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"MHERE can no longer be any doubt of it—we must fortify ourselves. Our national defences being—for

the best part—our national hearts and bones, and sinews, must be put in the very soundest and strongest
condition ; and, alive and hungry to the fact, could we fall upon a blither occasion, and, withal, a jollier
season, to set about putting ourselves in order, than on the occasion that at the same time gives to rejoicing
England another Volume of Puncr, and another Christmas ?

Another Volume of Puncm may be modestly considered as at least another three-decker and another
regiment of cavalry and infantry added—and how economically added !—to the national forces. There are
so many elements of moral strength in every Volume of Mr. Puncu that, meekly conscious of what he has
bestowed upon his country in this his last contribution—he sits down (in anticipation) to his Christmas beef
and pudding with the lightest heart and strongest digestion.

For it is needful—says the Queen from her Throne—it is needful, my beloved people, that, without
wishing to rumple the peacock feathers of our lively neighbours, we look to our national defemces. They
must be settled for ever,” says Mr. DisranLI; great statesmen never condescending to legislate for an hour
less than eternity.

Mg. Punca, then, having bestowed his usual Christmas gift—in a new volume for Christmas—in his benign
manner exhorts his countrymen, and especially his countrywomen (seeing how near and dear the sympathy is

between them !) so to improve the present Christmas, that it shall be to them as at once a grand national !

review and a patriotic protest. Let the field of the table-cloth be as the field of a sham battle, with the foes
we are supposed ““to hate, before us.”

Glorious Sirloin, as he blushes at the knife, may touch the heart with a thought of “stern delight.”
As his blood streams into the dish, let us smile with a new pride at one source of our national defences. How
the hero bleeds; and how by his very blood does he make new heroes !




iv PREFACE.

But consider the Christmas board ; and chew, and swallow, and digest a moral, from all that it creaks
and groans under ; and all for the strengthening of our national defences !

Consider this Goosz! How many geese will smoke upon Joun Bury’s table; all of them, by the
contemplative spirit of the season, made types and representatives of the ¢ proud insulting foreigner | 7 How
that army of geese vanishes, hardly leaving a drum-stick, behind! How they are scattered and destroyed,
their memory mildly smelling of sage, and it may be “the meed of one melodious tear’’ granted in onions.

And then the Turkras—the tremendous force of turkies! ow they clamorously gobbled ; and how—
with all their feathers rigid as though turned to steel (unplucked iron pens!) they stedfastly intended—turkey-
like—to fly at the Rep! And where are the turkeys now? Thousands and thousands lie on the field of the
glorious table-cloth, in manacles of sausages. These, we say, in the sham battle of the Cloth of Diaper, represent
the fallen and enslaved; but we are generous enemies; we take them to our breasts (inside, too,) and
magnanimously break with our teeth the chains that bind them.

Prum-ruppiNes | What has 'Cherbourg arsenal—what Vincennes of round shot in number and weight,
in comparison with the piles (nay, the Great Pyramids) of plum-puddings, all of them to fall, like spent shot,
at Christmas ? -

Mince-pies!| Think them forts, ontworks, bastions thrown up by the invader,—and with spoon and
fork, carry them !

Snar-praGon! The hour has arrived ; and spirits burn blue! Old and young, the * fender and fair,”
gather around that cauldron bowl, and with ghastly faces (for ten minutes!) desperately plunge hands—(small
white hands and taper fingers, some hallowed with circle of gold, some it may be just thrilling with the notion of
it,)—desperately plunge hands into the boiling, blazing fire-water, therefrom extracting many a plum !—The
while the blue fire flickers on the ceiling, and in burning “ gouts”” drops upon the combatants and falls upon the
carpet. What is this but mimic war ? What Snap-dragon, but type of the horrible, destroying, flame-breathing
real Dragon whose breath kills thousands, slaying even women and little children?® And even women and little
children—should the real Dragon think to come—will take heart and strength to assail and kill him : tearing him
to pieces (no bigger than raisins), and as the flames of spirituous old Jamaica and old Cognac are quenched in
darkness, so quenching the desolating flames of the real Dragon: not Snap-dragon, but NaP-DRAGON.

Punca—exhorting all the folks of England, in this manner and at this season fo fortify their national
and natural defences—wishes each and all of them

* A MERRY CHRISTMAS AND A HAPPY NEW YEAR.”




A “SMALL” GAGGLE AT THE CRYSTAL

PALACE.

WE welcome a little pamphlet by one “ Jorn Suavr, Fetter Lane,”

in reprobation of the resolution to place the C%stal Palace al

Syd , a3 an offshoot from the Brighton Railway. We welcome it :

for nothing GREAT ever yet succeeded that was not first hissed ab

by something very Suarr.” We therefore hail the voice of SMaLL as a

ppy omen. We receive his arguments as witches say their prayers—

wards : and therefore count Smarr—*but that’s not much *—

amongst the Crystal champions, who shout *“Hey for Sydenham, by
the Brighton Rail ! L.

Nevertheless, Smarz shall be heard in his own tones. * The public,”
says SMaLL, “has an insuperable dislike to go East.” The wise men
of the public came from that point. “If it [the public] goes to
Greenwich, it is but once a year: and a day’s fling amongst citizens,
coalmen, shop-boys, and domestic servants —SMaLL speaks of such
folks as becomes a Fetter Lane aristocrat—* will not do as a com-
mercial reliance for an enterprise which is to stand all the year and
every year.” SMALL suggests a south-western site: hundreds of
thousands, he says, journey to Hampton Court: and wherefore, oh,
Suarrest of the SMarr? Because, at Hampton Court, there are
Hampton Gardens. Now, at Sydenham there will be Crystal Palace
Gardens! Given the attraction, shall we not inevitably find the
visiting hundreds of thousands. Folks—those wretched people, the
what-d’ye-call’em—yes, artisans, and so forth, go in multitudes “once
a year” [twice] into Greenwich; and wherefore only twice? Because
only twice a year is aught to be seen at all worthy of the holyday.
No: the thousands steam on to Rosherville; even as the thousands go
to Hampton. Now, take Rosherville, Richmond, and Hampton ;
multiply all their combined attractions, five hundred or five thousan
fold, and place them under that Firmament of Crystal, in that Garden
of Eden in which Paxtox shall be the great ADaM,—and with snow on
our house-tops, we shall have—yes, even artisans, with their wives and
children, swarms of them—think of that, oh SmaLz, amid your barbaric

ld and pearl of Fetter Lane—swarms of them at Sydenham ‘sauntering
hrough orange-groves, wondering at bread-trees, beholding ginger
yet green, oh, %mu.—and _breathing Tnd and Araby. And this,
not, to the south-west, but with nostrils south-east of London. We
shall not wonder to see Swmarr himself, or one of his numerous
tribe, gamboling, and after his own way, cracking his jokes on a
cocoa-tree.

But Suarr’s aspirations and yearnings lie west; for westward live
dukes, and earls, and viscounts, dear to the small pin’s-head heart of
Suarr. ¢ The public,” says SmarL, ©cannot feel the same confidence
in these men ”—such folks, for instance, as one Joserm PaxtoN, and
individuals called Fox and ﬁHENDERSON, and OwexN Jones, and men of
that sort of name—cannot hold them,” says S “to be the
creators and trustees of a national work, as the Exeter Hall men might
have been;” and then Smary counts off upon his glowing finger-tips
the names of dukes, and earls, and viscounts. SMALL is very great on
this point. 1t is acknowledged that in England the nobility do every-
thing—the people nothing.  We forget the name of the
engineered the Thames el; mankind do not remember the

uis who demonstrated and carried out the Electric Telegraph;
nay, so oblivious are we of noble benefactors, that even the name of the
Earl who established the Penny Postage, for the moment escapes us.

ke who | pol

Now, “untitled Directors *—writes a * Brighton Shareholder,” making
Smavy the very least, indeed—" did actually serve the Palace—did pay
money down to rescue it—did raise £500,000 to perpetuate it in all its
glory—and did secure the names of PaxTon, Fox, YATT, and OweN
Jones, to the back of the bill which they have drawn upon public con-
fidence, as a guarantee that the large amount raised shail be well spent,
and the national undertaking nobly carried out.” And truly, these
gentlemen (there is not a Duke among them) bring very decent cha-
racters from their last place—their Crystal House in Hyde Park.

But SumArL has, no doubt, a few flower-pots of lanclv on the South-
Western line: haply, he may have a few shares. And Zhat may be the
reason he cannot abide Sydenham; #Aaf the cause that fills the
public with “an insuperable dislike to go East.” '

. But Smarz, very fine by degrees, gefs beautifully less as he proceeds
in his theme ; and at last becomes so hed, that he is mo longer
visible to the naked eye.  Even as the minutest of insects, engendered
in bad yvinegar, he must be put under a micro_scope. ere, like the show-
man’s hlp};;opota.mus, we can duly consider him *from the end of the
snout fo the tip of the tail.”

MR. G. F. YOUNG'S WONDERFUL GOOSE.

HE learned birds of MzrxE.
VANDERMEERSCH are veay
wonderful—but so is Mr. G.
F. Youwe’s goose. That gen-
tleman has mstructed the sa-
gacity of a goose to such a
point of intelligence, that its
performances—hitherto given
) 1n private—have mef with rap-
turous commendation. Last
week Mz. Youne’s goose per-
formed before Liorp DerBy
and . We will briefly
describe the entertainment.
is laid before the goose : when

ad.
the sagacious bird, at the given signal picks out, eating each letter, the
o TIONS T

The whole alphabet, in barley bre

letters—* P.R.O.T.E.C e goose is sal

) to be the only
creature at present believing in what it swallows.

The Progress of Conversion.

CoNVERSION is a word which is continually startling the eyes_of
those who read the newspapers. A short time ago, Rome was making
numerous converts. She has not made so many lately, thanks to the
rebuff which his papal HoriNgss has experienced here, Spain is just
now more particularly figuring in_the conversion way, her government
naving converted certain bonds and coupens; in other words, the Spanish
Debt.” Convert, the Spaniards call it, as the wise, according to Pisror,
call it convey. The Apostle of this Spanish conversion is that particularly

oly man, 8. HieroNYMUS DIDDLER.

Tee KinpesT oF MEN.—A Sheriff’s officer is & man who never
leaves another in Distress!
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PUNCH, OR THE LONDON

CHARITVARI.

SEASONABLE INVENTION.

mended
themselves

to a living
u
a

universal

enclosed in

priate green wrapper, engraved with a cock pheasant, and labelled very distinctly

—“Toors’ Cars.” N.B. Beware of dangerous counterfeits!

LL Gentlemen having a
¢ difference” are recom-
to

newly invented Patent
Safety Caps, manufac-
tured expressly for the
use of duellists, and
warranted to miss

on all occasions.
airs of honour they
will be found to give
satisfaction.
i No principal should be
2 without them.
Caution.—To prevent
mistakes, each

RESIDENT CANDIDATES.

In default of any other qualifications, we find there are
several aspirants to Parliamentary honowrs in various
places, who rest their claims on the fact of their being
“ Resident Candidares.” The whole strength of their
addresses consists in the fact thaf; their *“ address’” happens
to be in the Borough they are desirous of representing. An
individual thus situated seems to think that the fact of his
having a “local habitation,” dispenses with the necessity
for his having ““a name’’ in the place whose suffrages he 1s

rovide

with  the

fire, S rtr 3 13 H Bl :
Jre, | soliciting. If he is a “resident,” he appears to think there
certamg};; need onfgy be one slep from his own house to the House of

Commons,

The Monopolists for our Money.

Iz appears that the Guild of Fellowship Porters are
among the champions of Monopoly. These are the Protec-
tionists for ws, gecause they want to keep all burdens to
ox is | themselves.

an appro-

A Wisg WorrHY OF ALEXANDER—If I were not
NEWDEGATE, I should like to be SeooNErR!!!>

MISS VIOLET AND HER ““OFFERS.”

CHAPTER X.

“TaDY Oss1AN | said papa, ““and at this hour in the morning > (for
we were seated /éfe-d-Zéfe, as usual, at an unusually late breakfast, in
town, a few days after the Derby), “what on earth brings her unearthly-
ship here? 'Will you see, VIoLET my dear P **

As I was leaving the room, Lapy Ossian entered. What a hand-
some Scotchwoman she must have been, in other days, and in the style of
Brack Aenes of Dunbar! The keen dark eyes are still vivid, but the
tall thin figure, and severe features, now instil awe rather than
admiration into timid people. She has a terrific Scoteh pedigree, and
I believe her ancestor was the sharp-witted nobleman who, when Six
HeNrY DE BoEUN was struck down by RoBERT BRUCE, in the presence
of the two armies at Bannockburn, dismounted, under pretence of
assisting the king, and subsequently contrived, by mistake, to find

“himself on the back of the splendid English charger instead of his own
rather dubious animal. The family is understood to have persevered in
the ancestral practice of helping themselves, but, upon all occasions,
piously attributing such help to Providence. Lapy OssSIAN 1s a
childless dowager, tolerably weel tochered, and she devotes herself a
%oogl deal to the conversion of Hottentots and to the extirpation of

apists, She is certainly a person of very imposing appearance, and
her expression is what papa calls falconesque. In a drawing-room she
looks .exceedinglﬁf aristocratic; but you would not think her out of
place if you saw her perched upon a mountain crag, and glowering upon
a harmless flock of inmocent pic-nic people below—a proud hawk
watchm% the poor pigeons pecking about. I have my own special
reasons for adding that Lapy Ossiax is aunt to Sir Fingar MERVYN,
the Grenadier Guardsman, introduced in my last chapter.

