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The English Bijou Almanacks

(Otherwise known as Schloss’s Bijou Almanacks)

Details of the first three of these tiny gift volumes, which measured 3/4 inch by 1/2

inch can be found in the advertisement that follows. Letitia Landon’s poems therein
belong to a class of poems that were her own original conception, first published as

Medallion Wafers in 1823: commodity poems. Once again she is keeping herself at

the forefront of media development and, although the poems in the Almanacks were
designed to be sold as commodities they are, as such, each a little jewel.

Because these volumes are so small, it is unlikely they will be scanned and all the
texts have been taken from other sources. The only poem I have been unable to track
down is King William IV., in the 1838 volume. However, the accompanying
illustrations cannot be traced. A contemporary source and the advert that follows
attribute the engravings to T. H. Jones but the etching of the texts appears to be the
work of Benjamin Rees Davies.



ELEGANT WORKS FOR PRESENTS.

CURIOUS AND UNIQUE GIFT OF GRATEFUL REMEMBRANCE.

THE ENGLISH BIJOU ALMANACK.

Sizk, Three Quarters of an Inch, by Half an Inch.

bt ExTrA Cases,
Prices. | sworiss

Beautifully bound, gilt edges, in } 6 1 Bljou | Velvetor morocco . . . .
a highly embellished case. AI.rIA::GI, Moro‘m el:gn:;ﬂy 1l|lumimted } 56
Elegant] bound,mutullluml- | an| atifully gilt
nated’;norocco. or vellum } 30 L E L. Do., do., with spring fastenings 7 0

:d.

A powerful Microscopic Eye-glass (of half an inch focus) in 2 ‘I
Tortoiseshell, corresponding with the Almanack. .
Ditto, ditto, folding in a Tortoiseshell case . . 3

o ag

CoNTENTS FOR 1838,
(being the third year of its appearance.)

A complete Calendar, and other useful, and entertaining information, of the
ensuing year.

FinelK engraved Portraits, on Steel, of

Her MostT Gracrous MaJesty QUEEN VICTORIA, Kixg WiLnrian 1V,

Miss L. E. Laxpvox, Giuria Grisy, Sik Warter Scorr, and MozArT.
With Poetry to each of the Portraits, except one, by L. E. L.

Portraits x:n the Edition of 1837.

Her Most Gracious MaJesty THE Queesy DowaGer, Mrs. SOMERVILLE,
MALisraN, Goerne, CoLeErIDGE, FrEp., Vox RAumer, and Coorer.

Portraits in the Edition of 1836.
Mrs. HemaNs, Byrox, ScuiLLer, RarraeLie, Rerzscr, and Jouy MARTIN,
The peculiar style, extreme neatness as a work of art, and accuracy of these

Portraits, has induced the Publisher to have a limited number of impressions taken
on extra plate paper, which are .

NOW PUBLISHING SEPARATELY,

ENTITLED
THE BIJOU PORTRAITS.
Size Half an Inch, by Three Quarters of an Inch.

5. d.
Plain , . ., . . each 0 6
Neatly mounted and umuhed. plnn . . . L
Beautifully coloured . . R
Neatly mounted and vammhed, coloumd R B

€&~ The likenesses of the following Illustrious Individuals are ready, and
may be obtained, viz :—

Her mosT GrAcious Masesty the Queen ; Kine WinrLias e Fourth;
Miss L. E. Laxpon; Mavrisrax; Grisi; Sir W. Scorr; and MozARrT.
Fac-similes of their autographs are annexed to each.

ENTIRELY NEW AND BEAUTIFUL DESIGNS,
On fine Plate Paper, in a neatly decorated case, 12mo. price 2s. 6d.

ALBUM TABLETS:

Six Elcgant and Highly Imaginative Arabesque Designs, illustrative of the Poetry
of L. E. L. and Jonx A. Heravp, Esq., in the English Bijou Almanack for 1838.
Drawn and etched on Steel, by T. H. Joxts.

The Poems in the English Bijou for 1838, are reprinted in a form novel to the English public,
though very popular in Germany, with emblematical and classical embellishments. Thus

adorned, it is hoped that they will not be deemed undeserving of a place in those elegant Reposi-
tories and Albums for which they arc principally designed.



