming happy wives and useful members of society.
Aunt Honor would have smiled at the folly of the
latter inuendoes, had she not felt inclined to weep
at their unkindness.

In the midst of one of these scenes, of now al-
most daily occurrence, the whole party received
tickets of invitation to a ball, given by Sir Edward
Grosvenor, in honor of having been chosen, after
a contested election, as one of the representatives
of his native county. Sir Edward Grosvenor, who
had passed his youth in India, where he had tly

ignalized himself under the banners of the lgarqms
of Hastings, had only recently returned to England,
to take possession of his estates on the death of his
elder brother without heir male. Nothing could
exceed the exultation of my grandmother and her
two youngest daughters, at the prospect of a flat-
tering introduction into the house of so distinguish-
ed a character as their wealthy baronet neighbor,
of whom fame reported noble things, and who was
a very handsome man in the prime of life, not ex-
ceeding, as the date of his birth in the baronetage
of England stated, his six-and thirtieth year.

Visions of a title, equipage, and wealth, floated
over the brains of aunts Caroline and Maria, as
their delighted eyes glanced over the tickets. There
was but one drawback to these felicitous anticipa-
tions—the difficulty of procuring dresses suitable
for such an occasion.

They looked in eager inquiry at their mother;
she shook her head. *I cannot do any thing to
forward your wishes,” said she, ‘‘for reasons too
obvious to you both :"—but after a pause she
added, “ Your sister Honor can assist you, if she
pleases.” They both turned to Honor with implor-
ing glances. *‘In this instance it will not be in my
power,” observed Honor, gravely.

“You have only just received your quarterly
allowance from your father,” said her mother.

“I have already appropriated part of the sum to
the purchase of a few necessaries for my orphan
nephew and niece,” replied she, ‘‘ and the residue,
which would be quite inadequate for your purpose,
will be barely sufficient to supply me with a simple
dress of book-muslin, with shoes and gloves requi-
site for this occasion.”

* “For this occasion !” echoed both her sisters in a
breo.t,l’l; ‘““gurely you do not think of going to the
ball ¥

“ Why not ?” demanded Honor, calmly.

“You are so—" )

% 0ld, you would say, Caroline,” continued Aunt
Honor coolly, finishing the sentence for her ; “only,
as you happen to want money of me to-day, you
are rather more cautious of wounding my feelings.
than is usual with you.”

“ Well, but really, Honor, I do not see what
good your going to a ball would do.”—* None,” in-
terposed her mother; “and I thong‘ht you had
given up these sort of things long ago.

. “Is it not your intention to accept the ticket
which Sir Edward Grosvenor has sent for you,
mamma " asked Honor.

% Of course it is ; your sisters could not, with any
degree of propriety, go without me.”

“Then I shall do myself the pleasure of accom-
panying you,” said Honor, quietly.

The elder sisters of Cinderella never said more
ingulting things to that far-famed heroine of fairy
lore, to prevent her from trying her chance in fit-

1ife; and worse than all, of the opportunity of be-

ting the glass elipper, than were uttered by Caro-
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line and Maria to dear Aunt Honor from going to
the ball. She listened to them with her usual
mildnees of temper, yet persevered in her resolu-
tion.

I think I never saw her look 8o beautiful as on
that eventful evening, when attired in modest, sim-
ple elegance, she was led by my grandfather to the
carriage, in spite of all opposition from the adverse
parties. I, of course, was not included in the party;
but I can readily imagine that the surprise and
envy of the mortified sisters of Cinderella, on en-
tering the room where the hitherto despised victim
of their persecutions was dancing with her princely
partner, did not exceed that of my juvenile aunts,
when they beheld the hero of the night—the gallant
and admired Sir Edward Grosvenor— greet old
Honor, as they disparagingly styled their elder,
with the deferential yet tender air of a lover; and
passing over, not only themselves, but many others
of the young, the fair, the highborn stars of the
evening, and entreating to open the ball with her—
a distinction which was modestly declined by her,
with equal sweetnessand propriety, on the plea that
there were others of high rank present, who were,
according to etiquette, better entitled to that
honor.

*“Ionor I” exclaimed the gallant knight of the

|
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shire, gently possessing himself of her unreluctant
band ; *“ the honor, I trust, is mine ; I have long,”

he added, in a whisper that was meant for no other
ear than hers, “sighed to possess this honor, of
which the cold considerations of rank and etiquette
can never possess sufficient power to deprive me."

Can any one believe that Aunt Honor was fasi-
dious enough to examine too critically the merits
of the pun which a faithful lover, under such er
cumstances, ventured on her name ?

There was not, perhaps, one lady in the resm
that would not have been proud of being the womaz
to whom Sir Edward Grosvenor addressed that
whispered compliment ; but there was none to whem
it was 80 well due as to her whom he de o
honor ; for she was the love of his yom.l? wha, for
his sake, had faithfully endured years of exped
tion and delay, with no other assurance of his re-
membrance and constancy than that hope which |
keeps alive despair, and survives all the fading
flowers of youthful affection—that fond reliande os
his regard, which would not suffer her to
that he could be false or forgetful. Nor was the
object of such devoted love undeserving of
like these. Hgq too had had his sufferings : -
endured pateruhl wrath, expulsion from his W
years of exile, of poverty, and of suspense. ~ %

“ But it is all over now,” he whispered, as he dash-
ed an intrusive tear from his sun-burned cheek. “I
suffered for Honor! I fought for Honor! and the
residue of my days will, I trust, be peassed wih
Honor!”

Itwasa day for my grandfather, when be
bestowed his beloved daughter on Sir Edward Gros
venor at the marriage altar; and he did not fail to
take due credit to himself on the verification of his
prediction. As for my aunts Caroline and Maris, I
think I had better say nothing of their feelings on
the occasion ; but, for the warning of such of the
juvenile readers of these pages who may feel in-
clined, in the thoughtless presumption of eary
youth, to brand older—and, perchance, fairer fe-
males than themselves—with the contemptuous
epithet of old maids, I feel myself com to re-
cord the mortifying fact, that these two luckless
sisters of my honored mother remain at this mo-
ment spinsters of forty and forty-two years stand-
ing, and have acted as bridesmaids to Lady Gros
venor's youngest daughter, without one opportunity
having offered to either of them of changing their
forlorn condition.

. So far, however, from voluntarily assuming the
name of old maids, if unmarried at one-and-twenty,
a8 they engaged to do when, in the fulness of their
self-conceit, they imagined such a circumstance out
of the bounds of human possibility, neither of
them will acknowledge the title at forty; on the
contrary, they endeavor to conceal the ravages of
time under the affectation and airs of excessive
youthfulness. .

— el s

LiBeLLERS.—Literary bravos, supported by illit-
erate cowards. If the receiver of stolen goods be
worse than the thief, 80 must the purchaser of libels
be more culpable than their author. As the pe-
ruser of a slanderous journal would write what he
reads, had he the talent, so the actual maligner
would become a malefactor, had he the opportunity
and the courage. ‘ He who stabs you in the dark,
with a pen, would do the same with a pen-knife,
were he equally safe from detection and the law.”

A libeller's mouth has been compared to that of
a volcano—the lighter portions of what it vomits
forth are dissipated by the winds, the heavier ones
fall back into the throat whence they were dis
gorged. The aspersions of libellera may, perhaps
be better compared to fuller’s earth, which, though
it may seem to dirt you at first, only leaves you
more pure and spotless, when it is rubbed off—
Tin Trumpet.
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PICTORIAL HUMOR.

FROM “ NEW READINGS OF OLD AUTHORS.” BY — SEYMOUR.

Shuhspere.
Poor Tom’s a-cold. Lamentings heard i’ the air.
King Lear. Act4, 8c.2 Macbeth, Act 2, Be. 8
How bravely thou becom'st thy bed, fresh lily ! You plead in vain. I have no room for pity left.
. Oymbeline. Act?, Sc. 3. within me.

Tompest. Act 4, 80. 2
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TIOE ENCHANTED NET.

BY FRANK E. BMEDLEY,

CouLp we only give credit to half we are told,
There were sundry strange monsters existing of
old;
As evinced (on the ez fdc Herculean plan,
Which from merely a footstep presumes the whole
u Sova
By our ns disturbing those very large bones,
ch have turned (for the rhyme’s sake, perbaps)
into stones,
And have chosen to wait a
Long while hid in strata,
While oldngl‘ime has been dining on empires and
thrones.
Old bones and dry bones,
Leg-bones and thigh-bones,
Bones of the vertebra, bones of the tail,—
Very like, only more 8o, the bones of a whale;
Bones that were very long, bones that were very
short
(They have never as yet found a real fossil merry-
thought ;
Perchance because mastodons, burly and big,
Considered all funny-bones quite infra dig.)
Skaulls have they found in sirange places imbedded,
Which, at least, prove their owners were very long-
headed;
And other queer things,—which ’tis not my inten-
tion,
Lest I weary your patience, at present to mention,
As I think I can prove, without further apology,
What I said to be true, sans appeal to geology,
That there lived in the good old days gone by
Things unknown to our modern philosophy,
And a giant was then no more out of the way
Than a dwarf is now in the present day.

Sir Eppo of Epetein was young, brave, and fair;

Dark were the curls of his clustering hair,

Dark the moustache that o'ershadowed his lip,

And hhis glance was as keen as the sword at his

ip;

Though the enemy’s charge was like lightning's
fierce shock,

His seat was as firm as the wave-beaten rock ;

And woe to the foeman, whom pride or mischance

Opposed to the stroke of his conquering lance.

He carved at the bourd, and he danced in the hall,

And the ladies admired him, each one and all.

In a word, I should say, he appears to have been

As nice a young ‘‘ritter a8 ever was seen.

He could not read nor write,

He could not spell his name,

Towards being a clerk, Sir Eppo, his (}) mark,

‘Was a8 near as he ever came.

He had felt no vexation

From multiplication ;

Never puzzled was he

By the rule of three;

The practice he'd had

Did not drive him mad,

Because it all lay

Quite a different way. .
The Ass’s Bridge, that Bridge of Sighs,
Had (lucky dog!) ne’er met his eyes,

In a very few words he expressed his intention
Once for all to decline every Latin declension,
When persuaded to add, by the good Father Her-

man,
That most classical tongue to his own native German
And no doubt he was riiht in
Point of fact, for a knight in
Those days was supposed to Iiie nothing but fight

ing;
And ot?e who had learned any language that is hard
Would have stood a good chance of being burmed
for a wizard.
Education being then never pushed to the verge ye
Now see it, was chiefly confined to the clergy.

'Twas a southerly wind and a cloudy sky,
For aught that I know to the contrary;
If it wasn’t, it ought to have been properly,
As it's certain Sir Eppo, his feather bed scorning,
Thought that something proclaimed it a fine humt-
ing morning ;
pronouncing his benison
O’er a cold haunch of venison,
He floored the best half, drank a gallon of beer,
And set out on the Taurus to chase the wild deer.

Sir E he rode through the d nwood,
And his bolts flew fast g:d freeg?o gree
He knocked over a hare, and he passed the lair
ghe tenant was out) of a grisly bear;

e started a wolf, and he got a snap shot
At a bounding roe, but he touched it not,
Which caused him to mutter a naughty word
In German, which luckily nobody heard,
For he said it right viciously;
And he struck his steed with his arméd heel,
As though horse-flesh were tougher than irem or

steel,

Or any thing else that's unable to feel,

What is the sound that meets his ear?

Is it the plaint of some wounded deer?

Is it the wild-fowl’s mournful cry,

Or the scream of yon eagle soaring high?

Or is it only the southern breeze

As it sighs through the boughs of the dark pine

trees?

No, Sir Eppo, be sure 'tis not any of these:
And hark, again!
It comes more plain—

'Tis & woman's voice in grief or pain.

Like an arrow from the string,
Like a stone that leaves the sling,
Like a railroad-train with a queen inside,
With directors to poke and directors to guide,
Like the rush upon deck when a vessel is sinking,
Like (I vow I'm hard up for a simile) winking!
In less time than by name you Jack Robiufon can
call
Sir Eppo dashed forward o'er hedge, ditch, sod
Lollow
Ina abeeple'-chue style I'd be sorry to follow,
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And found a young lady chained up by the snkle—
Yes, chained upui!::ga co{)l and business-like way,
As if she’d been only the little dog Tray;

the more to secure any knight-errant’s pity,
She was really and truly excessively pretty.

Here was a terrible state of things!
Down from his saddle Sir Eppo sprin,
As lightly as if he were furnished with wings,
While every plate in his armor rings.

The words that he uttered were short and few,
But pretty much to the purpose too,

As sternly he asked, with lowering brow,

“ Who's been and done it, and where is he now ?”

>*Twere long to tell
Each word that fell
From the coral lips of that demoiselle;
However, as far as I'm able to see,
The pith of the matter appeared to be
That a horrible giant, twelve feet high,
Having gazed on her charms with a covetous eye,
Had stormed their castle, murdered papa,
Behaved very rudely to poor dear mamma,
Walked off with the family jewels and plate,
And the tin and herself at a terrible rate ;
Then by way of conclusion
To all this confusion,
Tied her up like a dog
To a nasty great log,
To induce her (the brute) to become Mrs. Gog ;
That *twas not the least use for Sir Eppo to try
To chop off his head, or to poke out his eye,
As he’d early in life done a bit of Achilles
(Which, far better than taking an “ Old Parr's life-
pill " is),
Had been dipped in the Styx, or some equally old
stream,
And might now face unharmed a battalion of
Coldstream.

But she'd thought of a scheme

‘Which did certainly seem
Very likely to pay—no mere vision or dream :—
It appears that the giant each day took a nap
For an hour (the wretch !) with his head in her lap:
Oh, she h it so! but then what could she do?

Here she 'Ptused, and Sir Eppo remarked, * Very

true;
And that during this time one might pinch, punch,
or shake him,
Or do just what-one pleased, but that nothing could
wake him,
While each horse and each man in the emperor’s pay
Would not be sufficient to move him away,
Without magical aid, from the spot where he lay.
In an old oak chest, in an up-stairs room
Of poor papa’s castle, was kept an heir-loom,
An enchaated net, made of iron links,
Which was brought from Palestine, she thinks,
By her great grandpapa, who had been a Crusader;
If 'h;e had but got that, she was sure it would aid
r.
8ir Eppo, kind man,
ves of the plan;
Says he’ll do all she wishes as quick as he can;
Begs she won't fret if the time should seem long;
Snatches a kiss, which was ¢ pleasant but wrong ;"
Mounts, and taking a fence in good fox-hunting

The sun went down,
The bright stars burned,
The morning came,
And the knight returned ;
The net he spread
O’er the giant's hed,
While Eglautine, and Hare-bell blue,
And some nice green moss on the spot he threw;
Lest perchance the monster alarm should take,
And not choose to sleep from being too wide aBake.
Hark to that sound!
The rocks around
Tremble—it shakes the very ground;
While Irmengard cries,
And tears stream from her eyes,—
A lady-like weakness we must not despise,
(And here, let me add, I have been much to blame,
As I long ago ought to have mentioned ber name):
“ Here he comes! now do hide yourself, dear Eppo,

pray;
For my sake, I entreat you, keep out of his way.”
Scarce had the knight
Time to get out of sight
Among some thick bushes, which covered him
quite,
Ere the giant appeared. Oh! he was such a fright!
He was very square built, a good twelve feet in
height,
And his waistcoat (three yards round the waist)
seemed too tight;
While, to add even yet to all this singularity,
He had but one eye, and his whiskers were carroty.