“1 want to run away with your little girl, Mr. BromeroN, for a few
hours, if you can spare her,” said Lapy Ossian, looking at me so very
hawkishly, that,I could %ﬁte imagine her making a great swoop across
the coffee-cups and clutching me.

¢ She will answer for her own engagements,” replied papa, looking
ab me mischievously. “ I never venture to interfere with the young
lady.” As if he ever gave me.a hint of a wish, dear old thing, without
my feeling quite grateful to him for showing how I could please him.

“I am gomg io Exeter Hall,”” said Lapy Ossian, “and [ should like
VioLeT to accompany me. 1 have reserved tickets, of course; only the
sooner we are there, the better.”

And we were there very soon. Lapy Ossian would not enter the
Hall at the great front door with the Greek word, meaning, I think,
‘“ Brotherly Love,” over it, but went in at a side entrance. She
daghed fearlessly at the angles and labyrinths of the interior, which
is divided into sets of chambers, the abode of Brotherly Love in All
its Branches. Until ove has read the inscriptions on the ground glass
in the doors, it is difficult to imagine how easily the labour of love can
be subdivided and.split up. One set of subscribers exhausts its spiritual
affections upon the Polynesian heathen; another sends love and fracts
tothe Copts and Nubians; and another, again, expends its philanthropy
upon the Juvenile Troglodytes of Moldavia. I did not, as we went
along, notice the apartments of any societ% in aid of Erglish children.
or of English emigrants; but I suppose these were up-stairs. LDy
OssTAN hurried me on, through various passages, and presently we

came into a very low-roofed place, where I could hear the buzz of a
great multitude. In a few minutes we were in the front of a little

gallery, high in air, where we could see everybody in the Hall, and
everybody could see us from head to foot. . .

Such an assembly! It is a striking sight, let the object be what it
may, to see several thousand people, peacefully gathered together, in
excitement, perhaps, but in no disorder, and concentrating their atten-
tion upon a subject which addresses it by no help of show or splendour.
For in Exeter Iglall, itself one of the ugliest rooms in the world, there
is literally nothing to see, except the crowd that fills it. But this sight
quite bewildered me for some moments, for I had never beheld anything
hike it, and I felt, for the first time, the imposing presence of a
multitude. . .

A large clock just then announced twelve, and, punctual as its own
works, there entered upon all parts of the platform a file of gentlemen,
some of them carrying blue wands. This was a signal for great applause,
other blue wands, planted in different parts of the room, rapping
violently. The file speedily took possession of the various chairs, except
the central one. A thin, precise-looking gentleman, in an evening dress
of black, with a high white cravat, and a look of sanctimonious self-
satisfaction, then turned to the meeting, and said in what I thought
was an unnecessarily solemn voice (but I hear he is a Member of Parlia-
ment, and adopts the same agreeable undertaker’s manner, whether dis-
cgssing the means of Church Reform, or the price of Members’ mutton-
chops)—

h“_I move that the HoNouraBLE JaspEr Cmowsroor do take the
chair.”

“JaspEr Crowsroot!” I thought. “ Why, that is the elderly gentle-
man who makes such a noise at the Opera, and shouts ouf when he
throws a bouquet at CenITO, just as a cricketer cries “ Play!* when he
delivers a ball. What can he be doing here ? >’ .

There was quite a sensation, for it seems thaf Exeter Hall rather likes
an occasional recruit from the Opera stalls (if he have a title of any
kind), and pets him very indulgently. “A most gentlemanly man, a
perfect gentleman, and brother 1o an Earl,” passed rapidly along our
little gallery. And then forth stepped the HoNoURABLE JAsPER, look-
ing, perhaps, a little worn with forty years on town, but with a beautiful
black wig, the whitest of teeth, lemon-coloured gloves, and a geranium
flower in his button-hole. He made the meeting two very fine GeorGE
TaE FourTH bows, smiled at the ladies in the galleries, dropped
into his ehair, and put up his glass, all as paturally .as if the overture
were over, and he were aboust to listen to GRISI's ariz d’intrata,

There was some introductory business, and then a frightened-looking
gentleman read alons report. I suppose his nerves kept alternating
between weakness and sudden strength, for he mumbled and hurried
over most part of it; but would sometimes suddenly shout forth a
few lines—not at all important ones—in a dreadfully loud voice.

But T had not much opportunity of listening to the speeches; for
Lapy Ossian said that she had bronght we there that we might have
a little quiet uninterrupted conversation. And, fixing her dark faleon

-eyes on me, she asked, in a low distinct voice,

*“Is it true that you are going to be married, my dear?

I was naturally a good deal astonished at the question, but I assured
her ladyship that nobody had taken the trouble to obtain my consent,
at least, to any such arrangement,

. “Buf you are engaged, Miss Brompron,” she said, with a still more
intense glance than before. Ifelt that L was colouring under her starin
eyes; but I answered that nothing of the kind was the case. But %
was afraid to ask, in return, whose name she had coupled with mine.

“ We.are not speaking the mere language of the world,” she said,
almost severely. ~“I am to take your word that there is no marriage in

view for.you.”
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I tried to pluck up a little spirit, and to say something about endea-| “Very well, little girl,” she said, almost graciously, “only quite
vouring always to make a sincere answer to a proper question ; buf it was | wrong, as Lapy MERvyN may hereafter find out in her husband’s
difficult in that haughty presence, and my sentence was scarcely complete. | family history.”

“Lknow,” she said, with a petrifying sort of smile, “that young| “Tiapy MErvyn!” I repeated. “I did not know ¥——
ladjes, educated in the world’s ways, see no harn in what are profanely |  “I am speaking of yourself,” she said, * My nephew, Sir FiveAL
called, 1 believe, white lies, about such matters; but I do not imagine MERrvYN, with whom you are well acquainted, proposes to confer that
that you would take such a liberty with me as to let me proceed upon | title on you.” .

a false basis.” . . The little British Grenadier had actually sent his aunt to make a

Her language was growing so ve mysterious, that my curiosity got declaration for him. I thought of him as he appeared on the Derby
the better of my indignation, and I waited in silence tohear what her Day, with his hat full of the spoils of the knock-em-downs ; and 1 could
procerding was going to be. . . nob help laughing at his employing an ambassadress to me.

“ What I am about to say to you, Miss BromproN, is strictly confi-|  “SIr Finear” I said, “has never given me the slightest idea that
dential between us. That is distinctly understood ? I was to be so honoured.”

“I have no secrets from papa, Lapy Ossian,” I answered; “and I| “Had he done so,” replied Liapy Oss1aN, “any expsctations he may
do not suppose that you would advise a daulghter to promise any con- | entertain from my favour would have b-en at an end. Members of
cealments from her father.”” T know that I put this speech upon the | our family are not dn the habit of what is called Courtship. But after
least little stilts; but I did feel rather out of temper with Lapy | your: reply, you will receive all due attentions from Sir FIneaL
Ossiav, for hinting that 1 might not mind telling stories. Mervyn.”

“There is a diseretion which does mot imply secrecy, exactly,” “Does your ladyship wish for that reply on the instant?> I asked
returned Liapy OssIaN—but not quite so severely as before—*“and I | with much composure. * It would, perhaps, appear more respectful if
rely upon yours. Now, you inform me that your hand is free. A |some delay——>

member of my family has authorised me to-make proposals for it.”” Lapy Ossian glanced very keenly at me; but I suppose she could
“I am sure I am very much honoured,” I said, hardly knowing | not conceive the possibility of any answer but one: being- given; and
whether I ought to laugh atithis regal way of management. she begged that 1 would communicate with Ler at my own time, I

“That is a mere phras® of compliment,” 'said Liapy Osstany; “but | wonder what she would have said if she had known that{ during her
not altogether untrue. Of'coutrse we are all equal, .in.a certain-sense, | stately sentence, I could not help thinking that I ought to return to
being all of us wrefched, unworthy, miserable . creatures, and crawling | her the wooden lemon SIR Fineur had given me at Epsom. She
worms ; but the Ossian and' Merwyx families have two Dukes, and | pressed my hand with a very firm grip, and dropped the suhject. And
four Marquises, in collateral branches, and & direct, uabroken pedigree | at this moment the great meeting burst into the loudest laughter, the
of a thousand years. Your father is—in worldly langnage, [ mean— | oratorial undertaker having made a most successful joke about the
an exc’llent man ; butd.believe his remotest ancestor was-a bookseller Pope’s Eye on a leg of Protestant mufton. LapY Ossian took ad.
in St. Paul’s Churchyard.”" . vantage of the renewed applause (led by the HoNouriBLE ME.

“At a time when I surpose his contemporaries, the Ossrans and | CRowsroor, who actually cried “ Bravo!*) fo leave the hall.. She took
Mervyns, were little qualified to make use of  his wares,” [ replied, | me home, and I suppose I need not say more about the answer papa
quite pertly ; for who is going"to have-her ,aucestors insulted? I do | wrote her that afternoon, than that it did mot justify the British
believe LADY OssIAN was rather pleased with me for striking: a blow | Grenadier in hoping that Viorer BromrroN would ever sign herself

for them. Viorer MERVYN,
A MUDDY MATINKE. : ON & VOTE. )

. UR friend, the gallant pro- (Swggested by RocERs’s “ Lines on ¢ Tem:. )
prietor of the Hip- Ox! that the printer’s noble art
podrome, instead of Could stereotype this precious treasure ;
idly lamenting the At any place where I might start,
;ncesgimt : showﬁs, I°d register the Vote with pleasure.
jauntily places the . .
Words “Conrrvuzn The lttle offering gently fell
OvERFLOWS,” af the F nto the h”‘“ " d”‘ ‘;"“ 3 h 0 ‘ﬁy’ .
head of his adver- ’3‘1‘? ons w %gﬁl erstood the se;
tisements. Theother InCorruptLoLiity.
day we aftended Sweet Vote! of either black or white—
a performance in Just as the sun may chance to shine;
which rain was de- Now, clearly dim—now, darkly bright—

cidedly the prevailing element;

but, nevertheless, the whole of Yesterday, bis: to-morrow, miae ;

the entertainments were gone Benign exalter of the poll,
through with as much good Coming in time to bring relief;
will and energy as if the sun had Such Votes the election will control,
been shining with all his might, Helping to make the contest brief.
i,?ist'fa%f f h?squg;lili lﬁ?gﬁg tf}lx’; The purist’s and the briber’s theme,
sopped equestrians, The “ Trojan ho use thee war against thee wage ;
& »emi Thou figurest in CorroCK’s dream,
= youths * smiled through the mud And Blue Book’s soporific page
kicked u‘f into their faces by their * Thessalian steeds,” and the * jockeys® ue P page.
contended as eagerly as ever for the temporary possession of the property

asteboard-cup, notwithstanding the accumulation of a thorough poultice of .
good “ loam; p§oil ” on the cheeks of one or two of them. Though the ascent of Metallic Metamorphose.
anﬁ“ _i.nt{epi aéroipaufi:’ bad bﬁ?n ann?uncejg, the weather 'J;mghtdhavle l()ieewll) % “Our City Correspondent* states, we find, that—
Sullicient excuse lor keeping him on Zerra JiTMa—We Cannoy say dry land—bu “ In consequence of the Australian importations, gold has now become
Mz, Batry, wflth cllm" usual eagerness to keep faith with the public, had made all the | pely:rfl'ectnclrgg in the market. ? g
arrangements for doing so. . .. . We have often heard of the transmutation of metals, but
Accordingly, there was a large, partially-inflated balloon, lying in soak in the centre M : 3 ; ’
of the ound},’ and gradually—to the surprise of every one—assuming an appearance surely this is rather an extraordinary instance of it.
of swelling out, as if if was anxious to give the public, in due time, full satisfaction.
reat’ was our astonishment when we saw the attendants proceeding to affix the ) NO LOVE LOST. .
car, and the *intrepid aéronaut® ski%ped ag lightly as he could through the| Ir sesms very clear that, between the present Ministry
mud, which, trodden as it had just besn by the Roman steeds, was, to our classical | and the people there is very little love lost, but what little
minds, suggestive of the Pontine Marshes, The balloon, after showing an eccentric | there is, we ‘must do LioRD DERBY the justice to:say that
disposition to stand upon its head, to lie down on its side, and roll over on:its own | nop the smallest particle of it can be -called: * Cupboazrd
axis, was at length suffered to go, and ascended majestically into the air, serving.| Love,”
as a convenient umbrella for the “intrepid,” who continuned fluttering & flag in .
the cold damp. air as long as he was visible. We sincerely trust that the week gone |  Convincing.—To show how thoroughly he considers:the
by is the last of that 'succession of moist evenings, which have given terrible reality | newspapers his serva.nt‘g, Lovzs ;L’\Tnomon has' just:
to MR. BaTry’s boast of “Continued Overflows.” giving several of them * warning.
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“‘BOLTED!”

