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THE GENERAL RECITER.

THE YORKSHIREMAN AND HIS FAMILY.

SEATED one day ingide the Leeds Mail, a Yorkshireman came
up and saluted the goard of the coach, with ¢ I say, Mr. Guard,
have you a gentleman for Lunoun in coach ¥ ¢ How should I
koow ¥ said the gnard. © Well,' said he, ¢ I am ganging about
four miles whoam, and I'll gang inside if you plense, and then I
ean find him cut mysen. On being admitted into the coach,
when seated, he addressed himself to the gentleman oppusite,
apd said, ¢ Pray Sir, arn’t you for Lunpun ¥ ¢ Yes,' eaid the
gentleman, ¢ Pray Sir, arn’t yousummut af singing line ¥ ¢ What
makes you ask ¥ said the gentleman. <I hope no defence,’ said
he, * only, Sir, you wan know FP'm building a mill, and in about
three weeka I wants to have a sort of & house warming ; and, as
Wwe are very muaical in our parts—1I plays the fiddle at church
mysen, snd my brother plays ot & great long thing like a horse's
leg painted, with a bit of brass crook stuck io the end, and puffs
away like a pig in a fit; and as we have a vast of music meet-
ings in our paris, 1 shouid like to open my mill with a rory tory,
sud wanted to ax you to come and sing at it

He then relsted = family snecdote :—you mun know, Sir, that
wmy feyther died sil oz a pudden like, and never give any body
gotice he wur going to die, but he left his family ic completa
profusicn; and when I found he wur dead, as I wur the eldest
20D, [ thought 1'd a right to all the money. I told neighbour so,
but ke aaidg, that tho' 1 wur the eldest son, I had no right to all
the brass ; but I said I wur not caly the eldest, but that I wur
the handsomest into the bargain, for you never seed five such
ugly, carrotty-headed devils among any litter of pigs, as my five
brothers snd sisters.  Sowhen I found they wanted to diddle me
out of my intarnel estate, I determined to take the law at the to
of the regicides” *And you applied to council no doubt, mai
the gentleman. ¢Na, I didn't,” said he “for [ don’t know him, 1
went to one Lawyer Lattitat and peid bim six and eight-pence,
all ip good haif-pence, znd he wrote me down my desiruolions.”
The gentleman read his destructions, as he cailed them, whick

B



2 GINERAL RECITRA.

were s follows :=—" You must go te the Temple, spply to o
Civilian, and tell bim that your father has died intestate, or
without a will, that he has left five children, all infantine, be.
sidea yourself; and that you wish to know if you ecan’t be hia
executor.’—* Well, what did you do? said the gentlersan.
¢ Why air,’ said be, ‘I went to the Temple, and [ kneck'd nt the
door, and the gentleman cum’d cut himsen ; end I eaid ‘P

sir, arn’t you a silly ot/{ain T and he ax'd me If [ cum’d to insult
him; and [ said, why yes, I partly cum’d on purpose: I cum’d
to insult you to koow what [ am te do, for my feyther died
detested and agaivst his will, and left five young inﬂcgh begides
mysen, and I s cum’d to know if I can't be bis executioner.”

i .

THE MORH AND THE JEW. OR THE CATHOLIC CONYERT.

To wake new converts truly bleag'd

A recipe— Probatum st

Btarn Winter ¢lad in frost and anow,

Hod now forbede the stroaros to dow;

And sknlted peasnnts swiftly glide,

Like swallowa p'er the plippery tide;

When Mordecal—upon whoss face,

The aynagogus you plain might treee—
Fortupe, with smiss deceitful, bore

To b cutsed hole bul late sldmem'd o'er!
Down phumps the Jew; bat in a trice,
Rising he caught ihe friendly fee

He grosp'd; he yell'd a hideous ery:

No friendly help, alas! was pigh;

Bavs & poot wwonk-~who quickly ran

fo sakch from death the drowalng man |
But when the holy father saw,

A lmhb of the Morale law,

His ontsiretch’d hand he quick withdraw.—

' Fot Heaven's sake, help !" exclaimed the Jew,
1 Turn Chriftiae Beet; the father criss.

T froze o death ! tha Jewr replies,

* Froze!' quoth the mondi; * too seon you'll know,
There's fire ancugh for Jews below.

b1} your upbelisring crew,

Ard belp ia sear'— ¥ go, { do ¥

“D—n all your brethien grost and amall”
Witk al! my heart—OCh d—a ‘em alii

Now palp me out"—* There's one thing mote ;
Baluts this cros, sod Corist adore”

" There, thera! 1 Christ adore"—""TD wail ;
Thys arm'd deflance bid to bell
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And yet anolher thing recasion,

To guard against etersed paing :

1o you our papsl father botd

leaven's vicar, nod believe nil told

By boly churck ¥ ¥ do by God !

One rooment mora 1'm food for cod !
Dimg, drag mae ozt I freeze, I dla?’

* Your peace, my friend, 15 cande on high.
1nli absolution hera T give;

Saint Peter will your spul receive
Waal'd cienn from slz, and duiy shriven,
New converta alwaye go to heav'n,

No hour for death so A4 an thin:

Thus, thus, T launck you Inte blisst’

Sp sajd—the fathar, ip a trice,

His cunvert lavgch'd pencath the fee!

THE BASIIFUL MAN.
{ A Comic Recitation, as dolivered by Mv. Mathercs. }

Asong the various good acd bad qualities incident to cur ma-
ture, I am unfortunately that being overstocked with the one
eniled bashfuisess: for you must know, [ inherit such nn ex-
treme sugceptibility of shame, that on the smosllest subject of
eopfusion, my blood rushes into my cheeks, and I sppear & per-
fect full-blown rose ; in short, 1 am commonly known by the ap-
tiation of ‘ The Bashful Mas.” The cousciousness of this un.
appy fuiling, made me formerly aveid that soeial company, 1
ahould otherwise have been ambitious to appesr in: till at
length becoming possessed of ao ample fortune by the death of
an old rich wacle, and vaisly eupposing thai  money makes the
men,' I was now determined to shake off my patursl timidity,
and join the gnli throng : with thia view [ accepted of an invita-
tion to dine with one, whose open easy moanner left me tio room
to doubt of & cordial welcome. Sir Thomns Friendly was an inti.
mate sequaintancs of my late uncle’s, with two sons and five
daughters, all grown up, and living with their mother and a
maiden sister of Sir Thomee’s. Conscicus of my uupolished
gait, 1 for some time took private lessons of a profuesor, who
teaches *grown gentlemen to dance.” Having by his meaus
acquired the art of walking without tottering, and learned 1o
make a bow, I boldly ventured to obey the baronet's invitation
to & famuily dinper, not doubting but my new zequirements
would ensble me to eee the ladies with tolerable intrepidity;
but, alss | bow vain sre all the liopes of theory, when unsup-
ported Ly habitual praciice. As I approached the house, a
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dinner bell alarmed my fears, lest I had spoiled the dinner by
wani of punctuality ; impressed with the idea, I blushed the
deepect erimson, &3 my name was repeatedly announced by the
several livery servants, who ushered me into the library, hardly
knowing what or whom T saw. At my first entrance, I som-
maned all my fortitude, and made my new-learncd bow to Lady
Friendly ; but unfortunately in bringing my left foot to the third
Faaition, I trod upon the gouty toe of poor Sir Thomas, who had
ollowed close to my heels, to be the Nomenclator of the family.
The confusion this cecasioned in me is hardly to be conceived,
since pome but bushful men can judge of my distresa ; and of
that deecription, the number I believe ia very small. The
baronet's politeness by degreea dissipated my concern, and I was
astonished to see how far good breeding could saable him 1o
support his feelings, and to appear with perfect ease, afier so
painful an accident.

The cheerfulness of her ladyship, and the familiar chat of the
young ladies, insensibly led me to throw off my reserve and
sheepishness, till at lengih I ventured to join in conversation,
and even to start fresh subjects. The library being richly fur-
nished with books in elegant bindings, and observing an editicn
of Xenophon in sixteen volumes, which (as I had never before
heard of) greatly excited my curiosity, I rose up to examine
what it could be : Sir Thomaa saw what I waa about, and (aa I
suppose) willing to save me the trouble, rose to take down the
book, which made me more eager to prevent him : and hastily
laying my hand on the first volume, I pulled it foreibly: but,
o1 instead of books, a board, which by leather and gilding had
been made to lvok like sixteen volumes, came tumbling down,
and unluckily pitched upon a Wedgwood inkstand on the tablo
under it. In vain did Sir Thomas assure me, there was no
harm; I eaw the ink streamiog from an inlaid table on the
Turkey carpet, and searce knowiog what I did, attempted to
stop its progress with my cambric handkerchief. In the height
of this confusion, we were informed that dinner waa served ap,
and I with joy perceived that the bell, which at first had so
slarmed my fears, wae only the balf-hour dinner-bell.

In walking through the ball and suit of apartments to the
dining-room, I had time o collect my seattered senses, and waa
desired to take my seat betwixt Lst{y Friendly and her eldest
daughter at the table, Since the fall of the wooden Xenophen,
my face had been continually burning like s fire-brand ; and 1
was just beginning to recover myself, and to feel comfortably
cool, when an unlooked for sccident rekindied all my heat and
biushes, Maving set my plate of soup too near the edge of the
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table, in bowing to Misa Dinah, who politely complimented the
patteru of my waisteoat, I tumbled the whole scalding contents
inle my lap. In spiie of an immediste eupply of napkiva to
wipe the surface off my elothes, my biack silk breeches were
wot stout encugh to save e from the painful effecte of thie
sudden fomentation, and for apme minutes my legs and thighs
sesmed stewing in a boiling cauldron ; but recollectiog bow Sir
Thomas had disguised bis torturs when I trod upon Lis toe, ]
firmly bore tmy pain in silence, and sat wilk my lower extremi-
tiea par-hoiled, amidst the stifled giggling of the Iadiee and
servants,

1 will ot relate the eeveral blunders which T made during the
first course, or the distresa occasioued by my being desired to
carve o fowl, or help to various dishes tbat stood near e,
epilling & sauce-boat, and koocking down & salt-sellar ; rather
let me hasten to the second couree, ‘where fresh dissater over-
whelmed roe quite.!

I had & piece of rich sweet pudding on my fork, when Miss
Louisa Friendly begged to trouble sae for & pigeon that stood
near me. Ig my baste, scarcely knowing what I did, I whipped
tho pudding iste tny mouth, hot as & burning coal; it was im-
posatble to conceal my agony—my eyes were starting froto theix
sockete. At laat in spite of shame sud resclutiou, 1 wus obliged
to drup the cause of torment on my plate.  Sir Thomas and the
Indics ali compaseionated my misfortune, and each advised a dif-
{erent n%g]ic.ation ; obe recommended oll, apother water, but all
agreed that wine waa the beat for drawing out fire : and & glass
of sherry was brought e from the sideboard, whick [ snatebed
up with eagernesa: but, sh I bow shall I tell the sequeit whe-
ther the butler by accident mistaok, or purposely deigued to
drive me mad, he gave me the strongest brandy, with whieh I
filled my mouth, slready flayed and blistered, Totally unused
to ardent spirits, with oy teigue, throat, aind palate, as raw ay
beef, what could 1dot 1 could not ewallow ; acd clapping my
hands ucron ray mouth, the cwrsed liguor squirted through my
nose and fingera like & fountain, over ali the disbes ; aAnd | was
erushed by bursts of lsugliter from all quarters In vain did Sir
Thoteas reprivannd the servants, and Lady Frieudly chide her
Jaughters ; for the messure of my shane and their diversion
wae uot yet coraplete. To relieve me from the intolersble state
of perspieation which this aceident had caused, without consider-
ing what [ did, I wiped oy face with that ill-fated handkerchief,
which was stiil wet from the consequencea of the fall uf Xenophon,
and covered all my festures with streakn of ink in every direction,
The baronet himself could not eupport this shock, but juized

B&
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his lady in the general laugh ; while I sprung from the table in
deepair, and rushed out of the house, and ran home in an agony
of confusion nod dirgrace, which the most poignant senee of guilt
could have excited

Thus, without baving deviated from the path of moral recti-
tude, [ am suffering torments like a ‘goblin damned.” The Jower
half of me has been almont boiled, my tongue and mouth grilled,
and I bear the mark of Cain upon my forehead ; yet these are
but trifling considerationa, to the everlasting shame which: I roust
fee] whenever this adventure shail be mentioved. Perhaps, by
your assistance, when my neighboure know how much 1 feel on
the occasion they will apare a bashful wan, and (a8 I am just
informed my positice is ready) T trust you will exsuse the hasate
in which I retire.

PAT AND THE MAGISTRATE;
OR, ALL 4 MISTAKE.
(A Favourite Newo Recitation,)

A PatLaxD2R with & pole ae red aa the Red Liou, st Brentford,
and rendered etill more red by a copious discharge of bloed,
which cozed througl a dirty rag tied over a receot wound on his
ecalp, tpplied to & magistrate fur a warrant, when the following
dislogue took place :—

Mag. Weli Pat, (for hia countenance operated as a sort of
finger-post, pointing to the road wheuce he came) what do you
want 1

FPat. I’d be wanting & warrant, your worship’s glory.

Mag. Against whom 1

Pat. Agio Barney (Leary, plaise your rivirince.

Mag. For whatt

Pat. For murther, your grace.

MMag. Whom did he murder 1

Pat. Murther! Och, the devil a crature but mysiif, your
excellency.

Mag. fndeed ! has he really been guilty of that 1

Pat. By my sow] he has ! Bad luck to bim ! He has roade a
hole in wy oapper big eoough to bury a cat in.

Mag. I?le bas not killed you outright, I see.

Pat. Ochsure, it isn’t bis fanit that be has'ot, for he intindea
it, and pothing surer, .

Bag. 1 supposs an assault warrant will auit you ! ‘When did
he assault you ¥

Pat. He saulted me last night, about two o’cleck this morn -
ing, your gerene highness |
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GENERAL RRECITER. 7

Mag. Did he atrike you with a stick Y

Pag. No, my lord, it was a amall taste of o poleer.

Mag. A poker! What a dreadful murderons weapon.

Pat, Arrah! sure your boliness, it is indeed, indeed.

Muag. Where were you when this happened {

Pai, Where was [ ? sure I was in bed.

Mag. Asleep or awake.

Pat. As sound as a roach, your majesty.

Mag. And what provocation had you given him.

FPut. Divil a provocation at all, most noble. How could [
when I was dead drunk asleep t

Mag. What! do you mean to say he came to your bedside,
and strack you in thia dreadful manner without cause

Pat. Yes, your mightiness—barring he came to his own bed-
side instead of mine,

Mag. His vwn bedside ! were you in his bed ¥

Pat. Faith, you have just guessed it, your rivirince.

Mag. And what brought you there }

Par. That's more than I can tell, your hongur, barring it was
the liquor,

Mag, Wan this all you did to proveke his anger

FPat. Divil 4 thing else. v .

Mag. Waa there any other person present

Pat. Not a crature—independent of his wife, dat was in bed
with e, your grace.

- May. His wife! were you in bed with his wife 1

Pai. In course I was, your worship !

Mag. And den’t you think you deserved what you got §

Pat, Isitmei Not [, indeed, it was all & mistake.

Mag. Mistake |

Pae. Yes, I thought it was my own wife in the dark, I went
into the room in a mistake ! .

Mag. Well, 1 hope you committed no other mistake. You.
must be careful in future. I camnot grant you a warrant,

Pat. Thank your majesty. If he hits me agin it shall go for
something. By my soul, [ will give him a erack that will knock
bim inte the middle of next weck. So an illigant good day to
your mightiness.

Pulling up his wnmentionables, ke bopp’d off in a real Irish
trot.

It turned out that Paddy went into the bed unconscious of
where he waa, till Barney gave him a gontle hint with the poker,
and fortunately his sknll was thick enough to resist the intended
finisher. Barney’s aleeping beauty was also awoke by the shock,
who i&ve her teader assistancs in larruping the intruder out of

the chamber of her lord and master.
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TIE ARAHS FARUWELL TO 148 HORBE,
{4 Fuveurite Recitation.}

My beautiful ! oy besutiful ! Ehat stapdest meekly by, .
With thy proudly asch'd and glossy neck, azd dark and flery ove,
Trel pot to toam the desert now with ol Lhy winged speed,

Y may oot mount on thee agnin, thon art mold, roy Arab sieed,

Fret not with that impatiest boof, snulf oot the broezy wind—

Thr furthet that thou Riest now, a0 fat am I bedind

Tihe stranger hath thy biidle rein—thy master hath his pold—

Fileet lirmbed aznd beautiful, farewell, thou'rt sold, my steed, Lhou'rt sold
Farewell! these free unlired Nwls full many o ile mast roni,

T2 reach the chill and winlry sky, which ciouds Lhe strauger's homme,
Bome othet hand, Jess fond, must now thy corn and Led prepate—
The ailky roane I bralded once, must be anothar's eare.

‘Fhe moming suan shall dawn again, but never more wilk thee

Ehall T gallop throvgh the desert paths whete we wete wont o be.
Lvening shall datken o the earth, and o'et the mandy plain,

Boine ether steed, with slorer step, shnli Lear tne home again.

Yea, thou must go, the wild fres breeze, the brilliaok suo oaud shy,
Thy master's home, frow all of these my extled obe fmusl fy.

Thy proad datk eye wy.l grow lesa proud, thy slep bacowe less Avel,
And vainly ehalt thou arch thy peck, thy master’s haed 1o meel.
Oty in sleep shall T behold that dark eye glanciog bright;

Ouly Jo sleep shall hear ngaln Wik step 6o frm and lights

And when | rrise my dreaming arm, to check and cheer thy specd,
Tiren must | startling wake, to feel thou'rt rold, my Arab stesd
Ant rudely thep, voseen by me, some ctuel bood moy chide,

Till feamn wreatna lie, like created waves, along thy panting side,
And the rich blood thet i in thee swells $n thy indignant pain ;

Till enreless eves, which rest on thee, may count cach slarted veio.
Wil they il use thea ? 11 1 thought—Yut no it cannot be—

Tlow A¥E 50 Saift, yo eday cuiled, so gentle, yol b0 free

Arned yet, if haply when thou'st gone, wy Iooely heart should yeare,
Can the hand which casty thee from it, pow command thee Lo retumn.
Jteturn, nlas ! ray Arab stead, what shall thy pmster o,

When thou who wert his all of Joy hath vanished from his view;
When the dim dislanod elieats mine eye, and through the gathering tears,
Thy bright form for & pivnient Like the Mlse Mirnge appeats,

Slow and unmounnted will F roaw, with wenry foob alone,

Where with Hoet step 0nd joyous bound, thou ofl hag borne me ou.
Apd sitting dowa by that green wcell, I'll pauss end sadly think,

It was hiere he bowed lia giossy neck when last I sov bisn drink.
When list | sow thee drink ¥ Away? the fevered drenso iy o'er,

I couldt vt live 3 day, and now that we should meel no more,
They templed me, tny beauliful ! for huager's power I stromg, .
Fhey tempted me, wy heautiful! but I have loved too long,
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Wha said that I'd giva thee up, who aaid that thon wert sold?
*Tis-false, 'tis false, oy Arsb ateed, | flivg them back their gold;
Thus, thus, I lenp upan thy back, aud scour the distent plains,
Away, who overtakes us oow, shall elabin thee for his pains,

HE Y05 A YERY JONTEEL MAN FOR ALL DAT.

{'A celebrated French Recitation, ay eriginaily given by Mr, Keivin,

Mr. Matherxs, &¢. )

. Mars! T aro Monsieur Jean Francois Marie Louis Grenoble.
In Angletere bere, 1 vas vat you call de emigrant ; because in
the revolution, wa foi ! ven my countree, dat I love so mueh,
vant to cut off oy head, [ take to my feet, and ran avay very
fast, sa dat de guillotine, by gar, can no cut short vy valk over
de sea—not at all. Here I make de montre, vat you call de
vatch. I am de borloger, de clock maker, and get de living by
de tick. DMais dans Paris—in my own countree [ vas very large
man indeed, vas nobleman, ¥as 8on altesse de Prinee Grencble,
and stood very high indeed {though I am but a little ean now)
in de grand Armee Royal.

Do uther day [ vas valk in vat you eall your High Park, vere
dere are no hieks vid de horns, but de bucks dat corae from do
Londres de city, and leave dere wives to valk'here ; and no deer,
but the pretty little girls, and parbleu, dey are very dear indeed,

-pretty indeed, very. Vell, [ vas valk dere, and see sit on de
bench for vast de call to dine vid dey Duke Humphrey, un pauvre
homeae ; he seem very hungry, very coid ; he looked very dirty,
very ragged, and very poor iudeed—but he appear a very jonteel
man for all dat,

I go to him, and I say to him—for 1 eee in de twinkle of de
eye be vas von Frenchman—vas my countreman—mon ami, my
friend, my conntreman, for vat you it ou dia beoch here, to dine
vid de Duke Humphrey? vy you no po to de cook-shop de
restaurateur, vere dey eat de beef and de moulon, and de sal-
lad, and de pompae de terre ?

He say to me, *I am brave Francois—I am jontilehomme—~
I am one of de firat e in all France—but [ am sans sonis, point
d’argent; I have not oue single farthing dauns toutle monde ; not
a halfpenny in all de world, and no credit at all.

Den he shew rae hia pockets filled vid very large holes, but
nathing else; but he appear very jonteel man fur all dat; and alj
8t once, immedintely, directly, instanument, in do half second, I
recoliect ta have seen him in Paris, dress inall de siiver and do
ﬁold lace,—Jontilhomme or noble, I forgot vhicl, but it vas all

e same. 1 look at hinx again—.ma foi! he have o lace but de
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rags, and no silver but de grey hair dat grow out of de great hole
in de erown of his hat, like you see de pigeon’s claw out of de
top of de pie—but he vi5 a very jonteel man for all dat.

He make de praceful bow to me ; mon Ilien; lis knee come
aut af de pantaloon, and I see his great toe look at ire out of
de end of his punip—but he vas a very jonteel man for all dat.

I aay to hit, my contreman, mon ami, ne I'argent, no eredit,
ne dinncr vat for you leave your loyement dend vy you mo
take de refreslnnent, de sleep in your bed !

He say to me, ‘Ah, mon amil I have no lodament no bed ;
I lodye tn the open air, vere | pay no rent, and [ sleep here; de
benteh in my mattrass, and de tree dat hang over my liead de
eurtain, and sometime de sentinal he comne and tuck me in vid
de butteend of iz bayonet ; for de Jean Bull no have de poli-
tesse to de autrefois jontilhomme ot all! but I am a very jonbeel
wman for all dat”

Saere Llen ! no Jogement, no bed; pauyre homame, my heart
is all melt with de great big pity for you, my friend, my countre-
wman, I shall take you home to my maison, and give you de
dinner and de sleep for de night ; for thongls you have no moncy,
no eredit, no dinner, no logement—though your hair grow ont of
«de top of de hat, your knee valk cut of de pantaloon, and your
preat toe peep out of de end of your pump—your shes, I sce
you are a very jonteel man for all dat. My landlady she ia par-
ticulnire, she no like de stranger sleep in her domieile, 8o ve vill
vait and get de bon appetite till it is dark—~den you sall pull off
you shoe, abd ve vill steal op de stair, and nobody sall know ve
are dere. .

So lic pay de great compliment, give me de grand thanks ;
for though bis Leavd vas like de great black shoe brush stuck
on his chin, and liad no been shave for one month, he vas very
jonteel man for all dat.

¥ell, ve valk under de tree, and tafk of de grand restaurateur,
vere dey have de five hundred dishes for dinner, and de splendid
alace of de great mouarque a Versailles, till at lass it grow to
de dark night—-den ve steal home to my logement, and 1 open
de door vid de Jittle key vot I drave in my pocket; den I rub
my slio: on de mat, and I leave de dirt—mon ami, my countre-
may, he rub lis shoe oo de mat and he leave de sole dere—but
he vas very jonteel man for all dat.

Ve have de littel joke on his lose de scle ; den I pull off my
shoe and dere is my stocking—mon ami, my countrerman, ke pull
uff Liiw shioe, and dere is only his foct, he have no stocking at all
=—but Lo vas very jonteel man for all dat.

Vell, ve have de little joke becayse he no have de stocking,
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and ve ereep up de stair, light 2s de feather, vidont any body
hear; for mon ami, my countremnan, pauvre homme, he have ne
flesh, only de bone, for vunt of de somethinyg to eat very often—
but he vas very jouteel man for all dat.

Vell, ve get into my room, mon apartment, mon ehambre a
lit ; dere 1strike de light, make de fire, lay de clotl, and get my
dinner from de eupboard. I pull out de large picee of Lread,
de neck of de mouton dat vas boiled yesterday, and de grent dish
of soup maigro, dat I make hot ; and I say, now mon ami, my
countrernan, ve viil have de diuner ; but before I commenco I
say do grace. Parbleu! my friend he commence, and no say do
grace at all—lut he vas very jouteel man for all dat,

I got up for do cloth to put under my chiv, dat I may no

ase my frill vid de soup maigre ; begar, ven I eame back to
elp myself, begar, dere is none ! mon ami, my countremM, ha
have swallowed it all up—but e vas very jonteel man for all dat.
¥ell, ve have de littel joke about do gonp maigre, sure mot to
grease de frill den, and I go to take some moutou ; begar ! deca
is only de hones-—mon ami, my counireman, he have eat up all
de meat—but he vas very jonteel man for all dat.

Veil, ve have de littel joke, and I laugh a littel on de wroug
side of my mouth, about my friend eat all de meat and leave mo
de bone, and I go tv make a shift with de crust of de bread, but
by gar, dere is no bread at all; mon ami, my ¢ountreman he eat
all do bread vhile I eat the zoup—but he vas very jouteel man
for all dat. Ve not bave de littel joke dis time, and I content
myself vid de cheese paring and de bit of salt.

At last it come time to go to bed—and I sty mon ami, my
countreman, ve ¥ill aller concher, put our heads in de night-cap :
vell, I pull off my coat, dere is my vaisteoat-—mon ami, wy -
countreman pull off his coat, by gar, dere is no vaisteoat at all
—bhut he vos very jouteel man for all dat.

I puil off my vaistecat dere is my shirt ; mon ami, my conntre-
man, have no vaistcoat to pull off, and, by gar, ders is no shirs
at all—but he vas very jonteel man for ail dat.

I way, mon ami, my counireman, dere ia de old sack dot de
gardener bring vid 4 pomme de terre, you sall roake de shift vid
dat. Vell, he lay on de potatoe sack for his shirt, and 1 go to
gleap: inde matin I vake and look for mon ami, my evuntreman,
and by gar, he is oo dere ! I look for my breechbes, and by gar,
dey are no dere. .

Vell, I say [ vill put on my vaistcoat and my coat, and see if
he is gone down stair, By gar, dey are ne dere; nor more is
my hat nor my stocking, nor my ehoe, nor my anything; but
dare ip de chapeau, vid de hole ia de top, de pantaloon out of de
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knee, de shoo dat have no scle, and very little body, and de dam
greasy, rusty, ragged habit of mon awi, My countreman.

Vell, I suy, he has dreas himseH ia all my tings by mistake ;
he have no mopey, no eredit, no logement, his hair grow cut de
top of his hat, his knes valk cut of his pantaloon, his toe jook
out of his pump, bis sole come out of his shoe; be eat my supper
vhile I firn my head, and no leave me none—be have no vaist-
coat, 2o ahirt-——he make a shift and sleep in my potatoe sack—
he get up vhile I sleep and run avay vid all my clothes, it is all
bad, ma foi—but he ia very jonteel man for all dat.

5S¢ I mnke de fire vid his old clothes, ns dey were too bad for
de Jew—wrap myself in de blanket, and T think I vili go to my
vork again; veo, by gar, [ find all the vatch les moutres dst vas
left by my customers, because dey would not go, had all go
vhile]l van asleep; mon ami, my couptreman, had taken them
vhile I vas dormi, and I vas rvio, and obliged to run avay—but
he vas very jonteel man for sl dat,

) TIE FAT ACTOR AND THE RUSTIC.

Caabirat, Wolsey was  man .
OfF an apbounded ot h, Ghaksprare saya,
Meaping, (in metaphor,} for ever puffiog,
To awell beyood bl size and span ;
Hut had ha sech 6 DIAYer in cur daye
Epacting Falstalf without atuffng,
Me would bave owoed that Walseys buik tdeal
E ed not that within the Lounds
15 actor's belt swrrounds,
Which is, moreaver, all alive and rend.

This player, when the peste enabied slouls
Of our vdd finben

To visit every clime betwsen the poles,

Ewant with the stream, a histrionic Kraken,
Although hile wishes

Must not, i this proceeding. be mistaken

For e went cut professlonally,—bent

To sea how monsy might ba made, oot apent.

In this meoat landable employ
He found himaelf at Lille one sfternonn,
And, that he might the breeze enjoy,
And caleh a peep &t the ascepding moop,
Out of the town he took e stroll,
Hefreshiog fo the Seida his soul,
With aight of streams, snd trees, sud nowy fleeces,
And thoughts of crowded houses and new pieges
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When we aru pleasantly employed time Biea;
Hao ocunted up his profes, o the akies,
Unatil the moen begus to shine,
Co wbich he gored awhile, and then
Pulled out his walch, and cried—'* Past ninel
Why, rognds, they shut the gatea ot tep."—

Backward he fum’d his steps instanfer,
Stumping along with wight sod main;
And, thongh 'tis plain

Ile couldnt gallop, trot, or canter,
{Thow woo had seen him would eovlass it} Le
Marched well for one of such obesity.

Eyeing hie walch, and now his forehead mopping,
Ha puifed cad blaw siong the road.

Afreid of meltiog, more afrald of stepping,
Wkheo in bia patk he met & clown
Retpreing from the town,

“*Pell me," be papted, it a thawing state,

“ Dost shink I can get ip, friend, sl the gate ¥

“Get in!” replied the hesitationg loon,

Measuring with bis eye owr bulky wight,

** Why—yea, 8ir,—I should think you might;
“< A logd of hay went o this afteracon.™

THE BUMPXIN'S COURTSHIP.

WHILE ou & visit to & relation in the celebrated eity of York, I
was acquainted with an bonest farmer in the neighbourhoed,
who having resided there from a youth, was respected, and ad-
mitted ioto the society of most of the country gentlemen. He
wad a constant visitor st the house of my uacle, ad his conver-
eation, teemiog with tmerry stories which verve to delight the
ear nt the expesse of our sides, told in his simple, unoadorned
manner, could not but render his society agreeable to me.
Honest cld farmer Burton, had an only son, who had reached
the age of forty without entering into the mawimonial slate; he
was in fact, as true » picture of a country buropkio a9 ever graced
& dung-fork !—One day our discourse happeniog to turn upon the
#aid Bumpkin, [ expressed wmy sutprise that he should never
have had the good fortuze to get married.  Why,” eaid the
farmer ‘It be not the fau’t o’ his face [ reckon ; for he be as
pruity a lad as here and there be one; ees, an'he ha’ had his
chances, by my feekine ! and had he been as cute as mysen, he
moupht bo” had a buxom lass with no little ¢’ racney either.”
This excited my curiosity, and I requested the farmer to fc-
c
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guaint me with the particslars, which he did as follows. < You
mun know, that my son used to work wi’ me in the fieid; that is
he drived piough, sowed and reaped, and all other cultural works
loike ; and a steady hard werking lad be wur too; till all ona
sudden lie becomed lazy lotke, and wouldn't work at ail. Se I
couldn’t tell what to make on’t; if I snubbed "un “twur all the
satne, and ao at last, thinles I to mysen, I'll speak 1o va about
it, calory loike; an’ so [ did, and axt ’un what wur the matter
wi’ un ; aod so says he,— Why, T dusen’t know disactly, he, he,
he ! but ever sin’ L ha’ seed Moliy Grundy at our village church,
feather t [ ba’ felt all over in sic’ conHageationloike, he, he, he !
¢ Why ye bennt in love, be ye i—° Wiwy, he, he, he ¥ I can’t
say for eartin ; Liaply I mought; but dang my butions, feather
if [ dosen’t thick Molly bees in love wi’ I, he, he, he '— Be she?
says I, *Qda dickens { then, you mun mind your P’s and Q's
iad ; for ahe he' money, But did she speak to ya ! ‘E'es to be
sure she did, and said I wara gnm land; he, he, he ¥ “And
what answer did you make ¥ <Why i I—ia’ftt Ah’ but said
I, ¢ you should ha’ oade loove to her! < But I don't know how,
feather ; what be Y tosay ¥ *Why I'll tell ye; when you sce
her again, you thus addresa her: <Oh! thou most incompara-
bie of thy eex; thy eyes of dismoond light, have pierced m
beart’s core; thy cheeks are carnation red,—thy lips like coral,
—thy alabaster akin!—thy teeth, good lack i—and graceful
mien, have scorched asd burued up ali the particles of voy
heart! deign then to dispense thy paseions to me alone, thy
{aithful swain, who is this moment ready to espouse thee, thow
irresistible and ndorable woman.” *Well, said L, ¢ and did he
say so,—* Why, no,” eaid the farmer t ‘s sad blunder he made
on it, all thro' his being no scholard; and lost hoth his aweet.
heart Molly, and her money into the bargain.’

When he got to Molly Grundy'e, he dropt on boith his kuees,
serateh’d his head and thus began :

Ok 1 Molly Grundy, feather ha' eent I here o dress ye!
Ob ! thon moat unbearable of my rex 1 Thy eyes domn’d light
and pierced mny heart sure;—thy cheeks are dangnation red '—
thy lips like tmackeral /—thy plaster skio, thy teeth so black?
aed Aateful and mean ! have scorched and burnt up all the ar-
ticles of roy heart: feign then to expend thy passion on me
aicne, thy hateful swine; who is this moment ready to ezpose
thee thou detestable and depiorable 'voman ¢

Moliy {rundy no sconer heard his apeech, than she took u%a
long bair broom, wopped poor Robiz out o the house, and be
has never been able to get a wife, or had cournge enough to
muke love to another woman since.
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CARACTACTUA.

Brronz proud Rome's imperial throne,
Ir mind's unconguered mood,
Aa §f the trinmph were his own,
The dauntlesa Taplive stood :
Mone, to bave seen his frechorn air,
1Iad fancied him a prisoner there.

Through &l the crowded streets of Roma,
With slow and stately tresd,
Far from hiz 0w loved island-homa
That day in trizmph led,—
Unirow'd his head, unirent his knes,
Undimm'd bis eye, hia aspect free,

A free and fearlees glamee he cast
On temple, srek, and tower,

By whicl: the long proceision pasy'd
OF Rome's victorious power

And somewhat of 6 geornfyl smile

Upeurld bls baughty Up the while.

Arnd now he stood with brow serene,
Where slaves might prosirate fall;
Tearing & Briton‘s manly mien
In Ceesar’s palace hal};
Clalming, with kindling brow and cheek,
The privilege even there Lo apealk,

Nor eonid Rome's hanghty Lord withstand
‘The claim that ook preferz'd;

But motion'd, with yplifted hand,
The suppliant should be heard, —

If bs, indeed, o suppliant were,

Whose giauce demacded gudience there.

Treep stillness fell onm nl) the crowd,
From Claudivs ¢u his throne,

Dowe to the mennest alave that bow'd
Al his lraperial tome;

Bilent his fellow-caplives” grief,

As fearlesa apoke the Island Chlel:

* Think oot, thon esgle Lord of Roms,
And mester of the world,

Though victory's banuner o'ar thy dome
In triumph pow {8 fasd'd,

1 would cddress theo aa thy slave,—

But a5 the bold shonid greet the brwa
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++1 might perchance, cowld I have deign'd
To hold & vnssal's throne,

Even now in Briton's isle have reignd
A king, in pame alons :—

¢t holding, aa thy meek ally,

A monarch's mimie pagentry,

“Then through Rome’s crowded atreets this day,

I wighl have rode with thes;
Not in s captive's base army,

But fetterless snd free ;—
If freedom he could hope to find
Whose bondage is of heart and mind.

“f But canst thou marvel that,—freeborn,
With heart and hope unguell'd,

Throne, erown, and seeptre [ should scora,
By thy permission held?

Or (st I showld retain my right,

'Till wrasted by & conqueror’s might ¥

*¢ Rome, with her palnoces and towers,
By us un-wish'd and un-reft,

Her homely huts, and woodland bowsers,
To Britain might have left j—

Worthtezs to you their weslth must be,

But dear to us—for they werc free!

« T might have bow'd before—but where
Had been thy tHumph new ?
Teo my resolve no yoke to bear
Thou owest thy Jauraell'd brow ;
Iugloricus victory had been thing,
And more inglorious bondage mine,

s Now I have spokeu,—de thy will ;
Ba life or death my lot,—

Sinca Briton's throne no more I A1,
To we it matters not j-—

My fame is elear: but on my fate

Thy glory, or thy shame must welt."

¥o ceased. From all around up-sprang
A murmur of applause ;
For well had Truth and Freedom's tonguo
Maintain'd their boly cause :
The conquaror wes their captive then;
—He bade the slave be free agaln.
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THE GERMAN AND THE WI1DOW.

ABour the year 1794, a German recently imported into Liristol,
bappered to hear of Mys, B, a wezlthy widow, and thought it
would be & good speculation to offer himself to the lady’s notice,
as well qualified to succeed the late Mr. B, He accordingly
waited on the lady with that intention; but having no great fa-
miliarity with English, he provided himself with a copy of &
German and Englishk dictionary, and on being annouuced to the
lady, determined to open hia proposal, with this introductory
ssatence—* Nadam, baving heard that Mz B., iate your hua-
band, is dead ;” buot coming to the last word, # gestorben” dead,
he was at a losa for the English equivalent; so hastily pulling
out his dictiouary, (a huge octave), he turned to the word
4 gterben,” 1o die, ard there found But what lie found will
be best collected from the dialogue whicl: followed, s reporied
by the lady :—

German, Madam, hasfing heard that Mein Herr B., late your
man, is—fthese words he kept chiming as if to himsgelf, nntil
he arrived at No. | of the interpretation of “sterben,” when he
roared out io high glee at his discovery] is—dat is, has kicked
de bucket.

Widow. (With astonishment.} Kicked the bucket, siz, What?

German. Al, meip Gott ! alway leh make mistake., I vou'd
haaf aaid fbeginning again with the eame solemnity of toie]
since that Mein ierr B., late your wan, haaf—hopped de twig.
Which words lie serenmed out with delight, certain that he had
now hit the natl upon the head.

Widow, Upon wy word, sir, T am at a foss to understand
you; “kicked the bucket,” and “hopped the twig I

German, (Perspiring with panie.} Ab, madam, ven, two,
three, ten thousand pardon ! Vot sad, wicket dietionary 1 haaf,
dat always briug ine io trooble; but now you shiall hear, [and
then rvecomposing bimself solemnly for the third effort, he began
aB before] madain, sioce 1 did hear, or vaa hearing, dat Mein
Heer B, lala your man, haaf [with a triumphant shont] haaf,
I sy, gone to Davy's locker.

Further lie would have gene ; but the widow could stand oo
mors,

A PEEP AT A PLAY.
Foxe..-Bortholowur Falr,

ComE, coms, Iy DOYS AWAY,
Lat us hasten to the play:

~F
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WeTl reach tha liouse before
The opetitg of the door;
13y goles ! but this is prime!
Tor wn are just 1o bime,
The doors ave being opened, I declare, 0!
And the boys begin to bawl,
And the girls Legin to squall;
+r Dou't push o, §f you please;”
*th, ourse you, how you sguecie !
“I'm atmost press'd to death I
““1'm nearly cut of breath !*
Ity enough to make B parscn swear, 01
Fuak the door—-in pout,
Bour churls—pretty girls,
Queer gaties—Little babies,
Wlat a rush '—Dos™ push !
Come, my dear, pey here,
Cup, cup, tumble up.
Don't grumble. oo’ tumble

Spoken.]—0 dear, O dear ! don’t push so. [ shall be killed.
1 shall be squeezed to death. T will try to sgueeze out again.
Come slong, you fool, wonld you be squeezed inside our 7 Oh,
faith ! that’s my 0D 108 yOu ATE trea ing upon. [ beg pardon.
Och ! I wouldn’t mind, if you dido’t hurt me, Oh lud! do you
waut to squeeze all the breath out of xoy body! Shut your
ruouth, my dear fellow, you can’t suffer more by it than I do.
Billy, my boy, where are you! Here I am, father, kesping up
this fat gentleman's bolly. Aye, it's a goocf thing that T am fat,
else my bones would be pressed to pieces, Well, I dodeclare
this, 1 gever was so agroudged in my whole life before. Oh oy
back ! Don't back, ma’am, push on. Here we are, op at laet,
Nowforagood place. Halloo ! youare coming dewniiead foremost.
Yes, he ia determined to have s front seat, I eay, where are
you crowding to, across the benches? O gad ! it’s enough to
e me ¢rots, I've eplit my inexpressiblies. Never mind, let
them be seated, Take care of your pockets, here’s a punster.
Throw him over. - It's all over with me, if you do. ell, a
punster is a dose of enlts to me, Yes, and I have been just
squeezed to death, and now I've got isto purgatory. Well, now
L dou’t care how soon that there green curtain draws up. Fa-
ther, K thiok that green curtain is an irom coe. Why, my dear 3
Because it looks so rusty. There's a ssosible child for you.
Bless us ! what is the matter, the seat ip all wet. Dearme! I
do declare, my poor dear brandy bottle ia all broken, and let ali
the liquar yun
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Hey down, ho down,
Derry derry dowa,
Whilst pushing to the play 8o rare, 01

{BNCORE DIALOGYR.)

What & tronble it is for an old woman to get up and down
this gallery I I declare it brings on my old cough. {(coughing.}
What does an old woman want in a gallery; people at your age
ought to be in the pit. Ah, I wish | were there, (coughing)
Aye, I thiok yon ought to be pitted, you are already in your
cofin. 1 wish you would undertake to cure it. Ma'am, Iam
no uodertaker; but I perceive my jest is palfing, you begin to
look grase. He's o puester, ma’sm, give him a punch. Ob,
kang him ! Y thought he waa a rogue, but I shall live to read
his dying speech I koow. He's got the gibbet in his face now.
Gad | you have choked him there. Yes, she’s got him in a line
He looks a fit subjeet for Surgeons’-ball. AU go it, cut him up.
Put him in spirite, or he won't keep here. fleep, whst is he
going 7 He looks alter’d. Theu let him be interred, there Jet
the punster reat till his finale punishment,

Hey down, bo down, &e.