What an anxious moment! Will he lie down?
Ah, how their hearts beat! he seems to frown,—
No, 'tis only an impudent fly that's been teasing
His snublime proboscis, and set him a sneezing.
Attish hu! attish hu!
You brute, how I wish you
Were but as genteel as the Irish lady,
Dear Mrs. 0'Grady,
Who, chancing to sneeze in & noble duke’s face,
Hoped she hadn’t been guilty of splashing his Grace.
Now, look out. Yes, he willl No, he won’t! By
the powers!
I thought he was taking alarm at the flowers;
But it Tuckily seems, his gigantic invention
Has at once set them down as a little attention

On Irmengard’s part,—~done b'! way of suggestion
That she means to say “Yes,” when he next pops
the question.

There! he's down ! now he yawns, and in one minute
more—

I thought 8o, he's safe—he's beginning to snore;
He is wrapped in that sleep he shall wake from no

more.
From his girdle the knight takes a ponderous key;
It fits—and once more is fair Irmengard free.

From heel to head, and from head to heel,

They wrap their prey in that net of steel,

And they crocké the edges together with care,

As you finish a purse for a fancy-fair,

Till the last knot is tied by the diligent pair.

At length they have ended their business laborious,
And Eppo shouts ‘‘ Bagged him, by all that is glo-

style,
Sets off for her family-seat on the Weil.

rious|"
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No billing and cooing,
You must up and be doing.
Depend on't, Sir Knight, this is no time for
wooing ;
You'll discover, unless you progress rather smarter,
That catching a giant’s like catching a Tartar:
He still has some thirty-five minutes to sleep,
Close to this spot hangs a precipice steep,
LikeDShakspere’s tall cliff which they show one at
over;
Drag him down to the brink, and then let him roll
over;
As th%y scarce make & capital crime of infanti-
cide,
There can'’t be any harm in a little giganticide.

*Pull him, and haul him! take care of his head!
Oh, how my arms ache—he’s a8 heavy as lead !

—r

ADVICE TO JOKERS.

A NEw work published in London, entitled, * The
Hand-Book of Joking,” gives the following advice,
which is worthy of remembrance :

“Always let your jokes be well-timed. Any
time will do for a good joke, but no time will do
for a bad one. Any place will fit, provided the
joke itself be fitting, but it never fits if a joke be
out of its place. No man can order a joke as he
would his coat, at Stultz’s, or his boots at Hoby's.
Jokes are not only often out of order, but we have

*known jokers ordered out; in short, any man who
attempts to joke out of order, should either be
provided with a strait waistcoat, or be kicked
out of society. In concocting jokes as in making
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That'll do, love—I'm sure I can move him alone,

Though I'm certain the brute weighs a good forty
stone.

Yo! heave ho! roll him along

(It’s exceedingly lucky the net’s pretty strong);

Once more—that’s it—there, now, I think

He's done to a turn, he rests on the brink;

At it again, and over he goes

To furnish a feast for the hooded crows;

Each vulture that makes the Taurus his home

May dine upon giant for months to come.”

Lives there a man eo thick of head
To whom it must in words be said,
How Eppo did the lady wed,

And built upon the giant's bed

A castle, walled and turreted?

We will hope not; or, if there be,
Defend us from his company!

puddings, each person employs similar materials,
but the quality of the dish is entirely dependent on
the gkill of the artiste. As gold becomes refined
by passing through the ordeal of fire, so truth is
the purer for being tested by the furnace of fun;
for jokes are, to facts, what melting pots are to
metal. The utterer of a good joke is a useful mem-
ber of society, but the maker of a bad one isa
more despicable charaoter than the veriest coiner
by profession.

“ A joke from a gentleman is an act of charity;
an uncharitable joke is an ungentlemanly act. The
retort courtequs is the touchstone of good feeling;
the reply churlish the proof of cold-headed stupidity.”
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FROM ‘‘TEN THOUSAND A-YEAR.”

AsoUTr ten o'clock one Sunday morning, in the
month of July, 183—, the dazzling sunbeams which
had for many hours irradiated a little dismal back
attic in one of the closest courts adjoining Oxford
street, in London, and stimulated with their inten-
sity the closed eyelids of a young man lying in bed,
at length awoke him. He rubbed his eyes for some
time, to relieve himself from the irritation he expe-
rienced in them; and yawned and stretched his
limbs with a heavy sense of weariness, as though
his sleep had not refreshed him. He presently cast
his eyes on the heap of clothes lying huddled to-
gether on the backless chair by the bedside, and
where he had hastily flung them about an hour after
midnight ; at which time he had returned from a
great draper’s shop in Oxford street, where he
served as a shopman, and where he had nearly
dropped asleep after a long day’s work, while in the
act of putting up the shutters. He could hardly keep
his eyes open while he undressed, short as was the
time it took him to do so; and on dropping ex-
hausted into bed, there he had continued in deep
unbroken slumber till the moment he is presented
to the reader. He lay for several minutes, stretch-
ing, yawning, and sighing, occasionally casting an
irresolute eye towards the tiny fireplace, where lay
a modicum of wood and coal, with a tinder-box and
a match or two placed upon the hob, so that he
could easily light his fire for the purposes of shav-

ing and breakfasting. He stepped at length lazily
out of bed, and when he felt his feet, again yawned
and stretched himself, then he lit his fire, placed
his bit of a kettle on the top of it, and returned to
bed, where he lay with his eyes fixed on the fire,
watching the cracking blaze insinuating itself
through the wood and coal. Once, however, it be-
gan to fail, 8o he had to get up and assist it by
blowing and bits of paper ; and it seemed in so pre-
carious a state that he determined not again to lie

BY SAMUEL WARREN.,

down, but sit on the bedside, as he did with hisarms
folded, ready to resume operations if necessary. In
this posture he remained for some time, watching his
little fire, and listlessly listening to the discordant
jangling of innumerable church-bells, clamorously
calling the citizens to their devotions. What passed
through his mind was something like the follow-
ing :—

¢ Heigho!—Oh, Lord!—Dull as ditch-water !—
This is my only holiday, yet I don’t seem to enjoy
it—the fact is, I feel knocked up with my week’s
work.—Lord, what a life mine is, to be sure! Here
am I, in my eight-and-twentieth year, and for four
long years have been one of the shopmen at Dow-
las, Taqng, Bobbin and Company’s—elaving from
seven o'clock in the morning till ten at night, and
all for a salary of £35 a year and my board! And
Mr. Tagrag is always telling me how high he's
raised my salary. Thirty-five pounds a-year is all
I have for lodging, and appearing like a gentleman!
Oh, Lord, it can't last, for sometimes I feel getting
desperate—such strange thoughts! Seven shillings
a-week do I pay for this cursed hole—[he uttered
these words with a bitter emphasis, accompanied by
a disgustful look round the little room]—that one
couldn’t swing a cat in without touching the four
sides |—Last winter, three of our gents (i. . his fel-
low-shopmen) came to tea with me one Sunday
night ; and bitter eold as it was, we made this d—d
doghole so hot we were obliged to open the win-
dows! And as for accommodations—I recollect I
had to borrow two nasty chairs from the people be-
low, who, on the next Sunday, borrowed my only
decanter in return, and, hang them, cracked it!—
Curse me, if this life is worth having! It's all the
very vanity of vanities, and no mistake! Fag, fag,
fag, all one’s days, and—what for? Thirty-five
pounds a-year, and ‘no advance” Bah, bells! ring
away till you're all cracked!—Now do you think I'm
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going to be mewed up in church on this the only
day out of the seven I've got to sweeten myself in,
and sniff fresh air? A precious joke that would be!
Whew !|—after all, I'd as leave sit here; for what's
the use of my going out? Every body I see out is
happy, excepting me, and the poor chaps that are
like me !—Every body laughs when they see me, and
know that I'm only a tallow-faced counter-jumper,
for whom it's no use to go out !—Oh, Lord! what's
the use of being good-looking, as some chaps say I
am ?"—Here he instinctively passed his left hand
through a profusion of sandy-colored hair, and cast
an eye towards the bit of fractured looking-glass
that hung against the wall, and which, by faithfully
representing to him a by no means plain set of
features (despite the dismal hue of his hair) when-
-ever he chose to appeal to it, had afforded him more
enjoyment than any other object in the world for
years, ‘“Ah, Lord! many and many’s the fine gal
I've done my best to attract the notice of, while I
was serving her in the shop,—that is, when I've
seen her get out of a carriage! There has been
luck to many a chap like me, in the same line of
speculation ; look at Tom Tarnish—how did he get
Miss Twang, the rich piano-forte maker’s daughter?
—and now he's cut the shop, and lives at Hackney
like a regular gentleman! Ah! that was a stroke!
But somehow, it hasn’t answered with me yet : the
gals don’t take! Lord, how I have set my eyesand
ogled them—all of them don't seem to dislike the
thing—and sometimes they'll smile, in a sort of way
that says I'm safe—but 'tis no use, not a bit of it ! —
My eyes! catch me, by the way, ever nodding again
to a lady on the Sunday, that had smiled when I
stared at her while serving her in the shop—after
what ha%pened to me a month or two ago in the
Park! Didn’t I feel like damaged goods, just then!
But, it's no matter, women are so different at differ-
ent times!—Very likely I mismanaged the thing.—
By the way, what a precious puppy of a chap the
fellow was that came up to her at the time she
stepped out of her.carriage to walk a bit! As for
good looks—cut me to ribbons”—another glance at
the glass—*“no; I ain’t afraid there, neither—but,
heigh-ho! I suppose he was, as they say, born with
a golden spoon in his mouth, and never so many
thousand a-year, to make up to him for never so few
brains! He was uncommon well dressed though, I
‘must own. What trowsers!—they stuck so natural
to him, he might have been born in them. And
his waistcoat, and satin stock—what an air! And

et, his figure was nothing very out of the way!

is gloves, as white as snow! I've no doubt he
wears a pair of them a-day—my stars! that's three
and sixpence a-day, for don't I know what they
cost—Whew ! if T had but the cash to carry on
that sort of thing!-—And when he had seen her into
her carriage—the horse he got on!—and what a
tip-top groom—that chap’s wages, I'll answer for it,
were equal to my salary B’ Here was a long pause.
‘“Now, just for the fun of the thing, only suppose
luck was to befall me. Say somebody was to leave
me lots of cash—many thousands a-year, or some-
thing in that line! My stars! wouldn’t I go it with
the best of them!” Another long pause. * Gad, I
really should hardly know how to begin to spend
it!—I think, by the way, I'd buy a title to set off
with—for what won’t money buy? The thing’s
often done—there was a great biscuit-maker in the
city, the other day, made a baronet of, all for his
money—and why shouldn’t I?” He grew a little

heated with the progress of his reflections, claspiag
his hands with involuntary energy, as he stretched
them out to their fullest extent, to give effect 1o s
very hearty yawn, “ Lord, only think how it woald
sound !

“8ir Tirrixsar TirMouss, Barowxr.

““The very first place I'd go to after I'd got my
title, and was rigged out in Stultze’s tip-top, shoud
be—our cursed shop, to buy a dozen or two pair of
white kid. What a flutter there would be among
the poor pale devils as were standing, just as ever,
behind the counters, at Dowlas, and Co.%,
when my carriage drew up, and I stepped into the
shop! Tagrag would come and attend to me him-
gelf. No he wouldn’t—pride wouldn't let him. I
don’t know, though ; what wouldn’t he do to tures
penny, and make two and ninepence into three and
a penny. I shouldn’t quite come Captain Stiff over
him ; but I should treat him with a kind of an air,
too, a8 if—hem! how delightful!” A sigh ands
pause. “Yes, I should often come to the shop
Gad, it would be half the fun of my fortune! Ansd
they would envy me, to be sure! How one should
enjoy it! I wouldn’t think of marrying till—and
yet I won't say either; if I get among some of them
out and outers—those first-rate articfee—tbst Iady,
for instance, the other day in the Park—I shoaldl
like to see her cut me as she did, with ten thoussad
a-year in my pocket! Why, she’d be running after
me, or there’s no truth in novels, which I'm sure
there’s often a great deal in. Oh, of course, I
might marry whom I pleased. Who couldn’t be
got with ten thousand a-yearl” Another psuse
I should go abroad to Russia directly; for they
tell me there’s a man lives there who could dye this
hair of mine any color I liked—egad! I'd come
home as black as a crow, and hold up my head ss
high as any of them! While I was about it, I'd
have a touch at my eyebrows”™—Crash went aH his
castle-building at the sound of his tea-kettle, hiss-
ing, whizzing, sputtering in the agonies of
over; as if the intolerable heat of the fire
driven desperate the poor creature placed upon it
who instinctively tried thus to exth;'guish the came
of its anguish. Having taken it off and placed it
upon the hob, and placed on the fire a tiny frag-
ment of fresh coal, he began to make preparstions
for shaving, by pouring some of the hot water into
an old tea-cup, which was presently to serve for the
purpose of breakfast. Then he spread out a bit of
crumpled whity-brown paper, that had folded upa
couple of segars which he had bought over-night for
the Sunday’s special enjoyment—and which, if be
had supposed they had come from any place beyond
the four seas, I imagine him to have been slightly
mistaken. He placed this bit of paper on the litde
mantel-piece ; drew his solitary, well-worn rasor
several times across the palm of his left hand;
dipped his brush, worn within the third of an inch
to the stump, into the hot water; presently passed
it over as much of his face as he intended to shave;
then rubbed on the damp surface a bit of yellow
soap—and in less than five minutes Mr. Titmouse
was a shaved man. But mark—don’t suppose that
he had performed an extensive operation. One
would have thought him anxious to get rid of a8
much as possible of his abominable sandy-colored
hair—quite the contrary.