NEW MODE OF ADDRESSING THE INDE-
PENDENT ELECTORS.

M=z. Puxcr, desirous of promoting the cause of out-spoken_honesly
all over the country, begs to submit a Model Address, which he takes
leave to say will be found to suit many a candidate. It will be seen
that it is composed on a new principle. The new principle is a simple
one; it amounts to a simple out-pouring of the candidate’s heart, and
to an entire candour of communication on his part with his enlightened
constituency iz futuro. It is sup&z‘)sed to be written by a youn
g}?jrﬂ;leman who proposes to support Lorp Derpy through ‘thick an
thin ”—the *“thick * predominating in the upper regions.

* GENTLEMEN, .

.. “I beg to offer mfself as a candidate for the representation of
your city in Parliament. I mean to go through the bore of what is
called ‘ canvsssing > you at an early period. The weather is confoundedly
disagreeable for thaf kind of thing just now, but I suppose one ust go

hrough with it. Jowes, our lawyer, L hope, will put things in train
for me, so that I shan’t have more actual contact with your enlightened
persons than I can help. I know it will be just a repetition of the same
thing over and over again; and that I shall, perhaps, have to take a
od deal of bad sherry af the Drawlington “Arms before the dreary

E:siness is over.

“The honour [by Jove!] which I am soliciting has been frequently
conferred on mi family, and a pretty nuisance I dare say they found if.
We have interchange | offices of friendship with you for generations.

e get what we require from your shops, and so on; we live a good
many weeks of autumn and winter in your neighbourhood ; we
subscribe to {our civie institutions; and, in fact, we always have your
bappiness at heart—do you understand that? Your welfare is a dear
object to us—which is the regular good old phrase.

“My 0fm10ns are well known to you; so my governor says, at all
events. [am a strict supporter of the aaministrution of Lorp Dersy.
In fact, who the deuce else can I support? We have always been at

ers drawn with the Whigs ; and, y-the-bie, we have not forgotten,
mly]' e fellows, how you threw us overhoard after the Reform Bull,
when you brought in a violent dog from somewhere near Smithfield,
whose name had never been heard in the county., I say I support
Lozp Derpy, for I suppose he and his people must be (gonservative
at heart, if anybody is.  Though, I give you my honour, I don’t see at

this moment what he ’d do that the RusseLL people would not._ What
they mean by the way in which they talk a out Protection I really
can’t understand, They’re going to do something for us, 1 suppose.
I imagine they ’ll #ry something, at all events. And, of course, they
won’t neglect their supporters—the fellows who go the whole hog in
their cause at this crisis. o

“I am a stern supporter of the British Constitution, whatever that
sublime abstraction may be, and a faithful son” of the Church of
Bngland, in which my two younger brothers have seven livings between
them, The prosperity of all classes is a fine comfortable sentence, and
I go in for that likewise. I don’t want the Malt Tax abolished, parti-
cularly, myself ; but I shall support the measure, of course, if everybody
makes such a row about it that DErRBY and BrxN think it ri ht to take
it c¢ff. I think extending the suffrage lfgreat humbug ; but I will make
no opposition to it on class grounds—if, you know, affairs take such a
turn that we must do it, or go out. I shall always be found at mﬂmst
—particularly if I get a lordship in the Treasury—and I will fait ully
attend to your inferests, for they are sure to send up to the Club if
they want me particularly for a division.

*“Not hoping to meet you, personally,

for a little while, as I mean to
run over to Paris for a day or two,

“I am, Gentlemen,
“Your obedient Servant,

* Drawlington House. “ DRAWLEY DRAWLINGTON.”

In a State of Speechless Astonishment.

WE think our present Ministers have been rather harshly blamed
for not speaking out more than they have dome. The reason of their
silence is obvious emough. The outery against Protection has been
50 tremendous from all ndparts of the country, that it has had the effect

of completely dumbfounding them.

POLITICAL NOTE AND QUERY.

Nore.—The NaroLeon colour is Violet.
QUERY is—and one which MasterR Louls NAPOLEON would
]t;mdtiig ran_hlert difficult to answer—whether the Narorrox oath is also
ept in-violet,
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DREAMS.

SOME minds, perhaps, the
golden legends which consti-
tute the news from Australia
may be mterestins ; but if is
probable that the discovery of
the precious metal at the An-
tipodes will lead to a diminu-
tion of interest. Indeed, it is
to be apprehended that gold
will cease to be precious in
quality, and be precious only
in quantity, to such an extent
that a number of sovereigns
will no longer be capable of
being considered tantamount
to so much tin. It will be
necessa
media of exchange; and then
we shall be sending for change
for a diamond, which will be
given in emeralds and rubies.

might be found in platinum,
which is scarce; the only ob-
jection fo it is that the word
has no legitimate rhyme, and
would be unsuited for the use
of poets, or rather for their
abuse: formost of them decry
and vilify gold, although, like
other people, they are glad to get as much of it as t‘f\ey can,

“OUR CRITIC” AMONG THE PICTURES.

SOMETHING ABOUT SOME PORTRAITS AND LANDSCAPES,

WiTH your permission, dear reader, we will leaye these interiors
with their dric-3-brac> draperies, and lay-figures in silk velvet and

brocade, and these acres of stark staring portraiture. How oppres-
sive they are, these portraits! It is har%l to say whether the West-
End or the East-End contributions are the most wearisome. One

feels as tired of the eternal wishy-washy flood of dainty ladies,:and
large-eyed languishing misses, and stalwart life-guardsmen, and serious
statesmen, as of the awful outbreak of municipal and civic dignitaries,
who this year appear more red in face, more defermined in attitudes,
rounder as to leg, more splendid in regard to red curtains, and more
massive in point of maces and inkstands, than I ever remember them

efore.

And yet flat, stale, and unprofitable as these huge portrait-canvasses
are, they profess to represent men and women. But I don’t know how
it is, there is something in the face of Brogea of STox® Poe1s which I
cannot find in this gorgeous full-length of him, to be presented, as I
learn from the catalogue, by his grateful fellow-townsmen,” in honour
of his exertions in procuring for the town that valuable pump, which
the artist would have done well to represent in the background, instead
of that wild landscape, in the midst of which Broca would be bored to
extinclion, as he would certainly catch his death of cold through that
s:shéqss aperture at the back of the vast apartment in which he is
standing.

M‘Gize, who is amnoyed at the way I talk about the Exhibition
%enemﬂy, points out to me that this is an idealised pertrait, and that

1066 has just-as much right to beidealised as BYroN or BEETHOVEN
whenever he becomes a subject for the artist. I quite admitit. But
respectfully contend that this is not the right sort of idealising treat-
ment to submit our Broeces to. ldealising is not sticking a vulgar
likeness of the man, in his most vulgar aspect, into the midst of cir-

cumstances and accessories in no way aﬂpropriateto him, If the painter | plare

will catch me that in Broee’s face, which makes him Broce rather
than Szoee or Moee—if he will give me the character of the man in
is features, as Broae himself unconsciously does, even when he flatters
himself he is most unlike the Broae of every day—then he has given me
the idea of Broge—he has given me something which, though at no
single moment Imay see it in BLoge’s face, 15 yet the impression
which the habitual contemplation of Broea’s face (which I'am doome
to see much oftener than 1 like) leaves behind it, I cannot admit of

‘any idealising of Broee beyond this. If by idealising him M‘Gire|]

means that the painter ought to make him more noble, less coarse,
less evidently a money-grubbing, hard-headed, rough-spoken, not over-
scrupulous, but on the whole k.md.ly-dm%osed and shrewd burgess
and chief-magistrate of Stoke-Pogis, then I object to idealisation in

to make jewels the |},

A mefallie substitute for gold | fip

this sense altogether. It is the striving after idealisation of this
fashion which begets vulgarity. And it is to the idealising painter of
this kidney, much more than to the honest citizens his sitters, that we
owe the irtense snobbishness of most portraits of this class.

Whoever saw a Dutch Burgher of REMBRANDT'S whom he could
set down for a snob? And yet, his onfmals were not a bit more ideal
beings than the Broges of our own ay. As to costume, they owe
nothing to that in general. The dignity, impressiveness, truth, and
force of these heads, is due to the painter ; and a portrait-painter, with
the qualities of a REMBRANDT, would find Burgomaster Sixes enough
in our own time, and under our common-place broadeloth,

Everything that I have said of the gentlemen is true of the ladies, as
I hope to show hereafter. But I have not time to dwell longer on
?ortraits just now. I would merely say, ez passant, that I could have
found examples in the present Exhibition, of the rules to be followed
in this branch of the art, as of the faults to be avoided.

Mg. KvieuT’s portrait of an old academy servant, Mr. Paughan—
Warson Gompon’s honest and straightforward presentment of that
determined Scotchman,” sitting, hat in hand, over MR. VAUGHAN’S
ead—BoXALL’S portraits, almost without an exception—Westcorr’s
Rector Campbell—S. LiawreNce’s head of Henry Taylor—and Warts's
marvellous chalk drawing of Lord John Russeli—are noble works, in
which the character of the sitter is given, to the exclusion of all that is
idle, or inappropriate, or distracting, or vulgarly genteel, or snobbishly
e, or conventionally picturesque.

But let me pass from portraits into the open air. Oh, nature, that
cannot be_dressed up in the velvets of the Louls QuaTorzE time, or
the brocades of GEoreE THE Szcoxp! Landscape painters af least
should be true, and unconventional: and yet, it is strange to see how
almost every man of them will insist on putting nature info Aés livery.
Infinite as her aspects are, from the pearly cool of early morning,
through all the gradations of hot noon, and limpid eventide, to the
solemn twilight, when the gaunt trees stand up blackly against the
clear horizon—wide as the range would seem to be, from the spring
childhood of the year to its winter old age—vast as the accessible
world has grown in these days of railways and steam-boats—how we see
each single artist contenting himself with his own little batch of effects,
applied year after year in his own little corner of the world.

Vhy is it that to MR. LINNELL, master as he is of his own scale of
subjects and colours, the earth will be always marly gravel, the horizon
clouds always camulous? Does he look on the world through a pair
of coloured spectacles, which invest_ all objects with unvarying hues,
or have all his labour and love availed to give him a mastery only over
one of the many millions of nature’s secrets ? . .

So, why—whether it be a Norfolk mill, overlooking the wintry broad
ora highland loch, rippling under the white moon, or a_twilight row
through a quiet village—why, in texture and in fone, is the face of
Mz. &mswmx’s out-of-door nature ever one and the same?

I go into the woods and fields, and I see a world—like a fair and
ingenuous visage capable of all expressions—whose aspect varies with
every smile or frown of the sky, every flaw of wind, every blink of sun
or gloom of shadow—which passes with-every passing hour, from one
look to another, which reflects every mood of mind, and is by turns
attuned to every key of sentiment. I walk info the Esxhibition, and I
see, year after year, the same subjects, painted by the same men, un-
varying, bearing no impress of any feeling in particular, and answering
to no mood of mind. Am I to conclude that painters’ skill, even the
highest, is unequal to the understanding and reproducing of more than
one of these fleeting passages of calm and storm, of beauty and awful-
ness, of joy and sadness, of love and wrath? Or is it that the painter
having acquired one of the many harmonies that are ever resounding in
the visible world, keeps, for very love or laziness barping on the same
string till the end of his painting days ?

Whatever the cause may be, it seems to me that our landscape-
peinters go on repeating themselves, and not improving in the
repetition, Else, why is it that Highland lochs, -and H.lghh_land hills,
and Devonshire moors, and Devonshire lanes, and Devonshire ferries
have become so stale, flat, and unprofitable in the hands of Mr. Ler?
Is it that he painfs them more feebly, or that we are sick of the
repetition? Or is it that he has fallen into the trick of it, and gives us
no longer a sharp, clear, proof impression of the first taking off, buf
a clog y, ragged, and indistinet engraving from a worn-out old

In short, of all the hundreds of landscapes here, there are few that
have power to catch the eye and arrest it; still fewer that will repay
close and careful examination. Of pictures, as-of other things, it is
often true that

¢You must love them—'ere to you
They will seem worthy of your love."”

But there are few of these landscapes that can beget the:ﬁreliminu;y
ove which is indispensable to found a reason for itself. For me, in
fact, there are three landscapes in the Exhibition this.year: and they
are M®. REDGRAVE'S Woodland Mirror 3 ANTHONY'S Ferns and
Beech-trees ; and the back-ground of Mr. Hunt's Hireling Shepherd.

I will leave you to meditate upon the list till next week.
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REGISTERED

PRO-

VISIONALLY.

CAPITAL

UNLIMITED.

DIRECTORS.
(To be selected from Distinguished Names on Police Books.)
Stanving Counsel—ORSON BLACKISWHITE, Esq., Old Bailey.
Secretartp—TARQUIN BRUIN, Late of the House of Correction.