The English Bijou Almanack, 1836

All the poems for 1836 are taken from the Literary Gazette, 26th December 1835,
page 831

Poewms from the % Exglich Bijou Moemacs, for TR,
fiy L. K. ..
" st.}d{zlj'o

O, any are tho lovely shapes
Thrt glide slong thy lovelles line,
Aud glarious is 1the breathing hie
That wartos that harning gage of thine.

Rut never yet a form more fair

Amid the {ml‘» vixioms moved,

Than Thekla, thy sweet fancy's child,
The German matd who Jived oud loved,!

For hee snd scko shal) soman’s lears
Bedew thy low sepulchral eedl,

And gay-—thrice blessed Do the slerp
Of him who knew out hearts so well,



 Hemans,

v Wheee the pratple violet grawaeth
Bercath the willow-tree,
W here the éatly snowdiop Bloweth,
Seek we a wreath for thee.
For the vinlet's bteath porfumeth
The open air around,
And the gentle snowdrop Bloamsth
When none beside ate found,

We will gather these, these ondy,
To strew thy grave along;

They are lovely, th 01 ao jonely,
And they haunt us Uke thy song.



 Ryren.

<« "Thy lute upon the Crecian ground
Lirs brokeo s Jet it e
"Twas worthy such faneral mound,
“Twas wotlhy of ruch aky.
Beside th';- old Castilian groves
e breathed fts noblest words ¢
The ploeswoody and the anclent bith
Attend its dving chords,
Al nature awned He bitter apedl,
And anssegzed L the lohes
‘or in the sorrow of the steain
Each heart reealled 45 own.



o5 I"‘u':ho
“ Cloner {8 not sut—that graceful page,
That page of many fancies,
Which téaise (0 COMMan eyes
Tre mind-create remances.
tiere 1s the history of tho Bell—
A history enntaining
Gy actun) world of popes and fears,
Refoleneg and complaining.
Thanka, charmed 252, that thas can cateh
The poets® witdest picasure:
And to the mudic af their page
Can add another pleasure.



« ftaffoslle,

« O, bom benpath thowe sunnner hours,
That turn eur common earth to flowers,
Where wind the myrties tound the hill,
And suoshime dances oo the redl,

T Jife is loveliness, sid teems

With all the spirit’s Tairest dreams
Yaoung painter, this ivspired thy hand,
Thy own roae-bownrd Diadjan land,
Awd mado thy soft amd Hawing line

Of hunan beauty half divine,

Thy evlours caught the heaven above,
Till painting tuvoed to life mud love,



4 3(1!'10’”.

or Mighty painter, thou hast bowed
T'o thy will the thunder-cland;
To thy HAed hand i glven
How to wield the flery levin e
Apd thine ate the solemnn walls
Of Patmyra's decst hallss
And thy art doth build again
Palace, temiple, tomb, and fane,
Cither paltiters lend a grace
To the present’s lovely fucy,
Hut & nobler gift thou hast—-
Thou art master of the psst”



The English Bijou Almanack, 1837

From The Literary Gazette, 24th December, 1836.

Opening address to Queen Adelaide.

" .J'Jrfnfu.

We dream no more that fairles dwell
In the white fity's fragrant celi 3

And yet our little book seems planned
By clfin touch, In elfin land,

And sent by Oberon, | ween,

An offeting to our Englis!t queen.

Such small, fair page, should only mark
T he nlive leaves of life's dall ark

A fairy chronicle, but meant

For days of hope and of content.

T he tiny alinanack fonud here,

May it second a glad new year!”



From The Literary Gazette, 24th December, 1836.

“ Vou Ravmer,
He has recalled the past as «till
The present shiould the past recall:
YWith careful patience secking truths,
And asking leswons from them all,

*Tis the historian's part to welgh
The glories of & former hour;

His are the trophies that outlast
The storicd arch, the lofly tower.

We maiK the progress of the mind—
How changed to what it was of yore !

Aud every point of knowledge gained
Seems an encouragement forwwore! ™



From The Literary Gazette, 24th December, 1836.

 Mrae Soraeevilles
She hat hrought down bealde the hearth
The sceciets of the tkies,
And made the far and imighty stars
Farniliar to our eyes.