Every hair of his spreading whiskers was saered
from the touch of steel; and a bushy crop of hair

-
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-stretched underneath his chin, coming curled out
on each side of it, above his stock, like two little
horns or tusks., An imperial—i. e., a dirt-colored
taft of hair, permitted to grow perpendicularly down
the upper lip of puppies—and a pair of promiting
m ios, poor Mr. Titmouse had been compelled
to sacrifice some time before, to the tyrannical
whimsies of his vulgar employers, Messrs. Dowlas
and Tagrag, who imagined them not to be exactly
suitable appendages for counterjumpers. 8o that
it will be seen that the shaved over on this
occasion was somewhat circumscribed. This opera-
tion over, he took out of his trunk an old dirty-
looking pomatum-pot. A little of its contents, ex-
on the tipe of his two forefingers, he stroked
carefully into his eyebrows; then spreading some
on the palms of his hands, he rubbed it vigorously
into his stubborn hair and whiskers for some quar-
ter of an hour ; and then combed and brushed his
hair into half a dozen different dispoaitions—so fas-
tidious in that matter was Mr. Titmouse. Then he
dipped the end of a towel into a little water, and
twisting it round his right fore-finger, passed it
tly over his face, carefully avoiding his eye-
rows, and the hair at the top, sides, and bottom of
his face, which he then wiped with a dry corner of
the towel; and no further did Mr. Tittlebat Tit-
mouse think it necessary to carry his ablutions.
Had he been able to ‘“‘see himself as others saw
him,” in respect of those neglected regions which
lay somewhere behind and beneath his ears, he
might not possibly have thought it superfluous to
irritate them with a little soap and water; but, after
all, he knew best; it might have given him cold;
and besides, his hair was very thick and long be-
hind, and might, perhaps, conceal any thing that
was unsightly. Then Mr. Titmouse drew from un-
derneath the bed a bottle of Warren’s ‘‘ incompara-
ble blacking,” and a couple of brushes, with great
Isbor and skill polishing his boots up to a wonder-
ful point of brilliancy. Having washed his hands,
and replaced his blacking implements under the
bed, he devoted a few moments to boiling about
three teaspoonfuls of coffee (as it was styled on the
paper from which he took, and in which he had
bought it—whereas it was, in fact, chicory.) Then
he drew forth from his trunk a calico shirt, with
linen wristbands and collars, which had been worn
only twice since its last washing—i. ¢., on the pre-
ceding two Sundays—and put it on, taking great
care not to rumple a very showy front, containi
three little rows of frills; in the middle one o
which he stuck three * studs,” connected together
with two little gilt chains, looking exceedingly sty-
lish—especially coupled with a span-new satin stock,
which he next buckled round his neck. Having put
on bis bright boots (without, I am sorry to say, any
stockings) he carefully insinuated his legs into a
pair of white trowsers, for the first time sﬁce their
Isst washing; and what with his short straps and
high braces, they were so tight that you would have
foared their bursting, if he should have sat hastily.
Iam almost afraid that I shall hardly be believed,
bat it is & fact, that the next thing that he did was
to attach a pair of spurs to his boots ;—but, to be
sure, it was not ¢ ible that he might intend to
tide during the day. Then he put on a queer kind
of under-waistooat, which in fact was only a roll-collar
of rather faded pea-green silk, and designed to set off
8 very fine flowered damson-colored silk waistcoat;

(to purchase which he had sold a serviceable silver
watch) which had been carefully wrapped up in cot-
ton wool ; from which soft depository, also, he drew
HI8 RING (those must have been eyes that
could tell, at a distance, and in a hurry, that it was
not diamond), which he placed on the stumpy little
finger of his red and thick right hand—and contem-
plated its sparkle with exquisite satisfaction.

Having proceeded thus far with his toilet, he sat
down to his breakfast, spreading the shirt he had
taken off upon his lap, to preserve his white trow-
sers from spot or stain—his thoughts alternating
between his late waking vision and his purposes for
the day. He had no butter, having used the last
on the preceding morning; s0 he was fain to put
up with dry bread—end very dry and teeth-tryi
it was, poor fellow—but his eye lit on his ring
Having swallowed two cups of his i-coffee,
(eugh [ such stuff!) he resumed hh toilet, by draw-
ing out of his other trunk his blue surtout, with em-
bossed silk buttons and velvet collar, and an outside
‘pocket in the left breast. Having smoothed down
a few creases, he put it on. Then, before him the
little vulgar fraction of a glass, he stood twitching
about the collar, and sleeves, and front, so as to
make them sit well ; concluding with a careful elon-
gation of the wristbands of his shirt, 8o as to show
their whiteness gracefully beyond the cuff of his
coat-sleeve—and he succeeded in producing a sort
of white boundary line between the blue of his coat-
sleeve and the red of his hand. At that useful mem-
ber he could not help looking with a sigh, as he had
often done before—for it was not a handsome hand.
It was broad and red, and the fingers were thick
and stumpy, and very coarse deep wrinkles at every
joint. His nails also were flat and shapeless; and

e used to be continually gnawing them, till he had
succeeded in getting them down to the quick—and
they were a sight to set a Christian’s teeth on edge.
Then he extracted from the first-mentioned trunk a
white pocket-handkerchief—an exemplary one, that
had gone through four Sundays’ show (not wuse, be
it understood,) and yet was capable of exhibition
again. A pair of sky-colored kid gloves next made
their appearance; which, however, showed such
barefaced marks of former service a8 rendered in-
dispensable a ten minutes’ rubbing with bread
crumbs. His Sunday hat, carefully covered with
silver-paper, was next gently removed from its well-
worn box—ah, how lightly and delicately did he
pass his smoothing hand round its glossy surface!
Lastly, he took down a thin black cane, with a gilt
head, and full brown tassel, from a peg behind the
door—and his toilet was complete. Laying down
his cane for a moment, he passed his hands again
through his hair, arranging it 8o as to fall nicely on
each side beneath his hat, which he then placed
upon his head, with an elegant inclination towards
the left side. He was really not bad-looking, in
spite of his sandy-colored hair. His forehead. to be
sure, was contracted, and his eyes of a very light
color, and a trifle too protuberant; but his mouth
was rather well-formed, and being seldom closed,
exhibited very beautiful teeth ; and his nose was of
that description which generally passes for a Roman
nose. His countenance wore generally a smile, and
was expressive of—self-satisfaction ; and surely any
expression is better than none at all. As for the
slightest trace of infellect in it, I should be mislead-
ing the reader if I were tosay any thing of the sort.

over which he drew a massive mosaic gold chain

He was about five feet five inches in height, and



696

A MAN MILLINER.

rather strongly set, with a little tendency to round
shoulders ; but his limbs were pliant and his motions
nimble.

Here you have, then, Mr. Tittlebat Titmouse to
the life—certainly no more than an average sample
of his kind. Well—he
put his hat on, as I have
said ; buttoned the low-
est two buttons of his
surtout, and stuck his
white pocket-handker-
chief into the outside
pocket in front, as al-
ready mentioned, dis-
pesing it 80 as to leta
little of it appear above
the edge of the pocket,
with a sort of careful
carelessness—a graceful
contrast to the blue;
drew on his gloves;
took his cane in his
hand; drained the last
sad remnant in his cof-

fee-cup; and, the sun N
shining in the full splen- 3
dor of a July noon, and §
promising a glorious E

day, forth sallied this
poor fellow, an Oxford
street Adonis, going
forth conquering and to
conquer! Petty finery without, a pinched and
stinted stomach within ; a case of Back versus Belly
(as the lawyers would say? the plaintiff winning in
a canter! Forth sallied, I say, Mr. Titmouse, down
the narrow, creaking, close staircase, which he had
not quitted before he heard exclaimed from an op-
posite window, My eyes, ain’t that a swell!” He
felt how true the observation was, and that at that
moment he was somewhat out of his element ; 8o he
hurried on, and soon reached the great broad street,
apostrophized by the celebrated Opium-Eater, with
bitter feeling, as—*¢ Oxford street!—stony-hearted
step-mother | —Thou that listenest to the sighs of
orphans, and drinkest the tears of children.” Here,
though his spirits were not just then very buoyant,
the poor dandy breathed more freely than when he
was passing through the nasty crowded court
(Closet Court) which he had just quitted. He
passed and met hundreds who, li{:e himself, seemed
released for a precious day’s interval from intense
toil and miserable confinement during the week ;
but there were not many of them who had any pre-
tensions to vie with him in elegance of appearance—
and that was a luzury/ Who could do justice to
the air with which he strutted along? He felt as
happy, poor soul, in his little ostentation, as his Co-
rinthian rival in tip-top turnout, after twice as long,
and as anxious, and fifty times as expensive prepara-
tions for effective public display!
swell was greatly the superior of such a one as I
have alluded to. Titmouse did, to a great degree,
bedizen his back at the expense of his belly ; where-
a8, the Corinthian exquisite, too often taking advan-
tage of station and influence, recklessly both sati-
ates his appetite within, and decorates his person
without, at the expense of innumerable heart-aching
creditors. I do not mean, however, to claim any
real merit for Titmouse on this score, because I am
not sure how he would act if he were to become

Nay, my poor | pe

possessed of his magnificent rival's means and op-
portunities for the perpetration of gentle
frauds on a splendid scale. But we shall,

see by and by. He walked along with lei y
step; for haste and perspiration were vulgar, and
he had the day before him.

Observe the careless glance of self-satisfaction
with which he occasionally regarded his bright
boots, with their martial appendage, giving out a
faint tingling sound as he heavily trod the broad
flags; his spotless trowsers, his tight surtout, and
the tip of white handkerchief peeping accidentally
out in front! A pleasant sight it was to behold
him in a chance rencontre with some ome genteel
enough to be recognized—as he stood, resting on
his left leg; his left arm stuck upon his hip ; his
right leg easily bent outwards; his right hand
liil:tly holding his ebon cane, with the giit head of
which he occasionally tapped his teeth ; and his
eyes, half-closed, scrutinizing the face and figure of
each “ pretty gal” as she passed! This was indeed
happiness, as far as his forlorn condition could ad-
mit of his enjoying it. He had no particular object
in view. A tiff over night with two of his
mates had broken off a party which they had agreed
the Sunday preceding in forming, to go to Green-
wich on the ensuing Sunday ; and this little circum-
stance a little soured his temper, depressed as were
his spirits before. He resolved to-day to walk
straight on, and dine somewhere a little way out of
town, by way of passing the time till four o’clock,
at which hour he intended to make his a
in Hyde Park, ‘to see the fashions,” which was his
favorite Sunday occupation.

His condition was, indeed, forlorn in the extreme.
To say nothing of his in life—what was
his present condition? A shopman, with £35 a-year,
out of which he had to find his clothing, washing,
lodging, and all other incidental expenses—his
board being found him by his employers. He was
five weeks in arrear to his landlady—a corpulent
old termagant, whomn nothing could have induced
him to risk offending, but his overmastering love of
finery ; for I grieve to say, that this deficiency had
been occasioned by his purchase of the ring he then
wore with 80 much pride. How he had contrived
to pacify her—lie upon lie as he must have had re-
course to—I know not. He was in debt, too, to his
poor washerwoman in six or seven shillings for
nearly a quarter’s washing; and owed five times
that amount to a little old tailor, who, with huge
spectacles on his nose, turned up to him, out of a
little cupboard which he occupied in Closet Court,
and which Titmouse had to pass whenever he went
to or from his lodgings, a lean, sallow, wrinkled
face, imploring him to ‘ settle his small account.”
All the cash in band which he had to meet contin-
gencies between that day and quarter-day, which
was six weeks off, was about twenty-six shillings, of
which he had“taken one for the present day's ex-
nses |
Revolving these somewhat disheartening matters
in his mind, he passed easily and leisurely along the
whole length of Oxford street. No one could have
judged from his dressy appearance, the constant
smirk on his face, and his confident air, how very
miserable that poor dandy was; but three-fourths
of his misery were occasioned by the impoesibility
he felt of his ever being able to indulge in his pro-
pensities for finery and display. Not! better
had he to occupy his few thoughts, He had
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only & plain mercantile education, as it is called,
i. ¢, reading, writing, and arithmetic: beyond a
very moderate acquaintance with these, he knew
nothing whatever ; not having read more than a few
povels, and plays, and sporting newspapers.

On he walked towards Bayswater; and finding it

was yet early, and considering that the farthest he
went from town the better prospect there was of his
being able, with a little sacrifice of appearances, to
get a dinner consistent with the means he carried
about with him, viz., one shilling, he pursued his
way a mile or two beyond Bayswater, and, sure
enough, came at length upon a nice little public-
house on the roadside, called the Squaretoes Arms.
Very tired, and quite smothered with dust, he first
sat down in a small back room to rest himself; and
took the opportunity to call for a clothes-brush and
shoe-brush, to relieve his clothes and boots from
the heavy dust upon them. Having thus attended
to his outer man, as far as circumstances would per-
mit, he bethought himself of his inner man, whose
cravings he satisfied with a pretty substantial mut-
ton-pie and a pint of porter. This fare, together
with a penny to the little girl who waited on him,
cost him tenpence; and having somewhat refreshed
himeelf, he began to think of returning to town.
Having lit one of his two segars, he sallied forth,
puffing along with an air of quiet enjoyment. Dio-
ner, however humble, seldom fails, especially when
accompanied by a fair draught of good porter, in
some considerable de to tranquillize the animal
spirits; and that soothing effect began soon to be
experienced by Mr. Titmouse. The sedative cause
he erroneously attributed to the segar he was
smoking ; whereas in fact the only tobacco he had
imbibed was from the porter. But, however that
might be, he certainly returned towards town ina
far calmer and even more cheerful humor than that
in which he had quitted it an hour or two before.

—
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ANONYMOUS.

There are two lodged together.—SmaxsrExs.

Ir s0 happens that, throughout my life, I have
had occasion only for half a house, and, from mo-
tives of economy, have been unwilling to pay rent
for a whole one ; but—there can be on earth, I find,
no resting-place for him who is so unhappy as to
want only * half a house.” In the course of the
last eight years, I have occupied one hundred and
forty-three different lodgings, running the gauntlet
twice through all London and Westminster, and,
oftener than I can remember, the *‘ out-parishes”
through! As “two removes” are as bad as a fire,
it follows that I have gone seventy-one times and a
half through the horrors of conflagration! And, in
every place where I have lived, it has been my fate
to be domiciled with a monster! But my voice
shall be heard, as a voice ufon the house-top, cry-
ing out until I find relief. I have been ten days al-
ready in the abode from which I now write, so I
cannot, in reason, look to stay more than three or
four more. I hear people talk of ‘‘ the grave” as a
lodging (at worst) that a man is * sure of ;” but, if
there be one resurrection-man alive when I die, as
sure as quarter-day, I shall be taken up again.

The first trial I endured when I came to London,
was making the tour of all the boarding-houses—
being deluded, I believe, seriatim, by every pre-
scriptive form of ** advertisement.”

First, I was lured by the pretence modest—this
appeared in The Times all the year round. ¢ De-

sirable circle”—** Airy situation”—¢Limited num-
ber of guests”—* Every attention”—and * no
children.”

Next, was the commanding—at the very ‘ head
and front” of the Morning Post. * Vicinity of the

*fashionable Squares!”—* Two persons, to increase

society”—* Family of condition”—and * Terms at
Mr. Sams's, the bookseller's.”

Then came the irresistible. * Widow of an offi-
cer of rank”—* Unprotected early in life"—* De-
sirous to extend family circle”—* Flatters herself,”
etc. Moonshine all together! ¢ Desirable circle”
—a bank clerk and five daughters who wanted hus-
bands. Brandy and water after supper, and booby
from Devonshire snapt up before my eyes. Little
boy, too, in the family, that belonged to a sister
who “had died.” Ihatescandal; but I never could
find out where that sister had been buried.

¢ Fashionable Square”—The fire, to the frying-
pan! The worst s¢em—(on consideration)}—in
my experience. Dishes without meat, and beds
without blankets. * Terms,” *‘ two hundred guineas
a-year,” and surcharges for night-candle. And, as
for dinner! as I am a Yorkshireman, I never knew
what it meant while I was in Manchester Square !

I have had two step-mothers, Mr. Editor, and I
was six months at a preparatory school, but I never
saw a woman since I was born cut meat like Lady
Catharine Skinflint! There was a transparency
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about her slice which (after a good luncheon) one
eould pause and look at. She would cover you a
whole plate with fillet of veal and ham, and not in-
erease the weight of it half an ounce.

And then the Misses Skinflints—for knowledge of
anatomy—their outting up a fowl!—In the puniest
half-starved chicken that ever broke the heart of a
brood-hen to look at, they would find you side-bone,
pinion, drum-stick, liver, gizzard, rump and merry-
thought! and, even beyond this critical acquaint-
ance with all admitted—and apocryphal—divisions
and distinctions, I have caught the eldest of them
actually inventing new joints, that, even in specula-
tion, never before existed !

I understand the meaning now of the Persian
salutation—*‘ May your shadow never be less!” I
lost mine entirely in about a fortnight thas I staid
at Lady Skinflint's.