In gallery, boxes, pit,

The peapls spugly sit,

The iads with lively grinn,

The maids with dimpled chiny,

Though prefdy tightly squeered,

Are datarmined to be ploaasd,
Whilst waitlng for the play to begin, O!

Play up muate, cry the boys,

Then bagin the fun and noise,

Stnge-lights begin to blaze up,

Then the muate plays op,

Up the curtaln draws,

And drows down loud applause,
Then the play puts an end to the diz, O

Cat-calis—music squalts,

Now, Doay—gplay up, Nosy,

Elbow shekerg—outgut-scrapars,

Al lu rows—rosio bows,

Fiddles grast—down o front,

Now, my masters, doff yoopr castors,

Bilencs, pilence—no vilteace.

Spoken,]—I say, you Mounseer Parlour-vow, | wish you'd
doff your seddle.cover. Do my vhat, sair {1 Doff your roncer.
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Vhat, sair ! Your ¢rown-picce! Vhatt Why, your skull-cap,
castor, felt, bearcr.  Sair, I'm sorry 1 ennnot comprehend you.
Lord ! how ignorant those here Frenchmen are ! My da'ter is
just come from boarding school; parley wee, Polley to the
Frenchman., Cui, Mowsear, voulezvons otter; that is to eay,
take off your ¢hopeau. Aye, Mouseer, take the clopper off
your bloci. My vhat block, sair?  Why, your hat.  Uh ! oui,
certainement. Corse me ! my da’ter knows more French thay
the Frenchinan, a'ter all. Corse the artichoke, Isay, who huiit
these geats | why, there’s to roem to put one’s kuees, So it
seens, air, for you are putting them sll in my back. Oely your
back, then say they dou’t alfront you. Fine fruit, or a Lill of
the play ; do you want soime good porter, sir § I wish some por-
ter would take yon off. Do you? then I'll be off with the por-
ter, sir. Bless me ! the heat is very oppressive ! 1 enn hardly
bear it, I favcy it is the gas. Pho ! the gas makes it lighter.”

Hey down, ho down,
Derry derry down,
Whilst waiting for the play to begin, O |

{ENCORE IIALOGLE,)

Halloo ! there’s a hubabubboo in the Iower regions, Ch,
mamma, I'm sgueedged up just litke nothing. Why do you
sgueeze tho child so, you brute.  (Stuttering.) Why-why h-how
ca-¢8 ¢z I he-help it, den't every bedy squee-cse me 1 Dun't
you make mouths at my wife, sir, or I’ll shave your beard for
you directly, I wish, mamma, you had brought the broom-
stick whick you waps father with, you'd have made him fegl, ¥
koow. Iold your tongue, you rascal, and leave the broom-stick
&t home, you rogue. 5o it is, pa ; it haugs up behind the door,
1 know. Hold your tougue, I say, and logk at the pretty lndies
in the boxes, Oh ! how pretty ! they look like the fzads in our
shop-window, with the wigs on. Hush, my dear, drop the shop
and the wigs. La, papa, are those young ladiss inthe top boxes
going to bed T Why, my dear § Becanse, pa, they ook half un-
dressed.  Half undressed my dear, that's what they eall being
Juil dressed. Full dressed, papa, thce ! should like to know
what they call being Aaff full dresssd. Hush, my dear, and
ook st the stage. What stage, papa? The acting stape, my
dear. The Acton stage, I don’t see the horses. No, nor any
thing else, if that Freuch iady keeps on her stupendous boboet :
it is like my oid gig turned upside down, with wheels for bows.
Ma'am, Pl troudle you to take off your bonoet. Sair, je suis
wurprise ; dat is to eny, sair, [ am quite tundemtructed of dnt
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which you say to e ! aair, [ never do undress myself for no
gentleman ; and for you me to ask dat, you ave good for nothing
at all, youare; you are barbare. How did she find that out
A barber, msa'aw ! and what’s that to you if my bhushand s s
barber, ma’am ; he can shave aa well as any Frenchran, ma'am,
and only charges three half-pence, ma’am, Silence ! down !

Hey down, ho down, &e,

Now the solid gnd the gy

Paoy atteption to the ploy ;

Tragedian plays his part,

‘With tear, sud rant, sond start,

Frhaps in his tragic rage,

A dog runs acroas the stage,
Which turns tha pecple's tears into smiles, O}

Or tb” heroes of tha sock,

Now human snture mock,

With lively jest and mien,

Would drive away the spleen;

Then harleguin and clown,

E'er tumbling up and down,

-Flense the old and the youog with theit wiles, O]
Hore's the plage-—for grimeace,
Omnge-peel—makes one fesl,

Blooming missen—groans and bisses,
Btarts und pauses—great applanses,
Tragio braggsrs—wooden daggers,
Mournful dizen—cups of poison,
Bhrieks wnd sohbing—ghoats and robhing,
Comedy’s sons—jzate and pons,
Ewagg'ting blades—saucy rmalds,
Dramas, farces—horses, nases,
Fantomime-—anits each cline,
Tricks snd scencs—nagic meads,
Leaping, tumbling—no grumbling,
All lsughing-~no scoffing.

Spoken.] (foppishly.) My dear fellow, how do you like that
performer with the long eword ¥ Why I don’t know, there ia s
sort of o gomething, that is a~-a kind of—I would say a—a je ne
1oai quoi,—tbat ie to esy,~in fact, you understand me. Aye,

ou wounld eay, be s only fit to plaz; the walling gentleman,

o, my dear fellow, { would say a wal 'ng-s&ick ; does the aimile
astrike 1 Yea, your atick kite him to a keir, But, if you had eaid
a sword-stick, there would have been more poin? iuit. Yes,
my dear {cllow, but that would bave been too cutting, and con-
trary to the act. Ya-up ! 1 am just prime for a Jark. Tumble
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np, hoxkernee. 1'm, sorry, eir, but that shaggy great coat can’t
be admitted to the dress-boxes.  Hold your gab, spoony sauce-
box, isu't it & regulse boz-goat ¥ Good heavens, sir, your spurs
bave caught my mushin dress ! Odz, madam, 1 Leg pardon, bug
madam, | eatne 1o the theatre on borseback. DHd you, sir, then
we lcel particularly obiiged to you for not briuging your horse
into the box with you. There’s a box on the ¢er fur the man in
the brass spurs. Yes, he's pot in the wrong box. My dear
fellow, tarn your glass, and tell ine who is that corprlent lady,
trying to lide herself behind her fan? Wiere . There in tie
sacond tier of Loxes, That is the great Miss Punelieon, the
distiller's daughter, Miss Puncheon, phio ! a misstake, o wise-
take, she must he more thap a givgle woman.  Buot, my dear
feilow, don’t you thiuk the boxes look very dull wo mighe t Dufi !
no wonder, don’t you see they ave all in tiers.  Tears, that's a
pun of the ficst water. D—uit! how your wit flows to-pight !
Six, it won't fow, if you dam it
Hey down, ho down,
Dercy derry down,
A play all ooy cares thus beguiles, O §

(EXCORE DIALOGUE.)

My dear fellow, wha is that lovely creaturs in front, s she
come-at-able? Sir, that’s my wife. 'Phat’s a cooler, Bob, Look,
Jook, there’s 8 gentlernan fainted. Slacken his stays sud braces;
take off his 'kerchief, pads, collars, and wristbands. No, dun't
be picking kim to pieces. Take that crying child hotse. What
& olame for women to bring children here, especially within
arms. Would you have them brought without armsi ) say,
siv, any body iu arms is only calonlated to raise a disturbance.
Well, don't harm tite child. LDiess me! it's very warm! [
vonder vhether all the vindows and wentilators are open, I am
as vet ad a sea-weed. Oh, for & puff of wind | Take this piay-
bill, sir, it is full of puffs. ¥es, but not hairy puffs. 1 declare
now the eaf has made me as dry as a mod dog; I wish [ had a
drop of some’hat. Do you, then here’s the drep scene.  When
drop your

iy down, ho down, &c.

I YANT TO FLY.

Dearxe the last war there were a number of French officera, in
an ioland town, an their parcle of honour, Now, one geutle-
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man, being tired with the usval routine of eating, drinking,
gambling, amoking, &e. and therefore, in order to amuse bim-
self otherwise, resclved to go & fshiug. His host supplied him
with a rod and line, but being in want of artificial flies, went in
search of a fishing-tackle maker’s shop. Having found one,
kept by a plain paius-waking Joha Bull, our Frenchivan entered,
and with a bow, a eringe, aud & shrug of the shoulders, thus
began :—

¢ Ah, Monsieur Anglise, comment vous, portez vous ¥

¢ Eh, that's I'rench,’ exclaimed the shop-keeper; ¢ not that I
uaderstand it, but I'm very well, if that’s what you mean,’

* Bon bon, ver good ; den, saire, 1 sall tell you, 1 vant deux fly.’

¢ I dare say you do, Mounseer,” replied the Englishman, ‘ and
86 do a great many more of your outlandish gentry; but I'm a
true born Briton, and can never consent to assist the epamies of
my countpy to leave it——particularly when they eost us so much
to bring them here.”

“Ah, Monsieur, you no comprehend ; I shall repeate, I vant
deux fly, on the top of de vater,”

“Oh! what you want to fly by water, do youi then I'm sure
I can’t assiat you, for we are, at least, a hundred miles from the,
g2a-coast, and our caval is nob navigable above ten or twelva
miles from here,”

¢ Diable, mon Dien | sare, you are un stup of the block. 1
aall tall you ouce seven times over again—1 vant deux fly on the
top of de vater, to dingle dangle at the end of de iong pole.’

tAy,ay ! youonly fly, Mounseer, by laud or water, and if they
cateh you, l'm damuned if thefr won't dingle dangle you, as you
cali it, at the end of a long pole.’

‘Sacre ynde dieu ! la blas! vat yon mean by dat, enfer diable ¥
you are un bandit jack of de ass, Jolnny de Buil. DBa, ba, you
are effronte, and 1 disgrace me to parley vid you, I tell you,
sare, dat I vant deux fly on the top of de vater, to dingle dangle
at the end of the long pole, to la trap poisson.

‘What’s that you eay, you French Mouuseer—you'll lay s
trap to poison me and all my family, beeanse I won't mssist you
to escape | why, the like was never heard. Here Betty, go for
the constable.”

The constable scon arrived, wha happened to be as ignorant
os the ehopkeeper, and of eourse it was not expected thot a con-
atable should bs a scholar. Thus the man of office began :—

¢ What's all thin? DBetty has been telliog me, that this here
outlandish Freochman is gninir;poison wouand all your family?
Ay, ay, L should like to eatch him at it, that’s all. Come, come
ta prisan, you delinguent.’
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¢No, sare, I sall mot go to de prison ; take me before de—w
what you call it—de ting that nibble de grass ¥’

€ Oh, you mean the cow.’

¢ No, sare, not the cow ; yon stup Johnay beeuf—1 mean do
chouvel, vat you ride. [Imitating.] Cotme, sare, gee up. Ah, .’

¢ Oh, now I know, you mean & horse.’

¢ No, sare, [ mean de borse's vife,’

¢ What, the mare.’

¢ Oui bon, yes, sare, take me tc de mayoer.'

This request was complied with, and the French officer soon
stood before the English magistrate, who by chanece happened
to be better informed than his neighbenrs, and thus explained,
to the satisfaction of ali parties.

¢ You have mistaken the intention of this honest gentleman;
he did not want to fly the country, but to go a fishing, and for
that purpose went to your shop to purchase iwo flies, by way of
bait, or, as he expressed it, to Ja tvap ia poisson. Poisson, in
Freneh, is fish, .

¢ Why, aye,” replied the shopkeeper, ¢ that may be troe—youn
are n scholard, and s¢ you ﬁuow better than I. Puoisorn, in
French, may be very good fish, bnt give me good old Engiish
ronst beef.’

TAKE IT; Ok THE YORKSIHIREMAN AND THE JEWELLER.
{An Origingl Comic Recitation, writien by Isaac Bas. )
A COUNTEY joskin nob biest with too much sense,
Had sefe arrived from Yorkshire by the mail;
To gratify his eyes with wouders rare,
To carry 0 his friends a London tale.
Bopn from the coach tha joskin was put down,
Who quickly scuds, new wondera $o explore—
Which to the hero of my tale was new;
For he in London ne'er hod been hefore.
A jeweller's shop soon wmet hla clowaish eye,
He ope'd his meuth with wonderment alive !
Tor in the window wese displayed to view,
A pliver watch marked ¢ one pound fve !”
¢Qng pound five,” exclaimed he, with surprise,
< Dang it, thet's a bargain, 1 it's eound ;
At any rate I'll buy the vwatch,
1f be will take the value of & pound”
Bo saylng this, ba soon wes in the shop,
His business 30 the jeweller quickly wld;
And bringiog forth » purse long a8 my &rm,
Hw offered for the watch one ponnd in gold,
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e pound,’ replied the Jeweller, © tis not enough,
Coa pound one or two, Dray mnke it ;"

Hut foding Yorksbire was not inclived to give
Gpe shilling more, he cried * mell, take it

* Take the watch I” exclaim'd he with delight,
“ By gum & friend you sre indecd I’

8o without losing time-—he left the shop,
Arnd bolled with the watch at furious speed.

4 Btop thief! stop thief!' the jeweller loudly bawled,
Who kept the chase up at a furious rate—

Untl they grabbad the Yorkshire wit,
Who soon was teken fore e muagistrate.

“Wdl," maid the judge, ‘ thin case is clearly proved,
Prisoper, what have you in defence to suy,

Why you ghould not for thres long years,
Be sent ahroad—perbaps to Botany Bay,

‘Botany Bay 1" the Yorkshireman replied,
¢ Daog it, for what, my lor, in this disgrace,
You'ta wrong, you're wrong, by gum,’ he cried—
*And if you'll Hat, 1T stata the casa.”

I saw the watch, my lor, mark'd one psund five,
And'on my life, wy lor, I stake {t—

If he dUd not, wheo I puld'd out my purse,
Bay, * never mind, metl, take 421"

COCKNEY SPORTSMEN ; OR, FLASH VERSUS PAN.
( Recited by Mr. Mathews.)

TrE report of & musket from Wandsworth Common excited our
attention to the spot from wheoce the sound proceeded, and
presently two sportsmen hove in sight, whose garb and dialest
evinced their residence to be by no means out of the ear-shot of
Bow-bella ; one of them was foreibly pulled forward by a large
dog, tied by means of two pocket hangkerchiefs from his eollar
to the leg of his sporting master. The wind setting our way,
wafted the following dislogue :—¢ *Twas your fau’t.” *Vy thea,
I eay it var’nt then! ‘And I say it vas then, and you'l]
pay fo'rt.” “Phoo! myeye, a'nt & jackdaw game ¥ ¢ Veli, and
Buppose it is, twas & jackass you shot.” ¢ ¥ell, how sould 1 help
it, vas’nt poasible to sea through an nedge, how could I seo vat
vas in the diteh i—Quist, Dido, vill you T quiet, Teay ; the dog’ll
pull me inte the river presently. 0, ve'll appeal to this gentle-
o
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man; beg pardon, sir, but pray, sir, ig'nt a jackdaw game
‘Not fair game, sir, I replied, if wo may judge from his eolour.’
“Colour, O, aye, that’s very well for a joke ; but that's ot vhat
I naked, sir; an't a jackdaw game? that's vhat I asked ¥ “Why
that, said I, has been recently settled, I believe, in the cnse,
Flash versus Pan.” ¢Vy he's a lawyer, Kit. Pray, sir, a’nt you
alawyer? ¢ Yes,'ssid I, ‘in what Shakspeare ealls & *brief
chronicle of the times.”? ¢Brief—0, 1 see, he is n lawyer, 1
tell you—brief—chronicle and times. What did you say, Sir,
about the Chronicle and Times? ¢ To revert, Sir, to the law
cags of Flash zersus Pan; you will find in Blackiock upon
Poaching, page 59, Chief Justice Ramrod ruled as follows :—
Quando, gimas at Jack Davem, non licenced hittery Jack As-
sem.’ ¢ Ab1 there, Kit, that's all of my side I can hear, animas
—Aitt-e-ry non—Beg pardon, say it once more, if yeu please,
sir, and a little alowsr, I vas but six veeka at Marchant Taylor's
school; ma took me avay, ‘cause a big boy inked my finger von
morning.’ ¢ Quando, aimus at Jack Dawem, non licenced hittery
Jack Assem.' *There, dido’t I tell you, he that shoots Jack-
Daw-um ie himself Jack-Assum, that's the meaning en it, 1
know? ¢ Pray, Mr. I beg pardon, what’s your narge ¥
¥ Cripplegate, sir, here’s my eard.” ‘I see Cripplegate and
Carraway, Grocers, &o., Bishvpsgate Without, enquire within.'
¢ Be guiet, Dido——damn the dog, be lﬂt]liet, I say; he'll pull me
in the river presently,” *To be sure he will,’ says the major,
*tis him to tmy leg, see if he’ll pull me in; a tesm of oxen
eouldn't pull me in : there’s wuscle; *pon my Jife it's true.” ‘I
am very anxicus, sir, 8aid I, for you to explain, why you have
that dog tied to your leg ; I have heard tell of tying tin canis-
ters to a dog’s tail, but I never saw one tied to the leg of &
sporting man before.” *Vhy then, I’ll teil you all about it, from
the beginning, and then ve shan’t make no mistakes: you must
know, sir, Tom Treacle and I agreed to meet at t'other side of
Blackfriara Bridge—no, this side—no, not this side, t'other side
—no, this bere side vas the other side yesterday, but now this
side’s t'other—no, no, if we were in London this vould be i'other,
consequently this vould—vhy I am right, ‘cause this is tother
pide now ve are here on this side—no—vell, air, you know vhat
I wenn—vell, Tom Treacle and I agree to ge into Surrey, ’cause
it vould be no'use to begin shooting afore you get a good vay,
‘cause the birds are nation vild, till you've passed the Cireus; so
just 88 ve got over the bridge, I heard somebody say, * There
goes the Cocknies.’”—My eyes, Tom, says I, that’s & slap st us.
Presently, Iheard some one say agen, * There goes the Cock-
pies,” So suye Toin, says be to me, says he, *shall we lick




GENERAL RECITER. 27

fem " So saf's I to Tom, saye I, that depends vpon how big
they is, aays I, ¢ There's a covey, a covey.” ¢ Where ¥ ¢ No,
#ir, tto, ke knows nothing of a covey, sir! that's only Mrs. Simp-
son’s infant Academy taking an airing. Presently, I heard some
say agen, ‘ There goes the Cocknies.” Vhen I looked up, sir,
vat do you think it vas, no mors than old Axletree the Coach-
maker's Poll parrot, at corner of Vebber-row ; so saye I, blow
me, but I'l} have a alap at you, marm, saye I, so just aa I vas
going to fire, and cocking my gun, and shutting my eyes for fear
of the flash-—* Stop,” says Tom, says he to me, Whatt saya I,
“ Your ramrod's In your gun,” says Lo ; and 8o it vas; so 1
takes it out, and just as I vas going to fire agen, “ Hollo ! says
Tom, says he, “vbat are you arter,” eays 2e to me, says be.
“ Bo guiet, will you,” aays I to him, says I, you're always a
baullung one 8o, says I.  So says Tom 0 me, pays he, “ Don"t
you see the sarvent girl 17 And there she vas siwe encugh, &
giving Poll somne vhite o’ negy for breakfast; so said I to her,
said I, get out of the vay, marm, says I, and put yourself inn
safe place, says 1. 5S¢ says she to me, saidshe, “ I am iz 2 safe
place,” says she, “ you focl,’" says she; “ & safs place is vhere
you fires at,* says she. Did you ever hear such kimperance,
sir i But being a gentleman, I determined to act as sich, and
Dot on fio account Dot to ay mothing fo s lady.” “Step, eir,”
said I, “vhat are you sbout } you vill shoot us all: and are you
aware that your gun is upon the full cock!” % What then, sir1”
“ Now do turn It the other vay, pray, tewards the river ; aye,
that's better, i it should gooff.” “No, it isn't (says Mr. Twad-
die) it’s a great deal vorse,” “Vy g9, sir i “Frighten the
fisk,” “Pray, sir, dids’t you say my gur ves upon the fuli cock,
and it vas wrang 17 ¢ Certainly.” ¥ Vy then, sir, I'll maiutaiu
ita right: look here, sir, reusn’t this bit of #int bit this here iron
thing over this brass pan afore it goes of ¥* ¥ Certaiuly.” “Vy
then, ir, look here (showing the gun ) if it I8 as close as that "ere,
it might go off of itself, vheu you least expect it; vhereby, if
you pull it as far back as that, eir, it is twice ss far as it vas
afore, sir; and can’t possibly go off at all,” % That’s admirable
logic, said I, aithough [ am 1ot convinced; but yvu have not
explained to me why that dog is tied to your leg,”  “ V¥hy, sir,
Il teil you ; all day yesterday she vouida't do nothing, but ruc
firat and frighten the birds, and vhen she found any, she vas
more frightened thaz the birds of the two; for the momeut she
saw ‘e, ghe atopped dead still, and stoed vith ooe leg up 6o, sir,
and her tail sticking out so stiff, like the lion upon the top of
Northumberland Houss; so0 you ses, sir, sho vaen’t no use a$
all; eo [ tied her to my leg, that ve might kave better sport
than ve had the firet of last September.”
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I'M A MERRY PARISII BEADLE.

Gorn gave the Queen !
I'tn & maerry parish beadle.
To church I bring
The Lttle ragged boys;
The bells 1 ring,
To el to church &)} righlegus people,
And bang the littis rogues
Whene'er they make o noisa
FEach parish resolulion
L put in exocution;
Al every veslry patty,
Wilh apirits gay aod hearty,
1 there rejoion with heart and voice
God save the Queen!

Spoken.) I'm not one of your lazy, foolish officers, who walk
about doing nothiog; wo, no, 1 fils my kefishul campacity as it
ought to be filled ; beeause 1 considers as how I representa her
Majeaty, and therefore should alwaye act with becoming dignity !
1 never objects to a fee, when it's a good one; I never takes up
any person but when 1 expect to get somethiug by it; I never
decliges an invitation to o parish dianer | Ob, there’s no gam-
mott in me !

And when In my eampacity,
I represent her Majesty,
With heart and voice I do rejoice,
God save the Quesn !

God eave the Queen [

Fill my death I shali be lovai,
17 faast, sing, acd drlok,

As beadlez cught to do:
God eave the (uecn !

For phe is my mislress royal,
God save the Quesn !

And blege her subjects, Loo.
To ety parlsh dinoer
Il 2o, as I'm & sinner;

T gorge the best of prdduny,
Hut they must De good uns.

Both boll'd and roost I’ taste, then lonssd

God eave the Queen !

Spoken.] Oh yes, oh yes, ol yes! Lost, & churchwarden’s
aypetite, upposed to have been m{en from him by an over gorge
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ot the last parish dinner. Whoever hea foond the eame, and
will retury it safe snd sound to the owner, will be handsomely
rewarded. N. B. If not returned within s fortnight previous
to the ezt feast, it will be of no use to the said churchwarden.
Now, young woroaz, what do you do here ¥ I don't know. Why
den’t you go heme 7—Acanse I've got none.—Well, go to your
mother'a—I baven't got one.—Go to your father, thon—I've
not got o futher—Go to your brother’s or sister’s then.—I've
not pob any.—Well, go snd get yonr dinner.—I haven't got s
dinner.—What, got no father, no mother, no sister, no brother,
1o home, and no dinner 7 Here take this helf-crown, aud get
out of the parish then.

Bo when Io vy campacify,
T repreacet ber Mojesty,

With heatt and voice I do reioice,
God save the Gueen !

ON THFE DOWNFALYL OF POLAND.

O gacnep Truth, thy triomph ceased a-while,

And Hope, thy siater, cena’d with thee to smile,
When leagu'd oppression poured 1o nortbhern wara

11er whisker'd pandoom and her flerce hussors,

Wored her dread slaaderd to the breeze of mom,
Penled her loud drum, aod twanged ber kwmpet bors;
Tumuituous herrer breoded o'er her van,

Presaging wrath to Polsod—nnd to mang

Warsaw'a late charopion from her height eurvey'd,
Wida o'er the ficlds, o wnsle of ruin laid,—

4 O Aeavenn,” he ¢ried, ' my bleeding country save,'”
Yu there 0o bapd on bigh to shield the brave?

Yet, thoogh destruction aweop these lovely plainy,
Rise, fellow-men, our covubry yet remaina,

By thot dread name, we wave the sword on high,

And gwesr for ber bo live—with har o dis!™

He sald, eod on the rampart heights syrayed
Rl truaty wardors, fow, but undizimayed ;
Fitm paced and alovw, 5 borrid front thay form,
£t)) aa the breeze, and dreadfid us the storm,
Low, murmuring sounds along thelr banaers tiy,
Navenge or death—the watchword spd reply.
Then pealed the cotes, omnipotent to chana,
Aad the loud tocsin toiled heir last alarm.

In veip—nlay, in yoio, ye gelinot few,
Prom maok to reak youy voliey'd thundss fow
na



30 QENERAL RECITER,

3, Bloondiest picture in the book of Time,

Harmatia fell, vnwent, without a crime;

Found not & generous friend, a pitying foe,
Birength in her arms, nor mercy in her woe!
Bropt from her nerveless grasp the shattered apear,
Clozed her bright eye, and curbed ber bigh eareer ;
Hope, for s season, bLade the world farewell,

And freedom shriek'd—as Kogeiuske fell.

The sup went down, nor ceased (he mroage thers,
T 1 der shook the midnight air—
On Prague’s proud arch the fires of ruin glow—
His plogd-dyed waters murmuriog far below,
The storm prevaila, the mmpart yields & way—
Pursis the wild ery of horror and dismay !
Hark, as the smouldering piles with thuander fall,
A thonsand ghrieks for hopeless mercy call:z
Earth shook—rted roeteors flashed along the aky,
And i nature shuddersd at the cry.

& righteous Heaven ! ere Treedom found a grave,
Why alept the sword emmipotent to savs,
Where was tuine arm, O Vengeance where thy rod,
That smote the foes of Zion and of God ?
That crushed proud Ammon, when his irgn car
Waa yoked iz wrath, and thundered from afar?
‘Where wan the storm {hat slumbered U the hoat
Of plood-stained Pheroah loft the trembling comst,
Then bade the decp iv wild commotion fow,
And beaved an ocean on their march below,

Peparted spirits of the mighty dend,
Ye thal at Momsthon and Leuctts bled,
Friends of the world, restors your awords to man,
Fight in his sacred cause and lead the vao ;
Yet for Sarmatia’ tears of Mlocd stome,
Aund make her arm puissant 83 your own,
Ob, oOoe sgunin to Freedom's cause returs,
The patriot Tell—the Bruce of Bannockburn. Catmmpdoll.

THE DRUNKARD'S SOLILOQUY.

WzLL, here T am just come out of the public—public (hiccup)
house ; I've only drank nine giasses of brandy and water, aad I
am as drunk as a p-p-parson. Talking of the parson, reminds
me of the devil, and talking of the devil, reminds me of my wife,
(hiccop) for sho'll kick up a devil of a row ; well, if she blowa
me up, why [ wusy biow her up; no I won't, for talking of
blowing up, reminds me of raising tiie wind ; so I'll tell her that
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I have been half price to the play, (hiceup) then she’ll say to
what part, and if 1 say to the boxes, ehe’ll swear I kad an in-
trigue or [ would not have gone there; then I won’t say to the
boxes, 11l say to the pit, oo, egad if 1 say to the pit, she’ll wish
me in the bottemlesa pit, and as I don't like such wit, 1"l teli
ber I was in the gallery; aye, the gallery—the gallery, there's
the rub; {hiccup? ne, it is not the rub, for she’!l give me a rub
there, and say, 1 shenld not have gone into the gallery if [ res-
pocted the pride of her farnily. Ha, ha, ha ! if ber father wasn't
a tripe man, be sold cat’s meat; (cslliog) cat’s meat! cat's
raeat, no, 6o, I go home and tell her " sober, {I’:jv.-v.-tq:zl there's
nothing Like the truth snd sbamiog the devil! 1%l tel) the truth,
and nothing but the truth, and shame the devil, I’ teil her the
uuth and nothing but the trutk. Ot Lord, ob Lord, ob, heres
8 post ; whats delicate constitution I have, I reslly can't touch
apirits : why nine glasses of brandy aud water, thut is oine shil
lings, aud ten pipes, that's ten ehiliings and pinepence, snd two-

nes the waiter is twelve shillings aud a penny, that's right ;
well this small quantity of liquor han made me sick, but I defy
the devil {0 o me druak; ['m a complete philosopher, four
when I've had anough, 1 always know it ; and neo one can beat
we at calculation if I sit up till midnight, for 1 have alwaya cool
reason o my side, and X can (hiceup} and hollo, what the devil
are you § speak, or 'l knock you down; (strikes} whoare yout
speak, or I'l}, (hiccup) 'Y, I'lE, {goes up to s pump) why zonnds,
it's & pump, if it isn’t may I be pumped upon, I've heen fright-
ened gy a puwp; ba, ha, well, if ever o sober DeaAn was more
deceived muy | be hanged ; bot I'll %0 home and go to bed, and
I'll B2y to my wife, {Hiceup) 1 wish I could get a drop of some-
thiag for the hiccups, and sae’ll eay, ‘what's o'elock you brute ¥’
And I'll look at wy watch and I'll say, {biccup} I can’s ses, and
if she blows me up ['ll sing—{hiccup.)

licre aro 1 & Jolly dog,
Al sobet &5 can be;

And there's my wite, B serly liog,
Hhe won's be kind to ma

S0 I wili slag, and dence, snd drick,
Nor care B pin for sarrow;

Altbe® upen my soul, I think,
My head will gebe to-mortow.

THE CAPTAING WHISKERS.

A cenratn Swiss Captaiv of grenadiers, whose company had
Leen eaahiered, was deterrcined, siuce Mars bad no more em-
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loyment far him, to try if be eould not procure a commission
in the corpa of Venua; or, in other words, if he eould not get &
wife: and as he had no mouey of his own, he reasoned, and
reasoned very justly, it was quite neccssary his inteuded should
have enough for them beoth.

The Captain was one of those kind of heroes to whom the
epithet hectoring blade might readily be applied: he was nearly
six feet high, with a long sword, and fiercely formed hat, add to
which, he was allowed to have had the most martial pair of
whiskers of any grenadier in the company to which he belonged.
To eurl these whiskers, to comb and twist them round his fore-
finger, and to admire them in the glass, formed the chief oeccu-
pation and delight of his life. A man of these aceomplishments,
with the addition of bronze and rhodomontades, of which he had
a superfluity, stands at all times, and io all countries, a good
chance with the ladies, as the experience of, I know not how
many thousand years has confirmed. Accordingly, after a little
diligent attention and artful inquiry, a young lady was found,
exactly such a one 88 we may well suppose a person with bis
views would be glad to find. She was tolerably handsome, not
mote than three-and-twenty, with a good fortune ; and, what was
the best part of the atory, this fortune was entirely at her own
disposal.

Our Captain, who thought now or never was the time, having
firet found means to introduce himself as a suitor, waa inceasant
in his endeavours to carry his cause. His tongue was eternally
running in praise of her super-superlative, never-to-be-described
charms; and in the hyperbolical aecoun) of the flames, darts,
and daggers, by which hia lungs, liver, and midriff were burnt
up, transfixed, and gnawn away, He, who, in writing a song to
hia eweet-heart, deseribed his heart to be without ome drop of
gravy like an overdone mutton ehop, waa a fool at a eimile when
compared to our hero. .

One day, as he waa ranting, kneeling, and Deseeching hia
goddess to send him an errand to pluck the diamond from the
nose of the great Mogul, and present it to her divinityahip, or
suffer him to step and steal the empress of China's enchantment
slipper, or the queen of Sheba’s cockatoe, a5 a small testimony
of what he would undertake to prove his love; che, after a little
hesitatior, addressed him thus :

¢ The protestations which you daily make, Captain, as well as
what you say s} present, convince me there is nothing you would
not do to oblige me : I therefore do not find much difficuity in
telling you I am willing to be yours, if you will perform ore
thing which I shall request you'

Tell rae, immaculate angel,’ ctied our son of gunpowder:
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‘Tell me what it is, though, before yon speak, be certain it is
already done. Is it to ﬁnﬁ the geal of Solomont to eatch the
pheenix 1 o draw your chariot to ehureh with usicorns? what
ig the impossible act 1 will not undertake *

f Na, Captain,” replied the fair one: *T shall enjoin nothing
impessible. The thing T desire, you can do with the ntmost
ease, It will not cost you five minutes® trouble, Yet, were it
not far your so positive assurances, I should, from what 1 have
obeerved, almost doubt of your compliance.”

¢ Ah, madam,” returned Ee, fwrong not your elave thus, deem
it impoasible, that he whe eats happiness, and drinks immorial
life from the light of your eyes, can ever dermur the thousandth
part of a pemi-second to Secura your omnipotent behests: apeal,
say, what, empresa of my parched entrails, what must I perform.

*Nay, for that watter it is a mere trifle; cnly cut off your
whiskers, Captain, that’s all,’

‘ Madam ! {Be so kind, reader, as to imagine the Captain's
utter astonishment) * My whiskers, cut off my whiskers ! excuse
me 5 cut off my whiskers, madam ! anything else, anything that
mind can, or cannot imagine, or tongue deseribe. Hid me fetch
you Prester John's beard & hair at the time, and it's done. Baut,
for my whiskers, you must grant me a salvo there.

“And why so, good Captain ?  Surely any gentleman who had
but the t{lthe part of the passion you express, would not stand
upon such a trifle.’

¢ A trifle, Madam { my whickers a trifle? oe madam, ne | my
whiskers are no trifle.  Had I but & single regiment of fellowa
whiskered like e, 1 myself would be the Grand Turk of Con-
stantinople. My whiskers, madam, are the last things I should
have suppesed you would have wished me to sacrifice. There is
tot & woman, married or single, maid, wife, or widow, that does
not admire my whiskera.’

f May be eo, sir ; but if you marry me, you must cut them off’

fAng is there no other way ' Must I never hope to be happy
with you unless I part with my whiskers ¥

‘Never.

“Why then, madam, farewell : 1 would not part with a eingle
hair of my whiskers, if Catherine, the Czarina, empress of all
the Russias, would make me king of the Calmucks ; and so good
morning to you.'

Had all the young ladies, in like circumstances, equal pene-
teation, they might generally rid themselves, with eqnal ease, of
the interested and unprincipled coxeombs by whom they are
pestered. They all have their whiskers, and seek for fortunes,
te ke able to cultivate not cut them off.
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TIE FIELD OF WATERLOQ.

S7or! for bby fred s oo so Enrpire’s dust !

An earsbquaks's spoft is eepuichred belgw !

In the apot marked with no colomeal gt *

Mot ooleme trophied for triemphant show *

Nene; but the morsl's truth tella aimpler ag.

Ad the ground was before, thus jet it e

Yow that rod raip—hath tuade the harvest grow

Aznd e thia all the world hath soin'd by thee,
Thou flrst and Iaat of Galds ! king-masking Victory *

Tliere wes o sound of reveiry by night,

And Helgium's sapital had gnther'd then

1er benoty and her chivelry ; and bright

Thoe arpa shone o'er fatr womem and brave wew.

A thousand herts beat happily ; and when

Munic arcae with ite voluptyous ewell,

Boft ayes look'd love Lo eyes whick apalie agxin,

Andauwenlmm-ryunmmheu:— .o
Dyt bugh ! bark ! & doep sound strikes Like & rislog knelt

Did ye oot hesr it'—No; twas byt the wind,
Ot the aar mtuling o'er the otony street:
On with the dasos ! 1t Joy be unconfined !
No sleap till morn, when Fouth and pleamure moet
To chasey the glowing hours with fiving feot .
Hut, hark ;—that henyy sound breaks fo ogoe mute,
Ag if the clouds ita echo wouid repeal ; -
And nearer, clasrer, deadlier, than Lefors !

Armi Arm!? i lal—the canpon'y opaning roar !

Withn & window'd niche of thet high hall

Bato Brunswick's fated chiefiain ; be &id heny

Thet seund the Aret smidet tho {fextival,

And caugbt its tone with Death's prophetic enr ;

And when they amiled bicnuse they desmo'd it nonr

Hls baart more tryly knaw that peal oo well

Which atretch'd his father og 5 tloody bier,

And roused the vengeance blood alone could quell ;
¥e rusb'd ioto the field, apd foremont Bghting fall #

AR thep and there was hurtyving to snd fro,
Arnd gothering tears, and tremblings of distross,
" And cheeks all pals, which but an hour ngo
Biush'd at tha proise of their own Tovsliness ;
And there wars endden partingy, such as prosa
The Wife from out young hearts, and choWug aighe
Which ne'sr might be repeated . Who could gucas
¥ ever mota sbould meet those mutusl eyes,
Binca upon night fo sweet such amful morn could rise?
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And there whs roounting io hot baste : the steed,
The mustering squadron, and the clasttaricg car,
Went powring forward with impetuous speed,
And swifly forming in tha moks of war;
And the deep thunder penl ou peal ofar;
Ard near, the beat of the alarming drum
Ttoused up the soldiers ere the morning war;
While throng'd the ¢itizens with terrar dumb,
Or whispering, with white lips—* The foe! they cowe, they compt’

And wild and bigh the ‘ Camercn's gathering ™ roe !
The war-gpote of Lochiel, shich Albyn's hills
Haove heard—and beard, too, hava their Ssxon foes:
ow in the toot of night that pibroch thrills,
Havnge acd shrili! But with the breath which Bils
Their mountain plpe, ao il the monntaineery
With their Sarve native daring, which justils
The atirriog memory of o thonsaad yoar s

And Bven's, Donald's fame rings i each clansman’s enry !

And Ardennes waves above thems ber groen leaves,
Deawy with nature's tear-drops, aa thoy pass,
Grieving—if pught inaplmate e'ar grioves—
Over the uoretumning brave,-—alas |
Eto evenlng to be fodden Lke the grass
Which now benoath them, but above shall grow
Ta it npxt vardore ; when $his Sary mass
Of lving valour rolling on the foo,
And burping with high hope, ehnl! mowlder cold nud low,

Last noon beheld them full of lusty life,
Last ¢ve 12 Bmuty's circle proudly gey:
The midnight brougbt the signal sound of strife,
The worn the marthalling s arms,—the day
Tatilp's magnificently-atern nrray !
The thunder-clonds close o'er f&, which, whan reot,
The sarth in covar'd 1hlsk with othar elay,
‘Which her own clay shall covar—beap'd aod peot,
Ridar and horse,—ftiend, foo,—ls one rod bural blant |
Bynon,

MISTER DANIEL O'ROURKE,

Neuk the pier-head at Margate, atavds the Hoy Tavern ; strol-
ling ons morning that way, I saw four men basily employed,
beuting a carpet is the Conraught fashicn, that is, with a man in
it. “What in the mame of patience are you doiog with that
unfortunate wan I’ said 1.— Nothing, eir, said ome of them;
¥ jt's anly & bit of a lark, six, that's all, you seo that window there,
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sir, opes, in that house up there V" ¢ Yea I do.' ¢ Well, sir, s
we wur shaking this carpet, sir, this man jumped cut of that
window there, air, and we caught him in thia carpet, sir, and wur
giving him a little bit of a shake, sir, and that'a all we know of
the matter, sir.” ¢ Your honour, your honour, you've ssved my
life, Bo you have ; you never saw any maz s¢ kiit before. *For
& dead man* said I, ¢ you appear pretty lively.” Och ! by the
powers ! and it's no fault of tﬁeirs, your honour; I'mas good as
dead, any how.* 1 think I've seen you before” ¢ Troth and
ou may 2y that, Daniel O'Rourke, sir.' The first time I met
niet was in Dublin; surprised that our second meeting shonld
be in a carpet at Margate, I asked him o explain bis situation,
*Q, your honour, I've beer draming, and draming, and didn't
our honour come ina drame.”. ¢ Well, what did you dream, and
{ow did you come into that earpet ¥ ¢ Please your honour, I'll
tell your honour all sbout it, I was bothered al! day yesterday ;
and I dramed such & drame; och surs, and didn't your hozour
come through the elouds in & balloor ¥ please your honour, I'm
steward of ‘the Polly Packet; and every Monday in the week,
the Captain gives the sailors a tveat; and the good mait and
the good drink of the Captain's didn't agree with me at ail; 1
ate so mach, that I would never desire to lave off ; and when I
was home and s bed, 1 was none the better of it ; and when
went o sleep, the devil a wink of sleep eould 1 get for draming
all night. Oech! I wish I roay never drame such another I'
¢ What was your dream, Daniel? ¢ Why then, saving your
resence, I'll tell you; I was draming [ was coming home from
E&olly Crinigan, the fairy womsn, where I bad been fo get a
charm for the curs of the braked heifer that was bewitched ;
and I dramed I was coming across the Key of Balanaskeugh,
and I was looking ulp at thestars and blessin§ myself, when what
did myself do, but 1 missed my footing, and fell into the water,
that waa very weli—then I thought I was swimming away for
the bare life of me, when | swhumed on shore on s desolats
ialand, where there was water enough to drown Joheny Mae
Glee, the Irish Giant—that was very well, so I sat myself down,
and pet up s erying; and as [ was setting thers by myself, a
lusty big black devil of an eagle came up to myself. Good
morziag, Daniel O'Rourke, says he. Good moraing, eir, aaid 1.
God save you, Dau, said he. You aiso sir, seid 1. What are
you doing there, Dan§ anid he, Nothing at all, sir,said I I
was only wishing that I was safe back at Ballanaskeugh.—
Come, get a lorseback upon me, said he, and my life against
yours, but I'll bring I);«m eafe home to Ballanaskeugh. Och i by
my soul, pix, said I, here's persuading ; 1 thank you, sir, said I,
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for the loan of your civility, sir, said I, and I'll accept your offer,
air, said I; eo I got on horseback upoz hims, snd away he flew
with me, till he came close up to the moon; so then | thought
to est bim right, the cause why, I thought for sure he dide’t
know the right road to Ballanaskeupgh ; but 'l be civil to bim,
says I, for why, belkase he bas me in his power; sosays I, plase
your honour’s glory, sir, said I, I’m thinking you are not iz the
right road to Ballanaskeugh. Hold your tosgue, Daaiel, said be,
and mind your own business, and don’t interfere with the buai.
ness of other people. May be not sir, said [; 80 ¥ said no more
tili we came to the moon itsel{. Takeoff me, Dan, said he, I'm
tired. I wiil oot, sir, said 1. Take off me, said he. Indeed,
snd I won’t, said I ; bad emough, air, said I, what wil I do ¥
Take off me, Dan, eaid be, while X rest me. Ockh, and is it to
fall and be killed, sir, said I. Never fear, Daniel, aaid be, don™t
you 5eo a reapiag hook eticking out of one eide of it, said he1 I
do, aaid I. Take a gripe of iy, said he ; and you'll come to the
ground like & fles in » blanket. I did so, when what did hicoseif
do but turn sbous, and good bye to you, Dan, says he. Ia that
all, you ugly old brute you, sir, says I ; devil speed the traveller,
says I : you are an uunatural baste, 50 you are: is that the
way you'd be sarving me, sir, said 1; well, that was very well;
when oul came the man of the moon himsell. Daaiel ('Rourke,
said be. The same, sir, said I. What are you doing with my
reaping book, Dag, said he 1 No, harm, sir, eaid 1 ; ooly bold-
ing, for fear I'd be falling off, sir, said 1. Let go your pripe,
Dan, said be. Indeed, and with your honour’s lave, and 1 will
not, sir, said I. Let go your gripe, Dan, said he, or else you'd
better you had. Indeed, sod [ will not, eir, said I, and the
more you bid me lave go, sir, said [, the more | wou't, so T will.
We'll see that, said he; and with that he goes in and fetches
out a large hammey, and knocks off the haudle of the reaping-
hook, and down myself falls, falls, falls, like s bird that would
be Hying; when it pleased God to send s Sock of wild gecse by,
from my own bog of Hallanaskeugh, or else bow should they
know met ls this Daniel O'Rourke says one of them. Jtis
80, 8ir, said 1. I think you are falliog, Dan, said he. You may
say that, with your own puddy mouth, sir, eaid 1. Take a grip
of me, Dan, said be, and I'll bring you to the ground ic a way
you won't fall and be killed. Sweet's your heart ina pot of
honey, my jewel, ssye I. Immediately I saw & ship below un-
der me. Hallo! stop the ehip, stop the ship, said I. Why
should we atop the ship, Daniel? snd they, by the raison we
don’t know whether you're overit or not.  Arxrabi how ahall we
kuow thatd saya I.  Drop your hat, Dan, said be, and if you



a8 GENERAL BRECITER.

drop it in the ship, you'll know yeu're over the ship, aaid he,
I did ao: when what dooe I do, but looks down, and I thought
they hald out a big blanket (v ontch ms, when what does [ do,
but jumpa off tho goaso’s back, aa I thought, but it was not off
the eaglo’a back, or yooso's back, or horse's back, but cut of my
owz bed-room window I jumpt, your honour save, and so it was,

READY.MADE SPEECIL

Sra,—Unused, unaequainted, unhabituated, unaccustomed to
public speaking, I rise, sir, in conseguence of having caught
your €ye, sir, 10 expreas, with the utmost ditidenca, my humble
ideas on the imporiant matter before the house.

