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XXViil Introduction.

tleman who used to board in the same street with Mr.
Gottschalk. - The man wko kept the boarding-house re-
members it distinctly. The overture will consist of a
medley of airs, including the touching new ballads, * Dear
Sister, is there any Pie in the House?” “ My gentle
Father, have you any Fine Cut about you?”’ “Mother,
is the Battle o’er, and is it Safe for me to Come Home
from Canada ?”’ and (by request of many families who
who haven’t heard it) *Tramp, Tramp, Tramp, the Boys
are Munching!” While the enraptured ear drinks in this
Sweet music [we pay our pianist nine dollars a week and
“find him”] the eye will be enchained by the magnificent
green baize covering of the Panorama. This green baize
cost forty cents a yard at Mr. Stewart’s store. It was
bought in deference to the present popularity of ¢ The
‘Wearing o’ the Green. ’We shall keep up with the times,
if we spend the last dollar our friends have got.

* * * * *

BZY Those of the Audience who do not feel offended
with Artemus Ward are cordially invited to call upon
him, often, at his fine new house in Brooklyn. His house
is on the right hand side as you cross the Ferry, and may
be casily distinguished from the other houses by its having
a Cupola and a Mortgage on it.

* * * * *
MaiN STREET, EAsT S1pE.—The Salt Lake House, &c.

It is a temperance Hotel. In fact, the Maine Law ig
rigidly enforced in Utah. ’

She's the most distressful country that ever yet has bin,
They're imprisonin’ men and women there for sellin’ of the gin.

* * * * *
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From the Hoboken Ezpounder.
No family should be without him.

From the Aeokuk (Iowa) Banner.
‘We don’t know when we have been more so.

With regard to Artemus Ward’s Entertainment I
have only to say, using a novel and poetic phrase,
“ It must be seen to be believed.” It is the manner
of the man even more than his matter which attracts
large audiences. His singularly sparse form, his
comic profile, the prominence of one particular feature
of his face, the way he has of saying good things, as
if perfectly unconscious of what he is saying, and the
habit he bas of punctuating his sentences by twiddling
a little black cane, are all powerful aids to him as a
lecturer. In his exoteric developments he is the most
mirthful of men, and those who know him intimately,
as I do, know him to be as gentle-hearted as he is
genial, as candid as he is cordial, as true as he is

talented.
Epwarp P. HINGSTON.

ZLondon, 1865.
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By-and-by we cool down, and become somewhat
regulated.

Next Day.

When the gong sounds for breakfast we are fairly
out on the sea, which runs roughly, and the Ariel
rocks wildly. Many of the passengers are sick, and
a young naval officer establishes a reputation as a
wit by carrying to one of the invalids a plate of raw
salt pork, swimming in cheap molasses. I am not
sick; so I roll round the deck in the most cheerful
sea-dog manner.

The nextday and the next passbyinaserene manner.
The waves are smooth now, and we can all eat and
sleep. § We might have enjoyed ourselves very well, I
fancy, if the Ariel, whose capacity was about three
hundred ond fifty passengers, had not on this occasion
carried nearly nine hundred, a hundred at least of
whom were children of an unpleasant age. Captain
Semmes captured the Ariel once, and it is to be deeply
regretted that that thrifty buccaneer hadn’t made
mincemeat of her, because she is a miserable tub at
best, and hasn’t much more right to be afloat than a
. second-hand coffin has. Idonot know her proprietor,
Mr. C. Vanderbilt ; but I know of several excellent
mill privileges in the State of Maine, and not ome of
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We were so densely crowded on board the Ariel,
that I cannot conscientiously say we were altogether
happy. And sea-voyages at best are a little stapid.
On the whole I should prefer a voyage on the Erie
Canal, where there isn’t any danger, and where you
can carry picturesque scenery along with you—so to
speak.
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though I had lost all my relations, including my
grandmother and the cooking stove, when these gay
young Sefioritas go away.

‘They do not go to Peru on a Peruvian bark, but
on an English steamer. .

We find the St. Louis, the steamer awaiting us at
Panama, a cheerful and well-appointed boat, and com-
manded by Capt. Hudson.

4.
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morning with the sparkling remark, ‘ Dear mother,
be virtuous and you will be happy !”

Forward to Sacramento—which is the capital of
the State, and a very nice old town.

They had a flood here some years ago, during
which several blocks of buildings sailed out of town
and have never been heard from since. A Chinaman
concluded to leave in a wash-tub, and actually set
sail in one of those fragile barks. A drowning man
hailed him piteously, thus: “ Throw me a rope, oh,
throw me a rope!” To which the Chinaman ex-
citedly cried, “No have got—how can do?” and
went on, on with the howling current. He was
never seen more ; but & few weeks after his tail was
found by some Sabbath-school children in the north
part of the State.

I go to the mountain towns. The sensational
mining days are over, but I find the people jolly and
hospitable nevertheless.

At Nevada I am called upon, shortly after my
arrival, by an athletic scarlet-faced man, who politely
says his name is Blaze.

“T have a little bill against you, sir,” he observes.

¢ A bill—what for ?”

“TFor drinks.’

“ Drinks 2"
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driver, with whom I sit outside, informs me, as we
slowly roll down this fearful mountain road, which
looks down on either side into an appalling ravine,
that he has met accidents in his time, and cost the
California Stage Company a ‘great deal of money;
“because,” he says, “juries is agin us on principle,
and every man who sues us is sure to recover.
But it will never be so agin, not with me, you
bet.”