This has a wennan done; and she
I« graceful, winning, mild;

And mingles with the sage's lore
1 he sweetness of a chkd,

In life’s divine and comumon things
Mlike she has her part;

The gifted and the glorlous mind
Touched by the gentle heart,”



From The Mirror of Literature, Amusement and Instruction, 14th January 1837,
page 23

MADAME MALIBRAN,
Mournfully, ah | mourntully
Shed the myrtle o'er her;
Not alone with verse aud flower—
With the heart deplore her.

Eweet emotions, smiles, aud tears,
Lived amid her numbers;

Let their tender memory
Sanctify her slumbers.

Angels claim the angel one ;
Fliug the palm above her;
Too late, with a foud regret,
We fiud how much we love her.



From The Herald, New York, 24th November 1837

o

Coorer.

He was the first who ever toid
The history of those warriars bold,
The dark. stern race, whose fated age

Has little left beside his page.d
Aud he has told haw death and toil
Were round he seutiers ou the soil,

Who left their native vales, to be
Free as they even now are tree,

How, in the great and rlorious hour
That yet awaits Columbii’s pow er,
When, save his line, the pastis dim,
How will she read her youth in hun,

From The Bookworm, page 280

He was the first who ever told

The history of those warriors bold—
The dark, stern race, whose fated age
Has little left besides his page.

And he has told how death and toil
Were round the settlers on the soil,
YWho left their native vales to be
Free, as they even now are free.
Now, in the great and glorious hour,
That yet awaits Columbia’s power,
When, save his line, the past is dim—
Now she will read her youth in him.”



From The Herald, New York, 24th November 1837

GorTUY.

A prond and mighty sionument
=0 great a name should bicar

We carve the marbide, vt we thing
The sweet wild Howers, oo, there.

The nuiversal heart of love
His univer:al sirine,

As ureasured in our little beok,
As upon listory’s ine,

The young, the old, the srave the gay,
Alike 1o bim belong

There is no hinman paise but finds
An echion his souyg.

From Blatter fiir literarische Unterhalting Band 1, page 364

A proud and mighty monument
So great o name skould bear,
We carve the marble, yet we fling
The wweet wild- flowers, too, there,

The universal beart of love
Hia universal shrine
As treasured in oar little book,
A= upon history's lioe,
The youug, the old, the grave, the gay,
Alike to him, belong:
There is no human pulse but finde
An ccho in hls song.



From The Herald, New York, 24th November 1837

COLERIDGE.
d the lay of Christabelle
He cang the song of Genevieve ;
‘The sweetest that ever
A silent summer eve.

He roused our Eaglish late from sleep,
Aand b it, with & votive vow,
For worship and the following,

Oan the green wmyrtle boagh.

Stillo'er ‘:.P"“ haunted grave
Its melancholy murmurs sweep |
On' lovely is the face of Dealk:

y music lulled to sleep.



The English Bijou Almanack, 1838

From The Mirror of Literature, Amusement and Instruction, 1837, Supplement,
page 422

HER MOST GRACIOUS MAJESTY, QUEEN
VICTORIA.

AxD has that young and graceful hand
Empire o'er land and sea;

Yet though upon the lion’s mane ;
Our little tome maf Le

A fitting offering, culling back
Thy childish days to thee.

A toy—a trifle, not the less
Our fairy volume brings

The heartfelt wishes for thy sake
That wait ou graver thiogs ;

May every hour its tablets note
l?or thee wear angels' wings,



Not available at present

KING WILLIAM IV.

First line

A Thousand torches light the air,



From The Literary Gazette review, 23rd December, 1837, page 815.

“Tv L. K L.
“ By John A. HHeraud, Exq. Author of * The Judgment
of the Fiood," &c.
“ Sappho of & polished age!
Loves and geaces sweetly Hing
Chastened splendours o'vre thy page,
Likemoonhight on a faley’s wing.,
Foelings trosh as morming’s dews,
Breathings gentle as the May's,
Verses soft as violet's hues,
Once sported 1n thy happy Lays,

Sad 1 now thy plaintive strain,
Melanchaly s thy mood -
Bring us back thy youth again!
For Cheerfuluess befits the good.
Yet, if thou be sad —"tls well!
If we weep, - "tis pot in vain!
Sighs, attuned to Sapplin’s shwil,
Allure us lnto Jove with pain !



From The Mirror of Literature, Amusement and Instruction, 1837, Supplement,
page 422

GIULIETTA GRISI.