I will therefore, sir, be boid to affirm, and I am also free to
declare, that I by no means meet the idess of ths nubble Lud.
1 wili not, however, go over the sams’ grounds, or commit my-
self, by taking up a prineiple without the moat perfect consider-
ation. But as 1 am now upon my lege, I certainly shall not
biink the question ; nor am af all inclined o meet bim haif way,
because on the ficst blush of the business, I was determined to
scout the ides in toto § for i, sir, the well-being of civilized so-
ciaty, and the establishment of arder and tranquillity, is the
grand object of our investigatios, I caunot hesitate to pronounce
<~ Sir | I eannat hesitate to pronounce, that [ want words to ex-
press my indignation at the general tenour of the arguments so
ably agitated by the honourable member on my left band.

ut, Bir, the idea does not attach ; and whea my learned friend
professes to lay down his principles with so muech method, ha
only proved his weskoess by undertaking to cleanse the Augeau
atable, and to perform the labours of Hercules himself, No,
9ir, I s agsin free to sasert, and sir, I am by 0o means disin-
clired to prove, that :f gentlemen, under existing eirenmatances,
do not act with vigour and unauimity against the introduction of
French principles, our gloricus constitution, produced by the
wisdom of our atcesters, may fall to the grouud, sir [ yes, fall 1o
the ground by the iofluence of a Jacobiu innovation. But on
this head, wa are rips deliberate; and I trust the gentlemen
with whom I have the homour to act, snd who constitute the de-
cided majority of this honourable house—for whose worth, inte-
grity, Srmness, perspicuity, ingenuity, perseversnce, and pairi-
otism [ have the most dignified respect, and in whom 1 alro
place the most perfect confidence—I say, sir, I trust they will
reserve the privileges of this asembly from the Iawless ban-
itti of acquitted felons, who, not having been killed off, insult
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us daily by their negative successen, and cirenlate their seditious
prineiples, to the danger of every respectalie man in the som-
inunity, who may, Ly posecasing property, Lecome an object of
their diabolical depredations. Not, however, to trespaes any
longer on the patience of the house, I shall conclude by observ-
ing, with the grent Latin poet of antiquity—

< Quid sit fiurum eraa, fuge quapere:
Carpe diem."

P

BHAKSPEARE'S BEVEN AGES,

Ot immortal poet’s page says that all the world"s o atage,
And that men, with all thelr airs, are nothing more than players;
Bach using skill aud att, {n his turn to play his part :

All to flil up this farcieal soane, Q.
Enter here, gxit thers, stand in view, mind your coe.

. Hey dewn, ho down, derry, derry, down.

All to 1 up this forcical seeue, O
Tirst the infant on the lap, mewling, pewling, for its pap,
LIke the rabbit which we truse, is swaddled by its nursa,
Who to please the puppet teiee, as he giggles snd he cries,

All to £ill up this farcical scene, O!

(The suger hero imitaten the crying of m child.)
1lusk-a-by, wipe nR eye, kiss a pretty, what a titty—

Spoken.]—Ha, ha! it was none mama’a pretty pretty ; and
if he is & good boirey, poisey, he shall go a ridey, pidey, ina
coachey, poachey—Ya ! ya!

Hey down, &c.

Thea the pretty babe of proce, with his shiving morning face,
And bls satchell oo his back, to achool, alas! must pack,
While like & gnail he ereeps, and for black Monday weepa,
All to 84 up this farcicsl scene, O,
Book mislaid, traaot play'd, rod in pickle, bum to Lickle.

Tmitates schoolinaster and boy.]— Come up, sirrah, and eay
your lessorl. What letter is that " ‘A ¢ Well, air, whatis
the next ¥ ‘ That, gir’ ¢Ifis not that, sir—it is this, sir.
Now epell B-i-r-m-i-n-g-b-a-m. Weli, sir, what does that spell 1’
¢ Birmingham.” ¢ Put out your hand, sir. Thers (slapping the
boy’s hand}—1¢ is Brummagum,’

And sing Hey down, &e.

Then the lover next appeard, soussd over hesd and enry,
Like 8 lobster in the fire, sighing resdy o expire,
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With s deep hole in his heart, you vaight through it drive m cart,
All to 61 up this farcical scepe, O.
Beauty spurns Jum, pessios burns him, like n wizerd sobs his gizzerd-.

Spoken.]--0Oh, my most adorable Amelis, had T words euffi-
clently strong to express my admiration of your beauty, yom
would at vace believe me your devoted lover, and complete roy
blies by flying to his arms who must for ever pine for the pos-
seasion of that angelic faym.

Hey down, &e.

Then the seldier, ripe for plunder, breathing sloughter, blood and thunder,

Like a cat among the mice, kicks & dust up In a trice;

Talks of naught but strenming veins, shattered Umbs, sad seattered bradns,
All o A up the farcical seene, 0.

Figbt or By, run or die, pop or pelter, Leltor sheltet.

Spaken.|—Aye, 1 shall sever forget the last battle I was in,
stich marching and counterroarching, up the hill and down the
hill, right and left, flank and rear. Bless your heart, [ have
fought up ta my knees in blood ; and at the very lnst battle 1
fought in, I had six horses shot under me—saw my comrades
mown down like bay; and just as & twenty-four pounder was
coming towards e, [ drew my broad-sword, cut it right in two,
one balf went up in the air, avd the other half went—

Hey down, &ec.

Then the Justice in bl chair, with his broad and vacant stare;
Tts wig of formal cut, and belly like a but,
Well lined with tartle hash, caliipoe and callipash,

All to fill up this farcicol seene, O.
Hawd and trull, picp and cull, at his 2od go to guod.

Spoken.]—f Now, sirrah, what's your name ¥ ¢John.” *John
what ' *Ne, six, not John What—Joha Thomas’ *Well,
John Thoroas, what right had you te take liberties with that
girl ¥ <1 dide't take [iberties with her; but I thiok she takes
a great liberty with me, when she awears a child to me.! “ You
must father it, sircah.! ‘K wont: let hep father it herself?
f What do you mean, sirrah, if you are saucy here, you must go

Hey down, &e.

Then the slipperd pantaloon, In life's dull afternoon,

With epectacles on nese, shrunk shank io youthful hose,

Hia volge once big and rousd, now whisties in the sound.
All to Al up this farcical acene, O.

Yigour spent, body beat, shaling noddls, weddle waddle—
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Spoken.J—Avye, times are altar’d now, old folks are Iaughed
at, and boys are respected, Oh, dear me, how my cough ennoys
me. Ho! Ho! Ho{ ha!

Hey down, &e.

Ther to finlsh wp the pisy, second childhood lade the way,
And Like sheap that's got ths rot, all cor sensed go to pot,
When daalh &mongst us popa, and down the curtain drops.
Al to fill up the farcical seems, O.
When the coffin ws move off in, while tha bell tolls the knel!.

Spokan.}—Aye, thus the sgens finishes ; then while ws are
here, why shouldn’t we enjoy life ? and how can we do better
than assemble as we have dome here, enjoy & good song, and
endeavouy to make others happy by singing

Hey dowz, &e.

s

BILL'S BEIRTH DAY,
Tuxs.--The Tank,
Hven fun! each oue
All the day koep Iaughlog ¢n;
Naver waa o0 ROy CARSe
A cOmpPany so gey.
Cokes flne—good wine,
Hept the guests ail quafing on;
The whole brood fn merry mood
On Bill's birth-day.
Uielen, aunis, aad counine,
Tumbled in in dozens ;
The he's drest in thefr best,
The she's in fine armray ;
Ev'ry crony, lean or bony,
If Be Uv'd In matrimony,
Brought his boys to make 8 nolse
On Eill's blrth-day.

Bock fun, each one

Al the day kept lnugbing on;
No caro was there
{a Bill's birth-day.

Spoken.]—Mr. Pucker, how d'ys dot Mrs, Pucler, how are
youl where are sif the little Puckers ¥ Thankee, Mr. Spriggs,
they are ail running up behind.-——Hers they coms. Miss Puck-
or, how do you do? Commong ves potty voo, Mooseer. That's
the Frenck for very well thankes, sir: her schoolmaster says
she must alwaye spesk French; and eo I always make ker, al-

ED
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thongh I do not caderstand & word she eays, Here comes Mrs.
Heavysides, how d’ye do t it down, just is pudding time. Pud-
ding titae, pie time, oh crikey, carry me out 1 Mrs. Heavysides
t:as it Equash in the giblet pie, Dear me, I'to afraid I've spoilt
it. Never mind it, it will do for the servanta’ dinner. Now,
Indies and gentlemen, take your seata; I'm glad to see you here
on this auspicious oceasion j you sea I have al! my youog ones
et the table to-day, [ allow it in order that they reay learn good
wenners. How is your youngest girl 1 Near two years, and a
vary forwsrd child she is for her age; Eliza, tell the ladiea and
emmen what e have for dinny. (Child.} A donkey. Dless
er, she means a turkey. O, I likes turkey ! Be quiet, Bill
Molly, you shouldn™t have Eut that poose before Mr. Stitchett,
he's a tailor, nor that cabbage befors Miss Pucker, she's &
dresa-maker: take that tongue from your mistress, and bring it
down herve to Miss Dumbeake, rad then place the siricin before
me, I'm deterined to vule the roaet to-day. O, I likea roast
beef. He quiet, Bill, Mr. Hroler, wil! you carve that turkey !
Heally, sir, I beg to be excused, I've lately sprained my wrist.
Indeed, I'm morry for it. Mr. Berogpins, may I trouble yout
Really, you must excuse me, I've lately spraied wy ancle. O,
come Lry, sir, I'll lend you a hand. Will youl Yes, here it is,
o band of pork. Oh, I likes pork. Be quiet, Bul. Herem
boya, I’ carve something. Wil you, then perhaps yon wi
earve the tarkey 1 No, ne, I'll carve the soup. 0, 1 likes soup.
Be quiet, Bill. What soup is this ? Mock turtle. Mock turtle}
iou mean etewed Aair; here’s & long one! “That's a voman's, 1
now. Hallok ! whst's this T Oh, crikey, that’s mother’s wig 1
Be quiet, Bill, My goodoeas! I've been hunting all over the
house after thst fron!; and that careless girl to put it in the
soup. Poor girl, perhapa sho did it to give it a flavour. Jt was
re-curlod yesterday, and now it i of no use. Oh, yes, send it
down for the servanta’ dinner. Aye, on account of this bed
your heir's birth-day. (Aside.) Drop the wig, you'll fim
somgething else presently. O, Mra, Snigs, you shounldn’t suffer
your nurrery-roaid to go into the kitchen. Why, what's the
matter now 1 Look bere, she’s }eft the child’s red moreccs shee
in the apple-sauce. Ob, ecarcless girl. (showing the shoe.}
Whe's for & bit of upper leather and apple-sance Sarve it up,
Tt eo hungry, I could eat aoy thing. Give me n bit of the
scole. Lauk'l how prer.t{ that child rita st table, she's guite a
little lady ! Oh, wery iike a lady | see, she's makiug & wash-
hand bawin of my souﬁ}plate. Mias Pucker, have I helped you
to what you liket ¢y negseer, irdy bun. 0, I likes buns.
Be quiet, Bill. Mr. Sniggle, you dou't seem in & comforiable
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way. No, I'm in a lamentable way, your little girl don’t Like
the soup, so she is putting it all in my pocket; oh, what shall I
do with itt Oh, eend it down for the servants’ dinner, Oh,
earry me out, carry me out ! here's Shorsight swallowed the
mustard instead of & custard.

Such fun, each one, &e.

When dloed, Al kind

Of fruit upon the tabix was,

‘With red wine and whita wine,

Bpirits sod punch;

Tha boys eat the fruit—

As long a3 each one able wan,
Their chops and the apples wené
Crunch, ¢tunch, crunch

Tea pad supper came

Ere diooer was digested,

Timg pass'd quickly
And pleasintly away;

At lnst gv'ry dume

To have s dance requestad,

To finish with a hep
Young Hill's birth-dsy.

Bueh fum, each one
All the doy kept laughing on,

No cara was there
o Bill's birth-day.

Spoken.]-—Oh, dear, Mra. Coldheart, thers was such an acci-
dent happened before our house this morning. Lauk! Yes, a
poor man, crossing the read, was knocked down into & heap of
mud. Lauk, he must have felt very uncomfortable. Yea, and
# wheel of a coal-waggon went right over his thigh. Lauk, did
it bure him ¢ e was taken to the hospital, where his leg wna
immediately cut off,. Lank, that must have been very unplea-
eant. Shocking. Beautitul, I oever saw any thing se delight-
ful in my life. What d'ye meant Why the lace om your cap,
All the time you've been speaking P’ve been admiring it ; how
much might you have given per yardt Why, Mrs, Coldheart,
my wife might have given more than she did for the lace on her
cap, if she liked ; for it’s capital lace, and she’s a capital womaz,
makes a capital wife, and [ like her to have every thing capital
about her, Egad, you're a capital husband ! Oh, I’z not cns
of your ahilly shallies, numby pumbies ; I like my wife to look
as well as she can. Silence, Master Bill is going to open the
ball with 8 epeect from the play. O, I likcs play. Be quist,
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Bill, and begin. ‘Now ia the winter of our discontent mads
glorions suwwoer by the son of York?’ Son of York, my dear,
who's ket I dou’t Lnow mother; ‘asd sil the clouds which
lower'd upon our houses in the deep bosom of the cesan buried.
0, dun’t say that stupid thing ; who ever heard of & ocean have
ing 8 bosom, Well then Ul aay ‘the eloudy captain towers,
the gorging palaces, the sclomon temples” Be quiet, Bill!
your temples will never belong to a Solomen. Selomon, here’s
Burymecomfortable, the wndertaker, be’s a good solo-mabp ;
Burymeeomfortable, sing a song, will you? Feau't, I've such a
coughing in my throat. O, carry me out, here's a undertaker
with a coffin in his throat, carry me out. I wish you wouldn’s
be kicking out, you'il kiek all the skin off my legs ; see here'sn
hole in oy stocking already. Chauge places, then me out
will have more room. Now, Mz, Burymecomfortable, try a
soug. The fact is, [ musn’t, my wife don’t like it. Don't like
it then your wife is not a capital wife ; see how ry wife makes
me sing out when I'm at home, Lord, my wife seys an under-
taker ought always to be a mute. No man should be a muts to
his own wife, unless ehe's a capital wife, why don’t you put her
in one of your own coffins. I eouldn’t, for she’a n woman capa-
ble of msking any man happy. Isshet then after all she’sm
eapital woman, so here’s to her health. Come, Burymecom-
fortable, we can't let you off. Well, if I must, I must; sc here
goes. Geotlemen, the ladies are sorry teo interrupt harmony,
but they ho%:ar yow'll have a danee, O, I likesa dance, Be

uiet, Bill. Where's Bulloek t he plays the fiddle, Here am I
%hem’s your instroment t Here it is. ‘LTune up. What tune?
Any tune. Now we're off. O, carry me ont, look at Mothey
Loliopelong, she dances like a dray horse on a frozen yosd.
Like skating, father, he ! he ! Be quiet, Bill. Holloh, what's
that i O, carry me out, Mrs. Heavyside's fallen spank tbrough
the waitecot; look at her legs pointing like tower puns. Aye,
they're vegular forty-pounders. Help her vut. There, ma'ato,
I hope you're mot hurt. No, mot atall; but I'm afraid I've
hurt somebody in the pext house. I hope ycu are not hurt, sirt
{Voice from the next house,) No, not much hurt, but very un-
comfortable, for the lady's upset a jug of cold water all over my
bed-clothies. I'm sorry for it. Never miod ; bui I hope the
next time you have a party, you'll build a party wall. O, carry
me out, there’s Master Bill run away with Bullock's fiddle.
Oh, the little raseal, I hope he won't get into & scrape. Never
mind, he can’t play. Can’t he though. Why, what can he
playt Tricks. What, Master Bullock, have you lost your fid-
dle? And has Mr. Bullock really loet his instrument t indeed,
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I pity your ease. 0, I don’t care two-pence about my case, s
that my fiddle’s not hurt. O, crikey, Mr. Bullock, your face
looks as vacant as an empty doctor’s shop, How d’ye make it
out § Why, because you haven't got a viol-in. Here Bullock,
here’s Bil. Where! There, go it, you'll soon eateh hiro, Go
along, fiddler, son furioso. Go along, Bill, dowa the middle, up
again ; atlegretio, Bullock—right and left, Bill ; presto, fiddler ;
turn coroers, Bill ; hey on your own side; hey contrary side ;
staceato, fiddler ; my wig ! what a concerto. Ohb crikey! carry
mae out, there's Bullock's head stuck fast in the mug of punch,
Theu you'll not get it out thia evening.
Sucls fun, each one, &e.

HOHEXLINDEX.

Ow Linden, when the sun was low,
All hloodless lay the untrodden snow,
And datk a5 winter was the flow

QOf Iser rolling rapidly.

But Linden :aw another sight,

When the drum beat at dead of night,

Commanding fres of death to lght
The darkness of her scenery !

By torch apd trumpet fast array'd,

Eack horsemoan drew his battle-blade,

And furieua every charger neigh'd,
Ta join the dreadfu) rovelry.

Then ehook the hill with thunder riven,

Then rusk’d the steed to battle driven,

And louder thap the belts of heaven,
Far finsh'd the red artillery.

But redder yot that licht shall glow,

Ov Linden's hill of stained suow;

And blegdier yet the torrent How
Of Yeer ralling rapidly.

“1is mom-—hut scarce yon level sun,

Cap pieres the war-clouds' rolling dun,

Whera furieus Frank and flery Hun
Bhout lo their sulphurous canopy.

The combat decpeas—0On, e bravs,

Wha Tush te glory or the grave;

‘Wave, Munich, all thy bunners wave,
Axnd chargs with al} thy chivalry |—
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TFew, few glisli part whore ooy nset,—
The wnow ghall be their winding-ghect ;
And every turf beueath their feet
Shall be o soldier's sepulchre. CAMPBELL.

RICHARD AND BETTY AT HICKLETON FAIR.

As I wur ganging last Sat'rday neet to buy half-s-pound o' ba-
kon, who shou'd I meet but my old sweethears, Retty Hunt, ua
she said, ¢aye, Richard, be that thon,’ un I said, *ees, sure it
be,' un she said, ¢ Richard, wudn't thee be ganging to Hickiston
Vaic at morrow? and I said, ‘I nowd'nt not haply I moughs.
nnd Betiy la'aught; and [ said, *I wou'd' and | did, and I went
to Hickleton Yair. And ac in the morning I golten up and
putten on my best shoen, clogzen shoen ware out at fashion then,
and I went elink ma elank ma clank ail U'way to townend, and
vurst I seed were Betty standing at her Vather's door, w1’ two
chaps hanging on either haarm, uxz Ifelt ail over in sike & con-
Hagration, all my Livod gotten into my kouckles—oh, I'd & na-
tion good mind to gien a bat o't chopy, for Befty took na motice
of me; so I stared at her, but ahe said, ‘aye, Richard, be that
thou ¥ and I asid, ‘evs, sure it be;” and she said, *Riciiard,
wouid'nt the come iot' hounse,’ and I said, ‘ees, I won'd," and I
did, and I went i’ house; and there wero a vary many people,
vary many indeed, aund Betty said, * Bichard, wou'dn’t thee have
a drap o' summet t’ drink? aod [ esid, ‘ees, I would, and I
did, and I had & drap o' summat ¢’ drick, and I is’afd, and wor
vary wierry, vary merry iodeed; and Belly said, ¢ Richard,

won'de’t thee sing us a song ¥ and I said, *ees, I would,” aad [

did, and chaunnted a steave—

Ti:e clock bad struck, I can't tell what,
Yzt the INOTR CRNe OR AY gTAY BE 5 Tat;
The cucks and Hens from their roosty 4id Ay,
{tunting piga too hod left their stye.
Drawn iz a vale,
Carryiog & pail,
Cloely wos met by her $rus love Hatry,
Vurst they kiss't,
Then shock fat,
And took'd hke {wo focls just geing to marry.

Aye, I romember vary weel that wur the vurst song I ever
sung Betty Hunt, and she said, *thee'd sing ws another song,
wouldn't thee ¥ and I eaid * pes, { won'd, and I did,and I sang'd.
another song—aye, I remember vary weel that wur the last song

————— ..
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i wver sung poor Betty ; uc st last I said, ¢ I must be ganging,
Betty,’ aud she said, ‘well when thes wot, Richard, when thee
wo't; and I said, fthee'd cun and ses ma sum’at way whoam,’
aod she said, she would, and she did, and abe sen'd 1ue s bit'ut
way—all the way to towneod ; and I said *thee’d gzi' us s buss,
wou'dn's thee,” and she said, ¢ees, she wou'd,” and she did, and
sbe giv'd me a busa. ¢ Weel, Betty, thee't let me cum and seo
thee at morrow gee’t, and she said, *and thes wo't, Richard «” sc
I pang roysen whoam aud gotten to bed, and went nt morrow
nee’t to weet Betty—eight ¢'elock, and na Betty—nine o’clock,
ten o'clock, and na Betty—eleven, twelve o'clock, and oa Betty;
80 I the't 1’4 gang mysen whoam ; so in the moroing I were told
pour Betty wur vary badly, vary badly indeed, and she bad eent
to seo ma; so [ went to see poor Betty, and she said, * Richard,
if I shou’d dee, thee'd goo to my burying, wow'dn't thee ¥ and
1 maid, I wou’d, aod I did, and I went % her buryiog, for poor
Betty deed ; and I ne’er go to Hickleton churchvard without
droppiog & tear to the memory of poor Betly Hunt,

THE SWEEPER AND THE THIEVES,

A sweePeR's lad was late o' th' neeght,
His slap chod shoon hnd leears'd kis fuet;
Lo cali'd to see & good ewd decams,

At mony & time bad trigg'd bis weame,
For ho wor then fabve wiles fra yam
He ax'd i' t* lalr ta et bim sleep,

An* he'd next day their chimlers aweop.
They supper'd him i’ couptry face,
Then show'd him 4ul hia hoo! i* {° lakr.

Ho crept Intul his streeahy bed,

Hiv pooad ¢' seeat beneath his heeal,

Hea wor content, our car'd & pin,

An® hls goad friend then lock'd him ie.
The lnir fae t* hoose a distence stood—
Between ‘em grew a !mhile wopll ;

Abvous smidoecgbl, or uearer maom,

Two thieves brack ia to steeal ther coorn:
Hevin a leeght i* ¢ lantern datk,

Seean they to winder fall to wark;

Axnd wishing they'd a Iad to i,

Young Brush, whes yet had Ugg'd quite stil,
Fhinkin' '8¢ men helang'd te ¢ boose,
An' that he noo mud be o use,

Jarp'd door directly oo te’ i Seoar,

Ap' §' thioves beeatb ron out &t deear ;
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Nur stopt &t owt nur thin nor thick,
Fully convine'd it wur awd Nick

The aweeper ld then ran reeght sewan

7" " haose, an’ teli'd "om what wor deean s
Maister ‘an men then Quickly raise,

An* ran to t' lair wi' hawf ther sleeasx.
Fwon horses, secks, an' leeght they fand,
Which had been left by t' thievish bapd:
These round t' t* neybourhecad they cry'd,
Baut out an owner e'er applyd,

For neesn durst horses awn or aecks,
They wor eo freghtes'd ¢” ther nechs.
‘They acld the horses, eod of course,

Fut awf o' the brass I Spety's purse;
Drestting when he com that way,

¥He'd awlus them a visit pay;

When hearty weleum be qud have,
Because he did ther barley save.

Brush chinkd the guineas in his band,
An oft to lecak at ‘eto did stand,

Ay he cams he wistling teesk his Way.
Blessin' t' awd deeam wha let him stay
Azt mleep I tF lair, when Iate o' t' oeeght,
Hia slap-shod shoon had leesm'd bls feet.

HANNIBAL TO HIS SOLDIERS.

I xxow not scldiers, whether you or your prisoners be encorn-
passed by fortwoe with stricter bonds and neceseities. Two
seas inclose you on the right and left ;—not & ship to flee to for
escaping. Before you is the Po, a river broader and more rapid
than the Rhone ; behind you are the Alps, over which, even
when your bers were usdiminished, you were hiardly able to
force & passage. Hero then, soldiers, you roust either conguer
or die, the very first hour you meet the enemy. But the same
fortuns which has thus laid you under the necessity of fighting,
has set before your eyes those rewards of vietory, than which ne
men are ever wont to wish for preater from the immortal gods,
Should we by our valour recover oaly Sicily and Sardinia, which
were ravished from our fathers, those would be no inconsiderabla
prizes, Yet what are these T The wealth of Rome, whatever
riches she has heaped toyetier in the spoils of naticus, all these,
with the masters of thewm, will be yours. You have beex fong
encugh employed in driving the eattle upon the vast mountaics
of Lusitania and Celtiberia ; you have hitherta met with no re-
ward worthy of the labours and dapgers you have undergons,




GENERAL RECITER, 9

The time is now cowe to resp the full recompence of your toil-
some warch over 6o many mountaing aad rivers, and through so
many nations, all of them in arms. This is the place which
fortune has appointed to be the limit of your labours; it is here
that you will find yonr gloricus warfare, and receive an anple
recompence of your completed service. For I wonld not have
cu imagine, that victory will be as difficult as the name of a
man war i great and sounding. It has often bappened that
a despised enemy has given a bloody battle, and the most re.
nowned kinges and nations have by a small force been overchrown,
And if you but take away the glitter of the Romanr name, what
is thers, wherein they may stand in competition with yon1 For
(to say nothing of your service in war for twenty years together
with 6o much valour and suceess) from the very pillars of Hep-
cules, from the ocean, from the utmost bounda of the earth,
through so many warlike nations of Spain and Gaul, sre you
pot come hither vietorionst And with whom are you to fight 1
With raw soldiers, an undiseiplined army, beaten, vanguished,
besieged by the Gauls the very last summer, an srmy uskeown
1o their lender, and uoacquainted with Bim.

Or shall I, who waa born I might almost say, but certainl
brought up, in the teat of my father, that most excellent genem]y,
shell I, the conquercr of Spain and Gawl, rud uot only of the
Alpine nations, but, which is greater yel, of the Alps themselves,
shail I compare royself with this haif-year captaini A captain
befors whom should one place the two armies without their en-
#igns, I at persuaded he would not know s which of them he is
consul | I esteern it 2o small advantage, soldiers, that thereis
Tot one among you, who has not ofien been an eye-witness of my
exploits ju war: not one of whose valour [ myself bave not been
% spectator, 60 a8 to be sble to name the limes and places of his
aoble achievemeuts ; that with soldiers, whom I have a thousand
times praised and rewarded, and whoss pupil I was before 1
became their geaersl, I shall march againat an army of men,
sirangers to one another.

Qo what side soever I turn my eyes, 1 behold all full of
eourage and strengih ; a veteran infantry ; o most gallaat cavalry ;
¥ou, wy slies, most faithful and valisnt 1 you, Carthagenians,
whora not only your country's cause, but the justest anger impels
to battle, TFlie hope, the courage of assaitanis, is always greater
than of thoss who act on the defensive. Withh koatile banners
displayed, you are come down upon Italy; you bring the war.
Grief, injuries, indignities fire your minds, and spur you forward
1o vengeance |—First they demanded me; that I, ﬁomenem,
should be delivered up to them ; next, all of you, who had fought

4
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at the siege of Saguntum; and were to be put to death by tha
extremest tortures, Prond and cruel nation! Xvery thing
must be yours, and at your disposal ! You are to prescribs to
ug with whom we shall make war, with whom we shall make
peace ! you are to set us bounds; to shut us up within hills and
rivers; but you—you are not to observe the linits which your-
selves have fixed, I'aca not the Iberna! What next1 Touck
not the Saguntines ; Saﬁuntnm is ppon the Iberus, move nots
step towards that city. Is it a smali matter, then, that you bave
deprived ua of our ancient posgessions, Sicily and Savdiuinl You
would have Spaim too. Well, wa shall yield Spain; and then
—you will puss into Africs. Will pass, did I say i—This very
€RT the{Iordered oneof their consuls into Africes, the other into
pain, No, soldiers, there is nothing left for us but what we
can vindicate with cur swords. Come on then. Be men, The
Romans moy with more safely be cowards; they have their own
oountry behind them, have piaces of refuge to flee to, and are
secure from danger in the roads thither : but fur you there is no
middle fortune between death and victory.  Let this be but well
fixed in your minds, and once again 1 say, you are congquerora,

TEE FRENXCHMAN AND THE BHEEP'S TROTTERS
£ 4 celedrated Comie Recitation, written by My, T\ Preal.)}

Bruvpens are frequent {n this sinful wade,
But mankind often blunder for their good ;
An assertion I will prove in this—my tale:
{Butly brenthe lo Eogland, be it understood,
As mach B3 In Hibsrnia,) aithough
Paddies glone are noted for is;
‘Tivo reason s, hecause, I trow—
But stay,—IT lesve philosophers o pore i,
Tlerefore witbout more reasomiog or delsy,
I'lD teld the story jn my simple way.

A Mouosieur from the Gallic shore,

Wie, thengh pet over rick, wished %o sppasr 20;
Caine over in o ship with friends a score,—

Poor emigrants, whose wealth, good lack !
Preelt oo tkeir ragged backs,

Who thought bim rich, they beard Aém off declare so,

For he was proud as Satan's self,
And often dragz'd vhout his pelf,

Aod as a proof—,—the least
That be could give,—be promised when cn land,
At the first Inm, in etylo so gragd,

To gite a feasti
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The Franchmen jomp'd at such an offer,
Monsteur did not forget biy profar
Hut Bt the Grat hoel o0 shore,
They stopp'd 1o lodge and board ;
The Frenchman order'd in bis way,
A dinger to be dome that day,
But bere corurr'd o griavoud bore :—
Monsicur of English kuew bot litle,
Tappy of French sot a tittle;
In onderiag dinner, therefore, “tls no wonder,
That thay ehould make s blendar,
Whether the lnndlord knew or no,
The sequel of iy tade will shew;
He blupder'd, nnd it cannot be denied,
To gome small disadvanlege oo bly aide.
The order seemn'd ivarmensa to Honiface,
Baot more the expepae, to him the greater fun ;
Fot all thet from the order he could trace,
Wos,—*' Messienr Aull, you letta mos bate, | sy,
Yich for vid cagh, [ sal you poy;
Fiftesrn of thers cid vich do sheep do run
From which eld Tapps could only enderstand,
{But whether right or wrong, cared vot a button g
That what Moasieur desired with alr s0 great,
Wag fifteen bega ¢f mulieni

¢4 A dinner most enormona !” eried the elf,
¢ Zovndai each must est a ivg near to himself!™
Howevar, they seends’d B #¢t of hudgry cura,
Asd so without more bother or demurs,
Tapph to his eook his orders soon express'd,
Aund Bfteen legy of mutien quick were dress'd.
And now ground the table sl elnie,
‘The Frenchman's friends the dinner doth aweit ;
Joy sparkled in each hungry archin’s eyee,
When they beheld with glad serprise,—
Tapps quickly appear with leg of mutton hot,
Broving, end just ejected from the pot!
Laugh'd, etared, and chuckled mors anid more,
When treo they saw, then three, then four!
Amd tihen a_fifth ! thelr sager glances bless'd,
And then a aiztii! larger than a)) Lhe rest!
But epon the Frenchman's covatenance did change,

To see tha legs of wution oo the lable;

Burprisa and rogs by turns,
In hia face bums,

While Tapps tho table did arrooge

Ar pice as ks was ahle;
And whlle the Prenchaeen for the fasst propar’d,
Thuslo a roles that quite the landlord sear'd,
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Our herp said,—

44 Mom Dien ! Monsienr, vy for Fou make
Dis vera grent blundsre and mintake ¥
¥y for you bring to wee dess toouloo jege ?™
Tapps with & bow his pardon bega ;—
*' I'va done as you pave order'd, sir," yald he,
Did you not ordur fiftcen legy gf me?
Six of which belota your eyes appears,
And nine besides nre nearly done down stalys !
Hore John =" * Got tem you, Jean ! you fool! you mas!
¥ou one great clowp to bring e to dis pass;
Take vay dis meat (o7 vich I sall no pay,
1 did no order dat :"—** What's that you say *
Tappa anawer'd with a frowe and with & stare,
** You order'd Gfteen lege of me L' awenr,
Or fiftcen things mwith mhich the sheep do run,
Whicli meana the same ;—['m ot 30 easy done 1"

 Par blea! Monsienr! vy you so comprehend T

You wey tale back de legs unto de pot;
T telle you sare 'tia oot the legs I vanl—
But deas hore Leetls tings vid vich do sheep do frof i

HWhy, d—o 1t ctied the isndlord Iz & mge,
Which Moneier vainly tried to assuage,
*D—n it " gaid ke, w3 to the door he totters;
“t Mow after ali the Erouble that I took,
Theae tega of motton both to buy and cook,
Lt agems, instead of ffteen legs,
“ Fou merefy manfed fifteen poor sheep's trotlersl®

HAMLET'S INSTRUCTIONS TO THE PLAYERS.

Sreax the speech, I pray you, ss I pronounced it to you, trip-
piogly on the tonguwe. DBut i you mouth it, s8 eany of our
players do, I had as lieve the town crier had spoke moy lives.
And do pot saw the air too mueh with your hand thus ; byt use
sl gently; for in the very torrent, tempest, and, as [ may
say, whirlwind of your passion, you must acquire and beget a
tempersnce that may give it smoothoess. Oh! it offends e
to the soul, to hear a robustious perciwig-pated fellow tear s
aosion to tatters, to very rags, fo split the eaes of the ground-
ings ; who (for the most part} are capable of nothing but in-
explicable dumb shows and noise : I conld have such a fellow
whipped for o’erdoing termagent ; it out-hercds Herod. FPray
you, avoid it.
Be oot too tatae neither, but let your own diseretion be your
totor. Suit the action to the word, the word to the action, with
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thia epecial obscrvance, that you o’erstep not the modesty of
nature ; for any thing so overdone is from the purpose of play-
ing ; whose end, both st first avnd now, wes and is, to hold, a3
‘twere, the mirror up to noture ; to show virtue her own foa-
ture, seorn her own image, and the very age and body of the
timo, his form and pressure. Now this overdone, or eome tardy
of, though it make the unskilful laugh, cannot but maike the
judicioun grieve ; the cemsure of one of which must in your
allowance o’erweigh a whole theatre of others. Oh! there he
players that I have seen play, and heard othery praise, and
that highly, (not to speak it profanely) that, neither have the
aocent of Christian, nor the gait of Christian, Pagan, nor man,
have o strutted and bellowed, that I have thought some of
Nature’s journeymen had made men, and not made them well ;
they imitated humanity so abominably.

And let those that play your clowne, speak no more than ia
set down for them : for there be of them that will themselves
Inugh, to set on some quantity of barren spectators to laugh
too: though, in the meantime, some necessary question of the
play be theao to be considered :—that's villanous: and shows o
most pitiful ambition in the fool that uses it.

DOCTOR LARRUP.

S What {3 2 schoolmaster *—Why, can't you tell ?
A quizziral old man
Arm'd with a rattan;
Wears & huge wig,
Amnd struts alout ;
Strives to look big,
With gpectacles on anont,
And most important pout,
Who teaches little boys to read and spell

Such my description is, of & man,
If not a clergyman—na layman,—
fo much by way of definltion,
And to prevent dull disquisitlon
Well shorlly trke & new position.

A schoolmaster, (it mostly followa)
Who keeps a achool must have some acholars,
Toless Indeed, (which aaid st once ls}
Tnstead of scholars they'ra all dunces :
Ot, il this fancy more shoufd tickle,
Hupposs them mis'd—like Indian pickie.
Po
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Oue Doctor Larrup, as depicted here,
Whe Httls boys had flogg'd for many o yeakr—
Not that they would'ot learn thewr A B C,
Thetr Hie, how, hoe,—Syainx gr Prosody,
Rut that despite
OF 2l bis might,
And oft eaforeed rules of right,
They wounld copirive by day or night,
TFo steal—oh ! flinty-hearted sparThs, -
Worse than the fittle fish or sharios, —
{Alng! to tell it my Muse winces,)
To steat—his apples, pears, and quinces.
Put them where'er he would, alike thewr dooms,
Kis efiort prov'd as fruitiess aa hia rooms.

Av 8 port danghill cock, fofam'd with ire,
Erects his fearkers and his comb of fre,
When of sowne graing, his owo by right,
He's robb'd by foes that talte to fight,—
Bo stood tbe Dostor:
With face a9 red
As coral bed.
Hin wig cochit farward in bis eye,
An Lf it there the cause would Bpy.
Had his wife been there
I do declare
Tt would heve phoch'd her

After lopg bufletiog in msulal eterm,

His bruin‘s thermometer Il from hot to warme
Al macy plans by turns be grapples,

To save his qulpces, pears, aod apples

Whes luckily ioto his noddle

Hig recollection chenc'd to foddle,

Thia sege informact teld poor Tartup,

It be'd convey hia frult 6o far up,

That, oo hin house's top there stood,

A toom, well fioor'd, X think with—wood.

"Fwas what some folke & oft world zall;
The entrance tbrough a trap door small,
Fir'd in the cieling of his chamber,
Fo which te np & rape must clamber;
Unless a ladder was prepard,
Apd then the rope's-end might ba spsr'd :
But ke'd a long, well-practis'd koeck,
Of aparing neither repo nor back.
¥e who o proper titles glory,
Will think, I hope, aa I have oft,
The! as this story's of a Joft,
It ghowid Yo aall'd & ** Lofty Stery.”
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‘Well, Larrup, without more diaputing,
Fixd on thies loft to put hia fruit in,
And quickly hed it thither mov'd,
How far serurely, must be provd.
From oue apartptent, o erosted
That with the very trifling risk
Of dislocating neck or shoulder,
Which boys ne'er think of in a frish,
{Nay oft it makes the urchins bolder}
Advent'rous spirits might contriva
To roach the Doctor's apple-hive
In this room rested four or five
Of thesa young pliferers, undetected.

‘Whilst leaden sleep sat on the Doctor's shutlers,

{By shutters, I would here imply,

The lids that ghut light from the eye}
These daring rogues explored the tiles sud gutters
In search of trap or casement—Dbut alack !

They found wot e'en » smsll, a gracious crack,
When one, ‘gainst evry dizappointmant procf.
FPropog'd that they should just untile the reot;

At least, sufficient apace tadmit

A basket, in which one might eit;

And thus by rope to handle tied,

Beg lower'd dewn with gentle ride,

This being approv'd of "twas decided,
That, ‘galnst next night should be provlded
A basket and a rope;
“Which beiog In due time effzcted,
A puper-cargo was selected,
Who, rair'd by lope,
‘Waa gradeally fomer’d through the hols,
From whence he sent up apples by the shosl
This plan they often put in foree,
(Not oft"ner than they cowld of course,)
And when their pilfering job was ended,
The untiled roof they always mended.