“ How is that ?” I said.

It was frightfully dark. It was snowing withal,
and notwithstanding the brakes were kept hard
down, the coach slewed wildly, often fairly touching
the brink of the black precipice.

“ How is that ?” I said.

“Why, you see,” he replied, *that corpses never
sue for damages, but maimed people do. And the
next time I have an overturn I shall go round and
keerfully examine the passengers. Them as is dead,
I shall let alone; but them as is mutilated I shall
“finish with the king-bolt! Dead folks don’t sue.
They ain’t on it.”

Thus with anecdote did this driver cheer me up.
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V.
WASHOE.

WE reach Carson City about nine o'clock in the
morning. It is the capital of the Silver-producing
territory of Nevada.

They shoot folks here somewhat, and the law is
rather partial than otherwise to first-class murderers.

I visit the territorial Prison, and the Warden points
out the prominent convicts to me, thus :

“ This man’s crime was horse-stealing. He is here
for life.

“ This man is in for murder. He is here for three
years.”

But shooting isn't as popular in Nevada as it
once was. A few years since they used to have a
dead man for breakfast every morning. A reformed
desperado told me that he supposed he had killed men
enough to stock a grave-yard. ‘A feeling of re-
morse,” he said, ““ sometimes comes over over me ! But
I'm an altered man now. I hain’t killed a man for
over two weeks! What'll yer poisorr yourself with ?*
he added, dealing a resonant blow on the bar.

There used to live near Carson City a notorious.
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I had pointed out to me at a Restaurant a man
who had killed four men in street broils, and who
had that very day cut his own brother's breast open
in a dangerous manner with a small supper knife.
He was a gentleman, however. I heard him tell some
men so. He admitted it himself. And I don't think
he would lie about a little thing like that.

The. theatre at Virginia will attract the attention
of the stranger, because it is an unusually elegant
affuir of the kind, and would be so regarded any-
where. It was built, of course, by Mr. Thomas Ma-
guire, the Napoleonic manager of the Pacific, and
who has built over twenty theatres in his time and
will perhaps build as many more, unless somebody
stops him—which, by the way, will not be a remark-
ably easy thing to do.

As soon as a mining camp begins to assaume the
proportions of a city; at about the time the whiskey-
vendor draws his cork or the gambler spreads his
green cloth, Maguire opens a theatre, and with a
hastily organized * Vigilance Committee” of actors
commences to execute Shakspeare.
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VI
MR. PEPPER.

My arrival at Virginia City was signalized by the
. following incident :

I had no sooner achieved my room in the garret
of the International Hotel than I was called upon by -
an intoxicated man, who said he was an Editor.
Knowing how rare it was for an Editor to be under
the blighting influence of either spirituous or malt
liquors, I received this statement doubtfully. But
I said:

“ What name ?”

“Wait !” he said, and went out.

I heard him pacing unsteadily up and down the
hall outside.

In ten minutes he returned, and said :

“ Pepper !”

Pepper was indeed his name. He had been out
to see if he could remember it ; and he was so flushed
with his success that he repeated it joyously several
times, and then, with a short laugh, he went
away.

I had often heard of a man being “so drunk that
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he didn’t know what town he lived in,” but here was
a man so hideously inebriated that he didn't know
what his name was.

I saw him no more, but I heard from him. For
he published a notice of my lecture, in which he said
I had a dissipated air !
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Mr. Monk himself is still in the employ of the Cali-
fornia Stage Company, and is rather fond of relating
a story that has made him famous all over the Pacific
coast. But he says he yields to no man in his admi-
ration for Horace Greeley.
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where there is more room. The men were miners
on a prospecting tour, and as we advanced upon them
without sending them word they took us for highway
robbers. :

I must not forget to-say that my brave and kind-
hearted friend Ryder of the mail coach, who had so
often alluded to “ Ward” in our ride from Virginia
to Austin, was among my hearers at Big Creek. He
had discovered who I was, and informed me that he
had debated whether to wollop me or give me some
rich silver claims.
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IX.
GREAT SALT LAKE CITY.

How was I to be greeted by the Mormons? That
was rather an exciting question with me. T had been
told on. the plains that a certain humorous sketch of
mine (written some years before) had greatly incensed
the Saints, and a copy of the Sacramento Union news-
paper had a few days before fallen into my hands in
which a Salt Lake correspondent quite clearly in-
timated that my reception at the new Zion might
be unpleasantly warm. I ate my dinner moodily and
sent out for some.cigars. The venerable clerk brought
me six. They cost only two dollars. They were
procured at a store near by. The Salt Lake House
sells neither cigars nor liquors.

I smoke in my room, having no heart to mingle
with the people in the office.

Dr. Hingston “ thanks God he never wrote against
the Mormons,” and goes out in search of a brother
Englishman. Comes back at night and says there
is a prejudice against me. Advises me to keep in.
Has heard that the Mormons thirst for my blood and
are on the look-out for me.
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have heard before. I pleaded, however, that it was a
purely burlesque sketch, and that this strong para-
graph should not be interpreted literally at all. The
Elder didn’t seem to see it in that light, but we parted
pleasantly.
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X.
THE MOUNTAIN FEVER.