Two more hosts took me *“at livery” (besides the
“widow” of the *“officer of rank”)}—an apothecary,
who made patients of his boarders, and an attorney,
who looked for clients among them. I got away
from the medical gentleman rather hastily, for I
found that the pastry-cook who served the house
was his brother; and the lawyer was so pressin
about * discounts,” and * investments of property,
that I never ventured to sign my name, even to a
washing-bill, during the few days I was in his house ;
on quitting the which, I took courage, and, resolv-
ing to become my own provider, hired a *First
floor,” accordingly (** unfurnished”) in the neighbor-

hood of Bloomsbury Square.
Moutatio locl, non ingenti.
The ier coup of my career amounted to an

escape. I ordered a carte blanche outfit from an
upholsterer of Piccadilly, determined to have my
‘“apartments” unexceptionable before I entered
them ; and discovered, after a hundred pounds laid
out in painting, decorating, and curtain-fitting, that
the *ground landlord” had certain claims which
would be liquidated when my property * went in.”

This miscarriage made me so cautious, that be-

fore I would choose again, I was the sworn horror
of every auctioneer and house-agent (so ealled) in
London. I refused twenty offers, at least, because
they had the appearance of being “ bargains.”
Eschewed all houses as though they had the plagua,
in which I found that * aing%e gentlemen were pre-
ferred.” Was threatened with three actions for
defamation, for questioning the solvency of persons
in business. And, at length, was 8o Jucky as to hit
upon a really desirable mansion! The *family®
perfectly respectable ; but had * more room™ thaa
was necessary for them. Demanded the * strictest
references,” and accepted no inmate for *“Jess than
a year.” Into this most unexceptionable abode I
conveyed myself and my property. Sure I should
stay for ever, and doubted whether I ought not to
secure it at once for ten years instead of one. And
before I had been settled in the house three quar-
ters of an hour, I found that the chimneys—every
one of them! smoked, from the top to the bottom!

There was guilt, reader, in the landlord's eye, the
moment the first puff drove me out of my drawing-
room. He made an effort to say something like
‘“ damp day ;" but the “amen” stuck in his throst. .
He could not say *amen,” when I did cry “God
bless us!” The whole building, from the kitchen
to the garret, was infected with the malady. Ihsd
noticed the dark complexions of the family, and
had concluded they were from the West Indies~—
they were smoke-dried :—

Blow high, blow low!

I suffered six weeks under excuses, knowing them
to be humbug all the while. For & whole month it
was ‘‘the wind ;" but I saw “‘the wind” veer twice
all round the compass, and found, blow which way
it would, it still blew down my chimney !

Then we came to * cures.” First, there were o
terations at the top—new chimney-pots, cowl,
hovels—and all making the thing worse. Then we
tried at the bottom—grates reset, and flues con-
tracted—still to no purpose. Then we came to
burning charcoal ; and in four days I was ir a de-
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eline. Then we kept the doors and windows open

and in one day I got a fit of the rheumatism. And
in spite of doors or windows, blowers, registers, or
Count Rumford—precaution in putting on coals, or
mathematical mansgement of poker—down the

enemy would come to our very faces, f! poof

—a9 if in derision ! tillI prayed heaven that smoke
might commit murder on
; and at length, after
could command at the
grate and the chimney by turns, and paying * no
cure no pay” doctors by dozens, who did nothing

had life and being, that I
it at once, and 80 be ha
throwing every movable

but make dirt and mischi

down!

I paid my twelvemonth’s rent, and wished onl¥

that my landlord might live through his lease.
beard afterwards, that he had hi

chimneys the very least of them !—which drove me

a second time to change my plan of life ; the num-

berless lodgings that I lived in, and the inconveni-
ences, greater or lesser, attending each. In one
place, my servants quarrelled with the servants of
“the people of the house.” In another, ‘the peo-
ﬂe of the house’s” servants quarrelled with mine.
ere, my housekeeper refused to stay, because the
kitchen was ** damp.” There, my footman begged
I would “provide myself,” as there were ‘“‘rats in
his cockloft.” Then somebody fell over a pail of
water, left upon ‘‘my stairs;” and “my maid” de-
clared it was ‘“ the other maid” had put it there.
Then the cats fought ; and I was assured that mine
bad given the first scratch. On the whole, the dis-
putes were s0 manifold, always ending to my dis-
comfiture,—for the lady of the mansion would as-
il me,—I never could get the gentleman to be
issatisfied, (and so conclude the controversy by
Kicking him down stairs,}—that seeing one clear
advantage maintained by the ground possessor, viz.,
that I, when we squabbled, was obliged to vacate,
and he remained where he was, I resolved, once for
all, to turn the tables upon mankind at large, and
become a “landlord” and a * housekeeper,” in my
o i@m&cdhte pemrson. Aath laid —8ir, the
y an egg.—8ir,
old barn do‘g‘ray need repair.—The cookcggwcarelk, the
weat doth burn at the fire.—Jokn Thomas is in the
stocks ; and every thing stays on your arrival.”
I'would not advise any single gentleman hastily

%0 conclude that he is in distress. Bachelors are

discontented, and take wives; footmen are ambi-

tious, and take eating-houses. What does either

perty gain by the change? ¢ We know,” the wise

man has eaid, “what we are; but we know not
what we may be.”

In estumn% the happiness of householders, I
bad imagined all tenants to be like myself,—mild,
f“bﬂnl'ing. punctual, and contented ; but I “kept
bouse! ears, and was never out of hot water
the whole time ! I did manage, after some trouble,
%o get fairly into & creditable mansion—just missing
one, by a stroke of fortune, which had a brazier’s
shop at the back of it, and was always shown at

when the workmen were gone to dinner—and
seat 8 notice to the papers, that a bachelor of sober

ief, I sent for a respectable
surveyor, paid him for his opinion beforehand, and
beard that the fault in the chimneys was “radical,”
and not to be remedied without pulling the house

been imposed
upon ; and that the house, from the first fire ever
lighted in it, had been a scandal to the neighbor-
bood. But this whole volume would not suffice to
enumerate the variety of wretchedness—and smoky

3 | bubits, having “a larger residence than he wanted,”
would dispose of half of it to a family of respecta-
bility. But the whole world seemed to be, and I
think is, in a plot to drive me out of my senses. In
the first ten days of my new dii!:'ltfy; I was visited
by about twenty tax-gatherers, of them with
claims that I had never heard of, and the other half
with claims far exceeding my expectations. The
householder seemed to be the minister’s very milch
cow—the positive scape-goat of the whole commu-
nity! I was called on for house-tax, window-tax,
land-tax, and servant's-tax! Poor's-rate, sewers'
rate, pavement-rate, and scavengers™rate! I had
to pay for watering streets on which other people
walked; for lighting lampe which other people saw
by ; for maintaining watchmen who slept all night;
and for building churches that I never went into.
And—TI pever knew that the country was taxed till
that moment | —these were but a few of the * dues”
to be sheared off from me. There was the clergy-
man of the parish, whom I never saw, sent to me
at Easter for ‘“an offering.” There was the charity-
school of the parish, solicited ‘‘the honor” of my
‘‘subscription and support.” One man came to in-
form me that I was ‘‘drawn for the militia,” and
offered to * get me off,” on payment of a sum of
money. Another insisted that I was ¢ chosen con-
stable,” and actually brought the insignia of office
to my door. Then I had petitions to read (in
writing) from all the people who chose to be in dis-
tress; personal beggars, who penetrated into my
parlor, to send to Bridewell, or otherwise get rid
of. Windows were broken, and ‘“nobody” had
“done it.” The key of the street door was lost,
and “ nobody” had “ had it.” Then my cook stopped
up the kitchen ‘“sink;” and the bricklayers took a
month to open it. Then my gutter ran over, and
flooded my neighbor's t; and I was served
with notice of an action for dilapidation.

And at Christmas!—Oh! it was no longer deal-
ing witk ones and twos!—The whole hundred, on
the day after that festival, rose up, by concert, to
devour me!

Dustmen, street-keepers, lamplighters, turncocks,
postmen, beadles, scavengers, chimney-sweeps—the
whole of parochial servitorship were at my
gate before eleven at noon.

Then the *waits” came—two sets! and fought
which should have “my bounty.” Rival patrols
disputed whether I did or did not lie within their
“beat.” At one time there was a doubt as to
which, of two parishes, I belonged; and I fully ex-
pected that (to make sure) I sbould have been vis-
ited by the collectors from both! Meantime the
knocker groaned, until very evening, under the dull,
stunning, single thumpe—each viﬁn.in would have
struck, although it had been upon the head of his
own andfn%er I—of bakers, butchers, tallow-
chandlers, grocers, fishmongers, poulterers, and oil-
men! Every ruffian who made his livelihood by
swindling me through the whole year, thought him-
self entitled to a peculiar benefaction (for his rob-
beries) on this day. And

Host! now by my life I scorn the name!
All this was child’s play—bagatelle, I protest, and
¢ perfumed,” to what I had to go through in the
““letting off” of my dwelling! The swarms of
crocodiles that assailed me, on every fine day—
three-fourths of them, to avoid an impending show-

er, or to pacs away & stupid morning—in the shape

U} o~ oy a
‘wé Vo6

8
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of stale dowagers, city coxcombs, *professional
gentlemen,” and *single ladies!” And all (except
s few that were swindlers) finding something wron
about my arrangements! Gil Blag' mule, whicg
was nothing but faults, never had half so many
faults as my house. Carlton Palace, if it were to be
“Jet” to-morrow, would be objected to by a tailor.
One man found my rooms ‘““too small;” another
thought them rather “too large;” a third wished
that they had been loftier ; a fourth, that there had
been more of them. One lady hinted a sort of
doubt, ¢ whether the neighborhood was quite re-
spectable ;" another asked, ‘“if I had any family;”
and, then, *whether I would bind myself not to
have any during her stay.” Two hundred, after de-
taining me an hour, had called only *for friends.”
Ten thousand went through all the particulars, and
would ¢ call again to-morrow.” At last there came
a lady who gave the coup-de-grace to my ‘ house-
keeping ;” she was a clergyman's widow, she said,
from Somersetshire ; if she had been an * officer's”
I had suspected her; but, in an evil hour, I let her
in; and—she had come for the express purpose of
marrying me! Sometimes she heard a mouse be-
hind the wainscot, and I was called in to scare it.
Her canary bird got loose; would I be so good as
to catch it? I fell sick, but was soon glad to get
well again; for she sent five times a day to ask if I
was better ; beside pouring in plates of blanc mange,
Jellies, cordials, raspberry vinegar, fruits fresh from
the country, and hasty-puddings made by her own
hand. And, at last, after the constant borrowings
of books, the eternal interchange of newspapers,
and the daily repair of crow-quills, the opinions up-
on wine, and the corrections of hackney coachmen,
I determined to get rid of many troubles at once;
1 therefore presented Mrs. F—— with my house,
and every thing in it, and determined never again,
a8 a man’s only protection against female cupidity,
that I could Kagnlfy

to possess even a tooth-bi
call my own.

This resolution, gentle reader, compelled me to
shelter myself in * furnished lodgings,” where the
most of accommodation, (sublunary!) after all, I be-
lieve, is to be found. I had ead work, as you may
imagine, to find my way at first. Once I ventured
to inhabit (as there was no board in the case) with
a surgeon. But, what between the patients and
the resurrection-men, the *night bell” was intoler-
able; and he ordered the watchman, too, I found,
to pull it privately six or seven times a-week, in or-
der to impress the neighborhood with an opinion of
his practice. From one place I was driven away by
& music-master, who gave concerts opposite to me;
and at a second, after two days’ abiding, I found
that a madman was confined on the second floor!
Two houses I left because my hostesses made love
to me. Three, because parrots were kept in the
streets. One, because a cock (who would crow all
night) came to live in a yard at the back of me;
and another, in which I had staid two months, (and
should perhape have remained till now,) because a
boy of eight years old (there is to me no earthly
creature so utterly intolerable as a boy of eight
years old!) came home from school to ‘‘pass the
holidays.” I had thoughts, I don’t care who knows
it, of taking him off by poison; and bought two

rry tarts to give him arsenic in, as I met him
on the stairs, where he was, up and down, all day.
As it is, I have sent an order to the Seven Dials, to
have an “early delivery” of all the * dying speeches”

for the next ten years. I did this in order that I
may know when he is hanged-—a fact I wish
ticularly to ascertain, because his father and I

an altercation about it.

Ezxperience, however, gives lights; and a “far-
nished lodging” is the best arrangement among the
bad. I had seven transitions last month, but that
was owing to accidents; a man who chooses wel,
may commonly stay & foﬂ.nig}xt in a place. Indeed,
as ] said in the beginning, I have been ten days
where I am ; and I don’t, up to this moment, see
clearly what point I shall go away upon. The mis-
tress of the house entertains a pet monkey; and I
have got a new footman, who, I understand, plays
upon the fiddle. The matter, I suspect, will lie be-
tween these two.

I am most nervous myself ahout the monkey.
He broke loose the other day. I saw him eoem
over the next garden-wall, and drog down by
side of a middle-aged gentleman, who was setting
polyanthuses! The respectable man, as was pro-
dent, took e in a summer-house; and then he
pulled up all the polyanthuses; and then tried to
get in at the summer-house window! I think
that—

Eh!—Why, what the deuce is all this®—Whry,
the room is full of smoke!—Thomas!—{ 7 ring the
bell violently.]—Thomas!—{T call my new footman.)
z‘:leo-o-mn {—Why, somebody has set the house oa

Enter TROMAS.

Indeed no, your honor—indeed—no—it—it's
only the chimney.

The chimney ! you dog!—get away this moment
and put it out.—Stay |—Thomas!—Come back, I
say.—What chimney is it ?

THomas. Only the kitchen chimney, sir.

Only the kitchen chimney! how did you do it?

Tuoomas. I was only tuning my fiddle, your hon-
gr; and Mary, the housemaid, flung the resin in the

re.
‘Where's the landlord, sirrah ?

Tuomas. He is not at home, sir.

Where's his wife ?

THoxMas. 8he's in fits, sir.

You'll be han to a certainty l—there's a stat-
ute for you, caitifff there is—Come, sir—come—
strip, and go up the chimney directly. Strip, or
T’ kill you with the toasting-fork, and bury your
body in the dust-hole.

[%nler the cat, with a tail as thick as my arm, gal-
loping round the room.

Zounds and death, what's to be done? My life’s
not insured !—I must get out of the house. [Rat-
tling of wheels, and cries of “ Fire” in the street.]
Here comes the parish engine, and as many thieves
with it as might serve six parishes ! —Shut the doors
below, I say. [Calling down stairs.] Don’t let ’em
in.—Thomas !—The house will be gutted from top
to bottom!—Thomas!—Thomas!—Where is that
rascally servant of mine?—Thomas! [Calling in
all directions.] I—I must see, myself.

[Scene changes to the kitchen. The Aousemaid in
hysterics under the dresser.]

Pooh! what a smell of sulphur! Thomas!—T re-
member, it was on a Friday I hired him ! —Thomas!
—take a wet blanket, you rascal, and get thi
the garret window. Crawl up the tiles, and m
the chimney-pot !

Tuomas. | Down the chimney.] Bir!

One more peep [{ run up stairs] from the win-
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dow. Hark, how they knock without ! —Rat-tat-
tat-tat! As I live, here are a dozen engines, fifty
firemen, and four thousand fools |—I must be off!
—Thomas!—{ He eaten.?—l must escape.—Thomas,
show me the door

TaoMas. There is none, sir.—I've been trying to
get out myself.

No back door?