The Daoctor fraquent visita made,

And soon perceiv'd his applea stray'd:
And oft upea the school-room Soor,

Lay many s pear and apple core s

With grief he view'd these sad remalny,
Qf what, to keep, he tock such paing,
Despalr pow made his heart ita pray,—
When, entérlug the loft coe day,

Hla sars hed pretty ampls proof,

The roguss were breakiug through the roof.
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Fre wisely then concenled himaclf,—
When 1o} down came gne little elf ;

Hut he Bo soomer resch'd the ground did,
When & bite, out the Dacter bounded,
Arnd threaten'd, If ke esid a sentence,
He'd give him canss for yasrs repentancs
The boy stood mute &5 pewter pot,

‘While Larrup in the basket got;

When being seated snng and steady,

Efe made his prin‘er cry, ** ali's ready.”
The boys above began to pull,—

¢ Dles: me! the basket's vory fuil”

© He's got & swinging lot this time "

** And IT ba bound he's plek'd the prime™

“To it again -
With might and main,
Apother haul will do the job."—
“Yeo!yeho!
Up we go ™
When lo? up popt the doetor’s noh ¢
1Iow they all look'd I can't express,
Be laave that part for you to guess;
But you, perhaps, may thiok bt right
To kuow the ead of Larrup's Sight.
Well ! when they'd drawn bim to the top,
Whera be, most likely, wish'd t¢ atop,
The wicked rascals—let the Doctor drop!

CLERK MUGGINS.

M=r. Moacins was clerk at a parish church iz ‘Derbyshire, near
which was p weli known plessast spot, called Mouat Sion : here
Mr. Muggios had several houses, that he was iz the habit of
leiting out ready furnished ; and as it was proverbially a heaith

place, was seldom without tenants. However, if it so hngfan
that one of them were unoccupied, ke had s most laughable and
singular habit of acquainting the cougrsgation of the cireum-
stance, by invariably giving from his desk, in & curipus nasal
tone, immediately before the Psalms, as follows - —* Let us sing
to the Praiss and Glory of——0, I had forgot——Mount Sion
is 8 plessant place.” It happened that he once let one of these
houses 1o a Lady Pintweezel, whose favourite little dog, Shock,
was very poorly. My Lady regularly attended church every
Suadsy, accompanied by Master Shock, who, although he could
neither read, write, nor eing, yet when the congregation began
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to wing he alsa began to bow, wow, wow, in with them very
prettily ; which was considered such a nuisance, that at last one
of the neighbours engaged to steal Master Shoek ; and i'faith he
was as ;road as his ward, The fuillowing morning, as Mr. Muggins
waas comfortably seated by the fire, enjuying his breakfust, comea
& Tap 80 (knocks) ak the door. ¢ Who's there i says Muggine ;
when in comes my Lady Pintweezel, with a face as long ns my
arm. ‘Good morning to <our ladyship,” said he ; ¢ lope you
are well.” ¢ Oh! oh! Mr. Muggins (erying. j)— God bless my
soul, rmy Lady, wlhiy what is the matter T 15 the house on fire, or
hos it been broken open.’ Okl Mr, Mugeins, (still crying )
worse than that, I have lost my dear little dog Shock.’—*{ Upon
my soul, I am very glad of it.) ( Aside.) Sad thivg indeed, my
lady. < Well, Muogygins, den’t you think you ean find him for
me {* ‘Lauk! my Lady, I can’t find your Shock.” *Ah! bug
Muggzing, if you will but contrive to give it out at ehurch, as you
da your housey, I°li give you a couple of puineas.’ ‘Ol to be
sure I witl, my Lady (that afters the case.) Poor litle feilow,
1 hope he lias got into goud hande : but what shall I say, my
Lady ¥ <Gh! ah! give me a pen and ink, and I'l] write it all
down for you. Oh! dear, ch! let me vee, rwiping her eyes. )
¢ Lost, Lady Piutweezel's little dog Shoek, with a biack spot on
# white tail, and a black body and a white back, with long ears,
little mouth, and sore eyes, There, there it is, oh, oh{ oh I’
! Very well, my Lady, I'll certainly give it cut.” On the follow-
ing Sunday roorning early, Muggins took an opportunity of
popping the deseription into his reading desk before church time:
shortly afterwards, the parson, wlc wasa humorons sort of &
biade, passing down the aiele spied this paper curiously folded :—
“Hey, what have we hers,’ said he upon opening it ; °surely
Mr. Clerk ean’t mean to give this cut in chureh ; however, if lie
does, P’ll have a joke with him ;' o taking out his pen-knife, he
seratched out the S for sore eyes, and put in an F, which made
it read fore (four) eyes, and then carefully replaced it as before.
Soon after the service began and went regularly on, antil the
Psalms, which Muggins pave out: ¢ Let us sing to the praisennd
glory af—OhY ah1 § had forgot; so recollecting himself, he

roceeded—¢ A hem—Loss, or strayed, stelen or misiaid, Lady

intweezel’s little dog Shock, with a black apot on a white tail,
and 1 black body, and & wihite back, with long ears, little mouth,
and fo—fo—four ! four! four !—yes it is, lour eyes, upon my
saul ; but Mugpins, suspecting something, turning round acd
looking up, said, * Mr, Paceon, Mr. Parson.” ¢ Well, Mugpios,
said the parson, looking down upon hirg, ¢ Well Muggine, what’s
the matter I'— I say, Mr. Paraon, this is ona of your tricks,
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never mind, only recollect, X am one upen your Tibby, for this,
that’s all.’

Now the partson wished his parishionera to believe that he was
a very learned and clever wan, and that, although he had a
hook before him, it was, in fact, of little use to him, and that he
generally delivered his discourses extempore, which, by the by,
the clerk knew was no such thing, for Mr. Parson had a secret
niche cut in his desk, into which be put his bork. ©On the fol-
lowing Sunday, Muggine made a point of being at church first,
and cvapying the parson’s book in the old place, ﬁe made no bonea
of whipping out ons of the leaves: slortly after the parson
arrived, the service commenced, and went on as usual; the
parson mounted s pulpit to deliver bis scrmon, and proceeded
in his usual apparently inspired manzner, till he came to the place
where the leaf was torn cut. < Aud lo and behivld, Moses-re—
[missing the leaf] avd behold——and, as I before said, and lo !
and behold, Moses——-and—and behold, Moses [seratehing
his head, and turning over the leaves of his book confusedly.] I
say, Mr. Clerk, Mr, Clerk,” said the parson, looking down upon
him ; ¢ Mr. Clerk, what's Lecome of my Moses ¥ Why, [said
Muggtins, looking up archly at him,] Why, he has got sore eyes,
and can’t cune to chureh to day, sir)

e tp e,

i
GREECE.

Bxow ¥e the land where tha cypross and myrtle

Are emblerns of deada Lhat are done in their clime;

Where the rage of the yulture, the love of the turtls,

Now melt intao sorrow, now madden 1o erima?

Huow ye the land of Lthe codar and vine,

Where the flowera ever bloasom, the bearus ever shine;

Where the light wings of Zephyr, oppressed with perfume,

Wax faint o'er the gavdens of Gul in het Bloom @

Whera the ¢iiton and olive are fairest of fruit,

And the voice of the nightingale never is mute;

Where the tints af the warth and the hues of the sky,

¥n colour though varied kn beauty may vie,

And tha purple of ocean la decpest in dyes

Where the virgioa ore soft Bs the roses they twine,

And all save tha spirit of an 18 divine?

“Vin the clime of the «ast— "ty the land of the sun,—

Can he staile op auch desds as hin children have done?

Qh! wild as the accents of lovers' farewstl

Arg thg hearts which they besr, and the tales wiich they tall.
Bynow,

e —— e e e . . . .
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JEWISEH MOTYTON.
¢ An original Recitation, by M. T.7
Mavy atrange thing may happes fnoa lile,
Homa men dis old, yeb gever know & wifs:
Bome perish early, as the Bowars in spring,
Fali swift ay dew-drops from the eagle’s wing.
Gome folks do this, apd olhers that,
As some love lean and others fab;
Buch iy the cursory quick atep of fate,
We scarcely live to koow bow much we hate.

But ovs thing I've discorard, be it boows,
While some like pudding, cthers beef,
Boroo aiming for & tyrant's throne,
Bly as n Lendon pocket-picking thief;
Thot most, nay, all agree jo biking
Fhe rags, whish, ml'd to lawlul paper,
For which somme koaves ob nothing <aper,
Who imitate the o2 1 whit o0 sttiking !
You know that mthat ¥ meas——that b fuoay,
Which hanks have christen'd credilable maney.
Yon, tis too oft mortality's sad lot,
To like the thing forbidden it should not;
The apple-juice of the frst Adam's wifs
Ruoe iz the blood of sl ker sona of life,
As you shell witzess i the slory drue,
'z now o prattls, of & weaithy Jaw.

Boma ey that * Chatity begice at home,’
¥et from it beggars in the causeway roam ;
An, koowing the old proverb was a llar,
They entertalo’d lts roaming spirit higher ;
For many whe hed cheated il the day
Their. brethren oo the Block Exchoogs,
May two-penca to the passicg beggar pay

To balence and content thale Angy ;

Ard thiol, with metisfed sufficlent grin,
* Charity covers up e vansa of gin.”

Thus, the great peopla who have dally dised,
Furn charitable vearly to be sute;
And befog In o feeding cue fncdioed,
Qlve annusliy dioners to the poor;
At which they atuff,
And breatho snd puff,
Like pouter-pigacos, t1) thelr cruws
Fill'd to the hall,
An couniry guil,
At Lowdon sighls, that pleass tbe Johnny Rawy,

50
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Open 81! generons, their pociets willing,
To furnlah o the poor their one pound ahillng.

At such a gay Hlustrious fesst,
A Jew, s Sheva the benevolent;
Who rul'd the lord and waster of the Eest,
Had annually his * golden eintment' sent,
And fed as inclination sway'd,
At whatsne'er before him laid;
But what he generally choose
1 would not, for & crown, the Rabbl tnows.
The fact wae, Sheva koew the waiter well;
Had himself been a native of Duke’s Floce,
And thet by tipping, he would naver tell
Aught that should bring his patron o disgrice ;
Axnd so, of a long iale to make short work,
I'N tell each wicked grinmer,
When Bheva came to dinner,
He slways dined him of the rich roast pork.
But then the waiter, all remolsie 10 save,
(A witty and a gentlemanly kneve,}
And hide the sinning of the Jewish glutton,
Had clways christen'd it * g leg of mullien.’
You see tbe Isractite bad thoughts within,
Eis charity might swallow up tbe sin.
Haow jike the worthies of gny Regent-street,
Near Philip's Chapel, and the Argyla rooms,
Wragpt in the latter's drowsy concert fumes ;-
Delight their ears from Saturday to Monday;
And then to wipe away ths devil's scores,
And clear [or the poxt weck's carouss to ireat,
Besigge the other's open chapel doom,
To bave two hours of piety oo Sunday
For Jews and ©nhristians now no conscience fsel,
But besr disgrasces like the turncoat Neele.

Well, iet ms thes much of my Shevs sy,

Ho was & more than Christlau fu his way;
A gogd Bamaritat, who willing gave

A helplog hand that fallen wretch to sare;
And steunch'd the bosoms that with sorrow Llesd,
Without inquiring their religious areed;

He wan not miserly in charity,

The whick you'll deem & raTity;

Nor wean, oot loth his staticn to uphold,

Ap Germen princes stuffd with Eagliah gold

COu this day year—I mark'd it very well—
Becsuss whan taliing of s parson's fensts,
Liks grocers, I'm perticular in my datee-—

Oue gught to know the loch of every ell—
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Then my frlgod Ahers, waot blm out to dine,
And lush the capital * old London' wine,
High smoked 1he diabes,
Al way gay,
Every ane’s wisbea
Foued the way
To sattaly their craviag, sod thelr bengey,
Making tbe nader jxw
Fight all the munching war;
Mrek Bke  beggar, or o costard-tuozger;
For satieg, I bave found, beneath the ann,
In fasbicn Is the aame to every ong

O, woa I¢ e tha paddest, saddent sight,

Way Bheva '—Sheva, the benigaly kind,
Bat io terrible alarming plight,

Beauss hla favour'd Joint be could not Bad r
Why, be look'd rs dul) smid the gas housa,
Az Thomay Flowers' tll-lighted playhouse,

Por you must know,
Te cause his woe,
The waller, his old friend, had ta'so o Bight,
And no more panderd to hin appeiite
Well, Bheva blosh'd,
Wes nearly spealdng ;
Thev conecievon hush'd
His tongue from apeshing.
Al length, bigh-courgsd as amcer,
Te give the woret & facer,
e beckon'd to the smiter,
With koawing wink,
At which, I think,
Hie visage seem'd to grow elater,
As, Ueidng Upa ke oy giutlon,
* Bring we," be cried, ' do lovely muttan.*

OF wont the walter, apeeds as a shot,

Urlibo Winchilvea's platol, wileh did not;
The mution sought,
Which powght, he brought.

Entng'd was Shovs, when ha saw

The mutton was oot to bls mew;

For it bad pever happen'd to bis thiniing,

Tha waller might not understand bis winking.

Ba, Sheva, most smpremely curat,

Thus tacght bls meanlng, with o barst

Of passloz, auch e ths Apootle Payl

Might givn $o Barvabas, when theyr'd a wquall,
4
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“¥You dog! you'd cure de devil of de vapours,
You give my heart more grieving than a bunion ;
I did not measn de mutton wid de capers,
But de roast mution wid do sege and onioa.

Tha enlighten'd waiter rend the cheat,

Bwift ag Mercury he brought the mest ;
Bheva attack’d the pork with tooth aod mpail,
And fipish'd both his dinner and-—my tale.

THE SPEECH OF BRUTUS ON THE DEATH OF
CAESAR.

Roatans, countrymen, sud lovers ! hear me for my cause : and
be silent, that you may hear. Believe me for mine honour, and
have a respect to mine honour, that you may believe. Censure
me in your wisdora, and awake your senses, that you way the
better judge. If there be any in this assembly, any near friend
of Cepsar's, to him T say ti;at Brutns's love to Cepsar was
oo less than hia. If then that friend demand, why Brutus rose
againat Ceasar, this is toy answer : Not that I loved Cemsar less,
but that 1 loved Rome more, Had you rather Cassar were
living, and die all slaves ; than that Cwmsar were dead, to live
all freement Aa Cwsar loved me, I weep for him ; as he wos
fortunate, I rejoice at it ; as he was valiant, 1 honour bim ; but
ns he was ambiticus, I slew him, There are tears for his love,
joy for his fortune, homour fer his valour, and death for his
ambition, Who’s here so base, that would be a bond-mant
1f any epeak ; for hitn have I offended. Who's here so rude,
that would not be a Roman ! If any speak ; for him have I
offended. Who's here ac vile, that will not love his country ¥
If any, speak ; for bim have I offended-—I pause for a reply—

None *—then none have 1 offended. I bave done no more
to Coesar than you should do to Erutns. The guestion of his
death is enrolled in the Capitel; his glory not exienuated,
wherein he waa worthy ; por his offences enforced, for which
he suffered death.

Here comes his body, mourned by Mark Aatony ; who, though
he had oo hand in his death, shall receive the benefit of his
dyiog, a place in the commeonwealth ; as which of you shali not §
Tﬂt‘h thie I depart, that a3 I alew my best lover for the good of
Rome, 1 have the same dagger for myself, when it shall please
my country to need my deakh.
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THE DEATH OF MARMION.

Wira fruitless Inbour, Clara bound,
And strove to stannch the goshing wound :
The Monk, with wsavailing cares,
Exhausted all the Church’s prayers.
Ever, he said, that close and near,
A lady’s vofee waa in his ear,
And that the priest be could not hear,
For that ahe ever sung.,
“In the lost battle, borne down by the Aylog,
" Where mingles war's retile with groans of the dying !*
Bo the notes rung ;—
Avolid thee, flend '—with erue! band,
Bbake not the dying sibber'a sand.
Ob! look, ray con, upen you sign
Of the Redeemer's love divips;
Ok | think on faith and blisg b—
By many s deatb-bed I heve been,
And many o sinner's parting seen,
But never aught like this.™
The war, that for & spaca did fafl,
Now trebly thundering swell'd the gale,
And—Btanley! was the ery;
A Lght oo Matrmion's visage epresd,
And flred his glaning eye;
With dying band, above his bead
He shol the fragment of his biade,
And ghouted ' Vietory !
Chargs, Cheater, ¢harge! On, Btanley, onl”
Wero the last words of Marmion.

A HORSE WELL BOLD.
BY JOSEPH MIDDLETON.
¥an wit and cvuning, mirth and fug,
A Yoriehire lad was ne'er outdous,
Far love and besuty nons surpasy
A Inughter-loving Yorkshite lnsa 7

"I'was Lammsas falr, » joyous toe
Of beef ond pudding, song and rhyme ;
More lovely formas, more witching facas,
Wern never shewn at Epaom races,
Than ¢n that fair-day morn wers seent,
Along the Road to Berrldge Greon,
Thera Relph sod Kate and Luke and Bet,
All drese'd 1o Sunday clothes werv met,
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And hundreds moze, & Joyous band,

All hastentog forwards band-in-baod ;
Some talking o'or the nffairs o' Atate,
Bome grombiing loud a8t being so late,
Bome tossing round for pipes and glaasas,
Bome whisp'ring nonsense to the leeses
And there went Hodge, exalted high,
Above his [ellovw. company,

Riding old Dobbin to the fair,

Ta sell or ‘change the hachney there,

For ha was much the worse for wear,
And like the fat, old coustry paraon,

Oty carried & religious farce od.

Far latcly amidst the pastures shraying,
He'd ta'en on awkward fit of pmying,
And often went, with greatsst ease,
Quite Christing-like, upon his koees;
And whip nor apur had power to bind him,
From ousting all that came behind hire ;
Besides, a3 Hodge would often say,

The ** ¢lumay Aruts” had seen his day,
For't hed been settled o%er snd o'er,

His age was somewbhers near a scor:.
Thua mouated on that bit of blood,

(The outcazt of his master's stud !}
Hodge saon went pust his comrades hollow;
And pow, gaod readers, we will follow;
For naught will us the crowd avail,
Blodge in the bero of our tale.

““Ya-hip! ya-bip! Zounds! stand saide,
L shew yo all, men, how to rids:
Laok st my 2it, just mark his paces,
He'd win the cup at Epsotn Races ™
Thus cried young Hodge, as on by flew,
The busy cattle market through,
Waving his whip this way aod that,
Now by hin slde, now o'er his hat;
Looking sround, ®with anxions eye,
Bome unakill'd pokel to eapy:
And shortly, chuckiing loud with mirth,
Up come & spark, [Cockrey by birth 1)
*¥ell, Mister Bodge,” the Bouthera said,
“ Now ‘sposa ve does & little trade;
I lilia your beast, he pertns to ba
All gound, sod vight and tight—demme |
6o now, good Hodge, say in a trice,
¥at 15 bls sge and vat his price.”
*Wha, as for age, Sur, ye mun kem,
He's tothar side o' five; and then
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For price, 1 st in consclancs bum',
To say ho's cheap at twenty pun’’”

Hem ! twenty pounds! it is too much;

But herk you, Hodge, if ho be such

As vt vill bear me, vithout shying,

A shooting pheasants ven tbey're Sying,

I dont much care, if you'll agres,

1T tip you vioeteen pounds,—demae!”

o Lor! love you, Sur, quoth Hodge, wi' glee,
He'n just the varry thing for yo

Far 0 a wood, of near » bog,

He polot o pheasant like a dog.

Egon oy be hears the piping call,

Down on hit marrow-bones be'll fall,

Yea, Just 66 nat'sal, Sur, &5 you

Have ge¢n your true-bred pointera do!”

1 ¥at! vill he point ™ the Cochney cries,

' How very sirange! Le! biess my eyes!”
Hodge, ke o post, now stiff and s,

Crigs, " "pob my cath, Bur, thet he will

The Cockney pulls a bnndred faces,
Bids Hodge dismonpt und change him places,
That he may try geod Dobbia's paces;
A tlibg oo sooner safd than done,
B0 wow brhold the epark npes
014 Dobbin's teck, with whip in hacd
A regular sportaman of the Strand |
Hins knees and toes turn'd widely out,
His leogthy arvas wogging sbout,
Lika wrindmill sails,-—before, behind,—
Whes rudely blows the northern wind,
Now off he goes, trot, trob slong,
The wonder of the gazipg throng !
Whils cunoiog odge rwos quickiy after,
Toough wmost overwhelmed with langhter.
Op,—on he rides, untid beyond
The vusy town, when, la! a pood,
Wel stoek'd with dycks and geese, nppears,
Oid Dobbia neighs, apd pricks hiy ears,
Axnd tow'rda the weleorne water steern,
Io spite of spur or Rogging, just,
As **rutn ona” 38y, to ** slake the dost!”
Now o'er aoma bidden stone he dropa,
And over bead the Cockney pops;
Ee risas pow, sod atares about,
Now, like & balf-drowp'd et crawls out,
And mate all "He clear ke heth
Wot much enjoy’d his trip fo Bath?

[FE)

1]
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Now Master Hodge, just out of breslh,
Comen up In e to hoid the denth

' ¥on vitlais, Hodge! now ooly 409,

Iiow your dem'd hox bas treated me.”

' Fea, "twete & poist, Bur,” Hodge replles,
Witk knowing griz and twinkling eyos :

" A poiot! B vat, you vile cyrmudyesn ¥
S Wha, Bur, & salmon, or & gudgecn §

O such & horse ye never heard,

Ha poiots o Hab just like a bird 1

4 ¥el point u Ush! vy, L declsre

He'd maka Ducrow with wonder stare:

¥y, vat & prizo is mine ! ok, zounds |
Here, Hodge, my boy, here's twenty pounds”

Hodge took the cash—bhis raco wns wor
And both ef osce, exclaim'd, ¢* Dona! done!™
““Eh! eb!" tha foolish Coclnay cries,

“¥ou are done, Hodga! Ha, ba'! ray eyes!
At Astiey's, boy, withoul much trouble,

The Aps will make the momey douhle I*

‘' Yen, varsy lko 1" quoth Hodge, *' he msy,”
And made hia bow, and walk'd awsy.

Then, with light beart, and footsleps frea,
Back 1o the jovia! Iair went be.

THE SAILOR'S JOURNAL.

Hove ont of Portamonth ot board the Britannis Fly—a swift
satler—an cutside berth-~rather drowsy the firat watch or twe
—lJike ta have slipped off the etern—cast aschor at George—
toock a fresh quid and eupply of grog-—comforted the upper
works—spoke several homeward bound frigates on the rosd—
and after & tolernble smooth voyage, evtered the porta of Lon-
don at tes minutes paet five, post-meridinn.—Steered to Naa's
lodgings and unshipp'd my cargo—Nan admired the shiners—
s¢ did the landlord--gave ’em s handin] a piece—emptied a
bowl of the right sort with the landlerd, to the health of Lord
Nelson—al! three set sail for the play—got & berth in the cabin
ont the iarkonrd side—wantad to smioke a pipe, but the boatawain
would not let e,

Nan, 1 believe, ealled the play Pollzaro, with Harlekin Ham-
fet; but d—n me if I koew stem for stern—remember ta rig
out Nan lille the fine folks in the cabin right abead. Saw Tom
Junk aleft in the corder of the upper deck—bailed him—the
signal retarned—same of the land tubbers in the cock pit began
to langh—tipp'd "em  littie forecastie linge, ill they sheered off.
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Ewptied the bottle—fell fant asleep—dream’d of the
battle pof Campeg,rgfwn. My landlord told me the play was
over—glad of it—crowded sail for » bhackney cosch—got on
hoard—equally weather--rather inclined to be sea sick—arrived
ut Nao's lodgings—gave the pilot & two-pound note, and told him
pot to mind the change—supped with Nan, and swung in the
same bammock—locked over my rhino in the momiog—great
deal of it to be pure ; bat I hope, with the bEI%;Df a few friends,
to spend. every shilling in a little time, to the honour and glory
of Old England.

LIRD ULLIN'S DAUGHTER.

A CRIEFTAIN, to the highlands bound,
Cries, *¢ Boatman, d¢ oot tarry !
And I'll give thea a silver pound,
To row ua a%er the ferry."—

 Naw, wha ba yo would eross Lockgyle,
‘Thia dark and stormy water **

), I'm the ¢hief of Tlva's ials,
And this Lord TNlin's dnughtet.

«r And fat before ber fatber's wmm,
Threa days wa've flad together ;

For shonld he flnd us ks the glen,
My blocd would stain the hether,

* Hls boremen hard behind us ride,
Shouwld they our ateps discover,

That who would cheer my bonay Yride,
When they had slain her lover I'*

Qut spoke the hardy hightaud wight,
1 go wy chiaf—I'm redy ;

It is not for your eilver hright,
But for your winzome lady :

'" And, by my word | the bonuy hird
Lo danger ahall not tarry;

Bo, though the waves are raging white,
11 row you aoer tha f Had

By this the storm graw loud apace,
The water-wralth was sbrieking,

And, In the seowl of heaven, each fuos
Grew dark as they were spaaking.
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But atill, as wilder blaw the wind,
And sy the night grew drearer,

Adown the glen rode armed men,
Thelr trampling soanded nesrer.—

0N ! boste thee, haate 1 the lady cries,
Though tzmpests round us gather,

1] meet the maging of the skies,
But not sa angry father.”

‘The boat had laft & stormy land,
A stormy ses befors her,—

When, ob! ton strong for buman band,
The teropest gather'd o'er hee.

And still they row'd amidst the roar
Qf waters fast prevailiog s

Lord Tllin reach’d that fatal shore,
Hia wrath was changed to wailing.

For more dismay'd, through storm and shade,
His child be did dlscover;

One lovaly artn waa streteh’d for aid,
And cne was round her lover,

¢* Comne back! come back ' he eried in grief,
“* Across this stormy water:

And I forgive your Highland chief,
My daughter '—oh my denghter ™

"Fwaa valn ! the loud waves laab'd the shore,
Retorn or aid preveoting:

The waters wild went o'er his child—
And ba was left lamenting.

et bttt

SIR TOBY AND THE BREWER.

Sra Tosr Bumerer 12 & worthy member of society, and a good
cowpanion ; be tells muny laughable stories, but perbaps the
fallowing is one of the most whimsical ;

When Sir Toby was & young man, 8 friend of his who re-
sided ip Staffordshire, and followed the profession of a surgeon,
wrote to him at his house ip London, to procure him a subject
for dissection, as he wea muoch in want of one. The surgeocn
meant it merely as a joke, but Sir Toby, instead of consideting
the affair in its irue light, literally applied to the men who
minke a livelihood of such kind of traffic, commonly called re-
surrection men ; after he bad settled about the price, which
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was to ba two gniness, one of the men informed him that he
had a pretty aubject in his eye, s brewer by trade, and as fine
& muscular man as you'd meet in a thousand—but the worst of
it was, at that time he was living, though from the nature of
his disorder, in all probability he could not exist above a fort-
night longer. The %mwer, however, disappointed both parties,
and recovered. Two years bad elapued, and Sir Toby thought
no more of the business, when one morning, about three o’clock,
ke was alarmed by a violent knocking at the door ; equipped
in his night-gown and eiippers, he went to inguire the cocasion,
whez a fellow entered with a large sack, and threw it down in
the 1 , with the salutation of ¢ there he is! I’ve got him {*
¢ (ot who!’ exclaimed the Baronet.

¢ Why, the brewer, to be sure, master.

¢ D—=x the brewer ! anid Sir Toby, * what am 1 to do with
Lim at this hoar

* Have you got ever a hamper in the house, master 1

f Why, yee,gf believe you m? find one in the celiar,'

A hamper was procured, and the brewer was deposited, bent
nearly doubls by the pressure.

¢ Now master, said the fellow, ‘a bargain’s a bargain—pay
me two guineas, and I'Ml carty him to the inn,—The money was
paid, and the man marched off with his load. The poor brower
was directed to the surgeon in Stafordshire, and sent the next
day to his place of residence.

Sir Toby had no time o advise his friend of his new visitor,
and it happened oz his arrival the surgeon was out. The eer-
vants naturally suppoeing the hamper contained wine, or some-
thing equally pleassxnt to the palate, made bold to cut the cord,
in order to eatisfy their curiosity, when up sprung the brewer,
who from his pressed situation, received elasticity eufficient to
throw himself upright in the hamper ; the roor: was immedi-
stely deserted with the greatest precipitation ; s general alarm
was given, and the town was up in arma. The eervanis were
certain thers was a man in & basket, but whether alive or dead
they could not positively say. One couniry fellow, however,
thought of an expedient to reduce the matter to a certainty.
He first pesped through the key-hole, and was convinced he
saw & man sittiog in the hamper—he then through a small
opening of the door, presented a loaded bluaderbuss, and dis-
cE:rg the contents ic so effectun! a manzer, that Sir Toby's
subject was totally epoiled, and unfit {0 mske the conspicuons
figure ictended in the Staffordshire Museum
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THE BPECTACLES,

Romn, who to tha plough wea bred,
And pever lsarnt to write or rend,
Beeing the good old people use

To rend with glasses ‘croas thelir wose,
Which constantly they wora about “em,
And gaid they could not do without ‘em.
Happen'd one day to come to town;
Agnd, a2 he savoter'd op sud down,

Hop chanc'd to spy whete such Uke thinps
HuRg dangliog on & row af stringa.

1t took him in the head Lo stop,

And sak the master of the shop,

Ef ha could farpiah folk thet need

With glaases that could malke ‘s read?
Or gell & pair of —what do you call it ?
Wonld it the nose, and would not gall it?
The man his drawer In oo hand took,
The other op'd the Bible book.

The drawer conlain'd of glasses pleaty,
From ninety down io less than twenty;
Boms pet jn horn, and some in leather;
But Robin sould approve of oeither ;
Aznd when a bundred pairs he'd tried,
And still had throen them all aside,

Tha man grew pesvish—{both grew voxt),
And swore ha conld not read the text.

" Mot read ; Comfound you for 2 fool;
1M hang if e'er you weot to achool!

Thd you o'er read without the holp

Of gpectacion ?''—*¢ Why, no, you whelp;
Do people who can walk without

Bay cruiches for to stump about 2

‘A QUACK DOCTOR

Axp his mountebank associste were harsuguing the populace
from o stage near the market-cross of » country town, in order
to pell their goack medicines ; he said—Ladies and Gentlemes,
my bame is Puff Stuff, the ph]{sicim to the great and mighty
Kow Konn, Emperor of all the Chinas ; T wes converted to
christianity durinsg the embassy of the Iate Lord Macartoey,
nad left that thers country and came to this hers, which may
be reckoned the greatest biessing that ever happezed to Eurape,
for Pvebrought with me the following uupara]faled, inpstimable,
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and never to be matched medicines ; the first ia called the
Great Parry Mandyron Rspskianum, from Wandy Whang
Whang—one drop of which, poured into any of your gums, if
you should have the misfortune to lose your teeth, will canse a
new set to sprout out like mushrooms from o hot-bed; and if
any lady should happen to be troubled with that unpleasant and
redundant exuberance, called o beard, it will remove it in three
applications, and with greater esse than Packwood's razor
strops. I’m also very celebrated in the cure of the eyes ; tha
late Emperor of China had the misfortane 1o loge his eyes by o
eatarach,—I very dexterously took cut the eyes of his g’[ajesty,
snd afier ancinting the soclkeds with a Earticular glutinous
kapplication, 1 placed in two eyes from the head of & living
lion, which not oaly restored his majesty’s wirion, but made
him dreadful to all his enemiss and beholders, I beg leave to
sy, that I have eyes from different hanimals, and to suit all
i’om‘ differeat fuces and profeesions. This Aere bottle which I

ofds in my hand, is called the grand elliptical, asiaticsl, pau-
tieurial, nervous eordial, which cures ali diseases incident to
humanity. ¥ don't like to talk of myself, Ladies and Gentlemen,
becanss the man who talks of himself is & Hegotist, but this I
will venture to say of myself, that [ am mnot only the greatest
physician and plulosopher of the age, but the greatest genins
that ever illuminated mankind—but you know I den't like to
talk of myself: you shonid only read oae or two of my lista of
cures, ont of the many thousands I bave by me ; if you knew
the benefits so many people have received from my grand
elliptical, asiatical, panticurial nervous cordial, that cures nll
diseases wcident to humanity, nene of yoo would be auch fools
81 to be sick : I'll just read ome or two, [Reads several let-
ters.]—Sir, I was jacamed to a jelly in a linseed oil mili;
cured with one bottle—Sir, I was boiled to death in a soap
manufactory ; cured with one bottle.—Sir, I was eut in balf iy
B eaw-pit; cured with haif a bottle—Now comes the meat
wonderful of all.

Sir,—VYenturing too near the Powder Mill at Faversham, I
was by a gudden explosion, blown into a million of atoms; by
this unpleasant accident I was rendered unfit for by business
(a banker’s clerk,}—but hesring of your grand elliptical, aaia-
tical, panticurial nervous eordial, I was persuaded to make essay
thereof ; the first bottle united my strayed particles, the second
auimated my shattersd frame, the third effected a radical cure,
the fourth sent me home to Lombard-street o count guineas,
make out bills for acceptance, and recount the wondeful effeoty
of your grand elliptical, asiatieal, panticurial pervoua cordial,
that oures all disenses incident to bumanity.

“



72

GENERAL RECITER.

ALONZO THE BRAYE
A favourite Recitation,

A WARRIOR B0 bold, and & virgin =0 Lright,
Clonvers'] An they aat oo & green;

Thay guead on each other with tendar dellght,

Alongs the braro wad the nxme of the koight,
The muiden the fulr Imogine.

¢ And ah ™ eafd the youth, ‘¢ sines to-morrow X go
To fight in & far distast Iand;
Your tearn for my absence s00n cemaing to flow,
Bams other will ¢ourt yon, and you will bestow
On & wealthlar sulter your hand.™

*¢ Oh, bush thess snepiclony !™ falr Imogine sid,
** Bo hurtful to you and t0 mey

For §f you be llving, or if you be dead,

1 swear by the virgin that none in your siead,
Shall husbard to Imogine be.

*¢ And If for another my hoart ehowld declds,
Forgetting Alouzs the hrave;

God grant thet to punish my falsehood and pride,

Thy ghost at my marrisge may sit by my side,

May tax me with perjury, clalm we sa bride,
Arnd baar me away to the grave.”

‘Fo Paleatine hasten'd the warrlor sc held,

Hin Iove sha latnented him sore;
Bot scarce had » twelvemonth elaps’d—when behold 1
A baron, all cover'd with jewsls and gold,

Arnivd ot fair Imogine's deor.

His tr , hia p hin apncl domaln,
Soon made her antroe to her vaws;

He dnexled her ayed, Lo bewildaved her brain--

He canght her affections, go light and so valo,
And carried her home ax hls spouse.

And now had the marriage been blest by the priest,
The revelry now waa begno,

The tables they groan'd with the weight of the feast,

Nor yet had the leughter and merriment ceassd,
When the bell of the castle toll'd—~One.

"I'was then with amazement, falr Imogine found
A siranger was plac'd by her sids;

Hia alr was terrifie, be utier"d no scund,

Ha spake not, he mov'd not, be leok'd not arcund,
But earnoutly gazed on the bride.

g
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Mis visor waa elos’'d, giguntic his height,
His armour was sabla {o view;
All taughter and plepsure wars bush’d at his Mght—
The dogs, an they eyed blm drew back with affright ;
Axd tha lights in the chamber burnt tue.

iy p INTR P & to dlsmay,

‘The gueets sat in ailence and fear
At length spoke the bride, while she trembled—'' I pray
Bir knlght, tbhat your helthet naide you would lay,

And deign to parfake of our cheer.”

The lady is elent—tha stranger complies,
Axd his visor he slowly unclas'd ; .
O, goda! what a elght me! Imogine's eyes—
‘What words can exprass ber dlemay and surprise,
When a akeleton's head waz expos’d!

AR present thon uiter'd & terrifle shoot,

Axnd torned with disgust from the seens ;
The worms they crept in, and the worms bhey erept ont,
And sported his eyss and his tamples about,

While the spectre sddroas'd Imogine ;—

 Hohold me, thou false ote —behold me!” he eried,
* Dehold thy Alonzp the brava |

God grants that to punish thy falsebood and pride,

My ghost at thy marrisge should sit by thy side—

Bhould tax thea with perjury, clalm thee Bs bride,
Azd bear thee sway to ihe grave.”

This saying, his arma round the Iady he wonnd,

While poor Imogine sbrick'd with dismay ;
Then sunk with hin prey through the wide yawning ground,
Nor ever agaln waa fair Imogine found,

Or the speclre that Dore her sway.

Not long Lv'd the barcn, and none Moce that time,
To ichabit the castla prow B

For Ohronicles tell, 1hat by order sublime,

'There [mogine suffers tha paln of her crime,
Aznd mourns her deplombls doom,

At midolight four timea in each year does her sprite,
When mortals in slumber are bound ;
AITay'd o her bridal apparel of white,
Appear in the hall with her spectra) keight,
Aud shrinin a8 he whirls her around.
H
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Whila thay drink out of skulls newly torn from the grave,
Dancing round than pale apectres are seen ;

Thelr liguor is blood, and this horrible stava

They howl, ** To the health of Alonzo the brave,
And his consort the fulie [mogine™

A NIGHT'S ADVENTURE.

Ir was & fearful night; Lgale ]ightni::g quivered st intervals
through the clouds, and the wind rose through the neighbouring
woad in strange fitful blasts, which were followed only by a
mysterious stiliness augmenting the terrers of the hour, [ knew
not how [ got there; enough—I found myself in a dark gloomy
dungeon, a torch burning at the further end waa the only thiu
vigible, Inthe centre of this scens of desolation, methought%
saw 8 young female of exquisite beauty, whose luxurious hair
hung in patural ringleta over a eful and well monided
shoulder. Her form, too, waa such aa a statuary might bave
chosen for s model. In her hand was & wand, with which she
beckoned me ; I had seareely advanced a few steps, whenani
coldnens soized me, and by the livid effulgence of the torch,c{
beheld skulls scattered over the floor, and heads, severed from
their bodies, laughing with prim insensibility. Ciaps of distant
thunder now shook the buildiog, hut my own beating heart soon
overpowered every other sound. A thrill of horror seized e,
all the frightful recollections of my youth flashed across my
brain, aad I fell senseless on the ground!
* * * - - L L &* L]

‘When my senses returned, the morn had burst forth in all ita
eplendour of fullness, and thecheguered rays of thesun penetrated
through a small aperture into this dismal abyss. The same
loathsome objects were around me, looking more hideons than
before ; in the place of the lovely and beauteous creature, was an
old withered hag, whose hollow cheeks and bloudshot eyes pre-
sonted an appearance truly horrible.  She beld a dagger which
she brandished with a ghastly smile, Her bilack brows wers
knitted together, and angerdaried from her eyes as she proncunc
ed, like the creaking of the ravem, * Child of guilt, thy hour in
come.” By a supernatural effort 1 sprang upon mwy legs, and
eeized & skull as & weapon of defence, but her bony hand had
already encircled my throat; I felt a chokiog thirst eome over
me! I was parmalyzed with [.ar ; & preternatural yiddioess took

oesession of my head, large dropa of perspiration rolied down my
?Orehead; I uttered a shrill and piercing cry, the neise of which
atartled me. Iawoke, and fuund I was prasping—the hed-post,
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THHE S8TILTON CHEESH.

THEpE's vy ib this wondrous city
Whose wanty compel them to ba witty,
Not so aloue in words, but i their deeds,
Whilst by our wils we can supply our cceda;
Fie whe would tamely starve deserves uo pily
Hut modaest virlue sinke whore vice oft thrivea,
And merit foste where impudence iy fed,
And ope map fuils e'en when be nest contrives
With easo Lg live aud gain his daily bread ;
But virtuo is, "tis troa, its own reward,
And but for that, indced ils fote were hard ;
For one muay see the weak ut every hour—
Y maeam the weak in intclleclual powar—
Unto the slronger fall ao eany prey,
But to my tale—it 5o belell,
A hy tha way,
It might bave chancd to any other awell,
Who, cut of Juck mighl want the needful tig—
Ileaven Llesa the roark, wbere poverty it sip—
(hur herg, without sup or bite,
Tind 4ept bis fast from ovar night,
Therelore hls appetits
Waa wondrova nlea you'll aag for obs whosa bowels
Were plock'd by hunger's sharp and pointed rosrals,
For buating rousd, he from the farthest ook
Of bis capacions pocket book
Ehreo-halfpence forth, biy hunger to appease ;
A penny loals & serry meal, I grant,
But with some folks the more they get they want.
e bought s Joaf, but wanled thoens,
And g0 be set his wits to work 60 etrive,
And make threa-halfpence do the work of fve.
Bo with the alr of onv intent to buy,
He stepp'd ioto a grocer's shop hard by,

Btralght poioling te & cheese of goodly rousd,
That with ity rich look caught by lenging ays,
Witk face drawn out quite serious aid profound,
Ehe while the obscquious shepmas bow'd his bead,

‘1'ms eomustidng of o conncisseur,’ ho said,
“1n cheese ;

The betber thua their rich atrong taste to try,
A3 ‘tis nol everything my fapey pleases,
I test my cheese, before I choose, with bread.’
‘Ihe szoop saon pierced & *douible Glo'ster's’ wide,
Which fali'd to plesse, eome othary then b tried;

Ye waver'd long, he tasted much,

But oone Yad the right tacy touch,
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Till at a piece of fine old Cheshire
Eiz Lips telaz’'d Into a smile of pleasure;
He seomd inclin'd to Bx, yet half In doubt,
He'd eat 1o much, his bread was nearly out,
Whez, lo! & noble Stilton met hiy sight
‘Thet be muast taste;
1o smack'd his lips with endisguis'd delight,
Ang sald in haste,
1 Aye, air, nye, that, that's the cheeze.
1t hasa the right rich racy iguch for me,
But then, indeed, it in too much for me—
80 eut & ‘lumping ha'porth,’ if you please.’

———.

MARY THE MAID OF THE INN.
A favourite Recitation.

VWho is sha, the poor maniac, whose wildiy 8x°d eyes
Beom a heart overcharg'd to expresa f

Bhe weepa not, yet often and deeply sbe aighs;
The compogurs of settlad distrans,

No aid, no compassion, the menine will geek,
Cold and bunger awake not her care;
Thre' (ke rags do the winda of the winter blow ek,
Ou ber poot wither'd bosom, balf bare, and har cheek
Hay (ke desdly pale bus of despain

Yeb cheerful and bappy (oor dietant the day)
Poor Mary the manize hias hesn :
The trevler remembers, who journey'd this way,
No damsel 8¢ lovely, no damsst so gay,
Ag Mary, the Maid of the Inn.