IN the present age, when the philosophical and no less beneficent

principles of Assurance are brought to bear upon almost every social
interest, it has long been a matter of silent regret that individuals
either (ie_stined by constitutional vivacity, or betrayed by unforeseen
accident into the commission of Personal Assault, should not surround
themselves with the Protective Influence of Association.

Almost every other casualty is provided with pecuniary remedy; or,
ab least, pecuniary consolation.  Your house is burned, and _the
Pheenix crows—claps_his wings—and the house again becomes bran
new from the ashes. Your ribs are broken on the railway; what then ?
You have previously dropped gour twopence or fourpence, as prudence
or purse may have admomshed, and your ribs are paid for.

L man insures his life, or limb—why not_his temper? He may
anticipate a remedy for having, we will say, his own nose smashed ;
why not, then, a guarantee, if hastily betrayed to smash the nose of his

ighbour P

. egiihe attentive reader of the Police Reports, must have been frequently
impressed with magisterial sentences on individuals convicted of assaulf.
¥ Being unable to pay the fine—[40s., or_£5, as the injury dealt may

be;lB——.t e prisoner was conveyed to (frison in the police van.” .
eing, we trust, conscientious advocates of order; vivaciously alive
to the importance of money as a standard of morsjg and feelings in
this, our peculiarly commercial country, we—the Projectors of Every
N HIS OWN BRUTE, &c.—call the attention of the humbler classes of
socievy, and especially claim the consideration of Husbands addicted to
the Personal Chastisement of Wives, to the principles of the above
Association, whose object it is to guarantee every insurer—at the least
possible scale of payment—from the inconvenience and the ignominy

of incarceration—enabling him to pay t4e fine ; and thus, assaults being | r

a matter of money, to bz permitfed the enjoyment of his ferocity of
will, whether exercised upon his wife or his nzighbour.

But one example is worth a hundred assumptions. At once we
take a case, decided lately at Worship Street. A man named
FrEDERICK LABORDE is charged, in the strong language of the
reporter, with “a murderous atfack upon his wife, and also with having
violently assaunlted a married woman, named Wood.” Mg. LABORDE

had previously given the wife of his bosom & violent blow on the
eye: " after which—

“ He then caught up a ponderous wooden mallet, which he was in the habit of using
in his trade, and brandishing it over his head, brought it down with all s force upon
lﬁter nose, which cansed the blood to gush down over her dress, and felled her to the

oor.

The lodgers interfered, when Mz. LaBORDE attacked them all indis-

criminately, beating one, however, ““unm ercifully.” Well, the Magis-
trate—understand, the Magistrate, can ouly dispense the law—

‘ M. Hommiin ordered the prisoner to pay a penalty of £5, or to be committed for
two months to the House of Correction, for assaulting his wife; in addition to which
he must pay & second fine of £5 for the other assault, or undergo a further term of two

months' imprisonment.”

Mz, LaBoRDE, not having the £5, was committed. Had he been a
man of means, he might have broken his wife’s nose, or the nose of any
other woman at his pleasure, paying for the enjoyment 5, but the poor
fellow had not the money, when the relentless law consigned him to
the discomfort of a gaol. .

Now, it is here, where the agency of our Association—that of Every
Max His Owx Brure—proposes o assert itself. Why, we ask, assault
being a matter of money—bruises, confusions, smashed noses, scattered
teeth, being purchaseable—why should not, the poor man be enabled to
pay for them; why should he be sent to prison, nof for the assault~let
that ailvc;ays be borne in mind—but for not being able 7o pay for the
assault ? .

The law may change, but so long as the law permits a man to well-
nigh murder his wife—to fell her with a mallet to the earth, as abutcher
knocks down a bullock—so long does the poor ruffian, the indigent
rascal, the penniless brute and coward suffer injustice; for he is
gu.nished 7ot for what he does, but for being too poor to pay for what

e does. For instance, is it not clear, that could MR, FREDERICK
LaBorpe haye laid down the £5 for the work of his mallet upon his
wife’s nose, he might by this time have had another £5 worth of mis-
chief upon ‘some other member of her person? Now this distinetion
bears with unjust severity upon the poor, who cannot afford to be

ans.

Therefore the projectors of the above Association, made confident by
the very nicest calculations, are enabled, at a very trifling outlay, to
insure the commission of brutality in every variety.

At about twopence a week, a man may insure himself for ten pounds’
worth of assaults per annum. For only twopence a week, and any
ruffian may smash his wife’s nose twice in ayear; or otherwise beat, and
ill-treat; her, spreading two principal assaults over six or eight fittle
ones. He gives his wife one or two black eyes. Heis fined 10s. TxE
RurFiaN’s PROVIDENT AsSOCIATION lays down the money; and the
discharged and triumphant ruffian having, like an honest man, paid for
the mischief, spotless as an ermine, leaves the Court. .

Further particulars will be duly announced. In the meanwhile,
prospectuses are to be had at every Police Office.

TarQuin Brux, Sec.




PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVALIL

POPULAR PLAYHOURS.

‘Wxo thinks that it would be advisable that the National
Gallery and British Museum should be of some benefit to
the lagouring classes, instead of doing no more for them
than to attract them together, in close, uncomfortable,
ungleasant crowds, for two days, twice a year, at Baster
and Whitsuntide ? .

‘Who is of opnion that the health, comforf, minds, dispo-
sitions, communications, of those same classes, would be
improved by a better acquaintance with green fields, or

ood authors, or melody and harmony, or any of those
ﬁberal arts and sciences, whose study, as the poet says
in the Latin Grammar, softens the manners, and does not
suffer them to be brutal ?

Who would wish artisans and mechanics to enjoy the
advantages of the Crystal Palace, when it shall have been
transferred to Sydenham ? .

‘Who believes it would be well to provide with recrea-
tion, by day, those who, for want of it, are apt to rush into
dissi%ation af night ? L

‘Who, not wanting to coop the people up in cities by a
Sunday bill, is yet desirous to give them an opportunity
for a pleasure trip in the week, to the abatement of Sabba-
tical railway trains, cabs, omnibusses, steam-boats, tea and
shrimps, half-and-half, gin, pipes, and skittles ?

‘Who is aware, and considers, that reasonable relaxation
causes work to be done more cheerfully, zealously, and
thoroughly ? . .

If any, let him use his potentialities, influence, voice,
and pen, to induce employers to arrange their business in
such el? sort, as to give the employed a half holiday once
a week.

A Musrcar TreaT.—Living next door to a pianoforte maker.

fellow-whohas been:so liberally:invited is -expected o call upon you. It’s only a
form—just as putting-your name to a bill i

one+who takes his stamd upon it is sare to.have o pay for the breaking of it.”

WHAT IS AN ENGAGEMENT ?

an Irish prima donna
\\ ) has alsc broken her en-
gagement. A new de-

finition of the word
engagement is sadly
wanted to suit the
Vocalists’ books. We
will not say it is like
piecrusf, or a boy’s
drum, or ayoung lady’s
heart, only made fo be
broken, but we will de-
fine it simply, thus :—
“AN KNGAGEMENT
is like a general invita-
tion—given very freely,
but with the full un-
derstanding that it is
never meant to be kept.
Such engagements, hke
elopements, are only
ruonaway engagements.
‘Come and sing,’ is
about synonymous with
‘ Come and see me any
day, I shall be happy to
see you.” The singeris
no more expected fo
sing, than the foolish

ds ‘only a form’—and a form which any

CUR CPERA BOX.
/ WEngglveec tsgmewhat

aur
~— Opera_going this
- year; butthe faet
is, that the ‘in-
terest of the
season hag 'been
il transferred -from

| Her Masesty’s
Theatre and Co-
vent Garden to
the Cowrt of
Chancery. We
have been told
that Waener is
a_great singer
i when before the
i public, but she
hag certainly had
1o sing very small
indeed before the
judges in Equity.
. Perhaps she
would have appeared to more advantage without her father's base
accompaniment, and she has hardly had a fair trial in the poor con-
certed piece, which has been turned into a disconcerted piece by the
decisions of the Vice.and the Lorp CHANCELIOR. It is a remarkable
fact that an insignificant cause can produce a serious effect, as we
bave seen in the instance of the unheard JoHANNAE, who has done
more mischief by:doing nothing, than she would in all probability have
done good, if she had faithfully kept to her engagement,

“ There’s not a charm the world can give
Like that it takes away,”

P

SRR

W

says the poet, and there is certainly not a house a prima donna can
bring like those she keeps ‘away, when she enters into a contract which
sets the town on the gui vive, and then abstains from fulfilling her
agreement. The “fair deceiver” has injured the season at both

establishments, when she might have made the fortune of one without
rnining the other. But as it is—

Lrarey and GYE were fighting for the town,
‘When up jumps JoEANNAH, and knocks them both down.

There is, however, plenty of attraction at both houses, if the public
would only get out of their heads that Waewer affair which has caused
asort of singing in their ears, to confound but not to gratify their senses.

'|'Seeing'dENNY LIND has come to town, she has now an opportunity

[ i:
mentmwhere her.own tfoxun

really;graedful act, by retrieving the fortunes of an establish-
e was most deservedly realised.

STREET 'PERFORMERS AND <« CRUSHERS.”

YESTERDAY a deputation of tumblers, astic per-
formers, accustomed to exhibit their tricks and feats of strength and
agility in the public thoroughfares, waited upon Mz, Punch at his official
residence in Fleet Street, to exggess the alarm and apprehension in
regard to the liberties of the subject, created in their minds by the
recent Proclamation prohibiting Romish monks and other ecclesiastics
from wearing the costumes of their respective orders, displaying their
symbols, and celebrating their rites and ceremonies, in the streets. The
degu{:atmn.was headed by SreNor SMITHERINT and ProFEssor MORRIs
and it having been informally introduced to Mr. Puach by the official

boy,

inomsson Mogeis said he begged M. Punchs pardon, -and heped
he’d excuse him for having taken the liberty of troublin of him to ax
him the question whether that there Proclamation agin the papish
monks and friars was anyways liable to interfere with that respectable
interest as he had the honour to represent ? He was afeard it would.
Stop one sort of show in the streets, and why not stop another? Say
black gowns ain’t to be wore there, and it may as well be said, you
shan't wear spangled frocks neither. It was a dangerous principle to
hinder anybody from dressing according to his faney. To be sure he
didn’t cut sich a figure as the papishes. He wasn’t so likely to frighten
the horses. [The PROFESSOR was attired in tight fleshings and white |
bugkins, with a blue fillet round his head.] Hehoped he was not quite
sich a object as them Romanish Guys. .

Mr. Punch said the ProFEssoR’s costume was more like that of the
ancient Greeks than that of the modern Romans, .

The Proressor did not know much about that. Speakin of them
Roman-candlestick priests, people said sich mountebanks ought to be
put down, and it was this talk about puttin down mountebanks as made
him uncomfortable. .

Myr. Punch said that such anxiety on the Proressor’s part was
natural, but; that he (PRorFEssor MORRIS) might make himself tolerably
easy. The Proclamation—which, by the way, he could not belp some-
what su:gecting to have been advised by Ministers with electioneering
views—affected only one class of mountebanks. As long as the
Proressor and his order abstained from constituting themse:ves a
nuisance, by performing in fashionable or crowded streets, obtruding
themselves on notice where they gave offence, collecting a mob, or
acting any foolery calculated to proveke a breach of the peace, they

jugglers, and

would, doubtless, be free to vault, tumble, dance, stand on their heads,
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r's shoulders, without much molestation. They did not go about masquerading in the
gteit:% :ftgeF:rei Power. They had only one objectionable dpomt in common with the Oratorians and
Passionists—a slight tendency to squalor, easily to be corrected by occasional recourse to soap and water.
He (Mr. Punch) siould nevertheless think it might be well for them to keep out of the way of their
black friends, lest such company should atiract the attention of the police. . .

Sievor SMiTHERINI stated that his performances, as Illusionist and Wizard, were sometimes
accompanied by cymbals, which he understood was forbid in the Proclamation; was that true?

M. Punch explained the difference between the musical instruments alluded to by the Sienor, and
the prohibited symbols, The SiGNOR’S vocation was in small jeopardy. Though the parties aimed at in
the Proclamation were famous for their illusions, they could not properly be termed conjurors. He
(Mr. Punch) perhaps, however, might recommend S16NoR SMITHERINI to call himself, in plain English,
Ms. SmitEERS. SIGNOR Was_a foreign title, and might suggest that the bearer of it was a Jesuit in
disguise. This would be unlikely; and proiaably MEe. SurTEERS might repair to Court—or Alley—
without getting himself into any serious scrape, although he should put on his most remarkable
‘Wizard’s dress, and announce himself as not only SiaNog, but MonsiGNORE. .

The deputation then withdrew, followed by the boy, and a number of other boys.

Policeman. “ Now THEN, YoU MUST Go AWAY FROM HERE; OR BLSE ——

British Mountebank. “ BoragR THEM FOREIGNERS!