I co back to my hotel and go; to bed, and I do not
get up again for two weary weeks. I have the
mountain fever (so called in Utah, though it closely
resembles the old-style typhus), and my case is pro-
nounced dangerous. I don't regard it so. I don't,
in fact, regard anything. I am all right, myself.
My poor Hingston shakes his head sadly, and Dr.
Williamson, from Camp Douglas, pours all kinds of
bitter stuff down my throat. I drink his health in
a dose of the cheerful beverage known as jalap, and
thresh the sheets with my hot hands. I address large
assemblages, who have somehow got into my room,
and I charge Dr. Williamson with the murder of Luce,
and Mr. Irwin, the actor, with the murder of Shak-
speare. I have a lucid spell now and then, in one of
which James Townsend, the landlord, enters. He
whispers, but I hear what he says far too distinctly:
“This man can have anything and everything he
wants; but I'm no hand for a sick room. I never
could see anybody die.”

That was cheering, I thought. The noble Califor-
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home of Clay: the State of splendid women, of gal-
lant men !”

“And I,” said another, “was born in Virginia, the
home of Washington: the birthplace of statesmen:
the State of chivalric deeds and noble hospitality I”

“And I,” said a yellow-haired and sallow-faced
man, who was not -of this party at all, and who had
been quietly smoking a short black pipe by the fire
during their magnificent conversation—‘and I was
born in the garden spot of America.”

“ Where is that 2 they said.

“ Skeouhegan, Maine !” he replied ; ¢ kin I sell you
a razor strop ?” ' )
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XI.,
“I AM HERE.”

THERE is no mistake about thaf and there is a
good prospect of my staying here for some time to
come. The snow is deep on the ground, and more is
falling. ' .

The doctor looks glum, and speaks of his ill-starred
countryman Sir J. Franklin, who went to the Arctic
once too much.

““ A good thing happened down here the other day,”
said a miner from New Hampshire to me. “A man
of Boston dressin’ went through there, and at one of
the stations there wasn’'t any mules. Says the man
who was fixed out to kill in his Boston dressin,
‘Where's them mules?” Says the driver, ‘Them
mules is into the sage-brush. You go catch ‘em—
that's wot you do.” Says the man of Boston dressin’,
‘Ohno!” Says the driver, ‘Oh yes! and he took
his long coach whip and licked the man of Boston
dressin’ till he went and caught them mules. How
does that strike you as a joke ?”

It didn't strike me as much of a joke to pay a
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I politely replied that I was one of  them fellers.”

“ Wall, don’t make fun of our clothes in the papers.
We air goin’ right straight through in these here
clothes, we air! We ain’t goin’ to rag out till we git
to Nevady! Pass them sassiges!”
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scowls, and the boys all langh when Roderigo dies.
I stay to see charming Mrs. Irwin (Desdemons) die,
which she does very sweetly.

I was an actor once, myself. I supported Edwin
Forrest at a theatre in Philadelphia. I played a pan-
tomimic part. I removed the chairs between scenes,
and I did it so neatly that Mr. F. said I would make
a cabinetmaker if I “applied” myself.

The parquette of the theatre is occupied exclusively
by the Mormons, and their wives and children. They
wouldn't let a Geuntile in there any more than they
would a serpent. In the side seats are those of Pre-
sident Young's wives who go to the play, and a large
and varied assortment of children. It is an odd sight
to see a jovial old Mormon file down the parquette
nisle with ten or twenty robust wives at his heels.
Yet this spectacle may bo witnessed every night the
theatre is opened.  ‘The dress circlo is chiefly occupied
by the officers from Camp Douglas and the Gentile
Morchants, ‘The upper cireles are filled by the pri-
vate soldiers and Mormon boys. 1 feel bound to say
that & Mormon audience is quite as appreciative as
any other kind of au audience,  They prefer comedy
to tragedy.  Sentimental plays, for obvious reasons,
ane unpopular with them. It will be remombered that
when . Meluotte, in the Lady of Lyons, comes home
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4 bushels of potatoes.

2 “ ¢ oats.

4 “ ¢ galt.

2 hams.

1 live pig (Dr. Hingston chained him in the box-
office).

1 wolf-skin.

5 pounds honey in the comb.

16 strings of sausages—2 pounds to the string.

1 cat-skin.

1 churn (two families went in on this; it is an in-
genious churn, and fetches butter in five minutes by
rapid grinding). '

1 set children’s under-garments, embroidered.

1 firkin of butter.

1 keg of apple-sauce.

One man undertook to pass a dog (a cross be-
tween a Scotch terrier and a Welsh rabbit) at the
box-office, and another presented a German-silver
coffin-plate, but the Doctor very justly repulsed them
both.
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of the Capulets, the Tombs of New York, or the
Toombs of Georgia.

Under the head of “Old Sayings,” Mr. P. pub-
lishes the following. There is & modesty about the
last “ saying” which will be pretty apt to strike the
reader:

“The Lord does good and Satan evil, said Moses.
Sun and Moon, see me conquer, said Joshua.
Virtue exalts a woman, said David.

Fools and folly frolic, said Solomon.
Judgments belong to God, said Isaiah.

The path of the just is plain, said Jeremiah.
The soul that sins dies, said Ezekiel.

The wicked do wicked, said Daniel,
Ephraim fled and hid, said Hosea.

The Gentiles war and waste, said Joel.

The second reign is peace and plenty, said Amos.
Zion is the house of the Gods, said Obadiah.
A fish saved me, said Jonah.