Her cheerful nddress Al the guests with delight,
Ax she welcom'd them In with & amlle;

Her heart was o ptrangor b0 childiah affright,

And Mary would wall by the Abbey st night,
When the wind whistled down the dark ninle.

Sha lov'd—and young Hickard had settled the day—
And she hop'd to be happy for life:

But Richard wag idle and worthlesa; snd they

Who knew him, would plty poor Mary and sny,
That phe was too good for his wife.

*Twaa o Autumn, and stormy and dark was the night,
Aznd fast ware the windows and door;
Two guests st sujoying the fre that burnt bright,
And pmokipg in silenos, with tracqull delight,
* ‘They lsten'd to hear the wind roas.’

e



GENERAL RECITER. 77

4 'Tia plaasant,” cried one, 1 seated by the Are-side,
Ty hear the wind whistle withont 1"

A fina night for the Abbey,” his commde reply'd:

'“ Methinks a man's courage would zow be well tried,
Who should wander the ruing sbout.

+ I myself ke & schapl-boy, should trembla to henr
‘The hoarse ivy elitks over my head 3

And gould fancy I saw, holf pummued by fear,

Bome ugly old abbot’s white spirit, Appear,
For thiy wind might awaken the dead ™

“ I wager g dinner,” the other ona crad,
‘* That Mary would venture there now ;"
“ Then weger and lose,” with a stieer he replied,
4 't warrant she'd fancy a ghoat by her side,
And faint [f sbe saw a white cow.”

Wi Mary this chargs ob her cournge allow?”

His companion exclaim'd with & amila;
“1 ghall win, for T koow sha will venture thera now,
And esme n Dew bonnet by bringing e bough

From the alder that grows in the aisle,”

With fearless good humoenr did Mary comply,
Amd ber way to tha abbey she bent,
The zight it waa gloomy, the wind it was high,
And, 88 holiowly howling it mwept through tha sky.
She shiver'd with cold as she want,

er the peth 5o well koown, atill proceedad the maid,
Where the sbbey roge dim st har gight;

Through the gateway che enter'd, she feit not sfraid,

Yet the ruins were lonely azd wild, snd their shade
Beem'd to deopen the gloom of the night.

AL sround her was silent, eave when ths rude blust
Iowl'd dinmally round the old pila;
Over weed-cover'd Iragmants still fearless she pass'd,
And artlv'd at the innermost ruin B last,
¥ here the alder-tres grew in the alsla.

Wl pless'd did she reach It, and quickly drew near,
And hastily gather'd & bough :
When the sound of a voica seem’d to rnize on her ¢ar-—
Bhe paus'd, snd she listen'd, all enger to hewr,
And her heart panted fearfully now,

The wind blew, tha hosrse ivy shook over her hesd ;—
Bhe listen'd ;—nought elas could ahe henr:
Ths wind cens'd, her heart sunk in har boeom with dread,
For ho heard in the rulne distinetly the tread
OfF [cotstepa approaching her oear.
H5
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Rehind 8 wide column half breatiless with four,
Bha crept to concenl heraelfl there:
That instant the moen o'er & dack cloud shone clear,
And she saw in the moonlipht two rulfians appear,
And between them a corse they did benr,

Then Mnry could fecl ber heart™s hlood curdie cold,
Agnin the rongh wind hurried by—

It blow off the hat of the one, and behold,

Even close to the feet of poor Mary it rolitd:
Bha fell—and expected to die,

“ Curae tha hat I"—be excleim’d-—nay, coma cu and first hide
The dead body,” his corurade replies.

She beheld them in safety pass on by her side,

Bhs seizes the Daet, fear her coursge anpplied,
Ap tast through the abley ebe Hies,

She mn with wild speed, ahe rush'd o at the door,
Bhe ceal ber eves horribly round

Her litnbs ¢ould support Lheir faiot burder »o more ;

But, exbausted snd breathiess, she sunk on the Hoor,
Unable to utler & sound.

Ere yet the pale lips could the story impart,
For a motrent the hat met her view:

Yer eyes from Lhat object convulsively start,

Tor, ob God? what ¢old horrors thill'd thee' her heart
When the pame of her Hichard she knew !

Where the old abbey stapds on o common hard by,
His gibbet is now to be seen;

Not far from the inn it engages the ove,

‘The trav'lisr beholds it, nmd thinks, with 3 sigh,
Of poor Mary, the Matd of the Iun.

A CELEBRATED PREACIIER.

Tue Rev. Dr.-——— is what is commonly denominated ‘a
celebrated preacher.’ His reputation, bowever, bas pot been
acquired by drawing Iarpely upon his own stores of knowledge
and eloguance, but by the skill with which e appropriates the
thoughts and language of the great divines who have gone be-
foro bimm. Fortunately for him, those who compose a fashion-
able sudience are not deeply read in palpit lore, aed accord-
ingly, with such hearers, e passed for a wonder of erudition
and pathos. It did, nevertheless, happen that the doctor was
oace detocted in his plaginrisma. One Sonday, s he waa be-
giznipg o delight the sprightiy besux and belles belonging o
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his congregation, a grave old gentleman seated himself close to
the puipit, and listened with profound attention. The doctor
hnd searcely finished his third sentence, before the said gen-
tleman muttered londly encugh 20 be heard by those that were
pear him, ¢ That’s Sherlock ' The dector frewned, but wenton,
He had not proceeded much further, when bis tormenting in-
terruptor broke oot with * That's Tillotson I' The dactor bit
big lips, and pansed, but again thought it better to pursne the
thread of his disgourse. A third exclamation of ‘ That's Blaira 1!
was however too much, and completely cxhausted all his pa-
tience. Leaning over tho pulpit, © Fellow,” he eried, ¢if you do
not hold your tenghe, you shall bo turned out.”  Without alter-
ing a muscle of his countenance, the grave old gentleinan lifted
r;_) his head, and lookitg the dector iu the face, retorted, * That's
ir oion.’

NOTHING AT ALL.

Ix Derry Down Dale, when I wanted o mate,

I went wi' my dad & courting to Kate;

Wi' e nose gay 50 8ne, and my holiday clothes,
My hands in my pockots, g-courting I goes,
‘The weather was coid and my bozom was hot,
My beart on a gallop, told meare on o 1o,
Naw I wur eo bashful and loving withal,

My tongue stuck to my month ;—[ gaid nothing

‘Heipho '— Dang it,’ says feyther, ¢ what for does’t then
talk § one might as weel hoe naebody wi' them os thee™ — Why,’
says I, ¢ I's sure, I talk’d plenty as we com ower t’lang meadow,’
¢ Aye) says he, ‘what about -+ About,” says I, why about—
about

Nothing st all I—1Ri fol Je rol, &e.

When we cams to the door, I Ilumpish aod gluin!
The rapper I held ‘twist my finger and thum;

Top went the knocker, and Hate shew'd her chin:
Sba chucikled pad duckled I bow'd and walk'd in,
Now I wur es bashiul as bashfa! could be,

And Kitty poor Inss ! wur pa bashiul B8 me;

80 1 bowed, and she grinned, sad et my hat f&ll;
Then I smiled——seratch’d my head—and saidl —

#]—i—D’s com’d— Yes, sur,’ saysshe, I see ye's com’d,
what's your busivess wi’ I * Why (says I} I hesn’t much
business, I's com'd to—to—to’— To what ¥’ says she— Why,
{anys 1} to—to—t0™—* Dang it,’ says fryther, and he hits me a
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great drive ower’t chops, ¢ tell her thou’s com’d to mwmake love
till her at yance'— Eees’ azys I, * Feyther says as how ['a
corn'd to make—to make’—* To make what ¥ says sbe, * Why,
says I, ¢ to male
‘Nothiog 8L oll '—Ri fol ds rol, &

1f bashful wur I, no lese bashful tha roaid,

Faor she simper'd sud blusid, wi' her apro strings play'd;
TFill the old folks, impatieot to bave the thing done,

Agreed Yittle Kitty ond £ shounld be one.

In silence us young folks just podded conmsent ;

lland in Bowd to the chureh to be oaarried we went;
Where e apswered the purson, fo voices so small,

Lov it T ey 02 &—-

Ecod, I shall never forget, it wur so comical. Parson turps
1o me wi' a face as grave 23 a church yard, and be eays to me,
Wall, says he to me, will tua hae thia young woman to be thy
wedded wife 1—Ecs, says I, I brought her here o’ purpose. So
he turne to Kitty, and he says, Kitty, will you hae thia young
ma to be thy wedded bushand1 Dang me, if Kitty warn’t quite
shocked, she blusly’d, and ehe stammer’d, and she twitter'd, asd
wur quite in a Mate of conflatamery gastuation, 85 a body way
say ; and so ehe says to the parson, saya abie, sur—I—J—

Nolhing at al! '=——Ri fol de rol, &c.

But mark what & changs io tho course of b week;
Now Iiste left off Bhushing, and Wully covld speak,
Could play wi' my deary, laugh loud at a jest,

Bhe could coax toe, snd foudls as well Ba the best.
Now we laugh at past follies, abd eibce we've declar'd
To eacourage young folks whe sl wedlock are seard,
Thal if onca to your aid semse ingyraace you call,—-
Mey Jisa and get oorvicd, asd get married, apd—,

Ecod, it wor songlit when it wor over, just like banging. Buat
1 shail ever forget that day, there were vic fiddling, sic feasting,
and sic duncing. But when it began to get rather late, I gi'es
Hate n oudge, and eays I, Brosh 1 and then I made a bitof a
speech to the company ; saya I, Nyboure—bridemaids, bride-
groom,—JI'Il thank you all to make a clesn sweep ; and 1 hope
you'il all come again this day nine months, when I will abew
you a——S5hew us what, says yan, Why, eays I, I’ll shew you

—a—n—a—

Nothipg at gl '——Ri (ol de rol, &ec
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THE DEAF MAN'S GRAVE.

Avmosr st the root
Qf that tall pine, the shadow of whose bure
And slender stem, whila hare T ait at eve,
Oft atretehes towanrds rae like 4 long straight path,
Traead faintly in the greensward ; there, benesth
A plala blus stone, & gentle dalesman liea,
From whom, e eatly childbood, was withidrawn
The precicus gift of heating. Hg grew up
From year to year i lomeliness of soul;
And this deep mountain valley waa to bim
Boundless with sll it streams. The bird of dawn
Did mover rouea thia cottager from Meep
With startiiog surmons : not for his delight
The veroal ¢uckoo shouted ; vor for him
Murmured the labouring bee. Whep stormy winds
Wera working l.he broad hosom of the iake
Into & th d kling waves,
Rocldng tha trees, and d.tiﬂng cloud on eloud,
Along the sbarp edge of you lofty crags,
The agitated scene befors bis eye
Was silent a6 o picture : evermora
Wero all things silent wheresce'er ha moved,
Yet, by the solnce of his own pure thoughts
Upheld, he dutecusly puraved the rovnd
Of rural labours ; the steep mountain-side
Ascended, with his staff and faithtul dog;
The plough he guided, and the scythe he awayed ;
And the ripa corn before his sickle fall
Among the jocumd reapers, For himaalf,
All watchful and industrivus as he was,
Ha wrought mot; meither flold por Hock he owsed @
No wish for wenlth had place within his mind ;
Nor bushand's love, nor father's hope of cars.
Though born & younger brother, nesd Way nooo
That from the floor of hls pateroal home
I{s ahould depart, to plant hirasel! anew.
And when, maturs in pashood, he behsld
His patenta laid i enrth, no leta gnsued
OF righte to him ; but be remained wall pleased,
By the pure boud of igdependent love,
An inmats of a second feodly,
The fellow-labourer and friend of him
To whom the small inheritaxce had fallen.

Nor deem. that his mild premence was a weight
That pressad ypon bis brother's bouse; for books

&l
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Were ready comradas whotn be could not tieg,-
Of wlwse society the blameless pann

WWaa uever satisle, Their familiar veice,

Even to ald age, with unabated ehurm

Teguiled L3 leisure hours; refreshed bis thoughte
B.yond its nintural elevation raised

1is fneoverted spivit; amd bestowsd

Upon his ife an outward disnity

Wlich all ackuowledged. The dark winter night,
The stormy day, had ¢ach its oWn resource;
£ong of the muses, sge historic 1ale,

Science pevers, or word of holy writ

Aunnsusving immartality and joy

To the assemlled spirils af the just,

¥row imperfection and decay segura.

Thus seothed at home, thos busy in the field,
Ta no perverse subhicion Le gave way,
No longuid peevishuess, no vain complaiol:
And they who were ahoub ki did not fedl
In reversnoe, or in courlesy; they prized
Jlis gentle manners :—ind his peaceful amiles,
The gleama of hin slow-varying countenanes,
Woere met with anawering sympathy and love,

At tength, when sixty years and fve were told,
A slow disease inseusihly consumed
The powers of patute; and a few short stepa
Of frirpds and kindred bore hit from his homen
tYon ¢oltage, shadad by tho woody crags,)
To the profounder stillness of the grve.
Nor wug bis funeral denied the grace
Of many tears, virtuous snd thoughtful grief ;
tleart-sorrow rendered swest by gratitude.

And mow that monumental stone Drescives
His name, sod upambitiously 1elates
1low loug, snd by what lkindly cutward aids,
apd in what pure contzatodness of mind,
The sad privation was by him endured.
Aud yon tall pine-treo whose composing spund
Wia wasted oo bhe good tuen's living ear,
Iiath pow its own peculiar sanctity ;
And al the touch of every wandering breesa,
Murmurd not jdly o'er his peacsful grave.
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HOW TO SAVE ONE'S BACOX.

Eanyv one fine moming, as Terence O'Fleary was hard st work
in his poistoe-garden, he was accosted by his gossip, Mick
Casey, who he pexceived had his Sunday clothes on.

“od's 'bud | Terry, man, what would you be afther doing
there wid them praties, an Phelim & Louglilin’s berrin’ guin’
to take place 1 Come nlong, ma bochel ! sure the prative will
wait -

“0Och ) 0o, sis Terry, * ) must dig on this ridge for the |
childer's breakfast, an' thin I'm goin’ to confessiva to Father
O'Higgina, who heids s stashin bevont there at hig owu house.”

% Holher take the stashin 1”7 ela Mick, “sure that ‘ud wait
t00.” But Terence was not to be persuaded.

Away went Mick to the berrin’ ; aud Terence, having finisived
“ wid the praties,” as bo said, went down to Faiher O'Higgivs,
where he was shown into the kitchen, to wait his turn for cou.
fession. He had not been long standing thera, befure the kit-
chexa fire, when his attention was atiracted by & uico piece of
bacon, witich hung in the chitnaey-corner. Terry looked at it
again and again, and wished the childer * had it at home wid
the pratiea.”

‘* Murther slive I’ says he, * will I take it 1 Sure tho priest
can spare it ; an it wosld be & rare thrate to Judy an’ tho gor-
so0ns at home, to say nothin’ iv myself, who hasv’t tasted the
likes this many’s the day.” Terry looked at it again, and then
turped away, eayiog—'* | wor’t take it—why wou'd I, av’ it
not mive, but the prieat’al an’ I'd have the sin iv it, sure! T
won't take ity replied he, *an’ it's nothin’ but the Ould Boy
bimsel{ that’s ticoptin’ me ! But sure it's ne harnn to feel it,
any way,” said he, takiog it into his hand, and lovking earneatly
at it “Och ! it’s s beauty ; and why wouldu't i earry it home
to Judy and the childex! Av’ sure it wou't be a eiu aither I
cobfesses it 17

Well, into his grent coat pocket he thrust it: aud bhe had
searcely doze so, when the maid came in sud told him that it
was bis turn for conlessicn.

« Murther alive! §’'m kit and rew’d, borse and fout, now,
joy, Verry ; what'tl I doin this quapdary, acall, atalt} By

anaies | I must thry an’ make the best of it, any how,” says
¢ to himself, and i he went.

Ho koelt to the priest, told his sins, and was about to receive
abaolution, when all at once he seemed to vecollect himself,

and eried out— :
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“Qht stop—stop, Father O'Higgins, dear I for poodness sake,
stop ! 1 have cne great big sin w tell yit ; omly swir, I'm fright-
ened to tell id, in the regard of never haviug Jone the like
afore, sur, iver !"'

* Come,” said Father O’'Higgins, * you must tell it to me.”

“ Why, then, your Riverince, [ will tell id; but, sir, I'in
sshamed like 1"

# Oh, never mind ! tell it,” said the priest.

“ Why, then, your Riverince, [ went out one day to a gintle-
man’y hyuse, upos a little bit of business, an’ he bein’ ingaged,

- I was ahewed iuto the kitehen to wail. Well, sur, there I saw
a beautiful bit iv bacon banging is the chinably-corner. T look-
ed at id, your Riverince, an’ toy teeth begao to wather. I don't
kuow bow it was, sur, but I suppose the Divil timpted me, for
I put it into my pocket; but, if you plaze, sur, I'll give it to
you,'” and he put his hand into his pocket.

“Qive it to me)” aaid Father O'Higgins ; “no, certainly
not ; give it back to the owner of it.”

“ Why, then your Riverince, sur, T offered id to him, and he
wouldn’t take id.”

“COh1 he wouldn't, wouldn't he1” anid the priest ; ©thes
take it home, and eat it yourself, with your t’amjf;.”

% Thank your Riverizece kindly I eays Terence, “an’ I’ll do
that same immediately, plaize God : but first and foremost, I'il
have the absclution, if you plaize, sir.”

Terence received absolution, and went home rejoicing that
he had beon able to save his soul and his bacon at the sawe
time.

HAMLEYT'S MEDITATION ON DEATH.

To be, ur not to be, that is the guesticn,
‘Whether “us nobler jn the mind, to suffer,

Fhe stings aod asrowa of cutragesus fortuns;

Or to ke srms egainst & ses of troulles,

Arnd by opposing, ead them ;—io die—to sleep—
No more ;—and, by & aeep, to may we and

Fhe heart-sche, and & thoussnd natyrsd shocks
That Bosh is belt to—"tl & conmummation
Dsvoutly to be wigh'd. Te die i—to aleep!—

To sleep ?— perchaecs, to dream,— Ay, there's the rub?
For in thot sieep of death what dreacas may coe,
When we have shuffled off this mortal cold,

Muat give us pauss; there's the respect,

Thal mokes calnmity of s¢ loog life:

For who would beas the whips aud scoroa of time,
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The eppressor's wrong, the proud mans contumely,
The pongs of despised love, the law's defay,

The insolence of offica, and the gpuma

That patient merit of the unworthy takes,

When he himself might his guietus make

With & bare bodkln ? whe would fardela bear,

To groan and sweat under a weary life

But that the dread of something after death—

The undiscover’d ecuntry, from whose bourn

No traveller returos—puzzles the will,

: And makes us mther bear those illa we have,

Than fly to others that we know oot of?

Thus conscience does make cowards of ue all;

And thus the native hue of resclution

Is sickliedt o'er with the pale cast of thought,

And enterprises of great pith and moment,

With this regard their currenta turn awry,

And lose the name of dction. SHARSPEAKE

THE WOLF AND THE MASTIFF.

A wour that Iong had ranged the wood,

A ztranger to the taste of food,

Met an old mastiff, sleek and fat—

Each kunown to each they stop and chat.

* Lord [* say the wolf, ' how plump you've grown ;
Is that round belly sll your cwn?

Fray how d'ye live, and what d'yve eat ?

1 wish you'd give me your receipt ;

For, not to underrnte your merit,

I think, my fricnd, I don't want apirit

To attack the foe by day or might,

And yet you see my wretched phight I

*“ Why," quoth the dog, with consclous air,

" My place requires 4 world of care;
JIf you desire {0 serve the great,

Faith ! you miost work aa well as eat;—
Preferments are not given for nought,

Rut by gome useful service bought.”

* Why what service, then, will be expected ? &
No honest terma should be rejected.”

* Why you must waich the doors by night,
iBark at the thieves,—The beggars fright.”

+ b ! I showid blese that happy chaige,

For who'd wish througl rain and soows to raoge?
Who snug and warm could take bis pleasure,
And fill his beliy st his leisure ?"

1
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** Well then,"” says snop, ** singe "lis agreml,
Let un with geatle trot prosced.”

When lo! the woll's ton curivuy eye,
Chaneed the poor mastiff's neck o Y, —
Gall'd with & chain beneath his st
“Abtah ! eried he, < what have you there T
* Nothivg,” said s0ap, srd tumed aside,

‘' Nay, let's koow all,” the wolf replied.

““ Why, a8 I'm pretly fietes you know,

They ehaln me ap o day or 80 ;

My master's whim—1 can't refuse it ;-
There's nothing in't—iodecd, } choose jt ;-
For as I'm uselusa while 'tis Yght,

i sleep by day nod bark by night

When night comes on fmy chain's #nbound,
Aud theo I rove the country round.

Aa for my meat, ['m well supplied

At talle by my mester's side;

The servaria toss me bones half-piekd,
And lord I whet plates of sauce I've lick !
But, come,—what pow? you lag behind,"—
YWy, faith I think I've chaag'd rm¥ mind.
I don't much lite that galling chaia,

Bo think I'H range the woods agaip j—
Fajoy your sernps, for I not by

A kiog witheut my liberty,”

FUNERAL AT SEA.
(dn original Recifation, by 8. Dariieft.)

THE sun bad just risen, and not a cloud appeared o obstroct
bhis rays—a light breeze played on the bosom of the ocean—the
stillpess’ of the morning was only disturbed by the ripple of the
waters ; it seemed as if the calra and noiseless spirit of the deep
was brooding over the waters—the national flag, displayed hail
way down the royal mast, played in the breeze, unconscious of
ita golemn import ; the vessel seewed tranguil as the element
ont wiose surface she moved—ehe Jorew uot the sorrows that
were in her own bosom, and seemed to look down on the briny
expanse bencath her, in all the confulence and security of
strength,  To the mmds of her brave crew it was a morning of
gioom ; they had been boarded by the angel of death, and ilie
forecastls now contaived all that was mortal of his victim—his
soul had fled to its final audit. They grouped around the
windlass, and were left to their own reflectiona. The hardy
sons of the ocean woingled their aympathies with each otber:
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they seerned to think of theic own mortality—Conscience waa
at her post—tley spoke of the virtues of their deceased mess.
mate, of his bonesty, his sensibility, his gepervsity ; ope re-
tepibered to bave seen him share the last dollar of his bard
earned wages with a distressed shipmate. Al couid attest his
liberality—they spoke too of bis accomplishments as a saiior, of
the perve of his arm and the intrepidity of his soul ; they had
all seen him iz the hour of dapger, whea the winds of heaven
were let loose in all their fury, aud destruction was on the wing,
eeize the helm, and bold the ship securely within his grasp till
the danger was passed by.

They could have indulged longer in their reveries, but they
were suzmoned to prepare for the rites of the sepulehre, and
pay the last honour to their dead companion. Then the work
of preparation commenced with hoavy hearts and maoy a sigh
—a rude coffin was soot constructed, and the body was depe-
sited within it—all was ready for the final scene. The muain
batches were his bier, a spare sail was his pall ; his surviviog
comrades, in their tar-stained babiliments, stood around ; ail
were silent’; the refreshing breeze mourned through the cordage,
the mais topsail was hove to the mast, the ship paused on her
course, the funeral service began ; his body was committed to
the deep—the knell of the ship's beil was heard—1 heard the
plange of the coffin—1 aaw the fears start from the eyes of the
generous tars—nmy soul melted within me, aa 1 roverted to the
Lome scenes of him whom we had buried in the deep—to hopes
that were to be dashed witl: woe, to joys that were to be drowa-
ed with lamentation.

THE MAIL COACHL
Tomer The Country Clud,

Cone listen to my slovy ;
Now eealed in my glory,
We make no langer sioy :
A bortie of good sherry
Has made ua gll quite merry,
Let Momus rule the day;
We learty all and well ate,
Drive to the White Ilorae Cellar,
Got g snack before we fo—
liring me o leg of wutten,
1'on as hungry 63 a glutton—
Yo gravy soup—hollo !
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Spoken in different voices. J—Why, waiter I—Coming, air,—
Where is my gravy soup i—Just took off the gridiron.—Make
haste, [ shall lose my place.—I hepe your honour will remem-
ber the poor ostler.—Are the beef-steaka ready 1—No, but your
chops are.—What a concourse of people are geing in tﬁuﬁe
coaches—All fast behind, Hip! {Imitates the sound of the
gunrd’s horn.}
- Then *lia away we rmattlo,

Joily doga ond stylish eattle,

Craclk whip sad dash away.
What o cavaleade of coaches,

Omn every side approaches,

What work for man and beast ;
We muust bave g hittle drop, sir—
Then we'll gallop bl we slop, sir—

And afterwards make jaste.

I mount—the whip [ crack now,

All bustle—wha! & poch now
On every gide approach !

Now makiog sad grimmcea,

Al for the waut of pluces,

They cry—Iive lost the concin

Spoken in various roices,]—How's this I--1'm sure my namae
was bocked —No sueh thing, ma’am.—A ladyand a parrotin s
cage.—That fare ean’t go inside, one parrot'a enovgh at a time,
Ne room for two ladies 1—Nome at ali for females ; this s a
mail coach.—Set me down &t the butcher’s shop : I should not
like to be secn getting out of a coach.—Tie a handkerchief
round your meck, Billy; you'll catch cold.—Yes, good bye,
grandpapa } give my love to grandmamma.—Hip! {Imitaten
the hora.)

Tien "tis nway we rattle,

Jolly dogs and styliah extile,
Ceaek whip, and dazh awey.

Four in land from FPiccadily,

Enugly suated in the dilly,
Away we scanper all;

Whet morry wags and railers,
What joliy dogs and snilors,
Dugin to sing and bawl.

Frown every ploce we stark, yir,
Boma counpany depart, sir,
And sthers coe, no Jdoubt;
Tor pisuty there's of rooin, nuw,
If they will only come now,
Four inside and one out.
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Spoken in different voices.]—Ave my boxes all safel You
have put wy trunk in a wrong coach.—MNover fear, ma'am, we
shall evertake it —What a figure yon eut in that Welch wig 21—
Held your tongue, sitrah, you've woke me out of & comfortable
pap.—Kcep the windows sbut; I have got a cold and a stift
neel.—by little girl isn’t well—Keep your feet in ; you've got
your leg between mine—I don’t mingd it, if the gentleman don’t.
—Hip ! {Imitates the horn.}

Then 'tis away we ratile,
Jolly dogs and stylish caltle,
Crack whip, snd dagh pway,

MR. G—- AND JERVAS.

AMr. §.—Ha! Jcrvas, how are you my old boy?! how do
things go on at home !

Steward.—Bad enough, your honour, the magpxe ’s dead.

My, G.—Puor Bag ¥ 6o he ic gone, How came he to die 3

Steward —COverate himself, Sir.

Mr. G.—-Did he! a greedy dog ! Why what did he get that
he liked 8o well 2

Steward —Horse-flesk, Sir 3 he died of eating horse-fieah.

Mr. G.—How came he to get so much horse-flosh 1

Steward —AN your {ather’s horses, Sir.

AMr. G—What ! are they desd too #

Steward.— Ay, Sir, they died of over-work.

Mr. G.—And why were they over-worked, pray 7

Steward.—To earry water, Sir.

Mr. G.~To carry water! And what were they carrying
water for

Steward.—Sure Sir, to put cut the fire,

Mr. G.—Fire ! what fire }

Steward—Oh Sir, your [ather’a house is buvnt down to the

ound.

Mr. G.—My father’s house burat down! and how came it
Jet on five §

Steward,—T think it must have been the torehes,

Mr. G.—Torches | what torches §

Steward.—At your mother’s funeral.

AMr. G.—My wother dead !

Steward.—Ab, poor lady ! she never looked up after it

Mr, G —Alter what 1 .

Steward.—The loes of your father.

15
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Mr. G.—My father gone too !

Steward.—Yes, poor gentieman! be {ook to his bed saacon
a9 he heard of it.

Afr. G.—Heard of what ¥

Steward.—The bad news, Sir, and please your honour.

AMr. . —What ! more miseries § more bad newa i

Steward.—Yes, Sir, your back has failed, apd your credit is
lost, and you are not worth & shilling in the world. I made
bold, Sir, to come to wait on you to tell you ehout it, for I
thought you would like {o hear the news,

BOLILOQUY OF MACDETH.

Ta this o dagger which I see hefore me,

The handle toward my hand ? Come, Iet me cluteh thee :—
1 have thee not ) and yet I see thee atill.

Art thou not, Jatal vision sensible

To feeling, 23 to sight 7 or art thou but

A dagger of the miod ; & faise ercation,

Procecding from the heat oppreased brain?

I see thee yet, in form aa palpabla

As this which now I draw.

Thou marshail'st me the way that T wes going;
And such an jastrurpent I was to uae.

Mine eyes nre made the fools of the other senses,
Or else worth sll the reat; 1 see thee still;

And on thy binde and dudgesn, gouts of blood,
Witich was not 8o befere.—There’s ne such thing;
1t is the bloody business, which ioforms

Thus to ming ayes,— oW 5'er the one half world,
KNature seems desd, and wicked dreams nbuse

The curlained alesp ; pow witcheraft celebrates
Tale lecate's offering; snd witherod murder,
Alarumed by his sentinel, the wolf,

Whe hewls his watchi, thus, wilh hia stealthy pacee,
With Tarquin's ravishing strides, towards iy design,
Moves like & ghost.—Thou sure snd drm-set earth,
Hesr not my steps, which way they wnlk, for feas
Ehe very Btonea Grate of ray whrre-nbout,

And take the present horror from the time,

Which now suits with it.—hiles I threat, he lives;
Words to the heat of deeds too cold breath gives,

I go, and it Is done; the bell invites me.

Tear it not, Duncan ; for it is & knell

That summaons thes to heaven or ¢ hell
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YORKSHIRE HUMPHREY: OR, TWO HEADS BETTER
THAN ONE.

As Yorkshire Humphrey, t'ofher day,
er Londen bridge was stumping ;

He saw with wonder and deligit,
The waler-works & pumpiog.

XNumps grzing stood, and wond'ring how
This grand machine wan made ;

To feast his eyes, he thruat his hesd,
Betwixt the baiustrade.

A sharper prowling near the apot,
Ohserver the gaping lout ;

And soon, wilh Hsh-hook fingers, turny
His pocliet inside out.

Numps feels the twiteh, and turps around,
The thief, with artful leer;

Bays—** Bir, you'll presently be robb'd,
For pickpockels am mear”

Quoth Numps, “*I don't fesr London thieves
Ize not a simple youth !

¥y guines, masler’s, safe enough;
I've put it in my mouth I

et You'i pardon e !" the Togua rephies,
‘Then modestly retires;

Numps re-sssumes the gaping post,
And still the works admires.

The griful prowler takes his stand,
Witk Humphrey full io view;

Whien, now, &n infant thief Jrew near,
Aud each the gther kuew.

Then thus the eider thief began—
€ Observe that gaping tout!

He has 8 guigea in Lis mouth,
And we must gel it out."

‘4 Leave thot {0 me!” young Filcher mays,
i bhavg B scheme guite pat?

Omnly obserye bow neat I'il queer
The gaping country Hai!"

ily this time Numpa, who'd gaz'd his HY,
Waa trudging through the street;

Whan the young pilf 'rer tripping by,
Falls prostrate st his feat.
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'O Lord ! ch dear! my money's logt
The artivl vrelin woans ;

While ludfpence, falling from his haad,
ltoll jingling v'er Fv stoves.

The paseengers now sioup to Gad,
Anil give the boy his coin;

And Humphrey, »ith & fhendly hand,
Deigna curdially o juin

* Thave are your pence,” quoth Numaps, ** my beg,
He zure yvou holds ‘om fasler !

My peoce I queth Filch: ** here are my peove ;
fut where's my guinea master 2

“ Tielp, belp, good follis: for God's sakie heip !
Bawls oul the bopeful youth—

** 1Le pick'd 1wy guinea up just sow,
Aud bas 5t jw lds mouib !

The elder thief was lurking near,
Now cloge to Humphrew draws;

Anid, azizing on bis guilet, plucka
‘The guioes fTol Lis jaws !

Ther rynrs gnt—"* Mastery, here's the ¢oin;
1'8 give the child his guinza !

Thut, who'd have thought to see a (hief,
Ln this seme country ninmy 2"

Humphrey astonishd, thus beging—
“ Gogd measler! hear me, pray "
Dut—** Duck him ! duck hing ™ iy the cry:
At lenguly hs speaks away.,

AR now,” quoth Numps, ' I will believe,
What often 1've heard zaond ;

That London thicves wauld sical the teeth
Qut of & budy s heod !

Py -

THE INDIAN WARRIOR'S DEFENCE.

Fazazeas :~—you call on me to defend the necusations which have
been made against me;—you have charged me with murder,
rebellion, and desertion ; all of which charzes, I can prove false.

Fathers ;—when the great Spirit pave me life, o that I
might breathe the air of Amevica ; be alao gave wme the sowl of
su [ndian Warrior ; and I hope that he will ses I huve not
debased the gifts he endowed ms with ;—the snow came on the
woods near thirty times before our chiefs took up the toma-
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hawk; and in that time I grew from infancy to manhood, and
catled Montens ¢ wife —three noble boys and one frir girl,
were those who ¢alled me father ;—till now we'd smoked the
pipe of peace ; when once, as every thing was locked ia sleep,
and the fair jiglt of Heaven had left cur woods, 1 was returning
from the chase, when, Oh | Spirit of my fathers witness, withess
what [ say—I found my wigwam sunk in a heap of emoking
ruins, aud my three brave sons stretched dead upon the earth,
and what was worse, ¢ the lizhit of the woods,’ my lovely Zadig
was stolen from e, to meet a fate, perhaps worse thao that
my sons had met.—My wife was still remaining to tell the dis-
mal tale, and to raise the fire of vengcanee i my heart, by
saying "twas your pale-faeed warriors, that had worked the ruin
of an unuifending savage.—The morning came, the sun lit the
acene of desolation, which your warriors had made, when I took
the rifle of my father, and shonldered hia tomahawk, determived
to avenge my just wrongs. Was that rebeilion1 if it was, I
never koew your language.—I ask you, Fathers of the White
Nation, if I rebelled against what was right ;—I think nott I
never deserved youvr vengeance in my life.—Wlhen did tha
white man come to Massaniette’s hut, and a-hungered, and
the Bavage did not feed him?1 When did the pale face
come to my wigwam, and if half naked, I clothed lim not?
When did your warriors, if benighted in the woods, come to
Massanietto’s for a shelter, and were refused I—Never ! and
our people bave acted like their Sachem ; they saw me act with
peace toward your land, they did the same;—{rom that time
when you slanghtered those who were dearest to me, I becanie
your deadly foe, and have been ever since.

You tock me prisoner, you tried to corrupt my mind by your
acceursed rum-fire-water ; but "twas io vain, I would not taste
it ; you then tried to win my friendship by kind treatment ;
but [ recollected my private wrongs and the wreng you had
doos to my tribo ;~—you gave ma liberty to ronge at lavge, and
having heard that a portion of my nation were advaneing upon
the gettlement where [ waa confined, I contrived to escape and
join them j—this, you ecalled desertion !—White men! did you
think because I bore my captivity in silence, and wore the
warrior's dress which your nation wear, that it made any alter-
ation in my heart 3—No! I chenshed up the thoughit of revenge
til the eventful day which 1nade me a second time your pri-
goner :—aod oew you charge me with murder, because I slew
your chief ;—had he been s common warrier it would ot have
been so.—Your nation’s justice is mockery of juetice :—your
people’s deeds of war are acts of wmassacre aud plunder ; they
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fight with no motive of revenge and jon, but merely to
satisfy their thirst for blood. 8 pass y

Fatliers ! T have done, When I am dead, I hope you'll lay
me on the earth, like an Indian chief ought to be; and I trust the
Great Spirit will receive me into the everlasting bating ground.
Qur nations have besn bunted like beasts, cur bows are broken,
our tomahawka are bent, and our fires extioguished ;—a litile
louger and the white man’s persecutions will be at an end—ths
tribe of Red warriors wiil ceuse to exist.

TIIE ONE-LEGGED GUOSE,

A WEALTHY geatletnan in Hertfordshire,

Mot troubled with an overplus of Lraios,
Like many & worthy country squire,

VWhose craniums give them very little painy,
Liv'd quietly upan his own estato

LTz was a Dachivlor, it whether that
Avgues in favour of lus understandizg,

Or mititates ngaingt it, i3 a guestion
That T would wish to have no hand is,

Liut leave It to your cool dizestion.

IHe ne'er perplex'd hiis pate
With the aftairs of stale,

Tat led 4 calin domestic Life,

¥ar from the noise of lown and party atrife.
Fe loved to smoke his pipe with jovial souls,
Prided himself upon his skill at bowls,

At whicle be Jeft Iis neighbours in the lurch;
Qo Sundays, tod, he aiways went to cliurch,

{ Ak should each penitential sioner)

Took, duriug sermen-time, his usual soore,
And gave lis sixpencs at the door,

And then walk'd comfortably howe to dinner.)
As there are many, I dare say,

Wi into such affairs bave never Jook'd, ;
I think I'd Letter meution by the way,

That dinners, eve theyte caten, sliould be coek'd ?
At ieast our squire's were 8¢ before he book 'em,
And wetsequessly he'd o cook to cook ‘em.
Mow ns I abiall bave worle enough
L'er this most yracions queen of kitchen.atuff,
1t may uot be amids to tell you, that

{Of lusty Lenuty quite 8 wasterpiece}

This modern maid of Fay

Eurpassd tie famous dammes of Greece
Of course then she bad fovers plonty—

Aye, that sle lwd, gir, nearly twentyl
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But none dil she so doat upon
Az our aquire’s fusty gard'mer, John.
It ehanc'd one yoor, 8s alinanacks e tell,
St Micharl's day on Bunday fell ;
The squire, the night before, as was his use,
Grave Prpgy ordera to procure a goose;
Then went to church next wmorning chesrfully,
And order’d dinner to be dooe by three.
'Twaa half-past two—-the cloth was Laid,
Prygy the apple-sauee had made,

The bird was done, and she for master wishing ;
When, lo; attragted by tiee luscious gale,
And somewlat clevated with siroog ale,

John popp'd into the kitzhen.
‘ What, cookee, gutagoase ! well, come that's nice,
Fait}t, egokee, I should ke to hove & slice;
And apple-sauee, too ! there's a darling I'eg,
Do take a kuife and cut me off a lep.'—
fCut off a leg 7 that would be pretty fum;
What serve it up to squire with ooly one 7"
* Aye, to be sure ; why, master durant kill you ;
1T cut it off."—* Adfone you fool 7 now will you "
What arguments e used, I caunot say ;
But love, whoao sceptre’s all-commanding sway,
Cookmails, a3 well a3 countessea, obey;
Ordain'd it go, that, spite of all ber reasoning,
Johu stole theleg, with Iote of sauce anil seasouing.
Though Peg, pror wench, was rather vex'd

At this unleok’d for, sad disaster,
She was nob quite so much perplex’d
Ay you may think ; she had been used to pull
The squire, and knew the thickness of Lis gkuli
And pongequently to this conetusion fll,
They who ¢onld do a goose so well,

Would oot be troulicd much to do her master.
Homs came the squire, to the moaent trus,

And rang for dinner io 8 Lurry;
SLe brown'd the mutilated side anew,
And put it oo the table in a fury.

Boon 83 it met his eve, the syuire
Exclaim'd with wotderiient aod ire,
'Why what the devil do you call this, Peg?
Zounds, huzzy | where is tother leg?
Peg curtsivd and replied in wodest tooe,
v An't please you, sir, it never had but gac!
Oy gae leg ! where did you buy it pray I
* At I'sooner Grains's, eir, across the way;
And if ta-night, sir, you will go with me,
I'll pledge my life that you ahall see
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A oumber of the farmer's geese,
Which, like thia bird, bave only poe a-plece.”
¢ Well, prove it, sod that albers quite the case;
But i you deo't, wind you shall lose your ploce.'
He ate bis dipger, snd began Lo doubt it,
And grombled most infernally about #;
The plage was brown'd like nll the reat he saw:
* D—nt it, Bhie UKy Bover ote it raw !
FEx'ring orrives, Feg puta her toonet on,
And with her master to the farm is gons?
With expectation big, they soltly crecp
Where Farcaer Graius's geesc are fast saleop.
Now to your reeallection i wouhl Lring,
That wivo thess prethy createres go to ropst,
Fhey draw up one Jeg close Veucnth their wing,
And stand upon the other like a post.
‘'There, pit," cries Peg, ‘ now pray cehse your pother;
‘There, sir, there's ooe s and there, sir, is zootijer [
* Pooh, uodsense, stuff ! excluima the squite, ' now look yo—
BL, st—ibere, now, they've gol two iogs, cookee.” ’
*Aye, pir,' cried Prg, ‘ ned you ezid thot af Aowe !
Nor you, oor &, bed c'er bad cause to roam!
But zecollect, sir, ete you thiak I'm beaten,
You did mob say 5S¢, 51, to the ona you've ealen.’

THE HONEST JEW.

A Cawlstian from bis bag once drew,
A soufl-bex, which ee honest Jew
Conid zot without surprise behold,

For it sppear'd of aolid gold!

When #irst ke sa® the metal sbine,
Snid he, ** I wish that bol was miog;
And i to sell it you'll be williog,

T give you soLae eix scora shilling,
Provided—what | tizk be fare—

You take a part In silver ware;"”

Toe bargain closed, each was contenl,
Awsy well plensed the Christiap went;
But goon a friend to Mosges told,

The box was oot of purest gold

** Not fine? ne'er mind, I'U not lsmeat,
I caleulnted sbent per sbent.”

*“ But then you lose,” his friend replied ;
Bo Mo’ rubb'd bis box again and tried,
And to bis cost he found olas,

*Twas only well-gilt tinkling brass.
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DANIEL VERSUS DISHCLOUT.