[Enter the cook, with the monkey on her back. The
knocking continued.]

Coox. Oh law, sir! We shall all be destructed,
sir !'—Oh dear, where is your honor’s double-bar-
relled gun ?

My gun? up stairs. What d'ye want with the

?

Coox. O, sir! if it was to be shot off up the
chimney, it would surely put it out.

She's right. Run, Thomas! At the head of the
bed. Away with you. Mind—it's loaded—take
care what you are about.

There they go |—They have found it.—Now they
are down stairs.—Why, the woman has got the
gun !—Take it from her!—He don't hear me.—
Thomas !—She'’s going to fire it, as I live |—Yes!

she’s sitting down in the grate ! —Thomas!—With

a8 black as & soot-bag !—Why, stop her, I say |—
Ah! she gets into the street. Thomas ! —Margery!
—Everybody! The woman will be burned to death!
[Shouts without, and noise of water.] Hal [Irun
to the window.] Huzza !—The engines are playing
upon her!!! ~Oh, that footman! he is my fate—
and I thought it would be the monkey !

Enter TROMAS.
Come in, you villain. Is the woman burnt ?
TrHoMAS. No, sir, she'’s only frightened.
Only frightened ! you unfeeling creature—but see
the monkey—stop him—he’s gone off with my gold

spectacles.
Reader, if you have compassion, hear a man of
five-and-forty’s prayer! I can’t stay here !—where

am I to go to?—If you should think—Thomas |—I
must get into a hackney coach!—If you should
think—Call me a hackney-coach, sirrah—and ask
the man what he charges for it (d’ye hear) by the
week.—If you should think that there is any chance
of my doing well in Edinburgh or Dublin—1I shouldn’t
like to be above the fifth story (I understand most
of your houses run ten), a line to say so would
greatly oblige me. As I have no home, at present,

her body half way up the chimney !—Bang! bang! | except the hackney-coach that I have sent for, I

[Report heard] "Ah! there she goes backwards!— |

It's all up!—Here comes the soot in cart-loads, all
over her!—She's killed !—No, egad ! she’s up and
running.—Don't let her come near me.—Margery !
What's her name ?—She’s running towards the
street door!—Margery | —Why, she's all on fire, and

can’t say exactly in what place of suffering your let-

ter will find me ; hut, by addressing to the coffee-
house, in Rathbone Place, it will somewhere or
other come to the hands of
Your very humble servant,
‘WRINKLETON FIDGET.

[V —

Portey, Punmixg, axp Prery.—When the Hon. |
Mrs. Norton was applied to, on Hood's death, for &
contribution to the fund then raised for his destitute
widow, and headed by Sir Robert Peel with the mu-

nt donation of £50, she promptly sent a liberal
llhccnptio;: with the following lines, (never before

To cheer the widow's heart in her distress,
To make provision for the fatherless,

Is but s Christian's duty, and none should
Resist the heart-appeal of Widow Hood.

Poetry, punning, and piety, all of the genuine sort,
are not often thus happily united.
7
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MIRTH.

THE VALUE OF A WORD.

FROM “‘THE LIFE AND TIMES OF FREDERIC REYNOLDS.”

WaNTING to walk on the pier (at Calais), I asked
the garcon, who spoke English very tolerably, the
French forit. He, thinking as Milord Anglais I could
mean nothing but peer, a lord, replied paire. Away
I then went, and passing over the market-place, and
drawbridge, stumbled on the pier, without having
had ocoasion to inquire my way to it by the garcon’s
novel appellation. There I remained, strutting
my half-hour, till dinner-time.

At the table d'Abte, the Commandant of the troops
of the town sat next me ; and among other officers
and gentlemen at the table, were the President
of the Council at Ratisbon, a Russian count, and
several Prussians—in all amounting to about twenty,
not one of whom, as it ap| to me, spoke a
word of English.

I thought I could never please a Frenchman so
much as by praising his town :—* Monsieur,’ I said,
condescendingly, to the Commandant, ¢Jai vu
votre paire,’ meaning, ‘I have seen your pier ;* but
which he naturally understood, ‘I have seen your
pire, father. This address from a perfect stranger
eurprised him. ‘Il est beau et grand, monsieur,’ I
continued. The Commandant examined me from
head to foot with an astonishment that imparted
to me an almost equal share. I saw there was a
mistake, and I attempted to explain, by pronounc-
ing very articulately,

¢ Qui, monsieur, j'ai vu votre paire—votre pasre,
sur le havre.’

¢Eh bien, monsieur,” replied the Commandant,
¢ et que vous a-t-il dit ¥’ (What did he say to you?)

I was astounded, and looking round the room for
the keeper to the supposed madman, I discovered
that the eyes of the whole of the company were
upon me.

‘ Monsieur,’ I cried, again attempting to explain,
with as much deliberation and precision, and in as
ﬁood French as I could command—-* Monsieur, est-

possible que vous résidez ici, et que vous ne con-
noissez pas votre paire—votre paire—si long !’

BY HIMSELF.

This speech only increased the incomprehensi-
bility of the whole conversation; and the Com-
mandant beginning, in rather Aaut en bas terms, to
demand an explanation, like all cowards, whea
driven into a corner, I became desperate.

¢ Monsieur,’ I cried, somewhat boisterously, ‘i
faut que vous connoissez votre paire!le paire de
votre ville, qui est fait de pierre, et a la téte de bois,
et & ce moment on travaille a lui racommoder s
fin, a laquelle le vent a fait du mal.’

This was the coup de to all the decorum;
every Frenchman abandoned himself to his laugh-
ter, till the room fairly shook with their shouts
and even the Commandant himself could not help
joining them.

¢ Allow me, sir,’ said a gentleman whom I hed
not previously observed—

¢My dear &ir,’ interrupted I, ‘you are an English.
man, pray, pray explain.’

¢8ir,” he replied, ‘ you have just told this gentle-
man,’ pointing to the Commandant, ¢ that Aés fathe
is the father of the whole town, that he is made of
stone, but has a wooden head! and at this mo
ment the workmen are engaged in mending his
end, that the wind has damaged.’

I was paralyzed. ‘Tell me,’ I cried, as if my
life depended on an answer, ‘ what is the French
for pier ¥

¢ Jetée, he replied, or according to the commen
people, .

1 had scarcely sense enough left to assist the
Englishman in his good-natured attempts to un-
ravel the error. He succeeded, however, and thea
commenced in French an explanation to the officers
At this moment the waiter informed me that the
St. Omer diligence was about to depart. I rushed
from the scene of my di and stepped into the
vehicle, just as the termination of the Englishman’s
recital exploded an additional éclat de rire at my

expense.

———r————

MIRTH.

FROM ‘‘ GUESSES AT TRUTH.”

Ridentem dicere verum quid vetat?* In the first
place, all the sour faces in the world, stiffening into
a yet more rigid asperity at the least glimpse of a
smile. I have seen faces, too, which, so long as you
let them lie in their sleepy torpor, unshaken and
unstirred, have a creamy softness and smoothness,
and might beguile you into suspecting their owners
of being gentle ; but, if they catch the sound of a
laugh, it acts on them like thunder, and they also
turn sour. Nay, strange as it may seem, there have
been such incarnate paradoxes as would rather see
their fellow-creatures cry than smile.

But is not this in exact accordance with the spirit

© What forbids one to say what is true in s laughing man-
ner?

BY JULIUB AND AUGUSTUS HARE.

which pronounces a blessing on the weeper, and &
woe on the laugher?

Not in the persons I have in view. That blessing
and woe are pronounced in the knowledge how apt
the course of this world is to run counter to the king-
dom of God. They who weep are declared to be
blessed, not because they weep, but decawse they
shall laugh ; and the woe threatened to the laughers
is in like manner, that they shall mourn and
Therefore, they who have this spirit in them,'m
endeavor to forward the blessing and to avert the
woe. They will try to comfort the mourner, so as
to lead him to rejoice; and they will warn the
laugher, that he may be preserved from the mourn-
ing and weeping, and may exchange his passing for
lasting joy. But there are many who merely in-
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dulge in the antipathy, without opesing their hearts
to the sympathy. Such is the spirit found in those
who have cast off the bonds of the lower earthly
affections, without having risen as yet into the free-
dom of heavenly love—in those who have stopped
short in the state of transition between the two
lives, like 80 many skeletons stripped of their earth-
ly, and not yet clothed with a heavenly body. It
is the spirit of Btoicism, for instance, in philosophy,
and of vulgar Calvinism, which in 80 many things
answers to Stoicism in religion. They who feel the
barm they have received from worldly pleasures,
are prone at first to quarrel with pleasure of every
kind altogether ; and it is one of the strange per-
versities of our self-will to entertain anger, instead
of pity, towards those whom we fancy to judge or
act less wisely than ourselves. This, however, is
only while the scaffoldiog is still standing around
the edifice of their Christian life, so that they can-
not see clearly out of the windows, and their view
is broken up into disjointed parts. When the scaf-

folding is removed, and they look abroad without’

hindrance, they are readier than any to delight in
all the beauty and true pleasure around them. They
feel that it is their blessed calling not only to re-
joice always themselves, but likewise to rejoice with
all who do rejoice in innocence of heart. ey feel
that this must be well-pleasing to Him who has filled
His universe with ever-bubbling springs of gladness;
80 that whithersoever we turn our eyes, through
earth and sky as well as sea, we behold the
&vhpBuor yéAaosua® of nature. On the other hand,
it ia the harshness of an irreligious temper clothing
itself in religious zeal, and not seldom exhihiting
symptoms of mental disorganization, that looks
scowlingly on every indication of happiness and

Moreover, there is a large class of people who
deem the business of life too weighty and mo-
mentous to be made light of; who would leave
merriment to children, and laughter to idiots ; and
who hold that a joke would be as much out of place
on their lips as on a grave-stone or in a ledger. Wit
and wisdom being sisters, not only are they afraid
of being indicted for bigamy were they to wed them
both, but they shudder at such a union as inceetu-
ous. So, to keep clear of temptation, and to pre-
serve their faith where they have plighted it, they
tarn the younger out of doors; and if they see or
hear of any body taking her in, they are positive he
can know nothing of the elder. They would not be
witty for the world. Now, to escape being so, is
not very difficult for those whom nature has so fa-
vored that wit with them is always at zero, or below
it. Or, as to their wisdom, since they are careful
never to overfeed her, she jogs leisurely along the
tumplk&md, with lank and carcass, dis-
playing all her bones, and never getting out of her
own dust. She feels no inclination to be frisky,
but, if a coach or wagon passes her, is glad, like her
rider, to run behind a thing so big. Now, all these

take grievous offence if any one comes near
them better mounted, and they are in a tremor lest
::nm.ghing and snorting and prancing should be

Bureld,ehhowever, ridicule implies contempt ; and
90 the feeling must be condemnable, subversive of
gentleness, incompatible with kindness ?

Not neceasarily 8o, or universally; far from it.

¢ Boundiess laughter,

The word ridicule, it is true, has a narrow, one-
gsided meaning. From our proneness to mix up
personal feelings with those which are more purely
objective and intellectual, we have in great measure
restricted the meaning of ridicule, which would
properly extend over the whole region of the ri-
dicwlous, the laughable, where we may disport our-
selves innocently, without any evil emotion; and
we have narrowed it, 8o that in common it
mostly corresponds to derision, which does indeed
involve personal and offensive feelings. As the
business of wisdom in her speculative office is
to detect and reveal the hidden harmonies of dnnf;
those harmonies which are the sources and t
ever-flowing emanations of Law, the dealings of
Wit, on the other hand, are with incongruities.
And it is the perception of incongruity, i
upon us, when unaccompanied, as Aristotle observes
Poet. c. v.), by pain, or by any predominant moral
i that provokes hughter, and excites the
feI:E':iof the ridiculous. But it no more follows
that the perception of such an incongruity must
breed or foster haughtiness or disdain, than that
the perception of any thing else that may be erro-
neous or wrong should do so. You might as well
argue that & man must be proud and scornful be-
cause he sees that there is such a thing as sin, or
such a thing as folly, in the world. Yet, unless we
blind our eyes, and gag our ears, and hoodwink our
minds, we shall seldom pass through a day without
having some form of evil brought in one way or
other before us. Besides, the perception of incon-
gruity may exist, and may awaken laughter, with-
out the slightest reprobation of the object laughed
at. We laugh at a pun, surely without a shade of
contempt either for the words punned upon or for
the punster; and if a very bad pun be the next
best thing to a very good one, this is not from its
flattering any feeling of superiority in us, but be-
cause the incongruity is broader and more glaring.
Nor, when we laugh at a droll combination of
imagery, do we feel any contempt, but often admi-
ration at the ingenuity shown in it, and an almost
affectionate thankfulness toward the person by
whom we have been amused, such as is rarely ex-
cited by any other display of intellectual power, as
those who have ever enjoyed the delight of Profee-:
sor Sedgwick’s society will bear witness.

It is true, an exclusive attention to the ridiculous
side of things is hurtful to the character, and de-
structive of earnestness and gravity. But no less
mischievous is it to fix our attention exclusively,
or even mainly, on the vices and other follies of
mankind. Such contemplations, unless counter-
acted by wholesomer thoughts, harden or rot the
heart, deaden the moral principle, and make us
hopeless and reckless. The objects toward which
we should furn our minds habitually are those which
are great, and good, and pure; the throne of vir-
tue, and she who sits upon it ; the majesty of truth,
the beauty of holiness. This is the epiritual sky
through which we should strive to mount, ‘ spring-
ing from crystal step to crystal step,” and bathing
our souls in its living, life-giving ether. These are
the thoughts by which we should whet and polish
our swords for the warfare against evil, that the
vapors of the earth may not rust them. But in a
warfare against evil, under one or other of its forms,

"we are all of us called to engage ; and it is a childish

dream to fancy that we can walk about among man-
kind without perpetual necessity of remarking that
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the world is full of many worse incongruities be-
sides those which make us laugh.

Nor do I deny that a laugher may often be a
scoffer and a scorner. Some jesters are fools of a
worse breed than those who used to wear the cap.
Sneering is commonly found along with a bitter
splenetic misanthropy ; or it may be a man’s mock-
ery at his own hollow heart, venting itself in mockery
at others. Cruelty will try to season or to palliate
its atrocities by derision. The hyena grins in its
den ; most wild beasts over their prey. But though
a certain kind of wit, like other intellectual gifts,
may coexist with moral depravity, there has often
been a playfulness in the best and greatest men—
in Phocion, in Socrates, in Luther, in 8ir Thomas
More—which, as it were, adds a bloom to the
severer graces of their character, shining forth with
amaranthine brightness when storms assail them,
and springing up in fresh blossoms under the axe
of the executioner. How much is our affection for
Hector increased by his tossing his boy in his arms,
and laughing at his childish fears! Smiles are the
language of love; they betoken the complacency
and delight of the heart in the object of its contem-
plation. Why are we to assume that there must
needs be bitterness or contempt in them, when
they enforce a truth or reprove an error? On the
contrary, some of those who have been richest in
wit and humor have been among the simplest and
kindest-hearted of men. I will only instance Fuller,
Bishop Earle, Lafontaine, Matthes Claudius, Charles
Lamb. ‘Le méchant n'est jamais comique,” is
wisely remarked by De Maistre, when canvassing
the pretensions of Voltaire (Soirées, i. 278); and
the converse is equally true: Le comigue, le vrai
comique, n'est jamass méchant. A laugh, to be joy-
ous, must flow from a joyous heart; but without
kindness there can be no true joy. And what a
dull, plodding, tramping, clanking would the ordi-
nary intercourse of society be, without wit to enliven
and brighten it! When two men meet, they seem
to be kept at bay through the estranging effects of
absence, until some sportive sally opens their hearts
to each other. Nor does any thing spread cheer-
fulness so rapidly over a whole party, or an assem-
bly of people, however la Reason expands the
soul of the philosopher; imagination glorifies the
poet, and breathes a breath of spring through the
young and genial ; but if we take into account the
numberless glances and gleams whereby wit lightens
our every-day life, I hardly know what power min-
isters 8o bountifully to the innocent pleasures of
mankind.