Our Lion will be terrible, said Micah.
Doctor, cure yourself, said the Saviour.
Live to live again, said W. W. Phelps.”








































Hurrah for the Road ! s

An overland journey, in winter is a better thing to
have done than to do. In the spring, however, when
the grass is green on the great prairies, I fancy one
might make the journey a pleasant one, with his own
outfit and a few choice friends.
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XVII.
VERY MUCH MARRIED.

ARE the Mormon women happy ?

I giveit up. I don’t know.

Tt is at Great Salt Lake City as it is in Boston. If
I go out to tea at the Wikinses in Boston, I am
pretty sure to find Mr. Wilkins all smiles and sun-
shine, or Mrs. Wilkins all gentleness and politeness.
I am entertained delightfully, and after tea little Miss
Wilkins shows me her photograph album, and plays
the march from “ Faust” on the piano for me. I go
away highly pleased with my visit; and yet the
Wilkinses may fight like cats and dogsin private. I
may no sooner have struck the sidewalk than Mr. W.
will be reaching for Mrs. W.’s throat.

Thus it is in the City of the Saints. Apparently,
the Mormon women are happy. I saw them at their
best, of course—at balls, tea-parties, and the like.
They were like other women as far as my observation
extended. They were hooped, and furbelowed, and
shod, and white-collared, and bejewelled; and like
women all over the world, they were softer-eyed and
kinder-hearted than men can ever hope to be.
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XVIII,
THE REVELATION OF JOSEPH‘ SMITH.

I HAVE not troubled the reader with extracts from
Mormon documents. The Book of Mormon is pon-
derous, but gloomy, and at times incoherent; and I
will not, by any means, quote from that. But the
Revelation of Joseph Smith in regard to the absorbing
question of Plurality or Polygamy may be of sufficient
interest to reproduce here. The reader has my full
consent to form his own opinion of it :—

REVELATION GIVEN TO JOSEPH SMITH, NAUVOO,
JuLy 12, 1843.

VERILY, thus saith the Lord unto you, my servant
Joseph, that inasmuch as you have inquired of my
hand to know and understand wherein I, the Lord,
justified my servants, Abraham, Isaac, and Jacob ; as
also Moses, David, and Solomon, my servants, as
touching the principle and doctrine of their having
many wives and concubines: Behold! and lo, I am
the Lord thy God, and will answer thee as touching
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1I.
ARTEMUS WARD'S AUTOBIOGRAPHY.

New York, NEaR Frrrn Avenco HorTeL,
Org. 3lct.

Editer of Play Bill.

Dr. Sir—Yrs, into evhich you ask me to send you
sum leadin incidents in my life so you can write my
Bogfry for the papers, cum dooly to hand. I hav no
doubt that a article onto my life, grammattycally
jerked and properly punktooated, would be a addition
to the chois literatoor of the day.

To the yooth of Ameriky it would be vallyble as
showin how high a pinnykle of fame a man can reach
who commenst his career with a small canvas tent and
a pea-green ox, which he rubbed it off while scratchin
hisself agin the center pole, causin in Rahway N. J. a
discriminatin mob to say humbugs would not go down
in their village. The ox resoom’d agricultooral pur-
soots shortly afterwards.

I next tried my hand at givin Blind-man concerts,
appearin as the poor blind-man myself. But the
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I am 56 (56) years of age. Time, with its relent-
less scythe, is ever busy. The Old Sexton gathers
them in, he gathers them in! Ikeep a pig this year.

I don't think of anything more, Mr. Ed'ter.

If you should giv’ my portrait in connection with
my Bogfry, please have me ingraved in a languishin’
attitood, leanin) on a marble pillar, leavin my back
hair as it is now.

Trooly yours,
ArTEMUS WARD.
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IIT.
THINGS IN NEW YORK.

THE stoodent and connyseer must have noticed and
admired in varis parts of the United States of America,
large yeller handbills, which not only air gems of
art in theirselves, but they troothfully sit forth the
attractions of my show—a show, let me here obsarve,
that contains many livin’ wild animils, every one of
which has got & Beautiful Moral.

Them handbils is sculpt in New York.

& I annoolly repair here to git some more on "um ;

&, bein’ here, I tho't I'd issoo a Address to the
public on matters and things.

Since last I meyandered these streets, I have bin
all over the Pacific Slopes and Utah. I cum back
now, with my virtoo unimpared, but I've got to git
some new clothes.

Many changes has taken place, even durin’ my
short absence, & sum on um is Sollum to contem-
pulate. The house in Varick street, where I'used to
Board, is bein’ torn down. That house, which was
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fogyish, but chock full of interest. Young gentlemen
of a romantic turn of mind, who air botherin’ their
heads as to how they can spend their father's money,
had better soe Quebeck. :

Altogother I like Canady. Good people and lots
of protty girls. I wouldn’t mind comin’ over here to
live in the capacity of a Duke, provided a vacancy
ooours, and provided further I could be allowed a few
star-spangled banners, a eagle, a boon of liberty, etc.

Don't think I've skedaddled. Not at all. I'm
ooming home in a week.

Let's have the Union restored as it was, if we can;
but if we can't, I'm in favour of the Union as it
wasn't. But the Union anyhow.

Gentlemen of the editorial corpse, if you would be
happy be virtoous! I, who am the emblem of virtoo,
tell you so.