15 e i stank, - GorHLp. T To 6o BriNcING THE PEELERS DOWN JUST

RELIGION FOR THE HIGHER CIRCLES.

A advertisement in the Z¥mes apprises us of the fact that there is a society established, having for its
excessively genteel purpose, the conversion of the higher circles. An article has been prepared by a
tract society, which is strongly recommended for fashionable use; and which, of course, is not
intended for the mere vulgar votaries of Ghnstia.nitty. We have not met with any of the publications
in question, our office being posmb(lly too far east for the elegant efforts of the religious exquisites,
whose labours are no doubt bounded on the east by Pall Mall, on the south by Spring Gardens, on the
north by Grosvenor Square, and on the west by the limits of Balgravia.

We always had an idea that religion knew no distinetion of ranks; we know that Christianity
repudiates anything like class divisions among its own followers, as far as religion is concerned; but
thert‘a‘agf)ears to be a fashionable sect which, refusing to hear of pious parvenus, looks upon “elect>
and “select ” as synonymous. We shall not be surprised at any affectation or absurdity in the much
abused name of religion after this, mor should we be astonished at finding announcements of a
Thé emn_qélzg"ue, Or & soirée sérieuse, or a devotional dinner-party among the * fashionable arrange-
ments,” and * further arrangements ** of our JENKINSONIAN contemporaries.

Of all the cant to which the fashionable affectation of * seriousness™ has given rise, we know of none
more gi,fenswe than that which professes to prepare a religion expressly for the use of the * higher
circles” and those frequenting places of fashionable resort.” '\%’e suppose religion—of this kind—
will be expected to leave town for some ““fashionable watering-place” at the ordinary period, and
must by no means be seen in London when the season is over. We shall be having a monthg' ubli-
cation of the Modes Réligieuses, ox Pious Fashions, in which we may expect the revival of the Bishop’s

%eevgs;land for those who are fond of wearing something religious, as a cloak, the restoration of the
ardinal,

SENILE ASJUTENESS.-—A‘JI old gentleman hearing his youthful nephew, a little boy who is versed in
geology, talking about the “ Earth’s crust,” inquired whether he was speaking of the outside of a dirt-pie ?

JUST THE TERM FOR IT.

TeEe French do not take an oath,
they only lend it. Their ferm is
“préter serment.”” This practice o
lending is extremely convenient. The
oath is “lent” for a certain period,
and then when the person is fired of
the loan, he calls for it back again.
It was never given, and, accordingly,
is still the property of the person who
“lent” it, for him to do with it what-
ever he likes. Or else it shares the fate
of all things that are lent, and nothing
is ever seen or heard of it afterwards.
It is as good as lost. This has been
the fate of all oaths in France, through
its various eras of monarchy, repub-
licanism, empire, and provisional go-
vernments; and we do not mind
making a wager, anywhere but at a
betting-office, that it will be the fate
again of all the oaths that have been
“lent” to Loums Naroreon, It
would not bz a bad sign for him to
write over the door of the despotic
pawnshop, which he has opened on
the plan of his Uncle: “ Oaras
Lenr.»

A Flaw in the Indictment.

Tue House of Commons may fairly
be complained of for not assembling
in sufficient numbers to proceed wit
business, on some_ recent occasions,

drawing an indictment against the
Members, one of the principal counts
would be—the Count-out.

arag |l
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MALMESBURY'S NEW POLICEMAN.,

ADVICE TO “oUR OWN CoORRE-
SPONDENT.” — Tell the truth, and
shame the—PRESIDENT,

A GraIN THE PROTECTIONIST
FARMER IS DREADFULLY IN WANT
oF.—A. Grain of Sense.

“ FrENcH PATIENcE.”—Louls Na-
POLEON waiting for the Empire.

Printed by William Bradb: of No.13, Uppexr Woburn Place, in the Parish of St.
Office In Lombard Sereet, (3 the Precinbt of Whitemiase., i the Gitr of Bonion. LieTod

and Frederick Mullett Evans, of No.7, Church Row, Stoke Newington, both in the County of Mjddlesex, Printers, at their
lished by them at No. 85 Fleet Street,in the Panish of St. Bride's 1n the City of London.—~S4TURDAY, Juus 26th, 1852.
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THE GIN PALACE, OR THE CRYSTAL PALACE ON SUNDAY?
A PROSE CANTICLE.

OST_ certainly, the proper
mode of spending the Sunday
for inhabitants of towns, ex-
cept those who keep carriages
and can be driven into the
country by their own servants,
attending divine service by
the way, with their coach-
man and footmen waiting
for them outside, is to_go
fo church three times a day,
and_occupy the intervals m
reading sermons strictly or-
thodox, or perhaps devoting
an hour or so o a very slow
walk through the streets.
But as there are unfortunately
multitudes who will not even
go to church, yet who will

0 somewhere, is it not much

Eetter that t};ey should pass

their time at the public-house

than at such a place as the

Crystal Palace P

Those who might resort to
the public-house would drink
gin and beer; beverages not
unwholesome in moderation,
but they that should visit
the Crystal Palace or the

.. . British Museum—were it

open on Sundays—would imbibe the poison of secular knowledge unqualified by theological

opinion,

Excess in gin and beer—nay, even in Port wine—will make a man drunk: no doubt

kenness is a sin: but when it is caused by alcohol and malt liquor, and particularly when it

, it is pretty sure to be followed ﬁay repentance the mext

morﬁngi hic:' at least by a headache calculated to teach the sufferer the hollowness of

worldly S.

But the e%evation produced by contemplating the works of nature and art, is succeeded
by no salutary depression ; on the contrary, the amusement of the day so spent is generally
felt to bear the morrow’s reflection, and thus begets a soul-destroying complacency, instead
of the wholesome conviction of being a miserable sinner.

And then the man who gets d contributes to the Excise, and his transgression tends
to increase the revenue, and thus to place, at the disposal of the Government, fands which
a pious Ministry might apply to the improvement of bishops’ palaces. Whereas the mere
mental intoxication caused by the sublime and beautiful, does not conduece to the enrichment
of the State or the Church, by one halfpenny. Lo

Any attraction likely to draw town’s-people into the country on Sundays is objectionable.

n the sunshine, beneath the blue vault of heaven, amid green fields and sweet flowers,
smfmg—blrds, humming bees, silver brooks, corrupt human nature is apt to forget ifself,
and mistake this wicked world for a dise. Now, those who are obliged to remain in cities
are surrounded by circumstances forcibly impressing them with a sense of their misery
and morta.hti. The sewers and gutters in their paths—emblems of depravity—exhale a moral
with a stench, and teach the heart a lesson through the nose, From crowded churchyards
the fact of death is_brought home to them in the very air they breathe and the water they
drink—if they can drink such water: truth, humiliating, but salutary, if not wholesome truth,
lies at the bottom of all the adjacent wells. The knell accords with the reek of the intramural
graveyard ; the one corroborates the other; they tell the same story, The incense of the
flowers contradicts the knell. The rural influences go altogether to inspire affections and
hopes just contrary to the proper dejection, the becoming despondency, the consciousness of
wjkmg in a vale of tears, in the valley of the Shadow of %eath; the mournful and melancholy
state of mind, which, when it does not quite amount to despair and insanity, may be described

as a sanctified seriousness. .

At least, if the Crystal Palace is mot to be closed on the Sabbath, publicans and
brewers ought to be ‘compensated for the loss of business which they will sustain ;
and if compensation is allowed them, it must be granted to the clergy; as the seduction
will affect the Church equally with the pothouse. It is likely to affect the Church in a

very peculiar manner. .
There are in cities numbers of persons, who, impressed a little too strongly by the perception
of a good thing—come not to be quite so

of human wretchedness—there may be too muc)

sure as they ought of the benevolence, justice, and wisdom, presiding over the uuiverse. It
is the business of the clergy to convince and persuade them of the truths they cannot very
well see in the things about them. The priesthood have a vested interest in their doubts.
But the Crystal Palace—like the British Museum—will contain wonders of creation, demon-
strating those grand fundamentals which a preacher can only argue. People will, in effect,
be going there to church: and who knows but that some heterodox wretch might even propose
to have services, in the spirit of the Bridgewater treatises, actually celebrated in_the
building, amidst objects which would certainly afford the strongest evidences of the principles
asserted in those volumes ?

The Gin Palace, then, rather than the Crystal Palace for the people on a Sunday!

results from a mixture of both

“ CHILDREN MUST BE PAID FOR.”

SwEeET is the sound of infant voice;
Young innocence is full of charms :
There’s not a pleasure half so choice,
As tossing up a child in arms,
Babyhood is a blessed state,
Felicity expressly made for;
But still, on earth 1t is our fate,?
That even ¢ Children must be paid for.”

If in an omnibus we ride,
Tt is a beauteous sight to see,™
When full the vehicle inside,
Age taking childhood on its knee. '
But in the dog-days® seorching heat,
When a slight breath of air i3 pray’d for,
Half suffocated in our seat,
‘We feel that * Children must be paid for.”

The -e is about the sports of youth
A charm that reaches every heart,
Marbles or tops are (fames of truth,
The bat plays no deceiver’s part.
But if we hear a sudden crash,
No explanation need be stay’d for,
‘We know there ’s something gone to smash ;
We feel that “ Children must be paid for.’”

How exquisite the infant’s grace,
hen, clambering upon the knee,
The cherub, smiling, takes his place
Upon his mother’s lap at tea;
Perchance the beverage flows o’er,
And leaves a stain there is no aid for,
carpet, dress, or chair. Once more;
We feel that “ Children must be paid for.”

Presiding at the festive board,
With many faces laughing round,
Dull nielancholy is ignored
‘While mirth and jollity abound :
We see our table amply spread
‘With kuives and forks a dozen laid for;
Then pause to think :—* How are they fed ?
Yes, children must indeed be paid for ! >’

-

“STILL HE GOES UP, UP, UP.»

Tae last ascent but six of the * Veteran
GREEN” has been advertised. He is taking his
“farewell of the air” in a round of his favourite
balloons, which will embrace the * Great Nassaun®’
and other popular aerial conveyances. We sup-

ose when the veteran finally retires from the air
ﬁe will feel somewhat out of his element ; but we
have no doubt that after living so long upon air
he has got together something more substantial
to enable him to enjoy the remainder of his ex-
istence. It seems that he has made no less than
five hundred ascents, so that he has been con-
tinually rising in the world, but has never been
puffed up, nor allowed himself to be inflated by
the circomstances that have surrounded him.
There is no doubt that he will go down to pos-
terity in a balloon, if he ever makes that sort of
descent, which is so much desired by all can-
didates for popular favour.

A Scorpion Wanted.

Ax elotglent Irishman—quoted in the Irish
news of the Z¢mes—says, in reference to Rus-
sELL’s DurHEAM Letter, and DerBY’s Anti-Pro-
cession Prgcla.mationi\—" Out goes the scorpion
RusseLL ; in comes the double scorpion DerBy.”
Hence, for the necessities of Irish vituperation,
a trebig scorpion is wanted, and may hear of
something to its advantage in Dublin, Yes:
Wanted a scorpion with three tails !

No Locus Sranpr.—The man who visits the
low Betting offices must indeed have lost all
standing in society since he betakes himself to
the worst of all legs,

VOL, XXIII, [¢]
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THE PASSIONIST YOUTH’S COMPLAINT.

H! What a shame!
They won't let us play;
They ’ve taken our game
Of Ringing away :
They say that we make
I  So stunning a noise,
The neighbours’ heads ache
Along of us boys.

Dz HErp’s peal they’ve stopp’d,
Beeause of the din;
To Belgium he’s hopp’d,
For law costs let .
Unless some one shells
The requisite out,
That Sortau those bells
Will sell up, no doubt.

They won’t let us wear
ur cloaks and our sandals,

Because they declare

It gives rise to scandals:
And Ehen they prohibit

Displays in the streets;
‘We mustn’t exhibit

Our tapers and sheets.

In stole and in cope
We can’t go about ;

Bub those “ Bands-of Hope *
May halloo and shout :

Of Guy Fawkes they grant
The-auto-de.f¢,

But say that we shan’t
Have likewise our way.

Have you, as you tell us,
A free Constitution,
Inflicting on fellows
AM this persecution ?
Arewe to be done—
Because you love quiet—
Thus out of our fu
For fear of a riot ?

MISS VIOLET AND HER ‘““ OFFERS.”
——
CHAPTER XI.