Surely, too, it cannot be requisite, to a man's be-
ing in earnest, that he should wear a perpetual
frown. Or is there less of sincerity in Nature dur-
ing her gambols in spring, than during the stiffness
and harshness of her wintry gloom? Does not the
bird’s blithe carolling come from the heart quite as
much as the quadruped’s monotonous cry ? And is
it then altogether impossible to take up one’s abode
with Truth, and to let all sweet homely feelings
grow about it and cluster around it, and to smile
upon it as on a kind father or mother, and to sport
with it, and hold light and merry talk with it, as
with a foved brother or sister ; and to fondle it, and
gloncy with it, a8 with a child! No otherwise did

rates and Plato commune with Truth; no other-
wise Cervantes and Shakspere. This playfulness of
Truth is beautifully represented by Landor, in the
conversation between Marcus Cicero and his brother,

in an allegory which has the voice and the spirit of
Plato. On the other hand, the outcries of those
who exclaim against every sound more lively than
a bray or a bleat, as derogatory to truth, are often
prompted, not so much by their deep feeling of the
dignity of the truth in question, as of the dignity of
the person by whom that truth is maintained. It
is our vanity, our self-conceit, that makes us so sore
and irritable. To a grave argument we may reply
gravely, and fancy that we have the best of it ; but
he who is too dull or too angry to smile, cannot an-
swer & smile, except by fretting and fuming. Olivia
lets us into the secret of Malvolio's distaste for the
Clown.

For the full expansion of the intellect, moreover,
to preserve it from that narrowness and pertial
warp which our proneness to give ourselves up to
the sway of the moment is apt to produce, its vari-
ous faculties, however opposite, should gow and
be trained up side by side—should twine theirarms
together, and strengthen each other by love-wres
tles. Thus will it be best fitted for discerning and
acting upon the multiplicity of things which the
world sets before it. Thus, too, will something Iike
a balance and order be upheld, and our minds pre-
served from that exaggeration on the one side, and
depreciation on the other ride, which are the sure
results of exclusiveness. A poet, for instance,
should have much of the philosopher in him; not,
indeed, thrusting itself forward at the surface—
this would only make a monster of his work, ke
the Siamese twins, neither one thing nor two—bum
latent within ; the spindle should be out of sight,
but the web should be spun by the Fates. A phi-
losopher, on the other hand, should have much of
the poet in him. A historian cannot be great with-
out combining the elements of the two minds. A
statesman ought to unite those of all the three. A
great religious teacher, such as Socrates, Bernard,
Luther, Schleiermacher, needs the statesrman’s prac-
tical power of dealing with men and things, as well
as the historian’s insight into their growth and por-
pose. - He needs the philosopher’s ideas, impreg-
nated and impersonated by the imagination of the
poet. In like manner, our graver faculties and
thoughts are much chastened and bettered by a
blending and interfusion of the lighter, so that
‘“the sable cloud” may *turn her silver lining on
the night;” while our lighter thoughts require the
graver to substantiate them and keep them from
evaporating. Thus Socrates is said, in Plato's
B , to have maintained that & t tragic
poet ought likewise to be & great comic poet—an
observation the more remarkable, because the ten-
dency of the Greek mind, as at once manifested in
their Polytheism, and fostered by it, was to insulate
all their ideas; and, as it were, to split up the in-
tellectual world into a cluster of Cyclades, leading
to confusion, is the characteristic of modern times.
The combination, however, was realized in himself,
and in his great pupil; and may, ;l)erhnps, have
been 50 to & certain extent in Eschylus, if we may
judge from the fame of his satiric dramas. At all
events the assertion, as has been remarked more
than once—for instance by Coleridge (Remains, ii,
12,)—is a wonderful prophetical intuition, which
has received its fulfilment in Shakspere. No heart
would have been strong enough to hold the woe of
Lear and Othello, except that which bad the wn-
quenchable elasticity of Falstaff and the  Midsum-
mer Night's dream.” He, too, is an example that
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the perception of the ridiculous does not necessarily
imply bitternees and scorn. Along with his intense
bumor, and his equally intense piercing insight into
the darkest, most fearful depths of human pature,
there is still a spirit of universal kindness, as well
a8 universal justice, pervading his works ; and Ben
Jonson has left us a precious memorial of him,
where he calls him * My gentle Shakspeare.” i
one epithet sheds a beautiful light on his character :

its truth is attested by his wisdom, which could
never have been 80 perfect unless it had been har-
monized by the gentleness of the dove. A similar
union of the graver and lighter powers is found in
several of Shakspeare’s contemporaries, and in
many others among the greatest poets of the
modern world; in Boccaccio, in Cervantes, in

This | Chaucer, in Gothe, in Tieck ; so was it in Walter

Scott.

——, e —————

MY HONORABLE FRIEND BOB.

FROM ‘‘DAVID DUMPS.”

It was at a public school that I first became ac-
quainted with my friend Bob. He was then a little
round-faced, curly-pated boy, about ten years of
sge; and I being two years his senior, and there
existing some intimacy between our parents, he was
put under my protection.

1 soon, fool that I was, became very fond of Bob.
We naturally get attached to those who cling to us
for support; and every thing was so new to him,
poor fellow! that without me he was miserable.

At that very early age, Bob had acquired a taste
for extravagance ; his money always burnt a hole
in his little breeches’ pocket ; and when it was gone,
many a shilling did he borrow of me, and many
more did he owe to Mrs. Puffy, the fat vender of
pastry, whose residence was ‘‘ down the street.”

At sixteen, I left Doctor Rearpepper’s establish-
ment; and many were the tears that poor Bob shed
st my departure. He said nothing at all about the
nine shillings and fourpence halfpenny that he owed
me; but when I said, “ Bob, be sure you write to
me,” I suspect that he almost expected me to add,

‘“and don't forget to enclose the money.”

During my residence at Oxford, we never met.
At first our interchange of letters was frequent, and
the style of our communications most affectionate ;
but gradually our correspondence flagged, and for
a whole year I heard nothing of him. At length,
by the coach came a splendidly bound copy of a
work which he knew to be my favorite ; and in the
title-page was written my name, and underneath the
;zbrd:, “From his affectionate and grateful friend

‘“Yes,” thought I, as I read the inscription, *and
still thou art my honorable friend ! "

Bob, after 8o long a period had elapsed, was nat-
urally ashamed to send me the few shillings that he
owed me; but he could not be happy till he had
spent many pouuds on a gift which was intended
to repay me. With the parcel, I received a letter
announcing his having entered the army, and add-
ing that he was about to join his regiment, which
was then on a foreign station. He entreated me
not to suppose from his long silence that he had
forgotten me; and, in short, there was so much
warmth of heart about the whole letter, that Bob
was reinstated in my good graces, and I wrote him
amost affectionate reply, assuring him that when-
ever we met he would find me unaltered.

After quitting Oxford, I travelled on the Conti-
nent for many months; and on my return to Eng-
:nd,'} fo:nd my friend Bobfa:h a hotel in Bond

reet, and, in every sense of the words, “a
man about town.” i o 8y

BY THOMAS HAYNES BAYLY.

summer’s vacation, than a meeting of men who had
seen something of the world. Wge could talk only
of the past, of frolic and of fun; and while arm-in-
arm we ranged the streets of the west end, we
laughed almost as much, and were really nearly as
thoughtless, a8 in the days when together we ranged
the play-ground of old Rearpepper.

Whatever J may have been, Bob was indeed un-
changed; and not alone in spirits and temper, for
I soon found that his old habits had grown with his
growth, and strengthened with his strength. He
still retained his ‘‘sweet tooth,” and daily did he
lead me into Gunter’s or Grange's, (nay, often into
both in turn,) and there I saw him indulge as he
used of old in the habitation of Mrs. Puffy ;—the
only difference was, that his dainties were somewhat
more refined, and more expensive; for, alas! I
soon saw the old injunction, *“Put it down to my
bill,” had by no means fallen into disuse. All other
tradespeople were most impartially dealt with by
Bob in the same way; and I saw him take posses-
sion of trinkets, coats, hats, and boots, without
considering it requisite to take his purse out of his
pocket.

The next morning, Bob ran to my bedside to in-
form me that he was ordered to India, and must
leave London in a day or two. He showed me his
letters, and it was evident that he must prepare for
his immediate departure.

We breakfasted together; and during the repast,
the waiter was continually presenting him with wa- -
fered notes; and it appeared that several persons
bad called, very earnestly wishing to see him. I
had my suspicions about these visitations, but said

- nothing.

Immediately after breakfast, Bob took my arm
and requested me to walk with him ; and after pass-
ing through several streets and squares in unusual
silence, and with an appearance of agitation in his
manner, he suddenly addressed me.

‘““There is no alternative,” said he; “I must go.”

“You must, indeed, Bob,” I replied,—* unless
you are dstained.”

“‘Detained!” said Bob, blushing; ‘“how do you
mean "

“ Pardon me,” I answered, ¢ but really few young
men could go on a8 you have Jately done, and be
prepared for a departure so sudden. Now, my dear
Bob, you know what my finances are; you know I
bave literally nothing to spare; but if, knowing
this, you think I can be of temporary use to you,
command me.”

Bob grasped my arm, and his eyes watered; but
he was ashamed to own the extent of his encum-

Ours was more like the reunion of boys after a

brances, and therefore hastily answered,
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¢ This in like yourself, my dear friend, and at the
moment you may indeed serve me by putting your
name to a bill.”

¢ Not of large amount, Bob, I trust?”

“No—y rger, I fear, than —"

“If it be a large sum, Bob, you know that if
vour draft is not honored when it becomes due, J
shall go to prison instead of you.”

“ Ngever 1" gaid Bob with a fervor and an evidence
of deep feeling which I could not distrust.

“Well, then, what is the sum ?” gaid I.

¢ Firat, let me tell you some circumstances which
press heavily on my heart,” said Bob; ‘‘not here
—come with me this way.”

And in solemn silence he led me to Portman

uare.

*“What can all this mean ? said I, at last.

‘“Hush!” said Bob; ‘you see that house "

And he pointed to a very handsome well-appoint-
ed mansion. A footman was standing at the door
receiving cards from a lady in a carriage.

““See the house ?” I replied; ‘“to be sure I do;
and what then "
“That house is owned by one of the wealthiest
commoners in England.”
a ; I}'mph!" said I; ‘“the owner, I suppose, is
ch.’
‘“ He has an only daughter,” said Bob.
¢ Has he ?” I answered.
¢ His sole heiress,” added Bob.
“What then?” I replied.
“] am ashamed of having concealed all this so
long from 8o dear a friend,” murmured Bob.
« All what?”
¢ But the secret was not my own.”
 What secret ?”
“That lovely girl!”
¢ Upon my word, Bob,” I cried, * you put me out
of all patience |I” ’
“T have won that girl's affections.”
“The heiress?” gaid I.
¢ She loves me,” whispered Bob.

“My dear fellow,” I exclaimed, “this is news is-
deed !—you have no oocasion of assistance froma
poor fellow like me.”

““Oh!” said Bob, * you have not heard all. She
loves me to madness, poor dear girl! Bat, richss
her father is, were As to suppose that I am involved,
he would forbid the match.

¢ A very sensible old man.”

“That may be; but there is another obstacle—
my rank: Clara will not consent to marry any thing
below a captain.”

I could not repress a laugh.

‘It s a foible, perhaps,” said Bob, rather piqued:
‘““but it is her only one, and I must humor it. But
myd p;omoﬁon depends on my going to India,
and—

*Well, well,” said I, “I understand all this; bot
tell me at once what you wish me to do for you.”

““To put your name to & draft for one hundred
and ninety pounds,” faltered Bob.

““Mercy on me! what a sum|” said I. Hov-

ever, it must be done: and when the draft becomes
due—"

“] will honorably pay it 1"

“If not, to prison I go. And now let us retam
to our hotel.”

“One moment,” said Bob: “I love to look at the
house.”

‘“ At the casket which contains the gem " said L

‘“Yes; and for your sake, too, I love to look at
it. You see those three windows shaded with sky-
blue silk curtains? Oh, such a little room tAat is!—
and that room I always mean to be your own exclw
sively, when I am master of the mansion. Such a
room !—the furniture so exquisite !|—and such s
sweet look out over the square ! —But come, wel
talk all that over while we are at dinner.”

Before the meal was half finished, Bob seemed
quite to have recovered his spirits; and I could not
help suspecting, that as the prospect of an immedi-
ate separation did not seem to depress him, be
loved the lady less than he loved her gold.
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“Is abe}:reny?" said I after a long pause, dur-
ing which 7 at least had been thinking of her.

“Trny, i the ndy pretty B

“I say, is the lady pretty

“ What lady ?” said Bob.

“Why, your love, to be sure.”

“Which do you mean "

‘‘Nonsense, Bob!—I mean the girl you are at-
tached :o;—why, man, she who lives in Portman

re.

“0O! what was I dreaming of |—very pretty.”

“I can't imagine, Bob,” said I, * when you con-
trived to win your divinity: you and I have been
for months almost insegcrable, and—"

“Ask no questions,” said Bob; ‘‘the secret is
not my own.”

“Not entirely, certainly,” I replied. ‘Is she to
inherit the house in Portman Square ?”

“To be sure she is: and such a house as it is!—
and that room which I mean for you! You are
fond of a hot bath "

4 ve '"

“There is a sky-blue silk sofa in that room ; and
when you touch a spring, it flies up, (I don't ex-
sctly know the principle on which it acts,) and turns
into the most delightful bath|”

“Indeed !”

“Yes, a marble bath.”

“Marble "

“White marble without a speck ;—she did tell
me where it came from,—~but that’s no conse-

quence.”

“How very luxurious!” eaid L

“Yes; and 80 very complete |—three cocks!”

“Three " said I: * two, you mean.”

“No, no,—three,” replied Bob: ‘“one for hot
water—"

“Yes,” said L.

“ And one for cold—"

“Well, that makes two,” said I.

“ And one,” said Bob, ‘ for eau-de- A

In the evening, I put my name to Bob’s draft,
and the next morning we parted with mutual ex-

pressions of regret.

I missed him sadly ; and it so happened, that af-
ter he went, many untoward circumstances occurred
which, having first materially lowered my resources,
next effectually lowered my spirits, and I used to
sunter through our old haunts, looking like the
ghost of his companion.

When he was gome, I becamte acquainted with
many circumstances connected with his expenditure
which perfectly astounded me; and at the end of
four months, ?nctly two months before it was to
become due,) I had every reason to doubt whether
the draft for one hundred and ninety pounds would
ever be paid.

I was conscious of my own utter inability to pay
it; and I therefore existed for a week or two in a
state of mental excitement not to be described.
One day after breakfast, I sallied forth more dolor-

ous than usual ; and after wandering about for some

time, I found myself in Portman Square, opposite
the identical mansion inhabited by Bob’s intended.