(Signed) “A WaARD.”
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VII.

A ROMANCE.—WILLIAM BARKER, THE YOUNG
PATRIOT.

I

“No, William Barker, you cannot have my daugh-
ter's hand in marriage until you are her equal in
wealth and social position.”

The speaker was a haughty old man of some sixty
years, and the person whom he addressed was a fine-
looking young man of twenty-five.

With a sad aspect the young man withdrew from
the stately mansion. '

II.

Six months later the young man stood in the pre-
sence of the haughty old man.

““What! you here again ?” angrily cried the old
man. .
“ Ay, old man,” proudly exclaimed William Barker,
“I am here, your daughter's equal and yours ?”

The old man’s lips curled with scorn. A derisive

K
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got time to stay !—but herc’s a gift at parting: a
White Feather : wear it into your hat!” and She was
Gone from his gaze, like a beautiful dream.

Stung with remorse and mosquitoes, this miserable
young man, in a fit of frenzy, unsheathed his glitter-
ing dry-goods scissors, cut off four yards (good mea-
sure) of the Canada Line, and hanged himself on a
Willow Tree. Requiescat in Tape. His stick drifted
to My Country 'tis of thee ! and may be seen, in con-
nexion with many others, on the stage of any New
York theatre every night.

The Canadians won't have any line pretty soon.
The skedaddlers will steal it. Then the Canadians
won't know whether they’re in the United States or*
not, in which case they may be drafted. .

Mabel married a Brigadier-General, and is happy.
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IX.
A ROMANCE.—ONLY A MECHANIC.

In a sumptuously furnished parlor in Fifth Avenue,
New York, sat a proud and haughty belle. Her
name was Isabel Sawtelle. Her father was a mil-
lionaire, and his ships, richly laden, ploughed many
a sea.

By the side of Isabel Sawtelle sat a young man
with a clear, beautiful eye, and a mussive brow.

“I must go,” he said, “the foreman will wonder
at my absence.” :

“The foreman ?” asked Isabel, in a Yone of sur-
prise.

“Yes, the foreman of the shop where I work.”

“ Foreman—shop—work /! What! do you work ?”

“ Aye, Miss Sawtelle! 1 am a cooper!” and his
eyes flashed with honest pride.

“ What's that ?” she asked; “it is something
about barrels, isn’t it !”

“Ic is!” he said, with a flashing nostril. “ And
hogsheads.”
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“Then go!” she said, in a tone of disdain—** go
away " .

“Ha!” he cried, “you spurn me then, because I
am a mechanic. Well, be it so! though the time
will come, Isabel Sawtelle,” he added, and nothing
could exceed his looks at this moment—* when you
will bitterly remember the cooper you now so cruelly
cast off! Farewell !”

Years rolled on. Isabel Sawtelle married a mise-
rable aristocrat, who recently died of delirium tre-
mens. Her father failed, and is now a raving maniac,
and wants to bite little children. All her brothers
(except one) were sent to the penitentiary for bur-
glary, and her mother peddles clams that are stolen
for her by little George, her only son that has his
freedom. Isabel's sister, Bianca, rides an immoral
spotted horse in the circus, Zer husband having long
since been hanged for murdering his own uncle on
his mother’s side. Thus we see that it is always
best to marry a mechanic.
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X.

BOSTON.
A. W. TO HIS WIFE.

Dear BeTsy—I write you this from Boston, *the
Modern Atkins,” as it is denomyunated, altho’ I
skurcely know what those air. I'll giv you a kur-
soory view of this city. I'll klassify the paragrafs
under seprit headins, arter the stile of those Emblems
of Trooth and Poority, the Washington correspong-
dents:

COPPS’ HILL.

The winder of my room commands a exileratin
view of Copps’ Hill, where Cotton Mather, the
father of the Reformers and sich, lies berrid. There
is men even now who worship Cotton, and there is
wimin who wear him next their harts. But I do
not weep for him. He's bin ded too lengthy. I
aint goin to be absurd, like old Mr. Skillins, in our
naberhood, who is ninety-six years of age, and gets
drunk every ‘lection day, and weeps Bitturly because
he haint got no Parents. He’s a nice Orphan, ke is.
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BUNKER HILL.

Bunkep Hill is over yonder in Charleston. In
1776w thrillin’ dramy was acted out over there, in
. which the “ Warren Combination” played star parts.

MR. FANUEL.

Old Mr. Fanuel is ded, but his Hall is still into
full blarst. This is the Cradle in which the Goddess
of Liberty was rocked, my Dear. The Goddess hasn’t
bin very well durin’ the past few years, and the
num'’ris quack doctors she called in didn’t help her
any; but the old gal’s physicians now are men who
understand their bisness, Major-generally speakin’,
and I think the day is near when shell be able to
take her three meals a day, and sleep nights as
comfbly as in the old time.

THE COMMON.

* It is here, as ushil; and the low cuss who called
it a Wacant Lot, and wanted to know why they
didn’'t ornament it with sum Bildins', is & onhappy
Outcast in Naponsit.

THE LEGISLATUR.

The State House is filled with Statesmen, but sum
of ’em wear queer hats. They buy ‘em, I take it, of
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of advanced summers, she asked her if she had seen
the Grate Orgin.