Ir ever anybody bhad no right to make an offer to another person,
that was the Fositioq of MR. VERDIGRIS, the antiquary, as regarded
me. For I always liked him, and derived a great deal of instruction
from his conversation; and to add to his ingratitude, I may mention
that if was entirely owing to my cutting ouf an advertisement, and
enclosing it to papa, that the latter bought a little cabinet of coins of
the Lower Empire, and presenfed it to M®. VERDIGRIS on his fiftieth
birthday, And then his dear old sister, VIaTY VeRDIGRIS, had become
fonder of me than of ar?7 body in the world, except of her brother, and
we were going on so pleasantly, till it ccourred to him to alter our

ositions. I cannof think what put such nonsense into his head.
Pa.d about as much expectation of a proposal from his statue of

HOCION,

He lives at Brighton, and while we were staying there we used to g0
to his house a good deal. _Whenever_ he got a new old coin, or relic of
any kind, he always sent VIRTY round to invite me to come and see it,
and the dear old creature, who knew nothing whatever about any-
thing except making everybody comfortable, invariably brought the
strangest messages. One-day she was particularly anxious for me to
come, because StacEY—that is to say EusTACE—had just received some
Wooden Halfpence made by Dean Swrirrthe Draper, and snother
time I was to go and see ‘a piece of a bonnet dug up at Flodden,
though, as dear VIRTY said, what part of a bonnet a round bit of gol(i
could be, she could not guess. But she was just as pleased to see
STACEY happy in showing his collection, as if she eould have ealled over
all the Cams4Rs as accurately as the CHANGELLOR OF THE ExomEqQUER,
Wwho tells us-in his life of poor Lorp Georem BTTING-BOOK that the
most solemn event in the history of Christianity took place in the reign of
Avcusrus. Mr., VERDIGRIS is a delicate-looking person, with exceed-
ingly long white fingers, and nails which might easily be cut into pens.

€ is very small, and pale, and mild, and nearly bald, having only a
thin fringe of grey hair round the centre of his head, which flushes up

to the very crown upon the least excitement. And he always wears a
long frock coat, buttoned up to the chin, where it meets a white cravat.
I suppose that he has plenty of money, for he is always buying
curiosities, and givinigi away charity, for he is one of the kindest-hearted
creatures in the world. . .

MR. VERDIGRIS had been re-arranging his eollection, and sent Vrirry
to fetch me to see it in its new order. The work had occupied him for
some days, and he had obstinately repulsed all his sister’s offers of
assistance. ““ My dear,” she said, “while he was gone for a walk, I
stuck more of his coins and medals into those little holes than he had
done in two days; but when he came m he burst out laughing, and
turned all my work out, saying that I had introduced Kive HeROD to
an INNoCcENT PopE, and there would be annther massacre like that of
BarrrOLOMEW Fair.” When I arrived, Mr. VERDIGRIS himself did
the honours in a much more learned way, and begged me to accom?qny
him all round his little gallery, and see_that he had put everything
into chronological order— from Youne Mgemwox to Louris NaPo-
LEON, Poor Virry followed us, and kegt up a gentle fire of notes
upon the antiquarfs text. Of course, I do not pretend to remember
a millionth part of what I was told, especially as laughing with Viery
interrupted my attention sadly. When her brother was shewing
me the Roman As, she ventured fo suggest that the Roman must
have been one for giving such a name t0 a piece of money, but she
supposed an ass was coined for small bets, just as we say a poney for
larger ones. And among some ancient curiosities was a relic supposed
to having been used in making u philter, and this excited VieTy’s great
contempt, as she could not at all see how the water was to be passed
through it. And she really made a sort of joke over a brass mirror,
declaring that from all she had heard of the Roman ladies such a
looking-glass must have reflected them very faithfully. The dreadful
fagces s%\e made when her brother was describing the Roman practice of
bringing live mullet to table, that they might die upon the platesof the
eﬁiﬂures, were wonderful ; but his mention that offending slaves were
thrown into the lamprey pond elicited a delightful piece of English
history from her.

“Ah!? she said, “that’s like what I read in Hume’s history many

ears ago, about one of our kings, who was killed by lampreys, becanse,
1t says, they did not agree with the Constitution. I forget which king
it was, STePHEN I think, but the moral is the same.”

“In that case, Henry TaE Fiast will do, Virrue dear!” said
Mpg. VErDIGRIS quietly.

“I dare say that was the man,” answered Virry. “To be sure it
couldn’t be SrepHEN, for he was stoned. I have seen the picture of it
in that church in Walbrook that went into Chancery with the Logp
MaxoRr, and got dilapidated.”

“They teach young ladies better now than thry did in your time, my
dear old Vikry,” said VErDiGRIs. “ Here is Miss VioLer
Bromeron could tell you the names, dates, and characters of every one
of the sovereigus of Europe, from CHARLEMAGNE’S time. .

“Indeed, you must give me eredit for nothing of the kind,” T said,
¢ but I think if I were to study your collection of coins often, I might
be much better informed. They are the best helps to memory I
can imagine.” .

To my surprise, as I said this, the face and head of Mg. Verpreris
flushed up into a uniform crimson. He looked at his sister with an
odd sort of smile, and said,

“Vigrur.” . L.

“Stacey,” she answered, with an equally significant look.

¢ Shall 1 say it,” he asked in quite a flutter,

I should, Stacey,” replied MRrs, VIzry.

He turned fo me, and his redness; which bad slightly toned down,
took a new and more glowing tint as he. did so. I could nut conceive
what was the matter. He kept on smiling in a kindly, but an uncom-

I |fortable way, fidgetted with his hands, and even began to scratch with

his long nalls on the glass of one of the medal cases,
ft“ Y?l’l would like,” he stammered out, “to study these things very
often ? »

¥ Under your direction,” I said, “and in their proper order here, T
think it would be very pleasant.” ~Now, I said this because it flashed
across my mind that he might perhaps be thinking of spoilinf his
collection for the sake of making me a present, and this I would not
have let him do. But my answer was the most unfortunate one I
could have made.

“Here, and under my direction, VIrTy,” he repeated, looking at
her with a face beaming with pleasure. *There could not be better
encouragement, That study you might undertake at all times you
pleased, Mrss BromeroN,” he said, earnestly and respectfully, “I'am
not a man of many words, and indeed I feel my deficiency, painfully,
when I wish {0 say what I would say now—buf—you—you are_above
affectation and coguetry—you have known me a long time, and VIRTY
loves you very much. "Will you—will you accept all that you see hers,
and, with it, its owner? »

I'never said I was a heroine, and if I had, everybody . would have
found me out long ago. But, supposing I had asserted the slightest

pretensions to heroineship, they would all have been crushed for ever
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when I came to this passage in my history. I looked at him f
momen} to be quite sure I understood him, and then I lo?kegraz

Virry, and saw in her dear old face such a mixture of pleasure and
anxiety that—there is no use in pretending that I did not—I began

o cry.

I am not skilful at analysing my sensations, but here wag
kind, learned, gentlemanly man, whom I both respected and liked, an
who had suddenly placed me in a position from which there was no
escaping without giving him pain. The situation was simple enough
and perhaps I was simple enough for crying over it, but I did ery, and
there is the truth. He looked very much distressed, and VIrTY came
up to me and took my hand. But I struggled for self-command, for T
would not leave these kind creatures in a moment’s doubt, and self-
command came. .

“ Dear Mr. VERDIGRIS,” I said, but not af all steadily, * pray forget
what you have said. You do me very great honour in inking me
worthy of such a thing, and I do assure you I am very grateful to you.
Bub our ages are so different—I am quite a child, and you know I
know your birthday,”—and I tried to smile, and pointed to the silver
plate on the cabinet we had given him—and altogether it is quite
impossible. But do take my hands, and say you will not be angry with
me, and will go on giving me instruction.” For I could not bear to
think of quarrelling with him, .

He looked at me very stcadily for 2 minute or so, and then he said,
quietly, and almost sadly—

“Yes. 'There are thirt{ years between us, and they ought to have
taught me fo know myself better; they ave taught me how to value
you, or I should not have said what you have heard. Forget ity if I
remember it, youshall never seethat I do. We will always be friends—
you and I, and VIrTy ”—and he took a hand of each ; *sand—and—will
you come to see me to-morrow, and we will go through the Emperors—
1 have very good coins of the Emperors.” And pressing our hands, he
walked quickly out of the room.

¥ You spoke quite right, dear,” said Mrs, Virty, very kindly, and
wiping her eyes; for she, it seems, had followed my wise example.
“ And that ’s the last word you’ll ever hear about i, if you come here,
as Lhope you will, a thousand times. And STAGEY must keep to his

man asses, and his rows of nobles, and his pieces of bonnets, and his
Johnny groats, and all the rest of his tattermedallions.”

a good

NURSERY RHYMES FOR THE DIGGINGS,
Arr—*“ Hush-o-by Baby.

Rock away, Cradle, at the pit top,
When the siream flows the cradle must rock :
‘When the gold fails the digging ’s a bore,
And away go the diggers to look for some more.
Amr—* Sing a Song of Sizpence.”
Sing a Song of Sixpence, a pocket full of gold,
In four-and-twenty hours you’ve a fortune there I°m told :
When you *ve stayed a fortnight you’re rich as any king,

Isn’t that to contemplate a very pleasant thing P

The Youngest Member in the House.

A Lapy declares that if MR. ANSTEY were to remain in the House
of Commons all his life, he would still be the youngest member in it ;
“for it is perfectly clear,” she says, alluding to his accustomed habit
of counting out the House, “that so long as he retains the faculty of
speech, he will never be able to reach forty.”

TAPPING A BEER BARREL FOR THE TRUTH.

Mz. PeppER bas been lecturing at the Polytechnic upon the qualities
of the different beers of Arzsopp, Bass, and Savr. It strikes us as
being a carious way of proving that these beers are not adulterated
when we actually have before us the admission that both Pepeem and
SarT are mixed up largely in their composition.

Cornxr Measure.

WE don’t know what measure Messrs, DERBY and DISRAELI may
have in store for the next Parliament, but if it is to_touch upon Corn,
no measure short of Free Trade, we ean tell them, will suit the people,
IE fact we think we may give the ministry the following plain bit of
advice :

B‘;‘Tnn"Pmom WILL NOT HAVE THEIR CORN MEASURED BY ANY PROTECTIONIST
SHEL,

Tree Heremr oF StmpricrTY has been variously defined, but we
think it may now be know as—Going to a Betting Office, with. the.moeral
certainty of being *taken—in.”

his indignation at the conclusion into the following fulminating

SABBATARIAN TIT FOR TAT.

OW zealous some folks are for
the souls of their fellow crea-
tures! The folks particularly
alluded fo in this remark are
great people: the ArRcaBIsHOP
OF CANTERBURY, the Bismors
oF LoNDnoN and WINCHESTER,
the Earn or HarrRowBY, the
EARnL oF SHA¥TESBURY, and
several gentlemen, “‘ foo tedious
o mention.” TIs it not written
in the Zimes newspaper how
they, having formed themselves
into a deputation, ¢ waited on
the RieET HONOURABLE THE

Eart or DerBY at his official

residence at Downing Street, at
. 2 o’clock, in order to urge upon

his lordsl,xip the expediency of
adopting measures to prevent the Crystal Palace or ifs grounds being
opened to the public on Sundays?” ~What condescending solicitude on
the part of peers and prelates for the spiritual welfare of vulgar
cockneys, snips, snobs, mechanics, shopmen, snd their womankind :
creatures that not only consume tea and shrimps, periwinkles, and
ginger-beer, but also smoke pipes and penny Pickwicks. The people
musf feel flattered that they are thus sympathised with by the superior
classes ; only perhaps they would rather the sympathy were shown
somehow otherwise than by excluding them from pure air and enjoyment
—in great tenderness for their immortal part, but with small conside-
ration for their perishable lungs. .

Not to be ungrateful, however, let us, the million, the rabble, the

opulace, get up a deputation of our own, and wait on Lorp DERBY af

owning Street, in order to urge upon his lordship the expediency of
adopting some measures to prevent, as far as possible, bishops® palaces,
and the nobility’s mansions, parks, and grounds, from being open_to
themselves on a Sunday. In this way we shall return the sanctifying
obligation to keep the Sabbath wmiserably. There will yet, however,
remain six days of amusement for them; so that we shall still but
imperfectly repay their kindness in proposing to debar us from our
recreation on the only day when we have time for it.

On this pious and grateful errand then, let us go to the Earw or
DerpY, in our_Sunday’s best, and wearing patent Sunday faces, with
our eyes turned up, and the corners of our mouths turned down—and
our tongues in our cheeks.

THE OLDEST ESTABLISHED PROPHET. ¢

. ‘W= have been told—but we hope it is not true—that Mr. Gy=
intends to put in the Era, Sunday Times, and. all the Sunday sportin;
papers, the following advertisement, which we think highly absurd ang
perfectly unnecessary :—

Y
HE ONLY ORIGINAL ¢« PROPHETE” is MARIO, and no mis-
take! His address is, as usual, the Royal Italian Opera House, where he will
always be happy to see his friends, with the t1p in their hands. Due notice will be
iven of the Prophéte’s next appearance. In the meantime his “ Huguenot” Draw
?pmce only 7s 6d.) is the best of the season. Three cheers, boys, for MARIO, the

oldest established and first and best and only Original Prophete, who snaps his fingers

at vulgar competition!

‘Recollections of the Latin Grammar.

A Country Gentleman, writing to the Directors of one of the
Railways about the bad management of their line, and more especially
about the lights having been removed from the carriages, condensed
e:—

“ Horrendum, informe, Engines, cui lumen ademptum.”

NEW BEADING OF THE CELEBRATED WAGNER SAYING.
(Adapted to the Pockets of St. Albans, Ipswich, and others.)
AN Election is only to be valued for the sake of its money.”