WE shall now consider the law, as cur laws are very considera-
ble, hoth in bulk and number, according as tha statutes declare,
¢ sonsiderandi, considerandv, considerandum ;' and are not to
be meddled with by those that don't nunderstand them. Law al-
ways expressing itself with true grammatical precision, never
cenfounding moods, eases, or genders, except indeed when a wo-
man happens to be slain, then the verdict ia alwaya brought in
man-slaughter, The essenco of the law is altercation, for the
law can altercate, fulminate, and go on at any rate ; now the
uintessence of the law, has, according to its name, five parta;—
he first, is the beginning or insipiendum ; the second. the un-
certainty or dubitenduma; the third, delny or puzsliendum;
fourthly, replication without endam ; and fifthly morstrum and
horrendum. All which are exemplified in thefollowing case:
DanieL againat DistcLouT.—Diniel was groom in the same
family wherein Dishclout waa ¢ock-maid ; and Daniel returning
home one day fuddied, he atcoped down to take a sop out of the
dripping pan ; Dishclont pushed him into the dripping pan, which
apoiled bis clothes, and he was advised te bring his action againgt
the cook-maid, the pleadings of which wers asfullow. The firat
person who spoke was Mr, Serjeaut Suaffle ; lie began sayiog,
¢ Since I have the honour to be pitched upon $o cpen this caves
to your lordehip, | shail not impertimently presume o take up
any of your lordship's time by a round about circumlocutory
manner of apeaking or tatking, guite foreign to the purpoee, and
not anywise relating to the matter in hand I I shall, I »ill, I
design o show what damages my client has sustained hereupon,
thereupon, and whereupon. Now, my lord, my elient being s
servant in the same family with Dishelout, and not being at board
wages, imagined he had a right to the fee simple of the dripping
an, therefora be made an attachment on the sop with his right
E.l.nd, which the defendant replevied with her left hand, tripped
us up, and tumbled us into the dripping pan. Now, in Brough-
ton’s reports, Slack sverruz Smallwood, it is said, that primus
strocus vine jocud, abrolutus el provokus ; mow, who gave the pri-
mus strocus 1 who gave the first offence 1 why, the cook ; she
brought the dripping pan there ; for, my lord, though we will
allow if we had not been there, we could oot have been thrown
down there ; yet, my lord, if the dripping psa bad not been there,
for us to have tumbled down inte, we dould not have tumbled
down lato the dripping pan.’
The next connsel on the same side, began with, ¢ My lord, he
K
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who maken use of mary words fo no purpese, hea Dot much to
aay for himeelf, therefore I shall come to the point at onee, at
cree and immediately 1 shall come to the peint. My client was
in liquor, the iquor in him baving served an ejectment upon hia
noderatanding, cominon sense was hoosnited, and he was a man
beside himself, as Dr. Biblibus declares, in hiy Dissertation upon
Bumpera, in tha 132th folic volume of the Abridgment of the
Statutes, page 1286, he says, that a drunken man is homo dupli-
oans, ob & double man, not only because he sees thinga double,
but also beeause he is not as he shonld be, profecto ipse ke, but
is, as he shonld not be, defecto tipse ke

The couusel ou the other side rose up gracefully, playing with
hia roffles prettily, &nd tossing the tyes of his wig about empha~
tically. He began with, ¢ My iud, and yon gentlemen of the jury,
I huwmbly do conceive I have the authority to declare, that | ain
couneel in this case for the defendant, therefore, my lud, I shall
not flourish away in words; words are no more than fllagree
work : some people may think them an embellishment, hut to
me it is & matter of astenishment, how any coe cen be so imper-
tinent, to the detriment of all rudiment. But, my lud, thisis
uot to be looked at through the medium of right and wrong ; for
tiie law knowa mo medium, and right and wrong are but e sha-
dows, Now, In the first place, tﬁey have called 8 kitehen my
client’s premisea. Now, s kitchen is nobody’s premises, a kit-
chen i3 not a warehouse nor 8 washhouse ; 8 brewliouse oor &
bakehouss § an outhouse nor an innhouse, nor a dwellinghouse,
nor any house ; 1o, my iud, "tis absolutely and duna fide, neither
more nor less than a kitchen § orea the law mors classically ex-
presses, 8 kitchen is, camera necessaric pro wsks covkare, oum
sauce pannis, scullers, dressero, ovalhofv. stovis, smoukjacko. pro
roastandum, boilandum, fryandum, el plum puddings wizandum,

ro turtle soupos, calves head hashibus, cum cafipee et culipas.

'Es'bul. But we shall not avail ourselves of an alibi, but adwit of
the existence of a cvok-maid ; now, my lud, we shal! take it upon
& new ground, and beg a new trisl, for ns they have curtailed
our name from plain Mary into Moli, [ hope the court will not
allow of mistakes, what would the law do, for whea the law don’t
find mistakea, it is the business of the law to make them.’

Therefore the Court sllowed them the liberty of & new trial ;
for the iaw is our likerty, and it is happy for ua that we have the
liberty to go i law.
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THE ORFHAN BEGGAR BOY.

TeE wild northern biast flereely howls o'sr the heath,
And dense rifted elouds darkly chequer the aky;

Each hollow wind-gust seems the murmur of death,
And houseless, exposed to its fury am L

Life's flowers are crush'd by the mildew of care,
In vain do [ search for one bright ray of joy;
I sip at the poison of hateful despair,
No hope can e'er tolace the poor beggar boy.

Fast falls the chill anow, and T shake with the sold,
‘While oft press’d with hunger the Jone wood 1 roam;
No mother ¢an me to her besom enfold,
No father have [, no relation—uno home.

By mother 2o mmore her pogr boy shall earess,
No more her warm kisg on my cheeks shall be Iald;
Fach woy that [ turp, neught appears bat distress,
For my patetita’ cold relics are under the shade,

Ambition's prond wretchas o pompous and vain,
Burvey wy poor garments, aud rud:ly thay sneer;

But still, with contempt I can mark thelr disdain,
For spotless, Indeed, is the heart which beats hare.,

Oh, Provideuce! grant me a happy releass,
Oh, take me, and soon, to thy reslms of joy;
For there, only there, [ may hope for that peace
Wuich here in denmied to the poor beggar boy.

SPFEECH OF CATALINE BEFORE THE ROMAN BENATE, ON
LEARING HI3 SENTENCE OF BANISHMENT,

Bax18RED from Rome! what's banished, but set frea
From daily contact of the thinga I loathe?

¢ Tried and convicted traitor "—Who pays this?
Who'll prove it, at his peril, on my head ?
Banishod ?—1I thank you fort, Tt bresks my chain!
I held some slack allegiance till this bour- -

But sgrp my sword’s my own., Bmile on, my lords;
I scorn to eount what feelings, withered hopes,
Strong provocations, bitter, buring wrongs,

I have within my heart’s hot cella ahut up,

Tq leave you fn your lary dignitiea.

Brut here [ stand and scoff you :—hers I fing
Hatred and full defiance in your faca,

Your Consul's mergiful. For all this thaoks,
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Ha dares not touth a hale of Cataline.

« Traitor!* I go—but I retura. Tlhis—iral!

Here T devols your penata! i've had wrongs,

To stie a fever in the blood of age,

Or make the infint's sinews strong es ateel,

This day's the birth of sorrows '—This hour's work
Wiil breed prozeriptions.—Look to your hearths, my lords,
For there honeefarth shall sit, for Lousehold gods,
Bhapes hot from Tartorus f-ali shames aod crimes;—
Wan Treachery, with his thirsty dagyer drawn;
Suspleion poisoning his brothurs cup;

Naked rebeilion, with the torsh and axe,

Maktug nis wild sport of your Llaeing throness;

Tiil Anarchy ¢omas down on you like Night,

And Mauassascre seals Itome's eternal grave.

THE HUMOURS OF A COUNTRY FAIR.

Yea, [ own 't my delight,
To see tlee laughter and the fright,
Io such & motley merry sight,
A3 Country Falr,
Full of riot, fun, and noise,
Little girls, and ragged boye,
The very flower of rural joys,
Is fun beyond compare.
fiome are playing single-stick,
Boys in roundabout go thick,
Maidens swisging till they'rs sick,
All at 8 Country Fuir,
Woeoden toys and lollipops,
Rilbona, lace, and shilling hops,
Peg, and whip, and hnmming tops,
At 8 Countey Fade.

Spoken.] Here we are, all a-going to the fairin Mr, Creepey's
cart—here we are! four-and-twenty of us at sixpence a-pisce.
I may, that’a & good deal of money though, ar’n't it? Yes. How
much isit? 4 times 5—no, 7 times 6—no that won't do ; T say,
how mucl is four-and-twenty at aixpence a-piece 1 I don’t know:
ask Mo, Doleful.  Mr. Doleful, how much is four-and-twenty at
slxpence each { Idon't know, [ was-always dultin that line-—but
my son Tommy be can tell. Tommy, how much is twenty-four
at sixpenee each | Thirteen and fourpence. Ah, he i always
right. Now then, here we go 1 and here we are ! and Mys, Pie-
brow in the same wehicle beiog riding Aoppesite the whole time,
sud I never saw you before Ideclare.  Billy, what is Freoch for
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hopposite ! Wie a wee, Ob! here wa are in the thick of the
fair 3 look at the people, and the shows, and the music. ¢, 1 do
80 like it, ma'  Walk up, walk up, ladies and gentlemen ; this
is the oaniy booth in the fair, where you will see a grand farcical,
tragienl, cowical play, and & pantomiue, for the amall charge of
only sixpence, entitied and called tlie Amiable Assassin or the
Bloudy Nuse—to conclude with Harlequin Dogsmeat-man and
Love in an leeberg, or the Magic Barrow—the whole warraut-
ed to be acted in the short space of tweuty-throe mioutes and a
haif, by any stop-watch in the world. Ladis and geatilhomme,
if you sall walk up here, you sall ees de greatsst vonder as never
vas, dere i3 no deception here ; Lere is de vonderful pheasant
woman from Timbuctoo ; de price of to enter is three-psnce for
de full grown man, and only half a child ; ladis and gestithomme
as sall sit in de seat of de front must a sittes dewn, not to hinder
those behind of from to sew ; dere isno deception here, ladis and
geutilhomme, sbe is all over feathers—dis is one of her quills, she
woulted last & night.
Yes, I own it’s my delight &e,

{BNCORE DIALOGUER.}

Walk up, walk up, snd sse the wonderful Anarabaracabarada-
liana, the great Physioner from Bengal in the Vest Hinjus; he
possesses tite roost upparalleled, inestimable, and never-to-be-
matched waedicines ; and can cure any thing incident to hucos-
nity from a gorn up to & consumption/ we have a long list of
cures perforrued by his grand eliptical, Asiatical, panticurical,
nervous cordial, but will only read you three out of three thou-
sand, the whole of which it would be tedions {0 read to you—
this is one :—* Sir, I was cut in balf in a saw pit, cured with one
bottle,’—* 5ir, | was jammed to death io a linseed oil mill, enred
with fwe bottles.” Now comes the most wonderful of all :— Sir,
venturing too near the powder wills at Faversham, I was by a
sudden explosion, blown into s million of atoms ; by this unplea-
sant aceident, I was rendered nntit for my busiuess, {a banker’s
clerk,) but hearing of your grand eliptical, Aeiatical, panticurieal,
nervous cardial, T was persuaded to make essay theruvof, the first
bottle united vay strayed particles, the second animated my shat-
tered frame, the third eHveted a radical cure, the fourth seot me
bome to Lowbard-swreet, o count sovereigos, carry out bills of
scceptance, and recount the wonderful sffecta of your grand elip-
tical, Asiatical, panticurical, nervous eordial, that cures all disva-
sea incident to humanity.'—T wenty-four ballada for o baifpeany,
four—md«twerﬁy for a harfpenny, eonsisting of the following ;—
5
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¢ Within & mile of Edinburgh ? ‘Drops of Brandy ;' “Cant thine
eyes my love around 7 ¢ The Old Commodura ;* S Gin e body
teet & body ;' with ¢ London now is out of town ;' sung by me aud
my partner : sirike up Poll, ard tip 'em the curl.

" (Sing first rerse of ¢ London now, §c*)
Yes, I own 'tis my, &e.

Those in fairs whe take delizht,
In shows, ond secing every sight,
Danciog, singirg, and a tight,

At a Country Fair:

Hoys by mamma's treacle fed,
Witk ceke and spicy gingerbread,
On every body’s 10es they Lread,

All 8t a Countty Fair, )
Monkeys mounting camel’a backs,
For prizes there foen juroy D sacks,
Aznd others drinking quarts of ax,

And think that thal's your surtl.
Corks are drowing, ginssee jingle,
Trumpity, dromy logether mingie.
Tili yout irends compietely tingle,

Which quite compleres the sport.

Spoken.] Walk up, walk up, and eee the peat Shropshire giang
—he is nine foot high ; ladics and pentlemen, he ia of such ex-
traordinary dimensione, that be can place hia left leg in Lanky-
ghire, nnd his right leg i Shropshire ; be grows three inches
every year, and it ia supposed by the Royal Feelersofeeal and
Zyfferodgeical Society, that he will never reach hia full prowth ;
I repeat it without repetition, be is nine foot high. [ say, jack,
how can that be, the whole caraven R'n't nine feet high T Why,
ke don't stand upright, he lies ali along. Ch, be lies, duhe ;
well, he 8’1t the only ooe in the caraven as do fie.  lere is the
wonderful Miss Biffin, without leps or srms, considered 1o be the
wonder of the world ; as cuts out watch-papers, and paints mi-
piatures, snid to be spesking likenesyses, aud wriles and plays,
and does it all with her mouth @ ake js sapposed o be & perfect
loosus nat-ture-abus—shedresses her own lrair, and cleans ierown
teeth, and dees it all with her own mouth. FPho ! Pho! bow
can she do that? She does, I teil you ; she couldn’t do it with-
out & mouth, could she 1 X don't believe it. I tell you I see her
do it myself ; I tell you how she does it—ehe has the tooth-
brush fastened up tight befure ber, sud she wigple waggies her-
self backwards nnd forwards, in this way. Hot gingerbread
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nuta ! Aot epice ginperbread nuts ! sugar and brandy—ail sugar
and brandy ! if ome warms you for a week, whot will a pound
doi Ol mamma, may I see the peep shows ! oh, I shouid like
to see them, wa’, it’s only a perny. Now, my little masters and
mistressee, thie is the most wonderful wonder of all the wonders
the worid ever wondered—look through the glass and you'll nee
the misrepresentation of the wonderiul combat between the Eng-
glish bull-dogs and she Seotch lion, Wallace, for 800 guiness a
eide 1 stand aaide, you little ragged rascals without sny money,
und lot those little deara come up what in a poing 10 pay——now,
my little dears, look straight forward, blow your noses, and doo't
breathe upon the glass,—look to the left, and yousee Mr. Wommb-
well, the properrietor of the lion, a encouraging of hito—look to
the right, and you see the propperrictors of the dogs ¢ encou-
raging of them—look thirough tke middle hole, and you see the
liow & nibhling of one, and holding one under his foot, while he
is whisking ont the eyes of another with his tail, Which is the
lion, and which ia the dugs, Mr. Showmani Whickever you
please, my little dears ; the like was never seon, hore yon have
the view of this moet extraordinary combat, while 8600 epecta-
tors are looking on in ihe most facetious manner, the whole forro-
ing owe grand and smalignast sight, for the small charge of one
penny.
g For I own "tis my delight, &e.

(BNCURE DIALOGUE,)

‘Walk up, walk vp, here is the Ernperor of all the Conjurors, and
Prince Regent of Howsimepoksimehocoposoro ; he shall take a
ved hot puker, and thruet it into a barrel of gunpowder, and it
shall not go off ; he will then load & blunderbuss with some of
the dentical powder as would not explode, charged with twelve
leaden builets, which he wiil fire full in the face of any of the
spectators, a5 pleases, without their being ever the worser. Hoe
will take the footman of any lady or gentleman and hang him up
to the ceiling of the room, where Lie will let him hang, till he s
requested by the company to take him dowsn ; he will borrow
five or six shillings from any of the company, which he will ne-
ver return to thewn, and all for his own private use and emolu-
ment, without any other motive whatever, Now, ry little dears,
You have peen that, and the next skafl be something else ; now
the representation of the taking of Hallgicrs, by Lord Sir Tsase
Peallhoo, Esq. who waa made Knight of Hath and Dristol for thia
very performance ; look to the pight, my little dears, and you'll
#00 the treaclierous Turks & loading of their guns, and the poor
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Christian slavea a sarving out the red hot balls with their naked
hands ; there you see the Turkey interpreter Salami, entreating
for to go below, to save his loug beard, whick he is afraid will ba
shot off by the cannen Lails ; lock a little further and you'll see
& Musseilman blown up in the air into & wiliion of anatomies ;
naw, my little deare, look to the left and you'll see in the middle
of the ocean the mast of a three decker man of war, with three
Britisl: seamen clingiog to it, for to save their lives and to keep
up the allegory of Britannia rules the waven. 7Tena penny eausa-
ges, ten o penny sassages, Dlesa me, they smell very nice, and
look very nice, don't they ¥ Yes. I nevereatany, but I should
like, I am not bungry now—though what are they roade of, Mr.
Doleful. 1 don’t kuow, [ have often moeant to tasts them myself,
but never had the risolution to try one of "em, there’s a sort of
prejudice, I've heard some people say, they’re made of—but 1
never meution it unless ['m cortain, though it's a curious coinei-
dence, [ lost my dog Pincher on this very apot last night. La-
dies and Gentlenen, walk up, and see the most surprising per-
formance in the whole fair, by the three brothers, Hali, Muley,
and Hasaan, from the Caribbee Islanda, of which I am & native
myself ; Hali will take a lighted toreh in his haod, acd jump
down thie throat of his brother Mulay, who will in his turn take
another lighted toreh aod jump down the throat of his brother
Hassan, and though Hassan the elder, is encutabered with the
weight of his two brothers Hali, snd Muley, be will take another
torch, throw a flip flup and jump down his own throat, leaving
the spectators completely in the dark.
Yes, I own 'tis my, &e.

ALEXANDER'S FEAST.

"Tsvas st the royal feast for Peraix won
By Philip's watlike son:
Aloft lg awful state
The godlike heto sate
On hiz imprrial threne ;
His vulinnt peera were placed around;
Thale brows with roses and with myrtles bound :
{80 should desert in arms be crownad :)
The lovely Thais, by hla side,
Sate like & blooming Eastern bride,
In fBower of youth sad besuty's pride.
Happy, heppy, happy paicl
Nons but tha brave,
Nong but the brave,
None but the hrave deserves the fulr.
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Timothegs, placed on bigh
Amid the tueeful quire,
With fiying Hogers Louchad the lyre:
‘The trembling notea ascend the sky,
Apd beavealy joys inapire.
The song began from Jove,
Who left bis Ulissful seata above,
JBuch s the power of mighly love.)
A dragen’s fiery form belied the god:
Bublice oo radiant spirea be rode,
Wihen he to fair Olympis pressd ;
And whiie he yought her snowy breast:
Thee round her slender welst he curled,
And siareped no image of himeslf, a sovereigh of the world.
The listening crowd sdmire the lofty sound,
A present deity, they shout around:
A presept deity, toe vaulted roofs rebound :
With hvished cars
The monarch heary,
Amsumes the god,
Affects the pod,
Aud seems o sghkke the apheres.

The proise of Batchna thep, the eweet musicizn pung:
OF Bacchug aver [olr and ever youeg:
The Jolly god in tiumiph comes;
Bound the trumpets ; beat the drums;
Plushed witk & purpe grace,
#le ehows hin hooest face:
Wow give the hautboys breall ; he comes, he comea!
Bacehes, ever falr aed young,
Lirinking joys did Grst ordaio;
Bacchus' blessiogs ere u bremsure,
Dripklog 1s the soldier's pleasure:
Hich the ireasura,
Bweet the plensure,
Bweet ia plegeure after pain.

Boothed with the sound, the kiog grew valn:
Fought all hia battles o’er ggain ;
And thrice ba routed all his foes: snd thrice he alow the slain,
The master saw bie madnesa rise;
His glowing cheeks, and nrdent eyes;
And while ho heaven and esrth defled,
Changed bis haod, and checked his pride.
lie chose & mowrnful Muse
Boft plty to infuys:
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Mo sung Darlus grest and good,
By loo severs & fate,
Fallen, fallen, fallen, fallen,
Falien from his high estate,,
And weltering in his blood ;
Dererted, st his utruost need,
By those his former bounty fed
DOn the bare earth exposed he ifes,
With not a friend to close hia eyea
With downeast lopks the joyless vietor sate,
Raveiving in his altered soul
The various turoa of chkoee below
A, now oed then, & =igh he gtola,
And tears began to How,
The mighty manter smiled, 1o seq
That love was In (he next degree ¢
"Twsg but a kindred sound to maove,
For pity melts the mind to lIove
Saftly sweet, In Lydian measures,
Soon he sogthed Luis soul to pleesures,
War, he sung, is toil and trouble;
Honogur hut an erapty bubble;
Never ending, still heginning,t
Fighting still, and atil) desiroying ;
If the world be worth thy wioning,
Think, O think, !t worth enjoying:
Lovely Thals sits bestde thee,
Trie the good the gods provide thee.
The maey rend the pkies with loud spplauge:
8o Love waa crowned, but Music won the enuse.
The prinee, unnble to concesl his pain,
Gazed oo the falr
Whe caused his care,
And sighed and Yooked, pighed and looked,
Sighed and looked, aad sighed ngnin:
At length, with love and wine at once opprassed,
The vanquished victor sunk upoen her breast.

Now strike the goldan yTe aguin:
A louder yet, sod yet a londer slmain,
Brenk his bandy of sleep asunder,
And rouee him, like » rettling peal of thunder,
Llark, hark, the borrid sound
ilas raised up his bead :
Ag awaked from the dead,
Apd amazed, he stares arousd.
Revenge, revenge ! Timotheus cries,
Bos the furies arise:
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Bee the saakes that they tear,
How they hig In their hair,
And the sparkles that Sash from their ayes!
Bohold & ghaatly band,
Esch a toreh Lo his hand !
These are Grecian ghosts, that in battle wers alain,
And upburied remain
Inglorioua on the plaln;
Givo the vengeance dus
To the wallant crew |
Bahold buw they toss their torches on high,
How they point to the Persian abodes,
And glittering temples of their hoatile gods !
The princes appland, with & furions joy;
And the king seized n Sambean with zeal to deatroy .
Thais led the way,
Lo light him to his prey,
Aund, like another Helen, fired another Ttoy.

Thus, long age,
Ere heaving bellows laarned $o blow,
While organs yet were mute;
Timothens, to his breathing fiute,
And soundivg lyre,
Conld swell tha soul to rage, or kilndle sofi desire.
At last divine Cesilla came,
Inventress of the voeal frame ;
The eweet anthusisst, from her sacred store,
Enlarged the former nartow bounds,
Apd added length to solemn sounds,
With pature's mother-wit, aad arts unk 1 before.
Let old Timotheua yield the prize,
0Or both divide the crown ;
He raised & mortal to the skics,
Bhe drew an angel down.

TIIE HACENEY- COACH.
Atn.---Boyal Charlie,
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Spoken.) Now, ] eay, Jim, vy don’t you get up ¥ you ought to
have been on the atand afore now ; cause for why—if you ha’
been ou the atand, you'd heen of the stand. - Vot's o'clock, I'll
tell you ’rectly, Jim,—eh ! no, I can’t, my vatch has beea on
the #land, seemingly. How comfurtable I hidve laid, to bosure ;
von 0" your horses’ nose bags I've used for s night-cap, aod
t'other to pot my feet in. Now, Sam get the borses ready—
curricomb ’em directly. Yes, it's very easy to say curricomb
‘e ; but who's to du it-~over bonea as sticks ont like theirn doea t
I bung my bat on von o their tup-bones last night, sod thers it
vos thia mornity, sure enough | Look, Sam, that borse is poing
to eneeze-—hit hars & vhack on the flank. Vot for, vocfori Vy,
if T voe to snffer that horse to sneeze, it vould shake him si) to
pieces ; vhemever | sees kit & making up n face to sneeze, 1
tipe him s knock, and checks the iucimatios. See how natur-
al that Butterfirkin puts his head to the corn-bin, Ah ! il hedd
8 grain of semse, he vonldn’t do that.  See bow vatural he looks
at me, as much as tosay ‘Hay? Vy a buil leads a better life
than vop o' your cattle Jim, for a bull does get baited sometimes,
aad your cattle mever does, Wlea! vhy, vhere’s vou o the
vheels gone off rmy cnteh ¥ I touk it off last mighy, to prevent it
runnipg away—they're always coming off, vou or tother, in the
atreet ; they're vot | call the ¢ viveely of misforwene I* 1 say Mr.
coatchmau | | want & coach make haste, I'm terrribly cold.
Vell then, getin, and put your hanods into my cuteh pockets. Ned,
iend me balf a suveren, vill you ! Wiy i Noapology, Ned, 1
don’t require it—give us over Lhe sniterer. Jack, what's the
reasoa that that black mare is so melancholy. Vhy,ehe vos vones
put into a mourning-coach, aod the poor thing never recoversd
the shock properly.

This is a cab age, &e.

The Jarvey never gels a kif,
Withhout giviog oma to others;
Like n duck, be likey & reiy doy,
When st and soow dowe amotiers.
He's e'er prepared Lo nieet each wish,
Whatever wind may blow, eirs;
11ia care is joined in & doml,
And is only jox Is swe ! sira.

Spoken.] 1say, Jim, don't you see you're called? that voman,
youder, at the door, vauts you. Coach, coach I—let down the
steps, coachman--drat it ! bow the wind blows—ray candle spita
—I ean't come out coachman, or my candle will go ont ; these
two children are going back agsin to school at Rochestex—you



GRNRRAL RECITER. 101

must take them to Lad Lane to meet the coach. Good by, my
little dears ! good by ! [deide.] The nasty ugly lictle whelps.
—Guood by ! Now then, ya hip ! st—-st-—st I go along, Butter-
firkin | gee oh ! Oh, crikey ! oh! stop the coach, if you please.
What's the matter 1 Oh ! I've left balf-a-dozen marbles behind.
Now then, jump up, my little dears. Dorchester, Dorchester |
jump up,  Where are these children going to, sir 1 Dorchestor.
Junp up.—Now then, all's right, goalong! Good by, ehildren !
good by ! Yeay, Jack—how vet I am, [ haven't & dry thread
about e, Ulloa ! what coach is this coming up | The Roches-
tor coach, sir. - The Rochaster | why, that's the coach I should
have sent the children by 1 the names of Dorchester and Ro-
chestor sounded so much alike, that I have sent *em to Dorches~
ter, inatead of Rochester—never mind, there’s as good schools
at one pluce a8 at t'other. I was at a knackerdammy there once
wmyself. How do, Mr. Fagant Sure I'm very well, thank you |
I've come to look for a gentleman that is lost, A gentleman
lost! where?! Here read this bill. [Hesds.] *Lost! ap el-
derly gentleman, about forty-five years of age—with n wart on
hin left hand—ferocious look, Had on a blue faded coat, white
‘waistcoat all over snaff, a papermachee snuff-box in his pocket ;
two seals, one marked W. R. the other U. N. R. He was last
moom to be lifted into & hackney coach—he told the coachwan to
drive him to the devil ; but the conchman refused 10 go, anless
heo would insure him the back fare. Whoever has found the said
gontleman, will receive two pounds’ reward | No greater reward
will be offered, as his disconsclate friends will not give more
than the value.' .
This is a oab age, &e.

The Jervay baars the brunt of all,
Thelr scoffing and their Jesting ;
And saldom gets & ¢ivil word,
For each searas him moleating.
Ho's food, for gvery jester's mirth:
Apd his horsos hava thalr chgfing,——
His rattis they play with in atyle,
There's na oud to their Iaughing.

Spoken.] 1 say, old féllow—you've nearly stove my coash in
with your pole—but never mind. 1 don't. Jack, your mare’s
gone to sleep. Never mind! vait ill X gots a fare, and seo vot
a cut I'll gee her. Coachmaan (Ais) drive me to (Aio) to the the-
atre. Which on 'em, sir T Which you like—which is (Aie) which
in best! Yesy, look, here comes o black footman—in white Li-
vory. Dasm o{ imprace, massa—what oo nuake gams on him for.
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I hope no offence. Do you want a coach, mungni No, me wan
no coach—me in a hurry, masss. Crikey, Jack | what a pair
o'bandy Jogs tea-pot's got. No, him legs am bery well, massa,
only him got debilish moked stocking on. I zay, aggrawaling
Sam, vot's the vorth o’ your two knackers T Vy, that von's vorth
vonlﬁol.md five alive, and sixteen bob when dead. Why, he's
wor much dead as alive, then I what du you keep him for ¢
Vy, ean’t you tell '—to make them like & pair. The other von
does al] the work, Ve calla the lazy von Sinecaure. I'll toss
u for a pot, Long Bob. A poto’what 1 A pot o’ vot you likes,
émn.il home-brewed, table, or any thing else, sc ag it ain’t the
lament tabls, 1toss'd up & ha'penney—wiere’s itgonet [ think
it must have dropp’d into the horse's ear, Nuw let us ge into the
Ma.rq_uls of Granby’s Head. Pray, air, i3 the Marquis of Gran-
nﬁr general ¥ No, he's a Inn-aign. I say, fatler, don't drink
that beer, save ug o drop. There, my boy—the boy likes a
drop—he takea after his father. Yes, I may take after you—
but I pake wery little, though. What's the reagen that hackney
-eoachman sita thers, with hia spectacles on. Oh{ he's waiting
for a fare—he's asleep, but don’t want to know it. Sam, vot sre
you summeons’d for § Nothing, nothing, on] for being sarcy, and
taking eight shi)lings more I.Ean my fare, ong Bob—don't you
hit your cattle about like that ; vy don't yon Lit 'ein all alike t
not atrike von on the stomach and t'other on the head. Ob!
I'm trying to oblige ‘em—von likes it in vun place and t'other

on t'other. .

This is cab age, &e.

st b

-

DEATH AND BURIAL OF A CHILD AT SEA.

My boy refused his food, forgot to play,

And zicken'd on the waters, day by day;

He smiled mora seldom on his mother's smils,
Ha prattled less, in accent vold of guile,

Of that wild land, bevond the golden wave,
‘Whera I, uot he, was doomed to be & slave;
Cold o'er his limbs the liatless languer grew
Paleness cams o'er hiz eye of placid blue;
Fale mourned the lily whera the rose had died,
And tinid, trewbling, came bé to my side.

He was my all oo earth. Qh! who can spesk
‘The anxlous mother's too prophetic wo,

Who eser death feeding oo her dear ¢bild's cleek,
And strives in valo to thiok it is mot a0 ?

Ah! mapy a 2ad sod sleeplesa night I possed,
{0'gr hiy couch, Uatening io the pausing blsst,
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WiiNe on his hrow, more sad from hour to hour,
Nironped wan defection, like & fading Bower !

At length my boy seenaed better, and T alept—
0L, soyndly t—but, methought my mother wept
et her poor Emma ; end, in accents low,

Baid, ** AhY why do I weep—and weep in vain
For one go loved, so lost? Ermma, thy pain
Diraws to a close! Even now i$ rent fn twain
The loveliest link that binds thy breast to woe—
Soom, broken heart, we soon whall meet sgaio.”
Then v'et tay tace her freezing hand she crossed,
Apd bending, kissed rae with ber lip of froat

I waked ; apd at my eide—oh ! etill and coid!—
Oh ' what & tale that dreadful chillness told!
tliriekling, ¥ atarted up, in terror wild ;

Alas! and had I lived to dresd my child?

Eauger 1 snatebed him from his evinging bed 5
His licabs were sliff—be moved not—he was dead !

Oh'! let ma weep !——what wother would nok weep,
To ser her ehild covamitted to the deep ?

No mournful Rowers, by weeplng fonddem laid,
Mor pink, nor rose, drooped, on his breast displayed,
Nor half-blown daisy, in hia Lttle hand :—

Wide was the fleld around, byt ‘twas ot land.
Faamoured death, with aweetly pemsive grace,

Was awful beauty to hia silent face.

Mo mare hie sad eve Jooked me oto teans |

(losed wag thet eye begeath his pale, eold brow;

And oo Lis enlm lips, which had lost their glow,

But which, thongh pale, seemed half anclosed to speak,
Lgitered, a simile, Lke moonlight oo the snow.

T gazed upon him still,—pot wild with fears—
Gione wers my fears, and present was dgspair |
But, an I gazed, a littla [ock of hair,
Gtirred by the breeze, pleyed, trembling, oo his cheek;
Oh, God! my heart !—I thonght life still sras thers,
But to comunit him to the watery grave,
O'er which the winds, unwearied mourners, rave—
Qps, who atrove darkly sorvow's sob to stay,
Upraised the body ; thrice 1 bade him stay;
Tor still my worldless woe hed much to sy,
And sti)] X bent and gazed, and gazing wopt.

At last miy sieters, with humane conatralnt,
Held me, and 1 was enlm as dying saint;
While that atern weeper lowered fote tho pea
My ill-starred boy ! decp--buried deep, he slept.
And then I looked to heaven in agony,
And prayed to end my pilgrimage of pain,
That [ might mest xay besutoous boy aguin |

in
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Oh! had he lived to reach this wretched lund,

And then expired, I would have blessed the strand.
But where my poor boy lies, I may not lie;

¥ cannot come, with broken heart, to sigh

O'er his loved Aust, and strew with Aowers hls turf;
Hie piilow has ao cover but the surf;

I may not pour the soul-drop from miné eye

Near liis coid bed ¢+ he slumbrs in the wave!

Ob! 1 will fore the ses, because it is his grave;

HANDS zersus HEADS.

I rursk the hand must certainly be a more important member
than the head ; for we all know, if a man lose his hand, he ia
subjected to much inconvenience which cannct he disguised ;
wherean if a man loge his head, there’s an end of all his tronbles,
nnd he never complains about the matter. Again, if & man should
be born without a hend, although it might at first be thought he
would cut & very strange figure in the world, yet we know from
experience otherwise. We know that such & man may bew
good neighbour, a loyal subject, and indeed, au excellent parigh-
officer. Suppese the same man without an arm—astill be is bet-
ter, for if there's auy treason abroad, he's sure to have pe haod
in it ; although this may not eay much for his honesty, inasmuch
as the world may call him light-fingered. 1 am willing to take
both sides of the question, but still I cannot avoid a litie parti-
ality in the favour of hunda. I hope every person present bas oot
lived so long ib the world, without being three or four times in
imminent dabger of going out of it. II this has been the case,
I must triumph in oue position ; dees the deetor denl with his
head t oo, be applies to the hand. Go w a lawyer, nak him for
» mingle mozoayliable, and we all konow, before he opene his mouth
—he holds out his hand. There is & current from the palm to
all the other [unctiona and moral eapacities of wan, The hand
may be said to contain all the channels in the moral world ;—.
from the hand of a lawyer it washes the Cape of Good Eope, and
abounds in iz, In the miser, it ia the Frozen Ocean. Lo the
doctor, too frequently, the Dead Sra.  Inthe siave merchant, it
is the Atlantic, for it keepa the whites from the dlucks.  The par-
son's hand holde the parish strenm. Every man contributea n
share—ia the hand of the tax-gatherer, is the Bay of Iiiscay, for
what falls it, thete is no koowing where it goes to ; in the hand
of the man of the world, is the petrefying sprivg of Derbyshire,
for whatever is put into it, comes out & stone,—and in the band
of the man of charity, is the blessed Nile, for ita sverflowings
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give abundance and content. It would be well if our heraldry
were, a8 Othello says, “ hande, not hearts.” From the true po-
et's hand flows the purest chrystal, which without disguise, shews
the little shining pebble and the hollow shell in their native bril-
liancy and emptiness, landa are the most important rembers,
far superior to heads ; even a bad man's hand may be sometimes
held out, and give & hearty shake, wlen in five minutes after the
head may reprove the action ; when the hand is given io haste,
the repentant head sometimes says “excuse my glove,” which
may be trauslated “excuse xuy beart.” How often do we see
when gentlemen ean do nothing with their hieads, settle matters
with their hauds ; men, who Lave frequently not reason to with«
draw an objection, have fortunately a finger to draw a trigger.
I Liope these affairs will, in many cescw, be allowed to depend en-
tirely upon hande, aud in which Asads have not the least trans-
action. A hand, I repeat it, is the most powerfu] engive in the
poasession of man ; and if any gentleman present ia seepiical on
this point, I trust he may Le arvested betore he geis home, in
order that he may declare to wme, by to-merrow morning’s post,
that there is nothing so awful as the hand of a sheriff's officer ;
never mind tlie head of the law, or I should say, head and wig ;
for what would one be without the cther § but keep from the
haad-—touch but a little finger, and you are lost A band must
be the best, fur, as Lord Chenterfield says, “.Shew roe the com-
pany he keeps, and 1’| tell you the man:* now na the hand keepa
the beat company, viz. the pocket—it must consequently be supe-
rior to every other part, at least, until any thing shall be found
snperior to the pocket ; which no one will liave the hardibood to
8ay ia the head ; for Low often is the bead completely lost in the
pocket ! Every thing dependsupon the hand ; and we may liken
society to one great fiddle, that only wanis judicious fingesing to
be made profitable : on it, all men play differcnt tunes, but the
105t prevalent is—a eatch. What would Hymen do if it were
1ot for bands I—when a man comes to the dreadfud resolution of
fettering himself up for life, where does he put the ring of his
charmer f—upon the hand ; the hand settles nll xeatters at the
marringe, and very frequently after it. T am aware that this
important subject has been but slightly 1ouched by me, but I at
first merely attenupted it off hand, snd will leave it to abler fin.
gers ; and if like 1lre patrarchs of old, I find refreshment under
your palms, my gratitudeshall not be wauting fur the obligation..
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A SONG FOR 5T. CECILTA’S DAY.

Faox harmony, from heaverly harmony
Thin univeraal frama began :
When nature underneath & heap
Of jurring atoms lay,
And could not heave her head,
The tuneful voice was heard from high,
Arise ye more than dead !
Ther cold, and hot, and melst, and dry,
In order to their staticns leap,
And Music'as powar obey.
From barmony, from heavenly harmony
This universal frame hegan ;
From harmony to harmony
Through all the compasa of the notes it mn,
The diapason closing full in Man.

What passion cxnnot Music raise and quel!
When Jubal atruck the carded shell,
Ilis lislening brethren stood around.
. And, wondering, on their faces fell,
To worship that celeatial sound.
Less thao a god they thought there could not dwell
Within the hollow of that shell,
That spoks 5o sweelly and so well.
‘What paasion cannot Music raise and quell ?

The trumpet’s Toud clangor
Excites us to aiTod,
With shrill notes of anger
And mortsl alarms.
The double, double, double brat
Of the thundering drum
{ries, hark! the foes come;
Charge ! charge! tis too late to retreat’
The soft complaining flute
Tu dying notes discovers
The woes of hopslesa loverd,
Whose dirge ja whisper'd by the warbling lute.

Sharp ¥ioling proclaim
Theit jeslous poogs, snd desperation,
Fury, frantic indigoetlon,
Dgpths of pains, and beighta of passion,
For the fair disdainful dame.
But gh ! whal heart cazn teach,
What human veice can reach
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The sacred orgun's pruise ¥

Notea inepiring boly love,

Motea that wing thelr heavenly wayx
To mend the choira above.

Orpheus could lead the savage race:

And trees uprooted left their place,
Bequacious of the lyre:

But bright Ceciliz raised the wonder higher:

When to her organ vocal breath was givan,

An angel heard, and straight appeard, -
Mistaking earth for heaven.

An from the power of sacred laye

. The spheres hegan to move.
Arnd sung the greal Creator’s praise

‘To aYl the bless'd above ;

5o when the last and dresdful hour
This erumbling pageant shall deyour,
The trumpet shall be heard on high,
‘The dead shall live, the living die,
Aond Music shail untune the sky.

THE CALAIS PACKET,

Weo's for Calaia, the packet in sailing now,
Pray make hagte, or you'll sll be too late ;
Lesve your luneh, ne tlme for regaling now—
Pray can't you beg of the captain to walt.
Wind and tide never stay,
Come, baete now, let's away @
Here, waiter, what's bo pay ?  all's ready uaw,
O charming, and very like Twickenbam ferry,
Ia crossing over bto Calala, I vow,

Spoken.]—Now, sir, if you mean to go, you must come—I am
only taking leave of my relations. (), we hav'ni time to take!
leave of relations how. La, Captain, how [ have run, I am quite
out of breath. They tald me you were gone ; I had no time to eat
my lunch, and hardly time to pay for it. Never mind your lunch,
sir, it will be all the same in an hour’s time.—Why, eaptain,
there's no fear, is there { Yes, ma'am, plenty of fear, but no
danger. Dear me, bow shall I geton beardi This way, ma'am,
step ou this plank. That! bless me, it’s uo broader than a two-
penny ribben ; [ am s giddy as & goore, and I shouldw’t like n
duok. That lady’s afraid ofa pitch wn,—Gooss, duck, and pigeon,
what & borrid pun ! That fellow deserves to be sent to the Poul-
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try Compter for it  Take care, oh ! | am so frightful. Yom
are indecd, ma’am. Stop the ship, the eaptain dont’ koow his
way. Isay, Capizin, O don't bother me with your nonsense.
I want to ask you s question, Captain,—pray how's the wingd 1
Pretty well thankee, Jrow are you! Pray, Captain, how far are
we froty Calais T A licde better than five leppues. A little bet-
ter, & little worae you mean.  Well, never you mind, you'll be
thero first, Wiy, sir? Why, you're half scus over already.
O dear, how nice we are going along ; I dolikeitso ; I an'tsiek
& bit ; what a way we are fxome Dover rlveady ; there, 1 do think
I see the spires of Calais, Where—where 7 Wherve, why at
Calais, to be sure. Well, sir, you have no geeasion to be so sharp;
1 don't suppose you saw them at Dieal. Talking of Deal, who's
fora robler § I doesn’t nilow of no cards on board my tressel.
Well, Twizzle, how do yvou like it 1 O, 1 like it wery much, it's
juat like seiling to Twicienham on & Sunday, only it 5 little
more broaderer and « little more salterer. | shouid like to have
& soag 3 what do yoo thizk of the Storm ! O, don’t mention i 1
Pa, sing that song you enng when we went to Chelsea in the
Junny. That funny was a wherry, my dear.  Oh, was st | why
then 1t was wery funny, for

How pleasant, aod vary like Twickenhatw ferry
I3 ¢rossing from Dover to Colals, I vow.

Al &0 gay when we entered {lhe packel hare,
Iialf seas over the erene ln quite ghenged,
Wind against us, confusion and racket, hero,
Hickiy yisapes, aod tuilels demanged:
¥t shall be ill, I fesr,
I fee! a litls queer,
Cau't we go back ! my Jear, Lhat's too lnts now.