We old chaps, my dear, air apt to forget that it
is sum time since we was infants, and et lite food.
Nothin’ of farther intrist took place on the cars
excep’ a coloured gentleman, a total stranger to me,
asked if I'd lend him my diamond Brestpin to wear to
a funeral in South Boston. I told him I wouldn't—

not a purpuss.

WILD GAME.

Altho’ fur from the prabayries, there is abundans of
wild game in Boston, such as quails, snipes, plover
and Props.

COMMON SKOOLS.

A excellent skool sistim is in vogy here. John
Slurk, my old pardner, has a little son who has only
bin to skool two months, and yet he exhibertid his
father's performin’ Bear in the show all last summer.
I hope they pay partic’lar ‘tention to Spelin’ in these
Skools, because if a man can’t Spel wel he's of no
’kount.

SUMMIN’ UP.

I ment to have allooded to the Grate Orgin in this
letter, but I haven't seen it. ~Mr. Reveer, whose
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Childhood’s Hour is withered now ?” &c. These song
writers, by the way, air doin’ the Mother Bisiness
rather too muchly.

Your Own Troo husban’,

ARTEMUS WARD.
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XI.

A MORMON ROMANCE.—REGINALD GLOVERSON.

" CHAPTER I.
THE MORMON'S DEPARTURE.

THE morning on which Reginald Gloverson was to
leave Great Salt Lake City with a mule-train, dawned
beautifully.

Reginald Gloverson was a young and thrifty Mormon,
with an interesting family of twenty young and hand-
~ some wives. His unions had never been blessed with
children. As often as once a yeer he used to. go to
Omaha, in Nebraska, with a mule-train for goods;
but although he had performed the rather perilous
journey many times with entire safety, his heart was
strangely sad on this particular morning, and filled
with gloomy forebodings.

The time for his departure had arrived. The high-
spirited mules were at the door, impatiently champing
their bits. The Mormon stood sadly among his
weeping wives.

L2
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The wives felt very badly indeed.

““ He was devoted to me,” sobbed Emily.

¢ And to me,” said Maria.

“Yes,” said Emily, “he thought conmdembly of
you, but not so much as he did of me.”

“1I say he did !”

“ And I say he didn't !”

“He did !”

“He didn’t!”

“Don’t look at me, with your squint eyes!”

“Don’t shake your red head at me !”

‘ Sisters !” said the black-haired Henrietta, * cease
this unseemly wrangling. I, as his first wife, shall
strew flowers on his grave.”

“ No, you won't,” said Susan. I, as his last wife,
shall strew flowers on his grave. It's my business
to strew !”

“You shan’t, so there!” said Henrietta.

“You bet I will!” said Susan, with a tear-suffused
cheek.

“Well, as for me,” said the practical Betsy, I
ain't on the Strew, much, but I shall ride at the head
of the funeral procession !”

““ Not if I've been introduced to myself, you won't,”
said the golden-haired Nelly; * that's my position.
You bet your bonnet-strings it is.”

“ Children,” said Reginald’s mother, “‘ you must do
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Gentle reader, does not the moral of this romance
show that—does it not, in fact, show that however
many there may be of a young widow woman, or
rather does it not show that whatever number of
persons one woman may consist of — well, never
mind what it shows. Only this writing Mormon
romances is confusing to the intellect. You try it
and see.
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tacize is mistem'd with sciilz wery 3z tears.

sgiit b bth sidss i i arl I

of our widdzrs and <rfuzs Nurth, ard cf yoro = e
Seonta. Ikin ery fir oz, Blzmse m= =g vioms
fren, I kin place my oid pands tezmdariv cp o= Zri-
vang Led of thz Virgiony maid wicse lver wis

- v
-

laid iow in the battle dost by a f=d'ral taliet. and sav.
as fervently and picusly as a versrtic sinpsr S3= ==
kin eay anythin, God be good to you, my porr d=a-,
my poor dear.”

Iriz up to go, & takin’ my yunz Ssutzern frer’
kindly by the hand, I sed, *“ Yuong mar, adco! Yoo
Southern fellers is probly my brotkers, tko” yea've
occasionally had a cussed queer way of showir’ iz!
It's over now. Let us all jine in and make a country
on this continent that shall giv' all Europe the cramp
in the stummuck ev'ry time they look at us! Advo,
addoo "

And as I am through, I'll ikewise say adoo to you,
Jjentle reader, merely remarkin’ that the Star-Spangled
Banner is wavin’ round loose agin, and that there
don't seem to be anything the matter with the God-
dess of Liberty beyond a slight cold.

ARTEMTS WaRD.



Artemus Ward to the Prince of Wales. 163

XIIL
ARTEMUS' WARD TO THE PRINCE OF WALES,

FrIEND WaLES,—You remember me. I saw you in
Canady a few years ago. I remember you too. I
seldim forgit a person.

I hearn of your marrige to the Printcis Alexan-
dry, & ment ter writ you a congratoolatory letter at
the time, but I've bin bilding a barn this summer, &
hain’t had no time to write letters to folks. Excoos
me.

Numeris changes has tooken place since we met in
the body politic. The body politic, in fack, is sick.
I sumtimes think it has got biles, friend Wales.

In my country we've got a war, while your country,
in conjunktion with Cap'n Sems of the Alobarmy,
manetanes a nootral position !

I'm fraid I can’t write goaks when I sit about 1t
Oh no, I guess not !

Yes, sir, we've got a war, and the troo Patnt has
to make sacrifisses, you bet.