“Ah{” thought I, * were Bob now in possession
of that house, all would go well with us:—his heart

Is in the right place, poor fellow! But, alas! be-

fore he puts me in possession of that sky-blue

spartment, with the ho;:ai;er and the egld and the
ear-do- Ook?u I may prison, and my name
diograced!”

As I looked towards the balcony of the drawing-
room, ] saw a female watering some geraniums;
and, suddenly turning her head towards me, she
seemed to recognize my person, and gave me a fa-
miliar nod.

I soon discovered it was my old friend and near
connection Mrs. Symmons; and, beckoning me to
the window, she exclaimed,

“Oh! P'm delighted to see you!—we only came
to town yesterday,—we are on a visit to Mr. Moles-
worth: pray come in, and I'll introduce you.”

I knocked at the hall-door in a state of mind not
to be described,—the hall-door of the house in
which 1 (by anticipation) already possessed a room
of my own, with sky-blue curtains, and a new-in-
vented spring sofa bath overflowing with eau-de-
Cologne! 1 walked up stairs; and my friend Mrs,
Symmons introduced me to Mr. Molesworth, (an old
aa;:lemm in a pair of gouty shoes,) his daughter,

Molesworth, (a lovely, fair-haired girl of about
eighteen,) her sister Flora, (still in a fore, and
not come out,) and her two little s (school-
boys in round jackets and duck trousers).

% Dear me!” thought I, “how poor dear Bob was
mistaken in supposing her an heiress!”

In this family I spent many happy days; and be-
ing, though unknown to her, so well acquainted
with the secret of the young lady’s heart, I became
more intimate with her than I could have been with
any one else, without incurring the imputation of
“gerious intentions.” In this instance, however,
my knowledge of the fair lady’s engagement to
another person, (and that person my friend,) made
me feel perfectly at my ease; and we became the
talk of all our acquaintances, without my being the
least aware that we were engaged even in a little
flirtation.

To my utter astonishment, Mrs. Symmons came
to me one day, (it was the day before that on which
Bob’s draft was to become due,) and, with a know-
ing look, asked me why I was 8o out of spirits? I
gave an evasive reply, for I did not choose to own
the paltry pecuniary dificulty, which was threaten-
ing to overpower me. .

‘“Nonsense!” said Mrs. Symmons; *“go boldly,
and make your offer: your connections are unex-
ceptionable; and whatever your present income
may be, your prospects are excellent. Besides, she
has enough for both ; for, thouﬁh not an only child,
her father can afford to give her a very excellent
fortune.”

“ And pray,” I replied, “of what lady are you
talking "

‘ Miss Molesworth, to be sure ;—1I know she is at-
tached to you.”

“You know nothing about the matter,” said I';
“for I can tell you that——"

I hesitated, for I had no right to betray Bob's se-
cret.

“Well,” said Mrs. Symmons, “ here she comes,
and I will leave you together;” and away she went.

“ What is the matter?” said Miss Molesworth
earnestly, as she entered; ‘‘you seem agitated—
what has happened "

“Are we alone?” said I after a pause. *“Itis
better that I should be explicit.”

Migs Molesworth started, colored, and cast down
her ejes. Had I been a favored lover on the point
of making an avowal of attachment, she could not
have been more embarrassed.

“Do not be alarmed,” said I: “I know all|”
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“8ir!” said Miss Molesworth.

“I am Bob's best friend, and I know your se-
cret.”

“ My secret!” she exclaimed.

“Yes, dear lady,” I answered: “I am, as I told
you before, the most intimate friend of Bob.”

“Of Bob!” said she.

“Yes,” I re”plied, taking her hand; “I am Bob's
school-fellow.

¢ And pray, sir,” said she, withdrawing her hand,
“who is Bob?”

% Do not distress yourself,” I whispered; *do not
think it necessary to conceal any thing from me ;—
before he left England, Bob told me t&l."

¢ All what #” cried Miss Molesworth.

“Your mutual attachment,—your engagement,”
I replied.

Miss Molesworth started up, coloring crimson.
At first, she could not articulate, but at last she
sail

‘?' I know not, sir, to what I am to attribute this
conduct: I have been attached to no one, engaged
to no one,—I know not of whom you speak. % had
considered you, sir, in the light of a friend; but
now, sir, now—"

Bhe could say no more, but sank on & chair be-
side me, in a flood of tears.

A mist at that moment fell from my eyes; I saw
at once the full extent of Bob’s unpardonable false-
hood, and the distressing certainty flashed upon my
mind that his draft would be dishonored.

Mrs. Symmons entered at the moment, and found
us both apparently plunged into the depths of des-
pair. Miss Molesworth was in an instant weeping
on her shoulder; and before a quarter of an hour
had elapsed, I found myself breathing forth vows
of love to the young lady, and exulting in my dis-
cogell'y that her engagement to my friend Bob was
a fable.

Miss Molesworth referred me to her father; but
I read in her large blue eyes that she did not dislike
me. I therefore retired to my bed that night full
of love and hope, and dreamed of driving my wife
in a chariot drawn by six dragons, over the man-
gled body of Bob.

The next morning, my first thoufht was of my
approaching interview with Mr. Molesworth: but,
alas! it was soon followed by my recollection of
Bob's draft, and the too great probability that be-
fore night I should be in durance vile for the amount.
My own resources were at the moment inadequate
to meet the demand; and could I ask a rich man
to let me marry his daughter, and expect that his
first act would be to pay one hundred and ninety
pounds to extricate me from a prison!

At length, I made up my mind to walk to Bob's
bankers, and at once ascertain the worst. I did so,
and on my arrival was astounded at being informed
by the clerk that he had provided funds for the
payment of the draft!

8o far I had wronged my hohorable friend; and
I was therefore able to appear in Portman Square
in excellent spirits.

“The course of” my *true love” did, for a won-
der, “run smooth,” and, all our preliminaries hav-
ing been finally arranged, the Molesworths left town
for the family seat in Wiltshire, and I remained to
arrange some legal and other matters, which would in
all probability detain me for a couple of months. I
was sitting in my own room rather out of spirits the
morning after my true love’s departure, when the

door opened, and in came—Bob! He was 50 evi-

dently delighted to see me again, that I could not help
receivif him kindly. He spoke of the obligation I
had cogjerred upon him previous to his departure;
and aftef frankly acknowledging the gratification 1
had felt at his punctuality, I said,

‘“But how is this? returned after so short an ab-
sence!”

“Oh1 we are not to go to India, after all; I've
been ne- further than Madeira ;—we’ll talk that all
over another time. I suppose I shall be sent to the
West, instead of the East.

“I only regret it on account of your rank; it
may retard your marriage.”

“ My marriage!” said Bob, blushing all over.

“Yes; your marriage with the heiress of Port-
man Square.”

“Oh!” cried Bob, starting from his chair and
presging his hand, ‘‘never—never, I entrest you,
mention that subject again.”

‘“Why s0?” said I

Tt is all off,” sighed Bob.

“Off!” I exclaimed.

Yes, the traitress]—But enough,—never name
her to me again.”

I of course promised to obey him, and for some
days we enjoyed ourselves very much in the old
way. One morning, he came to me in real distress,
and told me that his tailor had threatened to arrest
him for the amount of his bill. I offered to go and
speak to the man, and endeavor to persmdeﬁmm
give Bob time.

““If he will only give me a month,” said Bob.

“Well,” I cried, “I can but try him ;" and away
I went.

The tailor was inexorable; but he told me that
if I would become responsible for the payment of
the debt in a month, he would copsent to wait; if
not, he was determined to arrest Bob that day.

I hesitated for a moment; but, reco his
prompt payment of the hundred and ninety pounds,
I made myself responsible for the amount of the
bill, and then returned to con ulate my friend.

When I told him what I had done, he started up
and exclaimed, ¢ You do not mean it!—you cannot
have made yourself responsible for the amount of
that fellow’s bill 1”

“I have, I assure you,” said I.

“Then,” said Bob, “‘you will bave to pay it; I
shall not have the money myself; I never asked
you to incur the responsibility,—I never expected
it,—and I repeat that you will have to pay it.”

“My dear Bob,” said I, “it will not be in my
power; I am peculiarly situated. At the end of
a month, I shall be most particularly en, y
hands, as it were, will be tied, and paying this at
that particular period will be out of the question.”

Still Bob persisted that he never asked me to be-
come responsible, and it ended in his leaving me in
a very ill humor. My engagements with legal per-
sons employed me for days to&rether in the city,
and I eaw very little of Bob. hen we did meet,
my manner was cold and restrained ; and it was not
till within a day or two of the expiration of the
month that I had time to think of the very inop-
portune and annoying responsibility which I had
incurred.

That very day, I met Bob, and spoke to him most
earnestly and seriously about the payment ; but he
sighed most deeply, told me how much he lamented
my having engaged to make the payment, and pa-
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thetically bemoaned the emptiness of his own
pockets. The next morning, I called on the tailor,
earnestly requesting him to renew the draft for
another month, and was then told that my honora-
ble friend had called that very day, and had placed
in his hands the sum for which I was responsible !

I went instantly to call upon him, and he re-
ceived me with laughter, in which I could not re-
sist joining ; but I confess I laughed the more from
the recollection that my hour of revenge was at
band.

About a fortnight afterwards, (the family of my
intended baving arrived in town for the wedding,
which was to take place the next morning at St.
George’s Church, Hanover Square,) Bob inquired
“what it was that seemed to occupy me from morn-
ing till night, and why it was that we so seldom
met ™

“ My dear Bob,” said I, “it has been a secret!”
“Oh! a secret!”
“Yes; and the secret has not been entirely my
own.”

“Indeed!” said Bob.

-“Bat I will now conceal nothing from you: you,
1 remember, before you went away, confided your
secret to me.”

“Oh!—ah!—hem—yes—well ?” stammered Bob.

“I am going to be married to-morrow.”

“Married!” exclaimed Bob: ‘“tell me all about
it; who is she,~—~do 7/ know her?”

“You do not know her; but I have heard you

speak of her.”
“ In£ed! ‘Where does she live ?—is she pretty?
—is she rich "

*‘There is no time,” said I, *‘ to answer your ques-
tions at present : I dine with the family at six, and
I mean to take you with me. Go and dress, and in
half an hour I will call for you in a carriage.”

““Where does your intended live?” said Bob as
we drove along Oxford Street and turned into Or-
chard Street.

“Time will show,” I replied.

“Where are we now ?” said Bob as the carriage
made & sudden turn.

“We are in Portman Square,” I replied.

‘“And the lady lives——" faltered Bob.

“In Portman Square,” said I.

Bob sat in evident confusion ; and when the car-
riage actually stopped at Mr. Molesworth’s house,
he said,

“] deserve this—I am quite ashamed of ‘myself.
Come, come, turn back and drive home.”

“By no means,” said I, as the servant gave a
thundering knock at the door, and then let down
the steps of the carriage.

¢ Look,” said I, pointing upwards, while we waited
for the street-door to be opened; ‘ you see those
three windows with sky-blue curtains "

0! spare me!” cried Bob.

¢ That room I always mean to reserve ezclusively
for you: there is a wonderful sofa, silken without,
and marble within.”

“My dear friend!” said Bob imploringly.

“Don’t interrupt me,” I proceeded ;—*‘ an exqui-
site bath with three cocks; one for hot water, one
for cold, and one for eau-de- Cologne. But we have
no time now to expatiate on its advantages;” and
I jumped out of the carriage.

“Why, you won’t go in!” cried Bob as he breath-
lessly ran up the steps after me, and vigorously
pulled at the tail of my coat.

“Goin!" saidI; ‘to be sure: and you will meet
old friends, and show me where you used to meet
the lady of your love, and—-"

“You are going too far!” whispered Bob: “I
see my error; I uttered what was false—forgive
me—I] am cured. But these servants and the in-
mates of the house will think us mad!”

““Not at all,” I replied. *‘ Speak the truth in fu-
ture, as I have done to you.”

I pressed his hand, and led him up stairs. I saw
that he was depressed and humiliated; and when
we got to the drawing-room door, he whispered,

*“ And do they know it? I cannot face them.”

“They know nothing,” I replied, ‘ and shall never
know from me any thing discreditable to my honor-
able friend Bob.”

“T will never utter a falsehood again,” said Bob.
And I firmly believe he adhered to his resolution.
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FROM ‘‘ WEEDS OF WITCHERY.”
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touch ;

Indeed, I foar the sensitive may feel it over

much ;
But sttll a dash of pathos with my terrors I com-
bine,
The bright reward of tragic Bard—the laurel will
be mine! .

Place chairs for all the company, and, Ma’am, I
really think

If you don't send that child to bed, he will not
sleep a wink ;

I know he'll screech like any thing before I've read
a page;

My second act would terrify a creature of that

age:
And should the darling, scared by me, become an
Imbecile,

Though atter'd at the circumstance—how sorry I
should feel!
Wln.t! won't you send the child to bed? well,
Madam, we shall see ;—
Pray take a chair, and now prepare the laurel
crown for me,

Have all got pocket-handkerchiefs? your tears will
fall in streams :
Place water near to sprinkle over any one who
. ecreams;

BY THOMAS HAYNES BAYLY.

Tﬁ")'; =

And pray, good People, recollect, when what I've
said controls

Your sympathies, and actually harrows up your
souls ;

Remember, '(it may save you all from suicide, or
fi

ts,

'Tis but a mortal man who opes the flood-gates of
his wits!

Retain your intellects to trace my brightest gem,

(my moral)
And, when I've done, I'm very sure you'll wreathe
my brow with laurel.

Hem—" Act the first, and scens the first—a wood—
Bumrumpti enters—

Bumrumpti speaks, ‘ And have I then escaped from
my tormentors?

Revenge! Revenge! oh, were they dead, and I s
carrion crow,

I'd pick the flesh from off their bones, I'd sever toe
from toe !

Shall fair Fryfritta, pledged to me, her plighted
vow recall,

And wed with bated Snookums or with any man at
all!

No—rathcr perish earth and ses, the sky and—all
the rest of it—

For wife to me she swore she’d be, and she must
make the best of it."”
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Through five long acts—ay, very long, the happy
Bard proceeds;

P
Without & pause, without applause, scene after

scene he reads!.

That nlent homge glads his heart! it silent well
Not one of al.l his slumbering friends can either

hear or see!

The anxious Chaperon is asleep! the Beau beside

the Fair!

The dog is aleeping on the rug! the cat upon the
chair!
Old men and babes—the Footman, too! ob, if we

crown the Bard,

We'll twine for him the Poppy wreath, his only fit

reward.

— i

DEADLY NIGHTSHADE.

YROX “ WEEDS OF WITCHERY.”

I

T

I

N . i
like ice.

I thought of all my evil deeda, and wished them all
undone,

longed to hm the merry lark, and see the rising
Ihwdc:tl:cekhoonng of the owl, the ticking of the
And the door did shake, while something seem’d to
fidget with the lock!
Ivute:up:]uehtoﬁngthe bell to summon man or
Idid x:cg‘i tdh,nm a finger forth, because I was
llonge;ln;o call out lustily, but not a word I
Tgped rd':. ;)hnkeu and the sheets and held them

a most alarming noise, I never heard the

Like,
Just as the turret-clock struck twelve! a horrid
hour to strike!

BY THOMAS HAYNES BAYLY.

And down my chimney screeching came s most
malignant Fiend—

Isat u%trembhnq in my bed—good gracious, how
e

Upon the marble mantelpiece there flared a globe
of flame!
And in it danced distorted forms too horrible to

name!