Spoken.J—Oht oh! I never was so il in all my life, O, 0.
Sarve you right, yon would come a pleasuring ; now you've got
your belly full of it. I wish 1 hadn't come, I'm zo giddy ; the
next time I go to France, I'll go the whole way by land. I ssy,
looh &t Twizzle, he said Le should enjoy it ; L'll speak to him.
No, dou't ; yes | must ; see what a pickle he isin. No, den't;
it will be cruel. I say, Twizele, how do you find yourseif1 you
seem 1o be very poorly, 0, O, O. {imitation of pickpess.) Abl
Pips, how do, Fipst you secm to be lapd at it theve ; I am go-
ing down ; can I Lring any thing up for you —Who's for a fat
muttos chop 1 I was as well us ever [ was in my life, till that
fellow mentioned thie mutton chop, Well, never mind, kespa
good henrt. HKeep—a man necd bave o siomach of ivon to keop
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any thing, I think—Q dear, Molly, Molly, where's roy servant t
I'm dying. So am I, ma’am, and can't come. How dare you be
ill when } want you! Captain, Captain, bring the brandy-botile.
I'm going ta go. Pray, Captain, was any person evet lost hera )
No, sir, several's been drowned, but we slways found them again.
Sir, the next time you are taken so, I'd thank you to turn your
head ; you've quite spoiled my wife's pelisse. If people's taken
suddenly, peaple ean’t help other people’s pelisses, sir.  Caplain,
could I Jay down a bit1 Wes, sir, there's a bed below, there's
only three in jt, Captain, my hat’s overboard. Never mind
your hat, 6ir. I shouldn’t, but my wigis init. There'sa whale.
A whale! where, where? 1'd give & hundred guineas to see a
whale: never seed a whale in all my life. No, sir, it'a only a
mirprenunsification, sir, that's ail ; it's my vife's wail, that she
wears over ber vig, sir, that's all. 0, is it d—then

How charming, and very like Twickenham ferry,
Is crossing over to Calajs, Y vow,

Full six houts after sailing from Dover,
Safely anchored al Calais Bf Iask:
Al forgetting their sulferiogs now over,
But whad's to follow i3 worse than ihe past
Can't make the pier, good lack,
Carried on shore pick-a-back,
Bouns in tha water smack, these are the Joya now.

Spoken.] Tell me, Captain, can’t you make the Pier of Ca-
Lain t—Yes, and L can run foul of the Bar, oo, No, no, I bar
that, says Twizzle. Where's the breakers I—There, a-head.
What does he say { ah, bresk my head. No, no, the brezkera
a-head. What's that the Bar1 dear me, I alwaya thonght it
was 3 large pole of iron.  And I alwaya thiought it was like Tem-
ple Bar. Captain, Low are we to go ashore ¢ jnaboati Ne [
wish we could, toa'am, How are we to po asliore, then? As
well as we can ma'an,—there, these two %ﬁ'enchmen will carcy
you on their shoulders. Partieularly horrid ! 1 deelare | am so
giddy, I doo’t know, I declare, whether I am onmy head or on
my beels, Oh, your right side uppermoat now, ma’amn, depend

supon it. 0,0, 1I'm black and blue already, these jeliowa are
pinching aod pulling me about so. I say, Twizzle, do you twig
that lady's legs on tho two fellows’ backs, carrying her through
the water. Legs! mill poets, you mean. Why, yes, as yousay,
she don’t stand upon irifles.  Vell, if over I saw such a posse
of vomen in the vater Liefore ! Vell, 1 vonder if thers’s n speci-
men of the French Lellesnow, O erikey, Bill! here’s n jolly row,
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O la ! if there a'nt the dandy gentleman fell off the board, and
stuck up to his knees in mud. O dear, O dear! here'a a pretty
pickle I'm in § will not any kind hand help me out of this dread-
ful delirium § I camnot possibly survive it lliere, tip us your
baad, man ; there you are, all safe and scund.  Yes, here [ may
be ail sale and sound, but where are botl: my pumps! Never
I]miind your puisps, all you've pgot to do is to pump on shore—
s —
With laughter and rackel they rli Jeave bhe packet,
Ty Paris, desr Faris, they scamper away.

s At g

ANTONY'S ADDRESS TO THE ROMANS, EXCITING THEM
TO REVENGE THE DEATH OF CXS5AR.

Frrexpg, Remady, countiymen, lend ma your sels;
T come bo bury Coosar, oot to praise i
The evil, that men do, lives elter them;
The good i3 oft ioterred with their bones,
50 let it be with Casar! The voble Hruius
Heth told you, Cassr was embitipus.
It it were 50, i was & grievous faull;—
And grievously hath Cesar suawered it
Here, under leave of Brutus, and the res$,
1or Brutus is an honourable max,
Bo ate they all, sU honourabls men ;)
Come 1 Lo speak tn Cxsar's funeral,
Fie was my friend, faithiad end just $o ma:
Bul Hrutus says be was smbitious ;
And Bretus i an honourable maz.
Ee hath brought many captives home to Rome,
Whose rensom dig the geperal coffera 4l :
Did this in Caear seem ambitious ?
Whes that the poor heth cried, Cieanr bath wept:
Arobition should be made of eterner ptull.
Y&t Brutus gays he was ambitious;
And Brutos is an hopourable mas.
You al) dig see, that, on the Lupercal,
¥ thrice presented hica 8 kiogiy crowo;
Which te did thrlce refuse. Was this ambition *
Yt Drulus says he ®as apbitious ;
And sute, e i ap bonoursble man. L]
I speak mot to dlsprove wbal Brutus spoke ;
Uat hete I am to speak what T do koow.,
YWou all did love iim onge, mot withoul canse:
1¥hat cause withbolds you then to mourn for him?
0 judgment thou art fed to brutish beasts,
And men have loal their reason.—Dear with me:
My beart {n 1o the coffin there with Cesar,
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And T must panse 11 It coms back 1o me.
But yesterday the word of Casar might

Have atood aguinst the wotld : now lies he there,”

And nona a9 poor to de hiwa reverence.

O Masters! if X were disposed to stir

Four hearts and minds to mntioy aod rage,

1 showd de¢ Brutus wrong, sud Cassive wrong,

Who, you all know, are honourable men.

I will not do them wroag—-J rather chopse

Yo wrong the dead, to wroog mysel! and you,

Than I will wrong such honourable tasn.

But here's a porchment with the seal of Caser;

T found it in hia ctoset; "tis his will,

Let bot the hear this test t

{(Which, pardon me, 1 do not mesn to read,)

And they would go wnd Riss dead Cmsar's wonnds

Avd dip their naphing in his sacred blood—

Yea, beg o halr off him for memory,

And, dyipg, meation it within their wills,

Pequaathing it, a5 a rich legasy,

Cuto their iasue.
If you have tears, prepate to shed them now,

You all do know thia mantle ; 1 remember

The first time ever Casar put it on;

“Twas on @ sumMmer's evening ia his bent :

That day he overcame tha Nerviiie

Look! o this place rap Casslus' dagger through te

Pee, what a rent the envious Casca roade—

Through this, the well-bsloved Brutua stabbed ;

And os he plucked his cursed steel away, -

Mark how the blood of Cwzaar followed it 1—

This was tho most unkindent cut of oll |

For when Lhe nobla Caesar saw him stab,

Ingratitude, mare slroog than traitors’ arme,

Guile vanquisbed him! Then burst bls mighty heart:

And 1o bis mantle muffling up his face,

Even at tha bate of Pompey's atatue,

Whick all the while ran blood, great Casar fell,

O what a fall was there, my countrymen!

Then I, atd you, and all of ua, fell down;

Whilst bloody treason Sourished over na.

0, now you weep ; and I perceiva you fecl

The dint of pity :—thesa are gracious dropy.

Bind aouls! Whet, weep you when you but behold

Our Ceesar's vesture wounded 7 Look ye here!—

Hera i blraelf—rnarred, as you see, by braitors.
Good friends ! eweet friends | Let me not siir you up

Ta such a sudden floed of mutiny |

They that have dona this deed are hononrable,

119
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What private griefs they have, alas, 1 know not,

That made them do it! They are wise and honourable,
Ard #ill, no doubt, with reason answer Foun

I come not, friends, to steal away your hearta!?

1 am oo omtor, as Brutus [z

But, as you know me all, & plain, Lluat man,

That loves my feiend—and that they know fall well,
That gave me public leave to speak of him !

For I liave neither wit, nor words, nor worth,

Action, notr witerance, nor the pawer of épeech,

To sbir men's bloed :—1 only speak right ons

1 teli you that which yeu youraglves do know—

Bhow you sweet Casar's wounds, pior, poor, dumb mouths,
And bid themn epeak for me  Mut, were I Brutus,
And Brutus Antony, there were an Antony

Would rufle up your spirits, and put a tongue

In avery wound of Caaar, thot should move

Tha stones of Rome to rise in mutiny,

WEDLOCK IS A TICKLISH THING.

WzrpLock in & ticklish thing,
Iley merrily ho, and ho merrily hey;
And will joy or sorrow bring,
Hey merriiy he, hey ho!
Oh, how delightful pasy their days awsy,
. ‘Who, never spiteful, only toy and play.

Spoken.]—Will you take a walk this morning, my love ! Yea,
my dear, Then you had better put on your clogs, my chicken,
for fear of catehing cold, And pray de you pot on your great
coat, lest you miglit increase your cough, Thank you my dar-
ling, for your care of me. Wlen do you intend to instruct our
new willa on Ampstead Eath. Vhy as scon as them ’ere arti-
checks senda in their dimensicns, and so on. Don't forget to
have towers and such like thiogs, to make it look all the world
ae though it wur a little castle. I von't, I von't; and I'll have
s worapder in fromt, that yow may look st the folk go up and
down om a Sunday arternoon, Can't we cover the front with
shells to make it look Jike a, like a—I know, & emintsgs, you
means. Yes, my dear. So ve vill, my duck. 0Ob,

Wedlock's Joys are soft and gweet,
Hey merrily bo, sud bo mernily hey!
Wheo fond hearts lo unlon meet,
Haoy merrlly he, hey ho !
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Let ug only change the scene,

Jio terrible hey, and hey territle ho!
Take & pecp bebind the eereen,

Ho terrible he, hey ho!
What she proposes, e it good or bad,
He eiill opposes till be drives et mad,

Spoken.]—Do you dine at home to-day, sir T 1 can't fell,
ma'am. What shall I provide 3 What you like. Would you
like & roasted clhicken! ¥ou know I don't like ronsted chicken.
Well, boiled then? Worse and worse, What will you have
then 1 Nothing. Very well, sir. Very well, ma'am. I say,
Mr. Sbrimp, vhen am { to bave that *ers new polese, vhich you
promised mei Vhen you treats a gemman like a gemman, and
covducts yourself like a lady. O, not till then. No. Wery
vel, sir, then you will let me perish with cold. That I'm sure
you von't, for you arealvaysin ot vater, O, I vish you vere
At the devil ; [ know you do, but I'll live a fow years longer on
Purpese to plague you. Thus

Wedlock Is & dreadful slate,
Heo tertible hey, and hey territde Lot
‘When rold hearts are joined by fate,
He terrible ha, hey ho!

L aaad

NAPOLEON AT THE KREMLIN,

DeeeLy shadow'd by the night,
Qo the platform'd tower ha stands ;
And his lonely hour is bright
With the dream of conquer'd lands,
Whera his chosen banda bave striven;
‘Where his plumad hoat appears,
And it soaring eagle bears
Tt boast of blood and tenrs
Unty hetvep.

Huwh'd fn sllent midnight eleep
The city lies below;
Aud the wateh-call hoarso and deep,
As he pacoth to and fro,
Bteruly breaks it deep repose.
Lo ! kindling ope by oune,
A thousapd lights are shown ;
Each miteor-like and lone
Brightly glowa !
M
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i Gy ] hatl the liceosed hour
With yesrs of dazger bought.—
Hath the wina-cup's wialon power
To my bardy veteran's tanght
Deeds of riot—npine-—ghawc ?
Have they bade yon Sames nrive

To tell the crimesn shics
That the stain of outrage Jies
On our nawe?

4 0 dath my warriors” mirh
Yon flres in triumph raise,

To scare tha shudderiug enrth
With the terror of their blase?
Like & flag of war wofurl'd,

Doth you floed of mdiance flow

- From our camp "—*" kovader,—uo [

*Tis & beacon-Bre, whode glow
Cheaty the world 1"—

W)L it fury rogeth higher,
Column’d upward to the by,
Like that pyracaid of fré
Qleaming of old, on Righ
Ta guide tha people of the Lord.—
Boldiers of Fame! eorae forth,—
Lt the Empress of tha Norlh
Nata your valour's dasing worth,
At wy word,

Tear down each scking wall
Of her city doom*d to death;
Era her towers uonided fall,
Lin bruvely earth bensath,
Whers hor bulwarks darkly ned I
b€ Jovader ! atay thy hand,—
Those mighty flmes are fann’d
Hy the pairicts of the land,
And thelr God !

44 1'hg sulphbureoua sraoke ponr down
To mock the conquerce's Sight—
Flames gather like & crown
Raund tha Eremlin's saczed helght:
Invador ! thou shalt find,
That befora the blaxing war
Of yon fames that shed afar
Thelr glotiows lghi—iby star
Hath decl{ned 17



GENERAL BKCITER, 123

TBE PELIGHTE OF A CHRISTENING.

{iustivos FREDERIC RicRaRD's young Newcoms's name,
The spouscrs hava promised that whila be i young

They'll tesch him the devil and hia works to shamu—
Axnd when he growa up, the vilgar tongue!

And mee, the processisn from chureh the slreet S,

Led oo by the parson with his roay gille;

Aud now they're coms bome, and the wit filss about,

Old plggardiy Care by (tood-humour kicked out.

Spoken.]—Let me look at the pretty creature. Oh, bless his
inmocent heart ; mammny's eyes and daddy’s nese to 3 T. I ne-
ver saw such & semsible creature in my life.  Why yes, 1
think he’ll make & very good mateh for my Georgina Carolina
Helena Virgina Gridetina Cosmopolita Maria Mopsey. Lad,
madam, why what a vast quantity of childrer you must ba’ got.
Goth, Vandn! and Hotteotot. What's that more of 'em ¥ No,
no, Reighbour, that's my wife’s only daughter. What, with all
that atring 3 wiiy, if T was a girl, and people wers ta go through
such a eatalogue witk me, [ wish i may die, if [ shonldn"t think
they were calliog e names. Liddle, liddie, liddle, liddle ! Ok,
the dear createre ! Oh, [ wish I was merried, and bad such a
sweet child ns you.

Bo ot it go the circly, not & tittle Lieard that's gpoke,
And he's the greatest wil that con crmch the loudsest jole;
Al talking awsy, and nobpdy listeping,

Who e0 merry and 8o chorry &8 peopls &t & christening?

Kow the Addles are tuning, scd up stands the throng,

Mixn calls 5 cotillion, her Ma slameng;

In a jig, Madem Lump wants her limbs to reveal,

And Alderrnan Nizepin would fiin teke & reel.

Widow Hobble b minuet begs sho may walk.

Thus they glide and they hop, and they skip, and they stalk,
'fill sliepce, there ! silence, they twently times bawl,

Azd a country-dance gqulchly recoociles all

Spoken.]—Stay, stay, stay ¢ before the dance begios, 1 move
that ali the gentlomeu ssiute the ladies. Lad ! now, what a
parcel of nonsenss | how can you be sostupid { 1 beg yon won’t
come wear me, ¥ell, then, better give a fool a kiss than be
troubled with him, My denr Miss, siisll I have the igexpres-
sible and indescribable pleasure, houour, felicity, delight, and
satisfoction i No, pir; 1 desire yow'll go about your busineas ;
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I dido’t kuow I came Bere to be affronted. Lad ! Misa, how
ean you be so frampish ¥ the Captain ouly asked fur a civil aa-
hite : [ assure you f shali not make such a fusasboutit. Places!
places !

Figure in hands across right and lefl, and now hey,

8o they skip, sud they jump, and they foot it away !
Nor to Bddbez, nor tiewseives, uor anytliog listening,
Who so merry aud 3o cherry as people at a christening ?

Now the fans and the hiaodketchiefs moon go fo poti—
I'm all in a Touck ;—I'm prodigiously hot;

Bome hartshorn and water ;—1'm fainting, 1 vow;—

Bo they give her the braody. Wall, how Bré you now
T'm prodigiously better ;~—vou are a gooud soul,

Whh it down witlh some negus.—¥ell,give me tho bowl.)
And now the gay dance to the aupper gives place,

The guests take their seats, aod the parson snyg grace.

Spoken.]—I move that every gentleman sits next his partner,
Come, Miss Clack, wlat shall T help youte? Shalll add a
little to your abundance? Now, you think Ihave & great deal of
tongue. Oh, no, my love, I weant brains. Miss Jazey, the
Doctor drinks your heaith, Lord ! bow could you do so, pul-
ling me by the sleeve, [ have thrown the mmstard into the goose-
berry tart. Thauk you, Doctor. Pray, sir, is there any public
news? I tell you, it’s all a parcel of nonsense and ataff : eigh-
teen thousand men kifled ! for my own part I have too much,
charity to believe it, Yell, these are excellent puffs. Oh, sir,
the newspapers are full of then. Upon my word, ma’am, you
make ecapital punch. I propuse a toast—lleve's the young
Christiau’s health, and may he give us ns good punch aa this at
the christening of his first boy, und as handsome a fee, That of
course. And now, Doctor Drencher’s health and song. I'll give
you, gentlemen, Death and the Lady, Ancd thus the song, and
the glass and the jest go round,—

Till in—0O1d Care, begone—FHearls of Oak—Dwerry down—
Aund if Love's a Sweet Passion, their cares they all drown
Binging, bellowing, snd loughieg, and nobody listening,
Who g0 merry and 8o ¢herTy &3 people at a christening?
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ELLZA.

Now stood Ellzs on the wood-crown'd helght,
O'er Mindan® plaln, apectatress of the fight;
Baught with bold eye, amid the bloody sirife,

Her denrer self, the partuer of her life:

From bill to hill the rushing hoat putsued,

And view'd his banuer, or believed she vigwed:
Pleased with the distant rosr, with quicker tread,
Faat by his hand ¢9ne lisplag boy she led;

And ons falr girl, amid the loud alarm,

flept on her 'kerchief, cradled by her arm:

‘Whila round her browa bright beams of honour dar,
And love’s warm eddie cirele round her hebrt.—
Neae, and viore near, the intrepid besuty presv'd,
Baw through the dxiviog smoke, his dancing crest:
Heard the exulting shout, * They run, they run

* Girpat God " ebae cried, ‘he'a safo! the hattle's wop!'—
A ball now hlssas through the airy tides,

Bome Fury wingsd i, aud aomae Demon mided i—
Parte the floe locks, her graceful head that deck,
Wounds ber fair ¢ar, and slaks into her necl;

The red stream {saupg from her axure veins,

Iryes her white veil, her ivory bosom staing

+ Ah, e ! sba cried, snd sioklng on the ground,
Eissed her dear babea, regardlass of the wonnd ;
*0Oh, ceasa not yek to best, thou vital urn!

‘Wait, gusblog life! ob, wait my love's retum.”
Hoarss barks the wolf, the vulture scremms from far,
Tha angel Pity shuna the walls of war!

* Oh, spare, yo wor-hounds, spare their tender age,
0r mae—on me,’ she cried, *exhaust your rage !
Then with weak army, her woeping babes carest,
And sighing, b!d them i ber blood-stained vest

From tent to tent, th' lrmpatient warrior flies,
Fear In his heart, and frenty !n bis eyes !

Ellsa's nama ajong the camp he calls,

+ Elizn," ethoes through the canvasa wally ;

Quick through the murmuriog gleom hia foctateps tread,

O'er groaning heaps, the dylug and the dead.

Yault ¢'er the plain, and fu the tavgled wood,

Lo, desd Eliza, weltering io ber blood.—

Boon hears his list'ning son the welcoree sonnds,

With open arms, aod sparkling eyes he hounds—

*Bpeak low," he cries, and gives his Nitte hand,

* Eliza sleops upom the dew cold saad;’

Poor weeping babe, with blocdy flngers prost,

And trisd with pouting 1ips heyr muilkless bredss,
Ma
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+ Alas, we both with cold and hunger grake;

Wiy do you weep '—mamma will seon wwake,”

*+ Bhe'll wake wo mere,’ the hopeless monrner eried.
Upraia'd his eyes to beaven, he clasp'd his hands and sigh'd:
Sireteh'd on the ground, awhbile entrane’d he loy,
Apd press'd warm kisses oo the lifelesa elay

And then upiprung, with wild eonvuisive start,
And all the fother kindled in bis heart !

1 {¥h, Heavens,” e ericd, *my Arst rash vow forgive,
These Lind lo earth—ior these I proy to live!
Hound bis ¢hill bahes he wrapp' his critoeon veat,
And clasp'd them aobbiug t0 hia atbiog Lreast.

CICERO'S ORATION AGAINST VERHES

Tuzs time is come fathers, when that which haa long been wish-
ed for, owards allaying the envy your order has been subject to,
and removing the imputations against trials, is (vot by human
contrivagee but swperiur direction) effectnally put ju our power.
An opinion has lung prevailed, not oniy bere at home, bug like-
wige tu foreign countries, both dangerous to yon and perniciona
to the state, namely, that, in persecutiona, men of wealth are al-
ways safe, however clearly couvicted. There is now to bs brought
upon his trisl, before you, to the confusion I hope of the propa-
gatora of this slanderons Linputakivn, onte whose life and actions
condemn him in the opinion of all impartial persons ; but who,
according to his own reckoning, and deelared dependence upon
his riches, is already acquitted ; I mean Caius Verres. I have
undertaken this prosecution, fathers, at the general desive, and
with the great expeciation of the RHoman people ; not that | draw
envy upon that illustrious order of whicli the avcused happens to
be, but with the divect design of clearing your justice aud im-
pactinlity before the world. For I have brought upon his trial,
one, whuse conduct has been such, that, in passing a just een-
tence upon him, you will have an opportunity of re-establisbing
the credit of such trials ; of recovering wihatever may be lost of
the favour of the Huiman people ; and of satisfying foreign states
and kingdoms iu alliance with us, or tributary tous. 1 dewand
justice of you, fathiers, upon the robber of the public treasury,
the oppressor of Asis Minor and Pamyphylia, the iovader of the
rights and privileges of Romans, the scourge and curse of Sicily.
It that sentence is passed upon him whicl his crimes deserve,
your enthority, fathiers, will be venerable and sacred in the eyes
of the public. But if his great rickes skould bias you in his fa-
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vour, I shall still gain one point, which is to make it apparent to
all the world, that what waa wanting in this cnse wes not a eri-
minal nor a proeecutor,—but justice, aud adeguate punishment.
For as those acts of violence, by which he has got bis exorbi-
tant riches, were done opealy, so have his stiempts to pervert
judgmeut, and escape due punisliment, been publie, and 1 open
defiance of decency. He has accordingly said, that the only
time he ever was afraid, was when he found the prosecution com-
menced against him by me, lest e should not have time enough to
dispose of a sufficient number of presents in proper hands, Nor
has he atterapted to secure himself by the legal way of defence
upon his trial. And, indeed, where is the learning, the eloqueace,
or the art, which would be sufficient to qualify any cne for the
defence of hin whoss whole life has besn r continued series of
the most atrocious erimes ¥ To pass over the shameful irregu-~
larities of his youth, what does Lis queestorship, the first public
employroent he beld, what does it exhibit but one continued
seene of villaniesd Cneina Carbo plundered of the public mo-
ney by his own treasurer ; a consul stripped and betrayed ; an
army deserted and reduced to waut ; a provinee robbed ; the
civil and religious rights of the people viclated. The employ- |
ment he heid in Asia Minor and Pamphylia, what did it produee,
but the ruin of those eountries, i which bouses, cities, aud teme
ples, were robbed by hima t There he acted over again ihe scene
of his quiestorship, bringing, by his bad practices, Cncius Dula~
bella, whose substitute he was, into disgrace with the people,
and then deserting him ; not only deserting hira, but even accus-
ing and betrayiog him. What was his conduct in bis preeetor-
shiphereat home ¥ Let the plundered teraples, and public works,
neglected that he might embezzle the mouey intended for carey-
ing them om, bear witness llow did he discharge the olfice of
a judpe 1 Let those who suffered by his injastice, answer. But
his preetorship in Sicily crowns all his works of wickedness, and
finishes a laating mopument te his infamy, The mischief done
by him in that unhappy country, during the three yenrs of his in.
iquitous administration, are such, that many years under the
wisest and best of practors will wot be sufticient to restore thingy
to the condidon in which he found them : for it is notorious that,
during the time of his tyranny, the Sicilians neither enjoyed the
protection of their own arigival iaws, of the regulations yade for
their benefit by the Roman senate, upon their cowing uveder
the protection of the commonwealth, nor of the natural snd uoa-
lienable rights of men. No inbabitant of that ruined country
has been able to keep possession of any thing, but what Lias either
ped the rapaci , of been neglected by the sauety of
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that uziversal plunderer. Hin nod bas decided all canses in Sieily
for three years ; and his decisigns have broken all iaw, ali pre-
cedeat, all right.  The sums he has, by arbitrary taxes, and ua-
heard-of impositions, extorted from the industrious poor, sre
not o be computed. The moat feithful allies of the commson«
wealth have been treated as enemies KRoman citizens have,
like slaves, been put to death with torturee. The most atrocicus
eriminals, for money, have beex exempted from their deserved
puaiclmests, and men of the most usexceptionable characters
condemaed and bavished upheard. The liarbours, though sufi-
ciently foruified, and the pates of strong towns, opened to pirates
and ravagers. Lhe scldiery apd sailors, belongiog to & province
under the protection of the commonwealth, starved to death.
Whote fleets, to the great detriment of the province, suffered to
perish. The ascisnt mosuments of either Sicilian or Rosac great-
ness, the statues of heroes and princes, carried off ; and the
temnples stripped of their images. The iofamy of his lewdness
hos been sucl: as decency forbide to describe. Nor will 1 by
menticning particulars, put those unfurtanste persovs to fresh
pain, who have not been able Lo save their wivea and daughters
froca his impurity. Aod tlhese, his atrocious crimes, have besn
sommijted in 8o public & manoer, that there in oo one who has
Benrd of his name, but eould reckon up bis actions.

Now, Verrea, | ask what you have to advance agaiost this
charge 1 Will you pretond to deay is¥ Will you pretend, that
any thing false, that even asy thing aggravated, is ajleged against
you! Had any prince, or any state, committed the satne out-
rage against the privilege of J{owan citizess, ebould we not thik
we had sofficient ground for declaring ismoediate war against
themn 1 What punishment ouglit thex to be inflicted upon & ty-
ranvical aod wicked prwetor, who dared, st oo greater distance
thas Sicily, within aight of the [talinn coast, to put to the infa-
moua death of crucifixion that unfurtunate aud innocent citizen,
Publius Gavins Cosanus, only for bis having anserted his privilege
of eitizenship, and declared his intention of appealizg to the jus-
tiea of his country againet a eruel oppressor, who lad unjustly
coufined him ic prisou at Syracuee, tromy whence he had jusk
made bis escapei I'be unhappy man, arrested as he was guinﬁ
1 embark for his oative country, is brougit before the wicke
prmtor. With eyes dartiug fury, and a voontenance distorted
with cruelty, he orders the helpleas victim of his rage to ba strip-
ped, and rods to be brought ; accueing hin, but without the
teast shadew uf evideoce, or even of suspivivn, of having come
to Sicily as & 6py. It was in vain that the unhappy man cried
vug, “ | am s Rowan citizen, I have served under Lucius Fre-
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tiug, wha is naw at Panormus, and will attest my inoocence,”
The blood-thirsty preetor, deaf te all he couid urge in his own
defenee, ordered the infamous punishment to be inflicted. Thus
fathera, was an innocent Roman citizen publiely roangled with
scourging ; whilst the only words he uttered amidst his cruel
sufferings were, ¢ I am a Homan eitizen.” With these Lie hop-
ed to defend himself from violenee and infamy. But of 80 little
service was this privilege to hiw, that while he was thua assert-
ing his eitizenship, the order was given for Lis execution—for
his executivn upon the cross |

O liberty 1—0 sound onece delightful to every Roman ear 1—
O sacred privilege of Roman citizenship !—once sacred, now
trampled upon I—But what then? Is it come o this] " Shall
an inferior magistrate, a governor who holds Lis wliole power of
the Roman people, it a Rowan provinea within sight of ltaly,
bind, scourge, torture with fire and red-hot plates of iron, and
at the iast put to the infamous death of the cross a Roman citi-
zen 1 Shall neither the ertes of innocence expiring in ageny,
nor the tears of pitying spectators, nor the majesty of the Re-
man communwealth, nor the fear of the justice of “his country,
restrain the licentions and wanton eruelty of a wonster, whe, in
eonfidence of his riches, strikea at the root of liberty, and seta
mankiud at deflance ¢

I conclude with expressing my hopes that your wisdom and
justice, fathers, will not, by suffering the atrocious and unexam-
pled insolence of Calus Verres to escape the duoe punishment,
leave roow to appreliend the danger of a total subversion of
suthority and intreduetion of general anarchy and econfusion,

LORD WILLTAM.

No eye beheld when William plunged
¥oung Edmund in the siream,

Wo human eor but William's heard
Young Edmund’s drowning scream. ,

Submissive all the vnssals own'd
The raurderer for their Lord ;

And he, the rightful heir, possesa'd
The houss of Erliogford,

The ancient bause of Erlingford
Stood 'midst o fair domsgia,

And Severn's ample waters nesr
Roll'd through the fartile plain,
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And often the way-farlng tnan
Would love to Unger thers,

Fargatful of bis onward roead,
To gaze on sconas ¢ fair.

But never could Lord Wiitlan: dare
To gare on Severn's stream ;

1o avery wind that swept 1ty waves
He beard young Edmund scream.

in vain at mldnight's silent hour,
Bleep closed the murderer's eyes,

In every dream the murderer saw
Young Edrund’s form arise.

Iz wsin by restiess conscience driven,
Lprd William left bia home,

Far frots ihe soenen that waw hlg guill,
In pilgrimage to roam.

To other climes the pligrim fsd,
But copld not fly despair,

He sought hix home again, bul paxcs
Was utili & steanger there.

Each hour was tedions long, yet wwift
The months appasred to roll ;
And pow Lbe day retum'd that shook

Witk lerror William's apul.

A dey thet William never feit
Return withoud dismray,

For well bad conscience kelender'd
Young BEdmund's dyiog day.

A fanrful day waes thet! the rains
Fojl fast, wilh tempest roar,
Axd the swoln tide of Bevern spread

Far op the isvel shore.

1o vain Lord William scughd he feast,
Iz vain he quafl™d the bowl,

Aud strove with nolsy mirth to drown
The anguish of his soud

The termpest, ra its sudden pwall
In gusty howlings came,

With cold sud desth-Ltke feelings seem'd
To thrill his shuddering frams.
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Raluctant oow, 85 nlght came on,
His lonaly couch be prest,

Aund wearisd ont, be sunk to alaep,
To wlvep, but oot to rest.

Beslde that couch his brothers form,
Lord Edsound, seem'd to stend,

Such avd 80 pale a9 wheo In death
Ha grasp'd bis brother's haod.

fluch sod so pale bla faco as when
With falnt and faltering tomgue,

To Williamw's ¢atn, » dyitg cherge
Ho loft hia orpban som.

| bade thes with & father's love
My orphan Edwund goard--

Weall, Witllam, hast thou kept thy ebarge?
Now take thy due reward ™

B started np, each Lob conmulsed
Witk ggonltiog fear,

B ozly heard the stotm of nighi—
*Twae mualo Lo bis ear.

When lo | the volca of loud alarm
His lamost woul appals,

“ ¥What ho! Lord Wilkiam, ries In hasta §
‘The waber saps thy wails !™

He rose in baats, baneath tho walls
Ho maw the flood appear,

1% hemos'd him round, *twas midnight now,
No buman pid was Dol

Ha neard the shout of joy, for mow.
A boat approach’d the wall,
And sager Lo the welcome sid
‘They crowd for safeiy all

== My boat L amall,” the boatman cHnd,
**This dangercus haste frbear!
Walt othar ald, this Uitie dark
But one from bence can bear.”

Loz Wilam lesp'd Inko tha boat,
* Bagte—haate to yonder shore!
And ample weaith shall well reward, —
Fiy swift and atrong the oar”
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The boatmoan plied the oar, the boat
Weat light alogog the stream

Budden Lord William bexrd a ory
Like Edmund’s drowning scream.

Tue boatran paused, ** Methougbt I henrd
A child s distressial cry I

++*Twas but the howling wind of pight,”
Lord Wiliam made reply.

« Pagte, hoste—ply swift and strong the car !
Heste, haste across the stream !V

Aguin Lord William beard & cry
Like Edmund’s drowning scream.

+ ] heard » child's distressful scream,”
The boalwen cried again.

“ Nay, basten on—the night 1a dark-—
Axd we ahould search in wain.”

1+ Qb Godt Lord William, dost thow koow
¥{ow dreadicl 'tis to die?

Aud canat thou without pily hear
A child’s explting ey ?

How horrible #t ta to ok
Beneath the chilly sbreat,

T'o ptretel: the powerless arma in wain,
In wain for help to acteam ¥

The shrisk ngaln was heard. Tt cama
More deep, mote pierclog loud,

‘That instant o'er the Hood the meon
Shons through & broken cowd

And near them they beheld a child,
Upoz a crag be dood,

A Littte crg, sod el erouod
Was spresd tho rising flood.

The boatman plied the oar, the boat
Approach'd hia testing place,
The moon-baam shose upod the child
And akowd how pels hin face.

 Now reach bipe haod I the boatman cried,
s Lord Willing, reach aod save ™

“The child stretch’d forth bis Little hands,
‘To grasp the band be gave.
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Then William shriek'd ; the haod he tourl'd
Waa cold aod damp and dead !

He felt young Edmund in his armg
A beavier weight than lead.

The boat sunk down, the murderer sunk
Beneath the avenging stream ;

He rose, he reream’d, no buman ear
Heard William's drowping scream.

REPLY OF ROB ROY MACGREGOR TO MR. O5BAL-
DISTONE,

You speak like a boy—like a boy, who thinks the old gnarled
oak can be twisted as easily as the young sapling. Can I forget
that I have been branded as an outlaw, stigmatized as a traitor,
& price set on my head as if I had been & wulf, my family treat-
od ae the dam and cubs of & hill-fox, who all may torment, vi-
lify, degrade, and insult ;—the very mame which came to me
frem a long and nohie line of martial ancestors, denounced, as if
it were 1 spell to conjure up the devil with i—

And they shall find that the narne they bave dared to proseribe
—that the name of Mae Gregor iz a epell to raige the wild devil
withal. They shall hear of my vengeance, that would scorn to
listen to the story of my wrongs. The miserable Highland dro-
ver, bankrupt, barefooted, stripped of all, dishononred and hunt-
ed down, because the avarice of others grasped at more than
that poor all could pay, shall burat on them in an awful change.
They that scoffed at the grovelli.ni worm, and trod upon him,
may cry and howl when they see the stoop of the flying and
fiery-mouthed dragon. But why do I speak of all this i—only
yo may opine it frets my patience to be hunted like an otter, or
a seal, ag a saloon upon the shallows, and that by my very friends
and neighbours: and t¢ have as many sword-cute made, and
pistols flashed at me, as I had this day in the ford of Avondow,
would try a saivt’s temper, much more a Highlander's, who are
nat famous for that good gift, as you may have heard.—But one
thing bides me of what Nichol said. I'm vexed when | think of
Robert and Hamish living their father's life.~~But let us say no
more of this.— * * +

You muat think hardly of us, and it ie not natural that it should
be otherwise. But remember, at least, we have not been unpro-
voked :—we are a rude and an ignorant, and it may be, a viclent
wad passionate, but we are not a eruel people.—The land might be
at poace aud in Jaw for us, did they allow us to enjoy the blessings

N
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of peaceful law. But we have beenn persecnted people ; and i
persecution maketh wise men mad, what must it do to wen Eke us,
living as our fathers did a thousand years since, and possessing
scarce more lights than they did1 Can we view their bloody
edicts against us—their hanging, heading, hounding, and hunt-
ing down an ancient and honourable name—as deserving better
treatment than that which enemies give to enemies I—Hers 1
ptand—have been in twenty frays, and never hurt man but whea
I was in hot blood -—and yet they would betray me and hang
me, lilke a masterless dog, at the gate of any great man that has
an il will at me.

You are & kind hearted and an honourable youtls, cud under-
atand, doubtless, that which is due t0 the feelings of a magp of
honour, But the heather that I have trod upen when living
muat bloom over me when I am dead—my heart would sink,
and rmy arm would shrink and wither, like fern in the frost, were
I tolosg sight of my native hills ; nor has the world a scena that
would console me for the loss of the rocks and cairne, wild s they
are, that you see around us. And Helen—what would become
of her, were 1 to leave her, the subject of new insult and atro-
city 3—or Low eould she bear to be removed from these scenes,
where the remembrance of her wrongs is sye sweetened by the
recollection of her revenget I was once go hard put at by my
great enemy, as 1 may weil call him, that 1 was forced e'en 1o
give way to the tide, and removed myself, and my people, snd
y family from our dwellings in our native land, aud to withdraw
for a time into Mao Callummore’s country,—and Helen made r
lament on our departure, as weil as Mae Rimmon himself could
have framed it ; and so piteously aad and woesome, that our hearta
almaost brake as we listened to hot :—it was like the wailing of
one for the mother that bore him—and I would not have the sate
touch of the heart-break again, ........ no, ot to bave ell the
lands that wers ever owned by Mae Gregor.

P taaniiad

THE SOLDIER'S RETURN.

My untried muse shell ne high tane assume,
Not sustain arms,—farewsll my cap and plume !
Brief be my verse, & tnsk withln my powar,

1 tell my feelings ia one happy hour.

But what an hour was that, when from the main
1 reack'd my native villsge puce again;

A, gloriaun harvest All'd my eager »ight,

Half shock’d, half waving in a fleld of Hght,
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Ou that poor cotiage roof where I waa born,

The euc leoked down, as in life's sarly mormn.

1 gar'd around, but not a goul appeared !

I listen'd on the threshold—nothing heard !

I call'd my father thrice, but to ohe came !

It was not fesr, or grief, that shook my frame,
Rut st o'erpowering sensa of pepca and home;
“Of toila gone by, perbaps of foys to come.

Fhe door invitingly stood open wide,

I shopk my dust, and set my st anide.

How sweet It woa t0 breatha that cooler ale,

And take posscssion of my father’s cbnirt
Baueath my elbow, on the sold frame,

Appenr'd the rough ioitlala of my name,

Cut forty years before ! the same old cloek
Strack the same lnll, and gave my hesrt A shock
I never can forgst ; a short bresue sprung.

And while & Bigh wes trembling oo my tohgue,
Csught the cld dengling Almenacks behind,

And up they few, like banners in the wind;
Thez gently, siogty, dowan and down they weut,
And told of terenty years that I had spent

Far from my¥ native lagd. ‘Thet instant came

A robin on the threshold—tho' su tatne,

“At firat he look'd distrustful—almest shy,

And cast on me his coal-black steadinst eye,
Seeroiog to say (past friendship to renew)

*Ab, ah! old worn out aoldier is it you ?"
Through the rocm reuged the imprison'd humble bee,
And boom'd, snd bouvuced, and strogeted to be frem,
Dnshing sgainst the panes with sullen roar,

‘Fhat threw their diamond sunlight on the floor—
The floor clasn sanded, where my fancy streyed,
et undulating woves tie brasm bod made,
Reminding me of those of hidesus foims,

That met us g6 we passed the Cppe sf Storms,
‘Where high and low they break, snd peace comes nover,
They roll, snd foam, and roli, and feam for ever,
Bu{ herg was peace, that peace which home can yield,
The bee, the partridge, and the feld,

And striklog clock, were sll at gace becoms

‘Tha substitutas for trumpet, life Aad drum.
Whilo thus I mused, etill gezing, gaziug wtil,

On beds of muess that epresd the window 8ill;
"§was ooy yenrs since my eyes had seen

Any thicg 3o lovely, Mresh, nod green;

i guoss'd some infant bed placed it there,

And prized its bus most sxquisite nnd mre!
Fuiclings on feelings, mingling, doubling rosu,

My heart felb every thing but ealm reposs,
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T ¢ould not reckon moments, hours, not years,
Jut rase ot ooce, sod burst cut into tears;
Then, like a fool cenfused, sat down agnizg,
And thought upon the past with shame aod pain.
T raved st war, and all ita horrid cost,

And glorys quagmire, where the Lrave ave lost;
On carnsge, fire, and plunder long I mue'd,
Apd eurs'd the murdering weapons T had ysed !
Two shadows now { 38w, tWo voices heurd,

Ope buspole age, and obe a clild appear'd ;

Tn steppd Tuy father with convalsive start,

Axnd in an instaut ciasp'd me to his heart.

Close by Nim steed a little bine-exd mabl,
And, stooping to the ¢hild, the 0ld men said,

* Come hither, Nancy, kiss me once agnin,

This i3 your upele Charles, ¢otne ftom Spain.”
The ¢hild approach'd, and with her fngers light,
Btroli'd my old eyes, altaost deprived of sight.
But why thus #pin wy tale, thus tedious Lo,
Happy old soldier—whal's the worid to e

“MY NEW PITTAYATEES!

[Enter Katty, with n gray doak, a dirty cap, and s binck eye; A sieve
of potaties on her head, and a *'lbnHe o sperta™ in it Kaity
meanders down Patrick-streat,)

Katty, “ My new Pittayatees !—My-a-new Pittayitees /-

My new”
[Meeting & friend.] :

Sally, darlin’, ia that youl
; Sally, Throth its myself ; nnd what's the matter wid you,
Latty t

I at, *Deed my heart's bruk eryin’—New pittayatees—
cryin’ afther that vagabone,

Sai, Is it Mike?

d{at. Throth its himself indeed.

Sed. And what is it he done ?

Kat. Ochi! he roined me with his——New pittayatecs—
with his goings-an, the owld thing, wy dear—

Saé. Thrawin’ up his little finger, 1 suppose.®

Kaz. Yis, my darlint; he ke home th’ other night, blazin’
blind dhrusk, eryin' out KNewpittay-a-jees—roarin’ and
bawlin’, that you'd think he'd rige the roof aff o the house,

“ Bad juok attind you; bad wess to you, you pot wallopin’

* Giedting dranly
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varmint,”" says he, (mayniv’ me, if you plaze), * wait till I
ketch you, vou sthrap, and its ')l give you your fill iv'——
New pittayateer—+ your fll iv s liekin’, if ever you got it,”
says he.