I neanD her, and tbe air was filled
With one delicious song ;

Such as when leaves and flowers are hushed
The night hours bear along ;

‘When singing to the sweet south west,

The nightiugale bronds o'er her nest.

I saw her, and the large dark eyes,
Were lit with heart and thought ;
A thousand fairy fantasies,
By that sweet face were brought.
Lady art thou what thou dost seem,
Or art thou but a lovely dream ?



From The Star, 27th January 1838, page 99

LINES ON WALTER SCOTT.
BY MISS LANDON,

Now honour to the glorious head

Numbered with the immortal dead,
Y et leaving life behind,

Creations to whuse charmed powers

We owe so many happy hours—
The treasures of the wind.

White be the marble for his grave,

And o'er it let the laurel wave,
Till time itself depart,

But marble white, and laurel tree,

For memory, what needeth he
Whose shrine s in our heart!



From The Star, 27th January 1838, page 99

MISS LANDON'S LATEST EFFUSION TO
THE MUSICAL GENIUS OF MOZART.

It lingereth on the car at night,
It haunteth it b{o::y.
The spirit of a ly song

That will not pass away ;

The music, which he left behind,
Is of the heart, and of the mind,

How can we honour them enough,

Men who bequeath to earth

The spiritual and beautiful

Which in themselves had birth !

Give them life's noblest gift, let fame
Shed its long suushine round their name,



The English Bijou Almanack, 1839

All the poems from this publication were reproduced in The New Yorker,
23rd February 1839, following its obituary tribute to L. E. L. (Mrs. Maclean).
Page 358

THE DUCHESS OF KEXT.
A wipow with an only child,
The mother of vur queen;
A stranger in a foreign land,
Thy lot has varions been,
How many claims attend with theo
Upon a nations sympathy !
How anxious watching hours
Thy g’othﬂ’o beart h:ss known,
Beforo the blossom was a flower—
The orphan oz a throne !
Ah! may a glorious future wait
On thee—thy child—and England’s fate!



LADY BLESSINGTON.
Yet on the baunted canvass dwells
The beauty of that face,
Which art’s departed master beld
His sweetest task to trace;
None see it but are prisoners held

In its strong toil of gmee,

Nature, thy fa mother,
Has lZviahhzdf'zr thy part,
A prodigality of gifts
To make thee what thoo art:
The bvdhl::o. the gifted mind,
The and generous heart.



thy .
To beaven, which yot thy prayer withstands;
And in thy deep and eye

A Grecian statve dost thou seem,
Wrought up insome tumultuous dream;
While in the music of thy tone

Is every thrill 1o sorrow known.,

Queen art thou—and still must be queen,
While ove heart keeps thy baunting scene.



WELLINGTON.
The conqueror of a thousand fields !
Not as in olden time,
When eamnage urged its crimson path,
And conquest was a crime—
But in a universal war
For every right sublime.

The laurcl that bo wears should have
In English hearts its birth;

His victorios kept inviolate
Our island’s sacred carth;

They wero the glorious ransom given
For every English hearth.



BIR THOMAS LAWRENCE.
hand is cold !~=thy colors weave
Ty Their graceful lines no more!
Yet, painter of each lovely face
&1 lit our island shore,
These faces from the eanvass shine,
And haunt us still with thee sad thine.

Hero and beavty—all who fluog
Their spell around their day—
Owe to thy peocil memories
m'lbu w‘:l‘notpuawny; -
past~the present scems 1o
Thanks to thy art and theo! '



BEETHOVEN.,
A stately and & soleme song,
Such as the evening winds prolong
) In some cathedml aisle,
‘When boly bo‘-c and lofty thoughe,

From the soul's recesses brought,
Amddnmdnwhﬂo.

There mingle with thy glorious strain

' Nocommoo&miuliimudnin;
Thy spirit was enshrined—

Thy chords were thou notes were given

To ull that links this varth with heaven,
Musician of the mind !



FPAREWELL.
My littlo fairy chronicle,
The pretticst of my tasks, farewell !
Erc other eyes shall meet this line,
Far other records will be mine;
How many miles of trnckless sea
Will roll between my land and me!

I said thive elfin aimanac

Should call all pleasant bours back ;
Amid those pleasant hours, will none
Thiok kindly on what I have done?
Then, fairy page, I leave with thee
Some memory of my songs and me.