IMPORTANT TO AUTHORS.

Tae Act for the Enfranchisement for Copyholds, is~~the Lorp
CHANCELLOR baving thought better of it—passing through the House
of Lords. This measure will prevent litigation; but_perhaos it will
noé seti:llelghe question whether a dramatic translafion is a Freehold or
a Copyhold.
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A DUEL IN WESTMIN. WHO'D BE A SHERIFF?
STER HALL. - ) J i !il‘ “L\‘ ' the Shrioenty - of Loaten.

W are happy to find that a Cn K ‘ ! -‘-\ i Those whom the citizens do the
naval officer has lately sef the A = I ; i honour to elect, appear to pre-
example of seeking the *satis- i ,f] \hr £ 3 . ' H ! fer the pleasure of paying five
faction of a :ﬁmima"?” n e = j | L hundred pounds’ forfert rat%‘?r
Zg:is;mélfnsl:grrwu iﬁtoulz;llllln:ﬂ":i!zl‘ B Tt N ‘ | !I— 223&5}”?&32: iltg nﬁ; fac:
of law, and substituting the o o I when we recollect that the chie
sword of justice for the less il B 1 duties of a Sheriff are to hang
ef}flective weag)on of téle %gelhsté ‘1) ‘ | “ =N l\l mai}efgctors’ “‘-’f pué'sue debltors

ere can be no doubt cas ' I : AL _ ) - as lo
upon the courage of any man t]ll | § NI 1T as ayde%l:l‘}:yyisltolls)e l;'ging; ag
}"h°,;‘1.b'~’itig“te§°t3tf‘tﬂe b '%'i?‘l ’l AT & Ll j ll‘. the solefprivtili'.’.g;&zl of a Sheiifz his
or Tria attle; and it is i inmers at the
impossile o suspecksuy offcer - ‘ : EENSTRD | e Old Bailey, fo stand half the
of beingafraid to go into action, 'l L — '“1/ “ expenses of Lord Mayor's Day,
e s has ol o |y IS =il wnd St o gold oy

The ordinary practice of duel- ' > gf: cisiﬁysosvxfegea;l {r:ggﬁ;g
ling involved very little sag-ifice, =] = Shrieval” subscription is ex-
for the sake of honour; but he —— e = < s ected o wonder that the

ho goes into Westminster Hall | | I\=— — S I | Dt Deeine i thes
for. the vindiostion of his oha- | ‘G— = | gfice goos abegging iu_those
Tacter, ﬁh‘iws tha'%llge gol?.siger? = El == \ : to estimate things by what they
powaer and shot whioh comonty | (I are worth, and to objec 10 pay

o3 N7 = very e agan

Ega? eetsvgtl't};lh;n glt';ll:t t;;ﬁf g? ?;;11: k\ 2 = s = mﬁrig’tﬂ elaborm:el;;ry ornamented
le anrofession. ok : y wiistle.

o ﬁ trust tgutball “ti#alr?,” S N
which canno e otherwise N
al&rapggg, wénll }#em%ef:ﬁrth com::a1 é A VOICE FROM RIMINI.
We are slready requestad to OYSTERS IN JUNE—DELICIOUS ! “My Dms Pures,
state, on the part of Mx. Brer- e , ' .. WHATEVER may be the
LEss, that he is prepared to Now, my Lrirrie Mav — Hrre’s YouR Five NaTIves ! mef:lt: of Ac}};@,;,; iizi’" Nﬂ”‘f‘“’
have any amount of “honour ” Orvy ‘A Penyy A Lor!*” as between plaintiff and defen-
placed in his hands. The only dant, I wish Joun HENRY had

hostile meetings will take place .
before the judges; and the County Courts will, of
course, have jurisdiction over all characters worth less
than fifty pounds—a limitation which would certainly
apply to the large majority of duellists,

When Wag meets Wag!

The Morning Herald tries a joke upon the Qbserver/
The Herald says the Tagus steam-ship has arrived with
a freight of dades - and hencs the cruel wit advises the
Observer “to institute a striet search into this part
of the cargo; he may thus probably discover ZZe date
of the forthcoming dissolution of Pa.rha:n ent > There,
now | After this we may expect ** Jokes by Two Mutes
at & Puneral 1

Lrrrre Boy HAS A PENN'ORTH,
Alarming Result !

let GIOVANNI GIACINTO alone,
and never stirred the business : the more he has done
80, the more he has produced unpleasant consequences.

“ Suppose all his charges against AcaILuL had been
proved—of course all the heretics would have in-
stantly exclaimed, * Here is a precious system for you ;
here 1s a pretty priesthood; here are fine fruits of
your Confessional: here, see what manner of scoun-
drels you are liable to have for your spiritual directors !’

 Supposing those accusations false—then the Pro-
testant cry will naturally be: ‘These are the brave
works of opery—cons*gfwiracy, subornation of perjury,
to blast the character of an innocent man.’

“ Save me from my friends! For, take the case
how you will, it tells fearfully against your humble

servant, “Tag WINKING PICTURE.”
“ Rimini, June 25, 1852."

WHAT IS “GAMMON?”

Wz _earnestly put this simple question to M=, Lizvy, who has
expended much Hebraic elequence against the future Crystal Palace at
Sydenham—(a Palace that, on the 1st of May, 1858, will reveal itself in
thousandfold glory, for PaxroN, and Fox and HENDERSON, and OwzN
Joxnes have promised it)—we ask of Luvy, who seems to be an authority
—what s gammon ? .

Mz, Laine spoke as to the independent election of future directors;
whereupon—

“MR. Lievy said, that was what he called gammon !>

. Surely, M=. Levy, gammon has a Jarger, a more comprehensive
significance. What then, in all its bearings, is gammon ?

“We believe that gammon is the very choieest bit of cured hog’s

flesh, vulgarly known as bacon ; but such, of course. is not Mz. LEvy’s
gammon,

Is SrBTHORR gammon, or any part of gammon? We think so; for
Mz, La1ve, in a capital speech” on the high, refining purposes of the
Crystal’ Palace, said there were, among its objectors, a “ Sibthorpian
class ;” for the gallant and hirsute Colonel (Member for Thistles, could
thistles return a Member)—

“ Represented a great many persons out of doors, who were vastly uneasy lest this

ggl&;;?ve fg be t?.tri: idea con?:g:ed with tihe spiz;t &f the age, with progress, and
levation of the mass o; community ; an ose being things which th

did not like at all, they objected to the proposetg f;la.n." & g ¥

Nevertheless, “gammon,” so pithily touched upon by LEvy, has

another and a broader application. What can it be in its widest and at
its fullest? Oh, here it 1s!

Barls and Bishops have waited ugon the Earn oF DerBY—Wwho
received them with overpowering con escension—praym§ him to adopt
measures to prevent the opening of the new Crystal Palace for the
People 7o ¢ke People on Sundays !

So that, after the people have been to their devotions, they may not
walk in the Eden prepared for them by Paxron ? After they have said
their prayers, they may not contemplate Gon’s goodness in his world
of trees, and plants, and flowers ?

Surely this is it : yes, in this visit of Liords and Bishops for such a
narrow, ignorant, bigoted purpose,—in this we have in its intensest sig-
nificance, the meaning of “Gammon!” Yes: gammon, gammon:
though perhaps, not exactly Mg, LEvy's gammon—nevertheless,
nothing but gammon !

The Disappointed Farmers.

DisraELI'S comfort—all as he can do—
Is *zummut loomun in the Vutur’. Pooh !
Yaa—drat the Loom !—o’ that we ’ve had enow:

We put un where ’a be to mind the Plough !

“TeoveH Lost To Siert, To MEMORY DEAR,” as JONES said,
when BROWN ran off, and left JoNES to pay his bill.




SOMETHING ‘“LOOMS IN THE FUTURE;”
Or, The Chancellor of the Exchequer Making it quite Clear to Mr. Bull.
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ELECTION ANACREONTIC.
OR young VERDANT chaplets

twine,
Standing lunches, standing wine ;
Pelt the rosy hours that pass,
(VERDANT 7pays for broken

glass) ;
Lightly be your footsteps seen
On the velvet bowling-green.

Primrose-coloured is the ale ;
Likef _t}ne primrose, it must
And the brandy, brown or pale,
Die like violets in the vale.

Drink the bowl, then, while you

may.

In the gfory of to-day ;

Soon its memory dies away,

Save the bill that V.
pay.

must

“OUR CRITIC” AMONG THE PICTURES.

IN my visits to the Academy Exhibition Room, I often catch myself
asking this question, sometimes of myself, sometimes of Mr. Gire, the
eminent painter, sometimes of SQuencH, the distinguished ecritic—
“ what is a Painter.” One can understand what the painter was, in
the early schools, when religion demanded his chief service, when his
employers were priors, and cardinals, and Popes, or pious laymen anxious
to propitiate a saint, or record a mercy, or honour an ancestor, in the
family chapel. _Paintirg in those times was a thriving and honourable
trade—the studio was called @ shop—the master employed apprentices,
who ground his colours, cleaned his palette, swegt the painting room,
and carried on, under the master’s eye, all the_elaborate processes, with
earths, and minerals, and oils, which the Sir Epwins, or MR. LiEsSLIES,
of that day, performed for themselves, Winsors and NEwrons and
RoBERSONS Being unknown.

Well, in those days, there was no mistake about the painter. He
was a workman, just as much as the carpenter or mason. fact, any
distinction of artist and workman was altogether unknown at that time.
The same hand that squared the beam, designed and carved the
intricate tracery or delicate foliage of boss and finial; the chisel that
dressed the stone of the arch, scul;}tured the angels who hold up the
corbeil from which it springs. It would seem, after all—though
Mg. Gicp protests vehemently against being put on the same footing as
a house-painter—that the world ggined more from this arrangement
than the artist lost, It was to this that we owe the basilica and
the cathedrals, the Hotel de Ville and Rath-Haus, the palaces of Venice
and all the marvellous blacksmiths® work, and carpenters® work, an
masons’ work, and armourers’ work, and goldsmiths’ work, of the
thirteenth, fourteenth, and fifteenth ecenturies, in all the civilised
countries of Turope. Most of us have travelled and seen more or less
of the wonders of those times. For those who have naf, are there
not Wardour Street, and the old curiosity shops ?

All this came of Art treated as a handicraft. .

I sg})pose most of the painters of those times went merrily and con-
tentedly about their business, without much notion of their own dig-
nity, or the asthetics of their calling. They would be men of all
dispositions and kidneys—the clever jolly dogs, facile and heedless, who
only thought of getting over the ground, and touching the ducats of the
Erince, or prior, or abbot, who was their employer for the time

eing—the slowand conscientious hands—the feeble imifators—the
original thinkers—in short, the usual variety one might look for on the
rolls of any craft, We may be sure the great gemiuses were about_ as
rare then as now ; and that few of the number who worked were im-
pressed in any particular way by the sublimity or beauty of the religions
subjects which the habits of the time confined them to. Still, when
there 4id come o painter with a nature which could rise to the height
of his common themes, he had his Heaven to soar in, or his Hell to sink
to. There was room for all the sweetness .of motherly love that a
RaPHAEL or a GHIRLANDAIO could dream on to his canvas, for all
the grand horror wherewith an ORcaeNA or a MICHAEL ANGELO
could fill the dwellings of the dammed, or for all the brooding faith
of a Fra BEraTo, in the work that fhese men had to do. There
were no Art- Unions in those days—no Royal Commissions of
the Fine Arts—no Academy dinners or Annual Kxhibitions; in facs,
no R.A’s, incredible as it may appear—no distinguished patrons
to pay for picture-galleries, nor disinterested picture-dealers to
fill them with undoubted originals. The artist, as we have said,
was a workman—and his work was called for in churches and chapels,
and Campo-Santos, and baptisteries, and town-halls, and in the couneil

chambers_of rulers, and, more rarely, in the arcades of great men’s
houses. But a picture hanging against a wall, as a moveable ornament
of a room, was unknown to those times. What pictures there were,
then, in grxvate houses, were on the foot-boards of beds, or on the
outstde of trunks aund cupboards, or on the cases of musical instru-
ments, or in similar undignified places, put there, I suppose, to heighten
the value of what was in itself valuable, and to lend a grace and ﬁlarm
to objects of household use. 2

Now-a-days we have changed all this. The painter, now, is an arti
and would be very angry to be called or thought a workman, M::la.slff
while, the workman has ceased to be an artist. We have separated
the domains of the useful and the ornamental. Freestone owns no
kin with marble. House-painter, in fustian, takes off his brown paper
cap humbly to Historical-painter, with R.A. after his name, &
with dukes, and figuring in the Morning Post amon,
guests at Buckingham Palace. Painting is not in dgc;mand for churches
or chapels. Establishment taboos her, and Dissent looks upon her as
diabolical. Only poor half-and-half Puseyism ventures to coquet with
her, and now and then breaks ouf into an altar-piece, or a chancel arch
decoration, amidst much dread of sturdy Protestant church-wardens,
and disapproving Bishop. She is as much a stranger to palaces as to
churches. National council-halls have as yet been closed to her in this
country, though their doors are ajar at last. She has been reduced to
the dimensions of drawing-rooms, and confined within three-foot frames,
infdd parcelled out in ten-pound infinitesimal doses to Art-Union prize-

olders.