I have alreddy given two cousins to the war, & I
stand reddy to sacrifiss my wife’s brother ruther 'n

M 2

3
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not see the rebelyin krusht. And if wuss cums to
wuss I'll shed evry drop of blud my able-bodid
relations has got to prosekoot the war. I think
sumbody oughter be prosekooted, & it may as well
be the war as any body else. When I git a goakin
fit onto me it's no use to try ter stop me.

You hearn about the draft, friend Wales, no
doubt. It caus'd sum squirmin’, but it was fairly
conducted, I think, for it hit all classes. It is troo
that Wendill Phillips, who is a American citizen of
African scent, ‘scaped, but so did Vallandiggum, who
is Conservativ, and who wus resuntly sent South,
tho’ he would have bin sent to the Dry Tortoogus if
Ale bad ’sposed for a minit that the Tortoogusses
would keep him.

We hain't goaauy daily paper in our town, but
we've got a female sewin' circle, which ansers the
same purpuss, and we wasn't long in suspents as to
who was drafted.

One young man who was drawd claimed to be
exemp because he was the only son of a widow'd
mother who supported him. A few able-bodid dead
men was drafted, but whether their heirs will have
to pay 3 hundrid dollars a peace for 'em is a ques-
tion for Whitin’, who ’pears to be tinkerin’ up this
draft bizniss right smart. I Jhope he makes good
wages.
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the comforts of a home, I tendered them my watch,
and begged they would distribute it judiciously among
the laboring classes, as I had seen the rioters styled
in certain public prints.

Why should I loiter feverishly in Broadway,
stabbing the hissing hot air with the splendid gold-
headed cane that was presented to me by the
citizens of Waukegan, Illinois, as a slight testimonial
of their esteem ? Why broil in my rooms? You
said to me, Mrs. Gloverson, when I took possession
of those rooms, that no matter how warm it might
be, a breeze had a way of blowing into them, and
that they were, withal, quite countryfied; but I am
bound to say, Mrs. Gloverson, that there was
nothing about them that ever reminded me, in the
remotest degree, of daisies or new-mown hay.
Thus, with sarcasm, do I smash the deceptive
Gloverson.

Why stay in New York when I had a village green ?
I gave it up, the samo as I would an intricate
cc;nundrum—and, in short, I am here.

Do I miss the glare and crash of the imperial
thoroughfare ? the milkman, the fiery, untamed
omnibus horses, the soda fountains, Central Park,
and those things? Yes, I do; and I can go on
missing ‘em for quite a spell, and enjoy it.

The village from which I write to you is small.
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is dull at trade—indeed, it is a common remark that
‘““everybody cheats Chalmerson.” He came to the
party the other evening, and brought ‘his guitar,
They wouldn't have him for a tenor in the opera,
certainly, for he is shaky in his upper notes; but
if his simple melodies didn’t gush straight from
the heart, why were my trained eyes wet? And
although some of the girls giggled, and some of the
men seemed to pity him, I could not help fancying
that poor Chalmerson was nearer heaven than any of
us all!
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XV.
AGRICULTURE.

THE Barclay County Agricultural Society having
scriously invited the author of this volume to address
them on the occasion of their next annual Fair, he
wrote the President of that Society as follows:

New York, June 12, 1865.
DEAR SIR :—

I have the honour to acknowledge the receipt of
your letter of the 5th inst., in which you invite me to
deliver an address before your excellent agricultural
society.

I feel flattered, and think I will come.

Perhaps, meanwhile, a brief history of my experi-
ence as an agriculturalist will be acceptable; and as
that history no doubt contains suggestions of value to
to the entire agricultural community, I have con-
cluded to write to you through the Press.

I have been an honest old farmer for some four
years.
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My furm is in the interior of Maine. Unfortunately
my lands are eleven miles froms the railroad. Eleven
miles is quite a distance to haul immense quantities
of wheat, corn, rye, and oats; but as I haven’t any to
haul, I do not, after all, suffer much on that account.

My farm is more especially a grass farm.

My neighbours told me so at first, and as an evi-
dence that they were sincere in that opinion, they
turned their cows on to it the moment I went off
“lecturing.”

These cows are now quite fat. I take pride in
these cows, in fact, and am glad I own a grass farm.

Two years ago I tried sheep-raising.

I bought fifty lambs, and turned them loose on my
broad and beautiful acres.

It was pleasant on bright mornings to stroll leisurely
out onto the farm in my dressing-gown, with a cigar in
my mouth, and watch those innocent little lambs as
they danced gaily o'er the hill-side. Watching their
saucy capers reminded me of caper sauce, and it
occurred to me I should bave some very fine eating
when they grew up to be “ muttons.”

My gentle shepherd, Mr. Eli Perkins, said, “ We
must have some shepherd dogs.”

.I had no very precise idea as to what shepherd
dogs were, but I assumed a rather profound look, and
said—
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“We must, Eli. I spoke to you about this some
time ago!”

I wrote to my old friend, Mr. Dexter H. Follett,
of Boston, for two shepherd dogs. Mr. F. is not an
honest old farmer himself, but I thought he knew
about shepherd dogs. He kindly forsook far more
important business to accommodate, and the dogs
came forthwith. ~They were splendid creatures—
snuff-coloured, hazel-eyed, long-tailed, and shapely-
jawed.

We led them proudly to the fields.

“Turn them in, Eli,” I said.

Eli turned them in.