And on the hearth the Fiend still sat! I fainted
with affright!

But rose next morn to trace the cause the moment
there was light. -

The I"ielnd was but a tabby cat! the globe of flame

saw,
A shnd:l:f paper for the h.mp-mch a8 my sisters

'Twas traced with gbosta and skeletons from char-
nel-houses damp
It ésn’¢ nice to have a Dendly Nightshade for one'’s

lamp!
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THE WORLD A8 IT IS.
ANONYMOUS,

“WHar a delightful thing the world is! Lady
Lennox’s ball, last night—how charming it was!—
every one 80 kind, and Charlotte looking so pretty
—the nicest girl I ever saw! But I must dress
now. Balfour is to be here at twelve with the
horse he wants to sell me. How lucky I am to
have such a friend as Balfour!—s0 entertaining—
80 good-natured—so devilish clever too—and such
an excellent heart! Ah! how unlucky! it rains a
little; but never mind, it will clear up; and if it
don't—why, there’s billiards. What a delightful
thing the world is!”

8o soliloquized Charles Nugent, & man of twenty-
one—a philanthropist—an optimist. Our young

ntleman was an orphan, of good family and large
ortune ; brave, generous, confiding, and open-
hearted. His ability was above the ordinary stand-
ard, and he had a warm love and a pure taste for
letters. He had even bent a knee to Philosophy,
but the calm and cold graces with which the god-
dess receives her servants had soon discontented the
young votary with the worship. ‘“‘Away!” cried
he, one morning, flinging aside the volume of La

Rochefoucault, which he had fancied he under-
stood ; ** Away with this selfish and debasing code!
—men are not the mean things they are here de-
scribed—Dbe it mine to think exulting of my species!”
My dear Experience, with how many fine sentiments
do you intend to play the devil? It is not without
reason that Goethe tells us, that though Fate is an
excellent, she is also a very expensive school-
mistress. )

“Ha! my dear Nugent, how are you?” and Cap-
tain Balfour enters the room: a fine, dark, hand-
home fellow, with something of pretension in his
air and a great deal of frankness. * And here is
the horse. Come to the window. Does he not
step finely? What action! Do you remark his:
forehand ? How he carries his tail! Gad, I don't
think you sball bave him, after all!” *“Nay, m
dear fellow, you may well be sorry to part wit!

- him. Heis su?erbl Quite sound—eh #” ¢ Have
him examined.” * Do you think I would not take
your word for it? The price ?” *Fix it yourself.
Prince Paul once offered me a hundred-and-eighty;
but to you——" ¢“You shall have it.” * No,
Nugent—say, a hundred-and-fifty.” “I won't be
outdone—there’s a draft for the 180.” ‘Upon
my soul, I'm ashamed; but you are such a rich
fellow. John, take the horse to Mr. Nugent's
stables. Where will you dine to-day?—at the
Cocoa-tree?” * With ail my heart.”

The young men rode together. Nugent was de-
lighted with his new purchase. They dined at the
Cocoa-tree. Balfour ordered some early peaches.
Nugent paid the bill. They went to the Opera.
“Do you see that danseuse, Florine " asked Bal-
four. “Pretty ankle—eh?™ ‘ Yes, comme
but dances awkwardly—not handsome. * What!
not handsome? Come and talk to her. She’s
more admired than any girl on the stage.” They
went behind the scenes, and Balfour convinced his
friend that he ought to be enchanted with Florine.
Before the' week was out, the danseuse kept her
carriage, and in return, Nugent supped with her
twice a week.

Nugent had written a tale for ¢ The Keepeake ;"
it was his first literary effort ; it was tolerably good,
and exceedingly popular. One day, he was loung-
ing over his breakfast, and a tall, thin ﬁnﬂemn,
in black, was announced by the name of Mr. Gilpin.

 Mr. Gilpin made a most bow, and
heaved a peculiarly profound sigh. Nugent was
instantly seized with a lively interest in the ntrl.ng
¢ Bir, it is with great regret,” faltered forth Mr.
Gilpin, “itlnt I ?Jeekh you. I—I—I—" A lov,
consumptive cough checked his speech. Nu,
offered him a cup of tea. The civility was nfng:l,
and the story continued. Mr. Gilpin’s narration is
soon told, when he himself is not the nfrrator. An
unfortunate literary man—once in affluent circum-
stances—security for a treacherous friend—friend
absconded—pressure of unforeseen circumstances—
angel wife and four cherub children — a book
coming out next season—deep distress at present—
horror at being forced to beg—generous sentiments
expreased in the tale written by Mr. Nugent forcibly
struck him—a ray of hope bro{e on his mind—and
voila the causes of Mr. Gilpin's distress and Mr.
Gilpin's visit. Never was there a more interesti
personification of the afflicted man of letters than
Gregory Gilpin. He looked pale, patient, and re-
spectable; he coughed frequently, and he was
dressed in deep mourning. Nugent's heart swelled
—he placed a bank-note in Mr. Gilpin’s hands—be
promised more effectual relief, and Mr. Gilpin re-
tired, overpowered with his own gratitude and Mr.
Nugent’s respectful compassion. *How happy I
am to be rich!” said the generous young philan-
thropist, throwing open his chest.

Nugent went to a conversazione at Lady Len-
nox's. Her ladyship was a widow, and a charming
woman. She was a little of the blue, and a little of
the fine lady, and a little of the beauty, and a httle




THE WORLD AS IT IS. 18

of the coquette, and a great deal of the sentimenta-
list. She had one daughter, without a shilling ; she
had taken a warm interest in a young man of the
remarkable talents and amiability of Charles Nugent.
He sat next her—they talked of the heartlessness
of the world—it is a subject on which men of
twenty-one and ladics of forty-five are especially
e'oquent. Lady Lennox complained, Mr. Nugent
defended. ** One does not talk much of innocence,”
it i3 said, or something like it is said, somewhere in
Madame d’ Epinay’s Memoirs, * without being sadly
corrupted ;” and nothing brings out the goodness
of our own hearts more than a charge against the
heartlessness of others. * An excellent woman!”
thought Nugent ; * what warm feelings! — how
pretty her daughter is! Oh, a charming family!”
Charlotte Lennox played an affecting air; Nugent
leaned over the piano; they talked about music,
poetry, going on the water, sentiment and Rich-
mond Hill. They made up a party of pleasure.
Nugent did not sleep well that night—he was cer-
tainly in love. When he rose the next morning,
the day was bright aud fine; Balfour, the best of
friends, was to be with him in an hour; Balfour’s
horse, the best of horses, was to convey him to
Richmond ; and at Richmond he was to meet Lady
Leunox, the most agreeable of mothers—and Char-
lotte, the most enchanting of daughters. The dan-
sense had always been a bore—she was now forgot-
ten. *“It certainly is a delightful world !” repeated
Nugent, as he tied his neckcloth.

It was some time—we will not eay how long—
after the date of this happy day ; Nugent was alone
in his apartment, and walking to and fro—his arms
folded, and & frown upon his brow. ‘ What a
rascal! what & mean wretch!—and the horse was
lame when he sold it—not worth ten pounds!—
and I so confiding—d—— my folly! Zhat, how-
ever, I should not mind ; but to have saddled me
with his cast-off mistress!—to make me the laugh-
ing-stock of the world! By heavens, he shall re-
pent it! Borrowed money of me, then made
8 jest of my good-nature |—introduced me to his
club, in order to pillage me!—but, thank God,
thank God, I can shoot him yet! Ha! Colonel;
this is kind!” Colonel Nelmore, an elderly gentle-
man, well known in society, with a fine forehead, a
shrewd, contemplative eye, and an agreeable ad-
dress, entered the room. To him Nugent poured
forth the long list of his grievances, and concluded
by begging him to convey a challenge to the best
of friends—Captain Balfour. , The Colonel raised
his eyebrows. * But,—my dear sir,—this gentle-
man has certainly behaved -ill to you, I allow it—
but for what specific offence do you mean to chal-
lenge him 7 ‘¢ For his conduet in general” The
Colonel laughed. . For saying yesterday, then,
that I was grown a d——d bore, and he should
cut me in futnre. He told Selwyn 8o in the how-
window at White's.”. The Colonel took snuff. *My
good young friend,” said he, ‘I see youdon’t know
the world. Come and- dine with me to-day—a
ﬁmctul seven. We'll talk over these matters.

esnwhile, Jou cant challenge a man for calling

ou a bore.” " *Not challenge him !—what should

do then?” “Laugh—shake your head at him,
aud say—* Ah! Balfour, you're a sad felldw!'”
The Colonél succeeded in preventing the challenge,

invitation—he was to dine with the Lennoxes.
Meanwhile, he went to the shady part of Kensing-
ton Gardens to indulge his reflections. He sat
himself down in an arbor, and looked moralizingly
over the initials, the dates, and the witticisms, that
hauds, long since moulderiag, have consigned to
the admiration of posterity.

A gay party was strolling by this retreat—their
laughter and voices preceded them. * Yes,” said
a sharp, dry voice, which Nugent recognized as be-
longing to one of the wits of the day—*‘ Yes, I saw
you, Lady Lennox, talking sentiment to Nugent—
fie! how could you waste yourtime 8o unprofita-
bly!” ¢ Ah! poor young man! he is certainly
bien béte, with his fine phrases and so forth: but
'tis & good creature on the whole, and exceedingly
useful!” ¢ Usefull” *Yes; fills up a vacant place
at one's table, at a day’s warning; lends me his
carriage-horses when mine have caught cold; sub-
acribes to my charities for me; and supplies the
drawing-room with flowers. In a word, if he were
more sensible, he would be less agreeable : his sole
charm is his foibles.”

Proh Jupiter! what a description, from the
most sentimental of mothers, of the most talented,
the most interesting of young men. Nugent was
thunderstruck ; the party swept by ; he was undis-
covered. He raved, he swore, he was furious. He
go to the dinner to-day? No, he would write such
a letter to the lady—it should speak daggers! But
the daughter: Charlotte was not of the party.
Charlotte—oh! Charlotte was quite a different
creature from her mother—the most natural, the
most simple of human beings, and evidently loved
him. He could not be mistaken there. Yes, for
her sake he would go to the dinner; he would
smother his just resentment.

He went to Lady Lennox's. It was a large party.
The young Marquis of Austerly had just returned
from his travels. He was gitting next to the most
lovely of daughters. Nugent was forgotten. After
dinner, however, he found an opportunity to say a
few words in a whisper to Charlotte. He hinted a
tender reproach, and he begged her to sing * We
met ; *twas in a crowd.” Charlotte was hoarse—had
caught cold. Charlotte could not sing. Nugeat
left the room. When he got to the end of the
street, he discovered that he had left his cane be-
hind. He went back for it, glad (for he was really
in love) of an excuse for darting an angry glance
at the most simple, the most natural of human
beings, that should prevent her sleeping the
whole night. He ascended the drawing-room ; and
Charlotte was delighting the Marquis of Austerly,
who leaned over her chair, with We met ; ’twas in a
crowd.” Charlotte Lennox was young, lovely, and
artful. Lord Austerly was youni, inexperienced,
and vain. Inless than a month, he proposed, and
was accepted.

“ Well, well!” said poor Nugent, one morning,
breaking from a reverie; * betrayed in my frieng~
ship, deceived in my love, the pleasure of doing
good is still left to me. Friendship quits us at the
first stage of life, Love at the second, Benevolence
lasts till death! Poor Gilpin! how ul he is:
I must see if I can get him that e abroad.”
To amuse his thoughts, he took up a new magazine.
He opened the page at a violent attack on himself
—on his beautiful tale in the *“Keepsake.” The
satire was not confined to the work; it extended

but Nugent’s indignation at the best.of friends re-
umained as warm as ever. He declined the Colonel’s

to the author. He was a fop, & coxcomb, a ninny,
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an intellectual dwarf, a miserable creature, and an
abortion. These are plessant studies for a man out
of spirits, especially before he is used to them.
Nugent had just flung the magazine to the other
end of the room, when his lawyer came to arrange
matters about a mortgage, which the generous
Nugent had already been forced to raise on his
estates. The lawyer was a pleasant, entertaining
man of the world, accustomed to the society, for
he was accustomed to the wants, of young men. He
perceived Nugent was a little out of humor. He
attributed the cause, naturally enough, to the mort-
gage; and to divert his thoughts, he entered first
on a general conversation.

* What rogues there are in the world !” said he.
Nugent groaned. *This morning, for instance,
before I came to you, I was engaged in a curious
piece of business enough. A gentleman gave his
son-in-law a qualification to stand for a borough;
the son-in-law kept the deed, and 8o cheated the

o0od gentleman out of more than 800/ a-year.

esterday, I was employed against a fraudulent
bankrupt—such an instance of long, premeditated,
cold-hearted, deliberate rascality! And when 1
leave you, I must see what i8 to be done with a
literary swindler, who, on the strength of a con-
sumptive cough, and a suit of black, has been re-
living on compassion for the last two
years.” ‘‘Ha!” ¢He has just committed the most
nefarious fraud—a forgery, in short, on his own
uncle, who has twice seriously distressed himseif to
save the rogue of a nephew, and who must now
submit to this loss, or proclaim, by a criminal pro-
secution, the disgrace of his own family: The
nephew proceeded, of course, on his knowledge of
my client's goodness of heart; and thus a man
suffers in proportion to his amiability.” *“Is his
name Gil—Gil—Gilpin ?" stammered Nugent. “The
same! O-ho! have you been bit too, Mr. Nugent?”

Before our hero could answer, a letter was
brought to him. Nugent tore the seal; it was
from the editor of the magazine in which he had
just read his own condemnation. It ran thus:—

¢ Sin,—Having been absent from London on un-
avoidable business for the last month, and the care
of the Magazine having thereby devolved on
another, who has very ill dicha.rged its duties, I
had the surprise and mortification of pereeiving,
on my return this day, that a most unwarrantab
and personal attack upon you has been admitted in
the number for this month, I cannot sufficiently
express my regret, the more especially on finding
that the article in question was written by a mere
mercenary in letters. To convince you of my con-
cern, and my resolution to guard against such un-
worthy proceedings in future, I enclose you an-
other, and yet severer attack, which was sent to
us for our next number, and for which, I grieve to
say, the unprincipled author has already succeeded
in obtaining from the proprietors—a remuneration,”
etc., ete., otc.

Nugent's eyes fell on the enclosed gaper ; it was in
the handwriting of Mr. Gregory Gilpin, the most
grateful of distressed literary men.

““You seem melancholy to-day, my dear Nugeat,”
said Colonel Nelmore, as he met his young friend
walking with downcast eyes on the old 1 of 8t.
Jamee’s Park. ‘I am unhappy, I am discontented ;

the gloss is faded from life,” answered Nugent,
sighing. “I love meeting with a pensive man®

d the Colonel; ‘‘let me join you, and let us dine
together, téte-d-téte, at my bachelor's house. You
refused me some time ago; may I be more forta-
nate now " “J ghall be but poor company,” re-
joined Nugent; *“but I am very much obliged to
you, and I accept your invitation with »

Colonel Nelmore was a man who had told some
fity years. He had known misfortune in his dsy,
and he had seen & great deal of the harsh realities
of life. But he had not suffered nor lived in vain.
He was no theorist, and did not affect the philoso-
pher ; but he was contented with a small forture,
popular with retired habits, observant for a love of
study, and, above all, he did & great deal of gene-
ral good, exactly because he embraced no particu-
lar system.

“Yes,” said Nugent, as they sat together after
dinner, and the younger man 