And thus it has come about at last, that the devout and stately muse
of medizeval Italy, amongst us, is fain, with a painted face and dwarfed
body, to hustle her way painfully info the Annual Exhibition of the
Royal Academy. She must eat, poor creature, and is glad to suit
herself for Baker Street dming rooms, and May Fair boudoirs, and
Belgravian drawin? rooms; oOr, in her inghest flight, for Bridgewater
and Grosvenor galleries. She no longer prompts our devotion, nor
inspires our recollection of the past, nor beautifies the passages of our
common life; but she makes our respectable dining rooms still more
respectable, by perpetuating our host and hostess and their charming
family, and divides attention in our drawing rooms with the elegant
furniture, and splendid window-curtains, and gorgeous carpets—in
short, she makes a very comfortable livelihood, in the way of room-
furnishing to a considerable extent.

Our artists, in fact, have ceased to be workmen, if you will, but it is
by becoming upholsterers—ticklers of the eyes of the rich, ministerers
to the vanity of the vulgar, contributors to the gratification of the
ostentatious. They elbow one another for room on the walls of the
Exhibition ; and, hike impudent ladies in other places, strive toattract
attention by the thickness of their rouge, and the brilliancy of their
colours—Nor musa sed meretriz.

In this sad struggle for the poor function of pleasing Jomw Buri’s
eye, no wonder that painting has almost forgotten to ask itself whether
it might not yet, %erchance, speak to his imagination, and stir his
mind. In the upholsterer’s work the painter has acquired the
upholsterer’s taste for fine fabrics and gay colours. He has looked at
life with a decorator’s eye, till he has got to value nothing but what he
calls picturesque. The men and women round about him are unfit for
his purposes, exce;ﬂ: as the originals of portraits—for portraits pay.
But, for all else, he asks, helplessly, what s to be done with our
present unpicturesque costume? And, thereupon, finding that the
tailoring of the time is unfriendly, he turns away in disgust from the
time alfogether, and plunges wildly into the reien of Cmarizs THE
Seconp, and f_,oms THE FOURTEENTH, and WILLIAM and Mary,
where he can disport himself delightedly among brocades and velvets,
and gold lace, and peach-blossom coats, and blush-coloured stockings.
And all ihis while he flatters himself that Art is honoured, becanse R.A.’s
sit at great men’s tables, and entertain Dukes at Academy dinners.

No, my dear MR. Gir, Art is more of a trade now, than it was when
RarEaED’s studio had no other name than dotfegz—in English, shop; and
moreover, it isan emasculate and man-milliner sort of a trade, instead of one
demanding strong brains, and abrave and believing heart.” It is a trade
mainly conversant with miserable things and petty aims—with vanity,
and ostentation, and vulgarity, and sensuality, and frivolity—xno longer
dealing with themes of prayer and praise, with the glories of beatitude,
or the horror of damnation, with the perpetuation of family dignities
and devotions, the recording of great events, the dignifying” of public
and national, or the beautifying of private and individual life. It is a
trade in ornament, and its Academy is a shop, and its Exhibition a
display of rival wares, in which the best hope and the sole aim of the
many is to catch the eye of a cusfomer; and he who * colours most
highly, is sure to please.” Mg, Gire inferrupts me here, with indig-
nation, to ask ].fé thm]!: hthat this is th?i artist’s fanlt P

My dear Mr. Gizp, I have never said it is. I do not think itis. I
believe it to be all our faults—the critics’, the buyers’, the people’s,
the Government’s. Oh!there are enough of us to bear the blame,
and we really need not quarrel about the distribution of it. Let
us rather think if thereis any way to better matters. Suppose we
venture a hint or two next week.

1n;
the distmguisheg
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GRAND DEMONSTRATION OF PUBLIC FEELING IN THE BRITISH
MUSEUM.

- Sw-l )

A

my noddle I scarcely can free ’em,
night in the British Museum.

in the mighty collection, Y

it 1 sat, you must know, for reflection ;
deepening shadow of gloom,

me alone in the room;

was mosaic and nailed to the wall,

loud and drear it quite startled the hall';

creatures whose features I°d marked in the day ;
beasts from their cases march’d forth in arra{

Cats, Bats, Scarabei, Dogs, Frogs, and Ursmi, all ¢
round Osigr1s and Horus ;

neck of an Ichthyosaurus;

MEeMNON with pious emotion,

and show the dear things our devotion.”

Ammon and Isis the seribe is,

“in medio tutissimus ibis ;’—

the pastures and stalls of ApMerUs;

ten to one they would certainly beat us.”

came%awling for help to each other ;

Time had cleft from the legs of another;

MR. Punca! MRr. Puxcr! I have got such a bunch of ideas, from
And T tremble with fright, as I sit down to write what I saw t’other
I had loiter’d till dark in that overcramm’d ark, looking into each case
And wearied with that,—you know young Mem~oxn’s Statue,—behind
On my elbow then sinking, so long I sat thinking, never heeding the
Not dreaming "twas late, or that every Curator had vanish’d, and left
When, lo! with much clatter, the head of a Satyr, which I thought
Seized a conch that hung near it, and, blowing to clear it, with a blast
At a summons so stunning, pell-mell there came running all the
Mummies rush’d from their places, and close on their traces, birds and
u:stered with glee
‘While Zeus and PosEIDoN contrived both to ride on the crupper and
Lavarp’s Bulls next advancing, and prancing, and dancing, so fill’d the
That hg gl?i](lig, “ Sure each shape is our much beloved Aris; let s hasten
Then kneeling before them, he strove to adore them, while THoTH, who
’Twixt(;.he Bulls took his stand, with his Ibis in hand, well knowing
And Arorro said, “Really ! our ‘beasts fatted freely, when Iserved in
But if Bulls such as those e’er had enter’d our shows, I’d have laid
From the Elginroom crawling, and sprawling, and falling, such eripples
Some, of arms 3uite bereft, with the limbsrt’hey had left bore the trunk
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And next, to surprise us, came young Dronysus, like St. Dmnis, his
.. namesake, without any head ;
‘While a TrErsEvUs, deprived of his two feet, contrived on his stumps to
. . hop, WmrineToN fashion, instead.
Thighs look’d after their calves; of a Torso the halves from opposite
. corners sought vainly to meet;
‘While a Head, in a funk, cried, “Oh'l where is my trunk? Where can
it have slunk to without any feet P *
Buf at length, with much patching, and sorting, and matching, they
. . were all of ’em join’d, save a Lap of L.aToNa,
‘Which all helplessly lay, as adverticements say, of no wuse to any
excepting the owner.
From the upper rooms rushing, the larger beasts crushing, came,
most with a very disconsolate air,
Because the Mastodon their great toes had trod on, as they jostled
and push’d in the crowd on the stair ;
And the poor Hippopotamus murmur'd “*Od ot ’em,” as he walk’d
by the side of the large Polar Bear:
“They ’ve christen’d me Zekoe—that’s Cape Dutch for Sea Cow!”
and the great Irish Elk added, looking quite grave
“It’s a shame thus to serve us; they’ve labell’d me dervus, and all
the world knows that ’s the Latin for slave !>
As T pass’d through the Hall, I could hear one and all making bitter
complaints of the places assign’d them.
The Colossi all swore they must break through the floor of the room
in which Fate and the Trustees confined them;
Here Drawa complain’d that all day she was chained, vés-d-vis with
that fellow, AcT&oN; while VENUs
Said, “ Paris stands near me, sweet youth! but, ok dear me! they’ve
planted that frump, Er1curUs, between us,
And m{ own little CuP1D behind that great stupid Sarcophagus stands,
ooking mopish and dreary ;
Quite hidden, poor, fellow! much like that puella, in Vimerr, quee se
cupit ante videri.”
“Your griefs, I opine, ma’am, are nothing to mine,” said a Bison, who
near to her chanced to be standing:
“Oh! I pine and I sigh for the days long gone by, when I lived by
myself in a case on the landing;
I bad room then, I ween, both to see and be seen; but they’ve
packed us so close in #%is classification,
That the Yac from Thibet will do nothing but fret, and the Brahminee
* Bull is consumed with vexation ;
‘While the Buffalo Cow her fear scarcely knows how to conceal, lest
the Aurochs, who’s stationed between us,
Should insert his fierce tusk in the sides of the
assault on the whole of his genus.”
As the Bison thus spoke, on a sudden there broke from the head of
RamEsEs, just over the door,
(Though it’s not got a chest) a strong wvoce di fesia, such as opera
critics ne’er dream’d of before;
And it said, “ My fine fellers! the things in the cellars are soon to be
brought up the stairs to this floor; .
There’s an end to our glory, for soon, on each story, there’ll be just
room enough for our worthy Curators
To take care lest a Trustee find us damp or dusty; but there ’ll not be
an inch of space left for spectators !
As he ceased, such a loud wailmg ranf through the crowd, that I
started ; and, lo! by the sun’s ruddy gleam,
Through the windows, I knew I had dream’d, but yet you will allow
that it wasn’t entirely a dream.

Musk, or commence an

Queen’s Bench.—Achilli v. Newman.

Targ trial being concluded, it was found necessary for public health
to fumigate the Court. The faint of friar’s balsam, and smell of Roman
es, were most dreadful. All the walls were whitewashed, pounded
camphor strewn upon the floor, chloride of lime sluiced in aBundance,
and every means adopted to render the place as clean as possible, after
the abominations brought into Court by Docror Newman, We regret
to hear that more than one juryman, of delicate comstitution, is at
present suffering severely from the moral miasma arising from the
examination.

EPIGRAM ON AN UNCONSTITUTIONAL ACT.

TaEir Constitution whilst the French bemoan,
JorxN BuiL believes he has preserved his own:
Oh, great mistake !—but not found out, until
They closed the gates on Constitution Hill.

THE AGRICULTURAL LABOURER REPRESENTED !

Tee MarQUIS OF GRANBY said, in the Commons— I represent the
agricultural labourer!>  Pumck has received several letters from
agricultural labourers proiesting against any such misrepresentation.

NEwW HANDBOOK FOR |ITALY.
By the Eart, or MARMALADE,—Downing Street.

«"*~. CCASIONALLY Punch_throws himself into the
%, critical chair: and this is such a timely
i work, and its distinguished author has of
«- 7 late—whether fortunately or not for himself
‘e’ we will not pause to inquire—challenged so

much of public attention, that his book has
become ost & mational work. ILet Mr.

Murray look to his searlet covers ; for the
noble EARL or MARMALADE has here produced
a work that demands a place in every traveller’s
portmanteau. . .

The noble Earl has a very original notion of
the relative importance of Englishmen—or
rather their relative mothingness — to the
country, especially if the country be Italy, in
which they may travel or reside. Always con-
form to custom, is, evidently, the philosophy
of the noble writer. When in Greenland, eat
walrus and drink whale-oil—in fact, do as
Greenland does. The Harl, however, parti-
cularly advises young Englishmen to take
anything that an Austrian officer may provide
them, whether it be the flat of the sword or
the edge, with the most perfect stoicism.
“Let us suppose,” says the noble Earl,
addressing the young British traveller, *that
you are hustled, or even kicked off the trottoir
¥ into the middle of the road by any soldier,

native or mercenary to the place; well, it is
the worst of ill-breeding to put yourself in a boxing-attitude, like any
low coalheaver, or anything of that sort, as though about to kmock
the soldier down : because soldiers are men of the highest and nicest
honour ; especially Austrian soldiers: in Italy, the flies are not even
permitted to settle on them. No, my advice is to the young Englis
to slack his temper, or gulcken his pace.” .

(To * slack a temper > is, assuredly, an odd ‘ip]:grase_; but it is evident
that the noble Farl —the instances abound in his book—is above
common expression, making a language entirely for himself.)

The noble Earl continues. ‘“If, however, the Englishman’s blood
will rise when hustled, shoved, or kicked; and if, in an unguarded
moment, he begins to double_ his fists, and commences to square his
elbows,” (original style again) “ and has his skull cubt through by
the officer’s sword, that is nof, according to regimental orders, to
be insulted; why then, the young Englis is to be open to an
apology, and any amount of money that his ambassador in the place, or
his Secretary for Foreign Affairs in England may think sufficient for him,
I am assuming,” writes the noble Barl, “ that the ]_ﬁou.n FEnglishman is
of a commercial character of mind, when money will beall that is neces-
sary. But I cannot hide it from my conviction that I have known
Englishmen, and am open to confess I should like to know them again
—for such noble spirits save a great deal of trouble to a Foreign
Secretary—who, upon being cut down by an Austrian lieutenant
would, when able to leave the hospital, send the lieutenant a challenge,
and so, making the quarrel a matter of honour, blow the lieutenant’s
brains out; or, should the lieutenant be the better shot, take the
penalty of the lieutenant’s bullet. This was according t