They went in at once, and killed twenty of my
best lambs in about four minutes and a half.

My friend had made a trifling mistake in the breed
of these dogs.

These dogs were not partial to sheep.

Eli Perkins was astonished, and observed :

“Waal! did you ever ?”

I certainly never had.

There were pools of blood on the greensward, and
fragments of wool and raw lamb chops lay round in
confused heaps.

The dogs would have been sent to Boston that
night, had they not rather suddenly died that after-
noon of a throat distemper. It wasr’t a swelling of

ilbmta.
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the throat. It wasn't diphtheria. It was a violent
opening of the throat, extending from ear to ear.

Thus closed their life stortes. Thus ended their
interesting tails.

I fuiled as a raiser of lambs. As a sheepist, I was
not a success.

Last summer Mr. Perkins said, “I think we'd
better cut some grass this season, sir.”

We cut some grass.

To me the new-mown hay is very sweet and nice.
The brlliant Geerge Arnold sings about it, in beau-
tiful verse, down in Jersey every summer, so does
the brlliant Aldnich, at Portsmouth, N. H. And
vet I doubt if either of these men know the price of
a ten of hay to-dsy. But pew-moewn bay is really a
fine thing. It is good for man snd beast.

We Gired four bozest farmers 10 asist us. and
I led them gxiiy to ke mesdows,

I was gving to mow, mwseld

I saw the stamiy pemssozs o ~vand coee ere I
dippad my gasding woviie 300 e Wl e grass,

* Are you ready I

“Iam bere "

*Thea Ninvw es D

I follvwad them.

Folhowal them ratder oo oY, eREmUr. for
& white-baired o maz. whe SweealNisex dalowed

sl E. Peroms,
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At the end of the two hours Mr. Perkins would
reappear with his head neatly done up in a large
wet rag, and say he “ felt better.”

One afternoon it so happened that I soon followed
the invalid to the house, and as I neared the porch I
heard a female voice energetically observe, * You
stop I It was the voice of the hired girl, and she
added, ¢ I'll holler for Mr. Brown !”

“Oh no, Nancy,” I heard the invalid E. Perkins
soothingly say, “ Mr. Brown knows I love you. Mr.
Brown approves of it!”

This was pleasant for Mr. Brown !

I peered cautiously through the kitchen-blinds,
and, however unnatural it may appear, the lips of Eli
Perkins and my hired girl were very near together.
She said, *“ You shan’t do,” and he do-soed. She
also said she would get right up and go away, and as
an evidence that she was thoroughly in earnest about
it, she remained where she was.

They are married now, and Mr. Perkins is troubled
no more with the headache.

This year we are planting corn. Mr. Perkins
writes me that “ on accounts of no skare krows bein
put up krows cum and digged fust crop up but soon
got nother in.  Old Bisbee who was frade youd cut
his sons leggs of Ses you bet go and stan up in feeld
yrself with dressin gownd on & gesses krows will
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keep way. this made Boys in store larf. no More
terday from
“Yours
“ respecful
‘“ EL1 PERKINS,

“ his letter.”

My friend Mr. D. T. T. Moore, of the Rural New
Yorker, thinks if I “keep on” I will get in the Poor
House in about two years.

If you think the honest old farmers of Barclay
‘County want me, I will come.

Truly Yours,
CuarrLeEs F. BrRowxE.
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XVI.
O’BOURCY'S “ARRAH-NA-POGUE.”

You axe me, sir, to sling sum ink for your paper in
regards to the new Irish drnmv at Niblo’s Garding.*
I will do it, sir.

I knew your grandfather well, sir. Sum 16 years
ago, while I was amoosin’ and instructin’ the intel-
lectooal peple of Cape Cod with my justly pop’lar
Show, I saw your grandfather. He was then between
96 years of age, but his mind was very clear. e told
me I looked like George Washington. He sed I had
a massiv intellect. Your grandfather was & highly
intelligent man, and 1 made up my mind then that if
Icould ever help his family in any way, I'd do so. Your
grandfather gave me sum cloms and a Testament.
He charged me for the clams, but threw in the Testa-
ment. He was a very fine man.

I therefore rite for you, which insures your respecta-
bility at once. It gives you a moral tone at the word go.

1 found myself the other night at Niblo’s Garding,
which is now, by the way, Wheatley's Garding. (I
don’t know what's becum of Nib.) I couldn’t see
much of a garding, however, and it struck me if Mr.
Wheatley depended on it asregards raisin’ things he’d
run short of gardin’ sass. [N.B.—These remarks is
yoomerous. The older I gro’ the more I want to goak.]

I walked down the ile in my usual dignified stile,
politely tellin’ the people as 1 parsed along to keep
their seats. “ Don't git up for me,” I sed. One of

* A popular theatre in New York.
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Language.

o5~ The above are the result of many years’ literary toil in
the byeways and highways of English Literature. Readers who
found amusement in the recently-pablished “SLANG DIC-
TIONARY” will not regret any acquaintance they may form
with the above.

Joba Camden Hotten, 74 and 75, Piccadilly.



In One Volume, exquisitely printed from silver-faced typa,
price 4s. 6d.,

THE CHOICEST JESTS OF
ENGLISH WITS;

From the Rude Jokes of Ancient Jesters to the refined
and impromptu Witticiems of Theodore Hook and
Douglas Jerrold ; including

THE CREAM OF JOE MILLER:
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