So with that I knew the villain was mulrathered ;* let alone
the heavy fut o’ the miscrayint an the stairs, that & child mighe
know he was done for——3fy new pittayatees—Throth he was
done to a turn, like & mutton kidney.

Sai. Musha ! God help you, Kauy.

Hat. Oh, wait tilt you hear the ind o' my New pittayalees
«—o’ my throubles, and it's then you'll open your eyes My
nur pitlayatees,

Sud, On, bud 1 pity you.

Kat. Oh wait, wait, my jewel, wnit 11l you hear wiat became
o'~y new pittayatees—wait til 1 tell you the ind iv it
Where aid [ laveoff | (M aye, at the stairs,

Well, as lie was comin’ up stairs, (knuwin’ how it 'id be,) ¥
thought it best to take caro o' my——New pittayatees—1io take
ears 0" rayeolf ; eo witly that, 1 put the bowit on the door, be-
tune me and danger, and kep' I'steniz’ at the key-heole ; and
sure enongh, what should I hear, but—~——»>New pittayatees—
but the vagabone gropin’ ltis way round the cruked turn in the
stair, and tumblin® afther inte the hole in the flure au the
landin’ ; and whin he come to himself he gev n thunderin’
thump at the door. * Whe's there,” anys I ; ssys he—New
pitlayatees—Y let mo in,” saye he, * you vagabone,” {swarein’
by what | woreldn’tinintion,) * or by this and that, 'l massacray
** says he, * within an inch o"——~Netw pittayatees—within

you,
an inch o your life,” says he.

@ Mikeo, darlint,” axys I, suotherin® him,

Sal. Why would you eall sitch a 'tarnal vagabons, darlint.

Kat. My jew'), dudn’t [ tell you I thought it best to euother
him with a—Xew pittayatee—witl & tindher word 1 80 aays
I, * bikee, you villiig, you're disguised,” says [, “ you're dis-

uised, dear.”

“You lie,” says he, “ you impudent ethrap, I’m not dis.
gnised ; but, if 'm disguised itself,” says he, ** Uil make you
koow the differ,” says he.

Ol! I thought the life id lave me, when [ heerd hiva say
the word ; aod with that { put my hand au——2y new pitta-
yalees—an the lateh o' the door, to purvint it frow slippin’ ;
and he ups and be gives s wicked kick st the door, aud says
he, “If you don't lot me in this miuit,” saye he, “ I'li be the
death o' your-——New pittayatees—o® yoursell gnd your dirty

# Inloxicaled.

NS
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lations.

Saf, Oh, the ruffio.

Kat. Lucty breed, indeed! By my sowking, they're aa good
as hig any day iv the year, and was never belioulden to———mH
New pittayatees—to go a bepgin’ to tie mendicity for their
dirty et pitlayatees—ieir dirty washin’s o pots, and
sarvanis’ lavigs, aud dugs' bounes, atl as one as that eruck’d
discipie of his mother’s cousin’s sisther, the old dhrunken as-
peraeand, as ahe ia.

Sual. No, in tooth, Katey dear.

Kat. Well, where was 11 Ch, aye, 1 lelt off at——New
pitteyatees—I left off at my dicty breed, Well, at the word
*dirty breed,” I knew full well the bad dlivop was up in him,
and faith it’a eooe and suddint he rwade rme sinsible av it, for
the first word he said was——New pittagatees—the first word
he said was to put bis abouldber to the duor, and in he burmed
the door, fallic’ down in the middie o” the flure, cryin' out—
N ew pittayaiees—eryin’ out, © bad luck sttivd you,” says be ;
“ how dare you refuse to lit me into my ows house, you sthrap,”
says he, ¥ agin the law o' the land,” says he, sevamblin® up on
his pios agin, as well as he could ; and, a8 he was risin’, says
I——XNew pittayatecs—srays 1 1o hun (screeching cut lond, that

* the neighbuurs 1n the flure below might hear me}, * Mikee, my
darlint,” saya L

“ Keep the pace, you vagabone,” says he ; and with that he
hits me a lick av a——New pitayatee—a lick of o stick he bad
in his Lkaod, and dewn [ felfo}auu small blawe to me), down I
fell s the flure, crying” e pittayatees—cryin’ out “ Mur-
iher, murtber 1™

Sal. Ob, the hangin™bone viliain !

Kat. Ob, thate not all ! As I was rigie’, my jew'], he waa
goin’ to sthrek me agin ; and with that, I cried ocut—{Vew
pittayatees—I1 cried out, ¥ Fair play, Mikee,” says I, “don't
sthrel a man dowa ; but he wouldn't listen to rayson, and was
goin’ to hit me agin, when I put up the child that was io my
arms belune mae and harm. * Luok at your babby, Mikee,”
ways I “How do [ know that, you flag-hoppin’ jade,” saye he.
{Lhink o that, Saliy, jew’l, misdoubun’ my vartue, sud I an
honest woraaz s I ani, God Lelp me !}

Sal. Oh, bud you're to be pitied, Katty, dear.

Kat. Weli, puttin® up the child betune e sod barm, as he
was risin’ hia band, ** Oh,” saye ],  Mikee, darliut, don't sthrek
the babby ;" but, iy dear, before the word was out o’ my mouth,
be athruck the babiby. (I thought the life id lave e}  And,

breed,” says he. Thiok o that, Sally, dear, ' abuse wy re-
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iv eoorse, the poor babby, that never spuk a word, began to
ery New pittayatees—began to cry, and roar, and bawl,
and no wondher,

Sal. Oh, the haythen, o athrek the child.

Kat. Ard, my jewel, the neighbours in the flure below,
bearin’ the ekriremage, kem runnin’ ap the siairs, erying out
New pitlayatees—eryin® out, “ Watch, watch ! Mikee
M'Evoy,” says they, “would yon murther your wife, you vil-
Inin§  # What's that to you,” says he ; “isn't she my own
says he, ¢ and if I plase to make her feel the weight of my——
New pittayatees—the weight o' my fist, what's that to you ¥
agys he; *its none o’ your business any how, Bo keep your
tougue in your jaw, and your toe in your pump, sad ’twiil he
betther for your——New yitmﬁawes—‘twi!l be betther for
your health, Iz thinkin®,” says he; and with that he looked
crukid at thim, and squared up Lo ene ¢’ them (a poor defenceless
crayther, & failor.)

“ Would you fight your mateh,” says the poor innecent roan.

% Lave my sight,” says Mick, " or, by Jiogo, I'll put a stitch
in your gide, my jolly tailor,” says he.

“ Yiv put a stitch in your wig already,” saye the tailor, “and
that'll do for the present writin'.”

Agd with that, Mikee wae goin” to hit him with a——New pit-
tayatee—a lift-hander ; but he wau cotch owld iv, before he could
let go his blow ; and who strould stand up for-pint birs, bos——
My new pittayatees—but the tailor's wife; {and, by my sowl,
it's she that's the sthrapper, snd more's the pity she’s thrown
away upon one o' the sort ;) and says site, “let me 8t him,”
snys she, ©its 1 that's used to give s man a lickin’ overy day i
the week : you’re bould ot the head now, you vagabone,” says
she ; “butif I had you alone,” mays she; “no matther if I
wonldn’t taks the consait out o' your——New pittcyateea—out
o* your braggin' lieazts;* and that’s the way she wint on bully.
rapgin’ him ; and, by gor, shey all tuk patthern after her, aad
ubuvgd bim, my dear, to that degree, that, I vow to the Lord,
the very dogs in the sthreet woulda't lick his bloud.

Sal. Oh, my blessin’ on them.

Kot Aod with that, ope acd all, they began to cry—~——New
pittayatees—they bezan to ery hin dewn ; and, at last, they
ull swore out, * Hell's bellsattind your berrin’,” says they,  you
vagabaue,” as they just tuk him up by the scuff o' the meck,
and threwn him down the siairs ; every step he'd take, you'd
think he'd brake his neck (Glory be to Gud '} and se I got rid
o' the raftin ; and then they left we, cryin'——New pittayatees
—e—ryin’ nfther the vagabone ; thuugh the angels knows well
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ho wasn't degervin' o” one precious dhrop that fell from my two
good-lookin’ eyes, and oh ! but the condition Lie left me in.

Sal. Lerd look down an you.

KA at. Acd a purty eight it id be, if you conld ses how I was
Lyin® in the mildle o the flure erying My new pittayatess—
eryin’ and roarin®, and the poor child, with Lis eye knocked out,
in the corner, eryin” e10 pittayatees—and, indeed, every
one in the place was eryin’ KNew pittayatees—won cryin’
nurther,

Bal. And no wondher, Kutty dear,

Kat. Oh bud that’s notall. If you seen the condition the
place waa in afther it ; it was turned npside down like a beg-
gur'a breeclies.  Throth I'd rather be at a bnll-bait than at it,
enough to make an honest woman cry—Vew pillayatees—to
eoe the daycent room rack’d and ruin'd, and my cap tore off
wy head into tatthers, throil: you might riddle bull dogs through
it ; and bad luck to the hap'orth he left me but a fow New
pittayalees—a few coppers ; for the morodin® thief epint all
his XNew pittayatees—all his wages o' the whole week in
makin’ & baste iv biwself ; and God knows but that comes aisy
to bim ; and divil a thing I had to putineide my face, nor a
dhirop to drink, barrin' a few——New piltayatecs—a fow graing
' tay, and the ind of 8 quarther o' sugar, and my eye as big as
your fiet, and as black ax the pet (snviu' your presence), and a
beautiful dish iv——=New pittayatees—dish iv delf, that 1
bought only last week in Timple bar, bruk in three halves,
in the middie p' the 'ruction, aud the rint ¢’ the rcom not ped,
—and I diplndin’ only an KNew pittayatees—an cryin’ B
sieve-full o' pratees, or screechin’ a luck of savoya, or the like.

But I'll oot brake your heart auy more, Sally dear ;—God’s
good, and he pever opens oue door, but hie shuis another, and
that’a the way iv it; an’ strinthins the wake with KNew
pittayetees—with his purtestion ; and may the widdy and the
orpluu's blessiu® be an his name, I pray ! And my throst ls in
diviue providence, that was always good ta me, and sure 1 don’t
despair ; but not a night that 1 koeel down to say Iny prayers,
that 1 don't pray for——New pittayatess—for all manner o
bad luck to attind that vagaboue, Mikee M'Evoy. My curse
light an him this bleseid minit; and

[ A voice at a distance calls, * Potatoes !”]

Kat. Who calls 1 [Perceivea her customer,] Here ma’sm.

Guog-bye, Sully, darlini—goed-bye, * New pitlay-a-tecs !
[ Exit Kntty by the Cross Poddle.]
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BATTLE ¢F FLODDEN-FIELD, AND DEATH OF
MARMION.

Broust and Fitz-Evstace rested sl
With Lady Clare upon the hill;
a wlhich, (for far the day was epent,)
The western sup-heame pow were bent.
The cry they heard, ita mesning koow,
Could plain their distant comrades view:
wullly to Iloust d1d Custace say:
** Unworthy office here to stay !
No hopes of gilded spurs to-day—
But see! fook up—on Flodden bent,
Fhe Scottish fos has fired his tent.”
And sudden, as he epoke,
¥rom the sharp ridges of the hill,
All downward 1o the banks of Till,
Was wresthed io sable smoke;
Yolumed, sod vast, aod rolling fat,
The cloud enveloped Scotland's war,
As dowa the hill they broke:
Nor martial shout, nor minstrel tons,
Anngunced thelr march : thsir tread alone,
At times ¢na warning trumpet blowa
At titoes a stifled hum,
Told England, frore Lis nyountain-throne
King James did rushing come.
Bearce could they hear, or aeo their foes,
Untll at weapon-palat they close.
They cloze, In clouds of smoke and duat,
With sword-sway, and with lance’s throst ;
JAnd such a yell was there,
Of sudden and portentous birth,
Ay if men fought upon the earth,
And pends 1o upper air,
Lony laoked the sorious squires ; their eve
Could in their darkmess nought descry.
At length the frephening western blast
Aaside the ahroud of battle caal;
And, firsl, the ridge of mingled spears
Abova the brighteping clond appears;
And in the smoke the pennons How,
As in the storm the white sea-ziew.
Then marked their dashing broad nnd far,
The broken bllaws of the war,
Aud plumed crests of chieftainy brave,
Floating Like foam upon the wave;
But asught distioet they see:
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Wide raged the baltle on Lhe plain;

8peaty shook, and falchions Aaahed smain;

Yall Englond's srvow-flight lik2 vein;

Crests rose, and stooped, anrl rose again,
Wild and disorderly.

Yot otill Lord Marmion's faleon flow

With waveriog figlit, while fiercer grow
Arcund the battle yell.

The Horder slogan rent the sky :

A [Tome! a {iordon ! was the ery;
Lowd were the clanging blory;

Advanced—foreed bach—now low, now high,
The peonon sunk and rose:

An bends Lhe baek's mest Jo e gale,

Whin renl are rigging, shrouds, any sail,
It wavered said tho foes.

Ko longer Blount the view conld mar:

4" By beaver, sm! ol its paiuts! I awear,

I wrill polb see it lost!?
Fitz-Eustaca, vou with Lady Clar:
Moy bid your bends snd patter prayer,
E gallop to the hoat.” - k
And to the fray he rods amnin,
Pollowed by all Lhe archer traio.
Fhe fery youth, with desperate charge,
Made, for a space, a0 opening large,— 1
‘The rescued bnnper rose :— .. X
But darkly closed tho war around ;
Like pine-tree, ropted from the ground,
it sunk among ths foes,
Fhen Eustace mounted too;—yet ataid,
An lgath to leave the helpless maid,
Wien, fast as shnfi can iy,
Meod sbot his eyes, his mostiils spread,
The loose rein daogling from his boad,
Housing and saddle blopdy red,
Lord Maonulon's steed rushed by ;'
Arnd Eustace, madJdeoiog at tho sight,
A lock and aign to Clara cast,
To oard ho would rotura o boste,
FThen plunged into the Hglit,
Axk we oot what the maiden feels,
Teft in that dreadful hour alons:
Parchance her resson atpops, or recls;
Percl.ance a courage ot her owo,
Eracey bor mind to desperato tone.—
The scattered van of Engiand wheels ;—
Eha only said, s Joud in air
The fumult roared, ** [+ W illoo theto F =
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They fly, or, maddensd hy despair,

Fight but to dle.—**Is Wilton there !"—
‘With that, streight up the hill thero rodu

Two horsemen drench'd with gore,

Aznd in their arme, a helplesa load,
A wounded knight they bore,
His hand »till strained the broken braud ;
His arms were ameared with hlood, and sand ;
Dragged from among the Lorgey” feet,
With dinted shield, and belmet beat,
The faleon-crest and plumage gous :
Can that be haughty Marmion !
Young Blount bis armour did unlecs,
And, garing on his ghestly face,

Baid—+** By Baint (icorgs, he's gone !
That spear-wound has our master sped ;
And see the deep cut on his head !

Good night o Mannion," " —

“ Unnurtured Blount ! thy brawling cease:

Iia opes his eyes.”™ Bald Eustacs, ** peace !"—

When doffed his casque, he felt frea alr,
Around ‘gan Marmion wildly stare -

““ Where's Harry Blount ?  Fltz-Euatace whers?

Linger yeo here, ye hesrts of hars!
Redeem my peunon,——charge again '’
Cry—* Marmion to the rescua |"—Valn!
Last of my Tace, an battle plain
‘That shout wball ne'er be heard sgaln !—
Yet my leat thought la England’s :—ay—
Fitz-Eustace, to Lord Surrey ble;
Tuustall izt dead npon the Aald :
Hina life-blood staine the spotloss shiald ;
Edmund is down,—my 1ife is reft ; -
The Admlral aione i left.
Let Btanley charge with spur of fire,
With Chester charge, and Lancashire,
Fall opan Scotland's central hoat,
Or victory and England’s lost.
Must L bid twlco >—honoe, variets, fly!
Lenvs Marmion here alone—to dle,
They partsd and alone be lay,
Clare drow het from the sight away,
Till paln wrung ferth a lowly moan,
And balf he murmured,—** Is thare none,
Of all mmy hally have pursed,
Page, rquizre, or groom, one cap to bring
Of blesavd water, from the apring,
To alake my dylug thimt?”

143
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O womsan ! in our hours of ease,
Uneerain, coy, and bard to plaase,
And variable as the shade
By the lght quivering aspen mada;
When pain and angulsh wring the brow,
A ministaring ange! thou {—
Bearce were the pitecus mecents said,
When, with the Baron's cosque, the maid
To the nigh streamlet ran:
Forgot were hatred, wrongs, and fears s
The plaintive voite alona she Lears,
fees but the dying man.
Ske stocped her by the runnels mde,
Ehe Glled the helm, and back she hied,—
And with surprise and joy espied
A monk pupporting Marmions head ;
A pivue man, whomn duoty brought
To dublons verge of battla fought,
T¢ shrive the dying, bless the dead.,.

Desp drank Lord Marmion of the wave,” :
And, se ahe stooped his brow to lave—
4¢1g 1t the hand of Clare,” he said,

4 Or injured Constancs, hathes my head ?
T would the Flend, to whom belongs
The vengeanca doe to all her wrongs,

‘Would dpare ma but & dey !
For, wanting fire, and dyicg groas,
And priests alain on tha sltar-stons,

Might bribe him for delay.

Tt may not bo—this dizzy trance—

Curse on yon base marsuders lance,

And doubly curged my failing brand !

A rinful heart makes feable hand !"

Then, faluting down on earth be sonk,

Hupparted by the trembling Mook,

‘The war, that for a space did fail,
Now trebly thundering swselled the gale,
And—Btanley ! wan the cry ;—
A lght on Marmion’s visage spread,
And fired his glazing eye:
Wilth dylng hand abgve his hepd
He thook the fragment of bis blade,
And shouted ¢ Vietory 1"—
**Charga! Chester, charge! On, Gtanley, on I*
Were the last words of Marmion.
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THE TORTCISE-SHELL TOM-CAT.

Ox, what a story the papers heve been telling us,
Abtut p jittls antmal of mighty price, .
And who ever thought but an Auctionser of selling us,
For near three bundred yellow boys, a trap for mice;
Of §t3 benutien and its qualittea, no doubt Ge told them flue tales,
Bul for me, 1 sbonid as so0u have bought & eat of nine tails;
f wouldn't giva for all the cats fn Christendom so vaat 8 feo,
Mo to save em from the catacomba or Catalani's eatastrophe;
Kate of Rusals, Kutterfelto’s cat, and Catalanl,
Ate every one
By Tom cutdone,
As you ghall besr.

[Spoken.]—We'll suppose Mr. Cat'veye, the Auctioneer,
with his catalogue jo cne hand, and a hammer like » Catapulta
in the other, mountsd in the roatrum at the great room 1o Cat-
eaton-sireet.

¢Hem ! Leds and Gemmen—Cats are of two distinctions :
Thomas and Tabhy—This is of the former breed, asd the coly
instance ic which | Lave seen beauty monopolized by a male !
Look at him, ladies! what a magnificent mouser ; meek
though masculine! The curicus concatenatios of cclour in
that Cat, colle Categorieally for your best bidding. FPlace &

roper price oo poor Pussy ; consult your feline boeotas, and
id me koock bim down.

Ladfes and Gestlemen, s-going, golog, going—
Any swm for Tomuny Tortolne-shell you can’t think desr.’

Next ! shall tall yo, thi company arousd him,
They emulcusly bade g if they wara all wild ;
Tom thought them mad, while they King of Kittena crown'd bim,
And Wiss'd, corsss'd, and dandled bim just like & child:
Lady Betty Loogwalat, and Mry. Martha Qriskin,
Prim Polly Pussey-love, Misy Serntch, snd Biddy Twisidc,
Bolemn Sally Bolue, who to o men yes had ever sadd,
¥iliog Kitty Crookedlegs, and neat Mlas Nelly Neverwed,
Crowdi ing, noddiog, bidding, eech for Fuss eo eager,
Have Tom they would, ’
Ky all 1hat's good,
Aa yon shull hoar.

[Speken in different voices.]—Irish Lady—Och, the dear
erater, bow beantiful he looke when he shuts his eyes | heauti-
ful indeed | He'd even Jure the mice o jook st Bim,

4]

B> B4



146 GRENERAL REUITER.

Axctioneer.~—Forty-five guineas in iwenty places —

By different Ladies.—Sixty-five !—Beventy !~Eighty -
Ninety l-——

Auilioneer.-—-»(‘ro on Ladies ; nobody bid more? It’s enongh
to make a Cat ewear to think he shouid go for eo little, 1f the
Countess of Catawaran was here, sle'd outbid ye all. Miss
Grimaliin, you are a connoiseur in Cats, what shall T gay t—-
Ninety-five guineas, sit. (In an old tremulous tone.}

Auctioneer,—Thank you, Miss~—--Mem, it does not signify,
you may bid as you will, but he ghall be mine, if I bid all day.
Ome hundred and twenty, sir.

Auctioneer.—Thavk you, Lady Letty.—Take a long, Ilnst
lingering look, Ladies. What a wouder ! The only Tortolse-
shell Tom the world ever witnessed ! See how he twists his
tail, and washes his whiekera! Touwa, Tom, Tom! (Cat mews.)
How musically and divinely he mews, Ladies | —One hundred
and seventy guineas, air.

Auctioncer.—Thank you, Mise Tabby, youw'll not be made a
cat’s paw of, depend on it.—(Ladies langh.) Glad to bear you
Isugh, Ladies : 1 see how the Cat jumps now ; Tommy's going.

Ladies and Gentlemen, a-going, going, golng,
Axny sum for Tommy Tortoise-shell you ¢an't think dear.

Now londer and warmer the competition growing,

Polltaness vearly baoish"d in the grand Imcas.
Two hundred—two hundred and thirty-three s going——

Gone l—Never cat of talons met with such eclab:
Nay aine o ten Ane gentlensen were Lo the fashion caught, wa well
Aa ladles in the Bidding for thia parring piece of Tortoise-shell
The buyer bore him off o tfumph, after all the fun was done,
And batls rung as f Whittington had been Lord Mayor of Londoen,
Mica and rats flung up thair hats, for joy that cata so scarce were,
And mouse-tEap makers pais'd the price full cent. perceat. L awear, iy,

THE WOUNDED SOLDIER.

Tam gun had Just retleed ; the dews of eve

Their glow-wormn luatre acatter'd o'er the vals;
Thea lopaly nightingale began to grieve,

Telling, with many & paase, hor tandervst tale

"Twas thon, whare peasant footsteps mark’d the wey,
A wounded Soldier feebly mov'd along;

Nor aaght regarded As the softening ray,
Nor the malodious bird's expressive song.
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Or cratchea borne, his mangled ifmbe ha drew,
Unaightly remnants of the baitle's rage;

‘While Pity, In his youthfn! form, might view
A ‘helpless prematurity of age.

Then, ng with sirange contertions, labouring slow,
Heo galn'd the summit of his natlve kill,

And zaw the well-knows proapect spread helow,
The farm, the cot, the hamlet, and the mill

In rpite of fortibude, one atruggling sigh
Shook the ilrm texturs of his tortur'd heard:
And from his hotlow and dejected eye
(ne trembling tear hang ready to depart

4 Tiow chanzed,” be tried, {5 the falr scane Lo mo,
Binee last geross this narrom path I wents

The eparing lark felt pot auperior glee,
Nor any Lumen breast more brue content,

* { hapless day ! when, at a neighbouring waks,
The gaudy serjeant caught my wondering aye;
And, ag his tongue of war and honour apake,
1 felt & wish—to econquer or to die!

4 Thez, while he bound the Hbbands oo my brow,
He talk'd of captainy kind, and genernls good;
$inid, a whole natioh would my fema avow,
And bpuniy called the purchaso of my Hood.}

o ¥t T refused thet bounty,—I disdain’d
To sali my sarvics o a righteous cade;

And such, {to my doll sense it was axplein'd)
The cauns of Monarehs, Justice, and the Lawn,

¢ ‘The rattling druma beat loud, the fAfes began,—
My kiog snd country seem'd to ashk my nld;
Through every vein the thrilllg srdour ran,~—
I )ft muy humbis cot, my village maid.

4+ () helpless day ! torn from my Lucy’s charma,
I thence was botried to a scens of atrife,

To palaful marches, and the din of arms—
The wreck of reason, sud the wasta of lfe.

 In loatbavme veesels now with crowds confived —
Now led with Hosts to staughter in the flald;

Now baghward driven, like lewvea before the wind,
Too weak 1o stand, and yob ashamed o yleld:
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1+ Till oft rapeated victorien lnspired
With tenfold fury the indignant foe;

Who ruthless stiit advansed, aa we retired,
Aud laid our boasted, proudest bonours law.

“¢ Through frozen desorts then compell'd to gy,
QGur Lravest legions moulder'd fast away §
Thouzands, of wounds and sickness left to dis,—
While bovering ravens mark'd them for their prey.

“Oh! be this warfare of the world accursed '—
The son pow weeps not oo the father's bier;

But grey-balr'd Age, (for Nature is reversed)
Dropz o'ac his children's grave an icy tearn”

He spoks ;—and vow by varying pamsions togs'd
kle reach'd the threshold of his falher's shed ;

Who knew not of his fate, yet mourned him lost
Awid the numler of the angamed dead.

8Boon us they heand his well-remerber'd volos,
A ray of mepturs chased habitual care @

“* Qur Henry lives—wa may again rejoice ;™
And Lucy aweelly blush'd, for a%¢ was there.

But when he enter'd in puch horrld guise,
Liis macther shriek'd, and dropp'd upon the Roor;
His fatber lock'd to Heaven writh atreaming eves,
And bla dewr Lucy sunk—t¢ rive no mome!

THE PUNNING S0CIETY.

0! punning’s the thems of ty song-
Which I'll give you will ssy, with propriety;
5o a description will not take me long,
To picture & Funning Soctely,
The wit, ab ! it copiously flows
As the wing down their throats they arw pouring;
Till acros are beginpiog to doss,
Tha rest kept awake by their snoring.

Hpoken.]—Gentlemen, you are going to slesp too soon ; if
youll have the kinduess to keep awake a littie longer, I have
sowethieg to inform you, sud that is, gentlemen, Mr. Curd,
who ig s great ncquisition to this society, is away, in econse.
quence—5ir, this being a punning soeiety, I canuot resist in-
terrupting you, you say, friend Curd is & Wiey, now, [ am
something in that way myself, being 5 milkwan and dealer in
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ourds and whey, I consider T have a right to make a pun.
‘Weil sir, I hope you have lgft off, for i was not alluding to
curds wnd whey what people drinke, but Mr. Curd’s absencs,
which is in consequence of—hem—hem—in consequence—hem
—hem—of—of—his ab is in conreg hem—hem—of
kis gbsenting Mimself, gentlemen. Hravo, an excellent apology.
Excellent ! Cicero never spoks better. How is it friend Hare
is not here 1 He won’t be long ero be is ; he’s naver dackward
in coming furward. Sir, I agree with you, I never knaw him
behind befure. Bravo, go it, my vitty vons. Oh, here heis.
how ars you, friend Hare. Od rabbit it, I'm sll of & ttew, I've
run so. Well, I likes stiewed Hare. Brave, pun away. How
are all the little Hares ¥ Allill, I'm sorry to say ; Sally’s got
a gore ¢eye.  Sure that must be quith an ¢ye sore toher. Brave,
ksl ha! ka! Tommy still keeps weak in his legs. I know, ha
hes been weak thin fortnight. Good. But Mary, how is ahed
Why, she has a bad toe. Bad in o to, ekt Ha, bs, ba! good
again, I trust her 2os will soon Aeal. Bravo, ihere you goes
agaiz, pun upon pun ; I never heard such chaps ; how 1 likes
to be here ; I only vish I could pum. Weli, P'll iearn you for
five shiliinge & week. I'll learn you for four and aixpence,
Don't go to him, Why ! Because he puns under the Crows.

Bo, huzza for our Panning Sotlaty;
Fovial fellows we all are well mat,
Al things are doue with propristy,—

Then hurrab for 5o jovial a sef.

‘Then the wine it gela lnto iheir heads,
And turns the wit out of ita etation;
Nonsensa gets i, in Its atead,
And thelr puna zow are al! botherstion ;
Yel some are more cautigus then others,
And keep up their puns with decnrum,
Tell & droll tale for their brothers,
Who lie dreaming of blue davils o'er am.

Spoksn.]—Mr. Pwethident and gentlemen, I beg leave ta
thay thith ith the firtht time i wath sver in thith thothiety ; and
foeling, ath I may thay, a perthonal interetht—Ha!l bha ! hal
order, order, chair, chair. Yeth, thur, ath I thaid afore, a
petthonal interetht, I thought werry ruch like to become one of
the memberth of this thetial thothiety. No objection, sir, if
¥ou cau make s pun or two, Yeth, sir, [ am pwowd to thay 1
ean pun, snd altho make ccpundromth: [ athked my grand-
mother and thithierth one the other day ; well, thur, Thaly
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guethed, and Thuthan guethed, and Tharash guethed, and bro.
ther Tholamon guethed, and neither on un guethed it pwopur ;
it wath thith, thur, (latht Thundayth thermon reminded me on
it) Why ith my bat lilke Golgotha ! quite original—one of oy
own, thur; give it up? thaith I.  Yeth, tbaith gracny. Be-
cauth, thaith 1, “ith the plath of a thkull.” Axn’tthat a good un,
thir 1 thitherth and all laughed, and thaid I wath the cleverstht
of the family, Very clever, indeed, Mr. Numskull. Mr. Wa-
terman, at your thurvith, thur. Waierman ia it} ah then I
don’t wonder at your talking about your skall. ¥ery good,
bravo. Ah, how do you do, friend Day? what made you se
late 1 Why, I dare eay it seema strange to you, gentlemen, to
sco Day at ten o’clock at night.  Bravo, a pun direcily he en-
ters. Yuu havn't brought your son, have yom, Day1 No, it
being late at right, I have put the son to bed. Good, then he’s
got a warm berth. Nothing uncommon, is it, for the son te be
warm i Bravo, but where is friend Gabble? Ob, he's left
some time. Left, has he§ that'e not right though. T eay he
ought to be fined, Mr. Day, what say you? Why, as he’a lefi,
thera’a vo knowiug where to find bim. Brave, hs, ha, lnl
Day is making up for lost time.  Good, good, go it, my punaters.
Gait! you want us ail gone, do youl Ha, ba, ba! Vell I
likea that *ere Mr. Day ; I'll aak him to drink wi’ me ; 1 zay,
zur, will’e drink %1’ me. Thaunk ’ee, | will, What'll ye ha’a
drop of 1 Any thing you please, eir, for there’s only one drop
I have an objection to. What drop be that, zur t Giive it up,
sir?  Eees. Why the drop of Newgate. By pum, that's a
good un, Kees, but that drop’e for bad ones. ell, drop that
subject, if you please, zur. Why there’s subjects enough drop
there certainly, and I should be no subjeet, if 1 made auch sub-
jecta as them the eubjecta of my wik, when ancther subject
wishea me to drop the subject ; theroiore, rather than subject
myself to the censure of my brother aubjsets, I will proceed to
ancther subject. So huzza, &e.

Now & member he gets up to sapy,
‘That he hes got something to speak,
In the absence of frisnd Mr, Day
{Who If bers he would puc for a weeki—
They would call on his friend Mr, Knight
To give them & song till be came;
So all friends sgreed left and right,
That Buight should procesd with the same.

Spoken.]—All order for Mr. Knight's song. ’Pon my vord,
§'ve got sich a bad gum-bile, “thelse I vould. Ha, b3, hal
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Cail on Mr, Squesk. Mr. Sgueak, I hope yon will oblige the
company. {Spoken in imitation of & bad eold.] 'Pon my vord,
I vould, but my woice is quite failed me. Ch, that's ncthing
wonderful, considering you fuiled yourself, a shori time since.
Now, 1 shouid bave thought that wonid have made him squeak
the more. [In imitation of a eold.] Sir, I ¢hink if you vouw'd
maks sick & pun aa that ’ere, you vould piek my pocketa. That
be of no use, for I am sure [ shonld fail myself then, for you've
got nothing to take. To order, gentlemen,—chair, chair, order,
order, How do you like your new house, Mr, Squeak. Oh,
werry well, but the rent's aec high, Ab, the rent must bea
great taz on you, sir. Thers yom goes again, Bravo, but
there's the taxes heside. Ak, they would be better rent in two.
That's your eort,—go it, my rum'uns. Do you kuow why the
rum’ans go it se muck, Mr, Squeak ¥ No, that’s vat 1 don’t.
Give it up ! Eees. DBecause they ars lads of spirit—an’t that
& good u, eh ¥ Ees, gee us another, vill you ¥ Perhaps you
vil gee us von ok my friend’s name, will 'ee, zur. What ia it,
sir 1 Heteh, at your zurvice, zur. Keteh, init? You'tl net be
offended at my pun, air, 1 hope 1 Certainly not, zur. Then go
and hang yoursetf, Mr. Keteh. Nas, I’ll be shtot iff I do. No,
you'd be hangad if you do. Good, good—go it again ; bravo !
I could hesr Day all night. Why, M. Ketch, you seem ib
high gles with the society. Never in higher giee, upon my soul.
Yos, you were, sir. Venvas 1?1 Why, just now, when you
were singing with two others.
So, huzzs, &c,

MARY.

Exgueatrzrer from the cares of life,

In & humbie cottage near & wood,
Dwelt lovely Mary aod her sire—

Adl that was beauteous, kind, and good.

Iappy they lived, nor kosw a wish,

Bave that they always might remain
Eutwiged in thoss bonds of love,

And Virtue there might boid ber reign.

fhe, io her fther's love content,

Bighed not for pleasurs, koew no ¢are,
Acnd be would gaze upon ber form,

And tmace put oll the mother thare.
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Bo much they loved, (b might be said,
Hazven placed bhem there to patterns ba

Tiow fathers should their dagghters love,
How deughtors might their duty see.

But happioesa 13 pleayy short,
Mo perfect joy reigns long helow,
Thal wan tighl have o lransient Laste
Of bliss they will iD keaven koow.

For Mary left her fathet's house,—
Lured by & villaio’s artful wile,

Bhe left & comiort, lasting, sure,
For a seducer's Besting smile.

Loog did the wretched father seth
Flis hapless daughler far away ;

And ragny n slespless nighl he speot,
And many a sed and joyless day.

And, ‘sh ! he tich'd, 'sod sould she laava
Her helpless faller so fortor ¥

And dooy she never Lhink on him,
U7 doea ghe the remembrance scurn ?

Hut yet she is @y dacghler atill,
Bl gho i3 my love—my child,

And e her folly e'er so graat,
Erill, sull I will be reconeiled.”

Years roll'd away-—~no tidings ceme
Bart welved place to mem'ry brought
A sad remembrance of the past.
And Mary now no more {s 3oughl.

The ¢othage onoe ao fair and prized,
Ta now grown bateful to his view;

e left the scane of joy long past,
Pude bappioess sod I ©adjeu

Ful!l tasny & day he wander'd long,
Careless of good or i betide,

And, weatied with much travel, he
Reposod him on e baok's hard side

And teary ran down his sged choak—
Ho thought of Ler so long sway,
When from e winding of the rosd,
A figure moved nlong the why.
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Naar an the form slow pass'd along,
Eia wild sya scann'd her fastures well ;
4 'Tia she '—*tis Mary !-"fis my child !
And in her arms the father fell.

Tha villain's purpnss all attain'd,
'M'be mask deceitfnl moon was thrown,
He left her to the wide world's scorn,
Wretched and hopelsss far to rosm,

"T'was then her father catme to mind,
Then theught she on his anguigh'd heart;
Towards the cot away she bent, !
Never from him again to part.

Awhile locked in her arms ko lay,
Brarce could she think it real—"ull

His hend she [e1t, and aged face,
Grow heavy, lifeless, cold, and chill.

Remorse, despalr, bar basom rach’d ;
Wildly shie gared the corse upon—

Ther laugh'd hysterie, hoarss and loud,
Onee more she lookd, then swift wes gone.

Q'er woor sod mountaln, dark and bleak,
Bhe wondered oo the hills a0 weary ;
Aznd whers the honeysucide blows,
Lies poor and pitied manisc Mary.

FOG ARD RAIN; OR JOYS OF TOWN.

Ox, London's such & charmiog plece, po flce sed o bewitching,
That country lads nll thither basta, and for ita Joys are itching :
Prpa and Ma, good bye, they bawl, and off for Lunnun starking,
Declare they think the country all my eye and Betty Martlo.

Spoken.]—Come, Coachee, knock em along, my boy, bow far
to Lunoun wowi Ouly five miles. 1 ssy, Bill, how d’ye like
it1 Ob, werry muehk ; I say, how we spins along, dot’t we,
sh! Ab, there’s Lunnun. I ssy, Coaches, vat’s that ere place,
like the top of a tantern ¥ Why, that’s 5t Paul’a, St Paul’s! 1
pay, Ben, what n rich man that My, Pauls must be to Lave such
a precious grest Loused Bless me, whai & smoke. 1 say,
Conchman, put rae dowa st Mr. Brisket's, the butcher’s, in
Whitechapel, will you? Yes, ma'am. I say, Coaciee, where
do we etop at 1 The Blue Boar, sir. I say, Ben, vat a bore it



154 GENENAL HECITER.

will be if they von't let us have & bed thers, eh 1 Why, yes,
we ahall have the chance of standing in the street all night, and
hear the watchman hawi Ri fol de rol, &e.

Thefr hands i both their pockets cramny'd, they grue about so silly,
Arnd pow from side to side are jamrmed, whilst rambling Piccadilly ;
And now the rain beging to fall, whilst some for coaches bawliog,
And Jiil upsets an opple stall as he is backward falling.

Spoken.]—There, you stupid eountry fellow, you shall pay
for my apples; you've upset them all in the mud., There,
brother Ben, yow've just got intoit. No, brether Bill, I be
fust got cut ou’t, Dash that there putter ! lock at my white
corderoys : 1'm just like & mudlark, There’s my best silk
umbre!la spoilt—that geot. has xwn the top of his swack through
it. Never wind, ma’am, ’twill let in more air, Ls, eir, I'm
sure mamma had aiss enough of her own before,  Fangh ! that
fellow’s splashed me from head to foot, ’pon honour. Lud,
paps, I've lust oy shoe. Shoo, shoo, come along, child, let's
go through Exeter Change. We shan’t chuugs for the worse.
‘Fake care, sir, you'll run your stick into my eye. That’s all
miy eye, sic. Oh, I've lost my patten. That's & very bad pai-
tern to set, L declave my pelisse is wringing wet. Turun it
then, snd put the dry side outwards, oy darling, I tell yon
what, if yon pushes me in that ’ere way again, I'll give yeu
such s divil of 8 Hi fol de rol, &c.

Apd now a heavy fog arrives just to encreass veration,

And hurry gourry each ope drives, and sli {8 comaternation;

Bays brother Bem, we've lost our way—aays Bill wa're done for certain,
Whilst hoth exelaim, ju bown 1o stay's my eye and Betly Martin.

Spoken.]—DBless my soul, whata smoka. Terrible. A light,
a lght! Light! damme, a mwan that would wake [ivht
of this would make light of any misfortune. Bless me, sir,
how clumsy you are; you've run up against me, and knocked
all roy teetk down my throat. Beg pardon, ma’am ; very sorry,
snd ali that ¢ couldo’t help it : quite seeidental. By your leave.
Take care of your heads. Heads! oh, damme, take care of
your pockets. Oh, my toes, my toes, Put them in your reti-
cule then, ma'am. Tl thank you not to ridiowle my wife's
foes, if' you please, sir. Oh, hotheration, what & erowd. I’ll
atand under this gateway till they're ull gone by, and amuse
myself by ainging R fol de xol, &e.
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THE WARRIOR'S DREAM.

DaRk was the night, and heaven's host of stars
Were lurk'd behind the misty watering clouds ;
Loud roar'd the thunder, and the whistling wind
Beat the flerce torrents 'gninst my trembling tent: |
When 1, depress'd and weary with the march,

Most gladly sought my pallet once again.

I slept—and soon & visionary sight

Arose, and hora me to my distant home:
Methought, the battle's bloody strife was o'er—
Thete lay unnumber'd hercea on the ground,
Covered with wounds, bathed in their clotted gore,
And yielding up their last and silent breath.

Unknown I left the camp, and cross'd the fleld
Towards the cottage, which I left in tears;

I*ass’d the huge mountain's ateep and craggy forma,
Where, io my youthful days, I loved to chase
Tha wild chamols that bounded on the spet;

I passed the abbey, heard the dreary bell

Chiming the miduight hour ; sl skill remained,
Bavlug the wind's shrill whistla through he trees.

Onward I went, whilat esch now plep gave birth
To sad reflections, mix’d with murm’ring sighs:

A tear escaped—X startled, but "twaa valn

' try to check the tenr, which larger grew ;

I whispered ©shama !’ but down my cheek it roll'd.
My cot, once happy, I with joy beheld,—

A gilmmering taper through its casement played ;
I heard my children—saw my mouraful wife.—

<My Edward safz|* she cried, and fiying to my srms,
Epotted my breastplate with her pearly tears;

Two infant boys soon hung about my knees,

And cried out, * father, welcome home again I”

T then embraced, and waa about to apeak,

When aleep forsaking wy o'er Aoxicus Irame,

The pleasing viaion died.

My senttered thoughts I called to my aid,

The wind still whistled round my canvass tent—

1 heard the sentry's steady march without—

T call'd—he nnswered, —bid me ta prepare

For baltle oo the merrow, {hera to meek

With rest eternal, or return Agein

With trumpets, drums, and timbrels loudly playing
The wurrlor’s walcome bome.
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PADDY (’GAFFNEY'S.WAKE:
O, DEAD ALIVE.

T'oruch night, faith, I went i& the wuke of & friend,
What went dead just before he would come to the and
Of Lin iife, what wes over some Hme, aa Doy sald,
‘When to make him dis asey they put bim iz bed.

Spoken.]—%Och! my darling creature ™ says Mistress
O‘anﬂ'ney, “ and is it yonrself too what is come to help to wake
my dear now } sure he'll be wighty plased of it for the respect
of the thing, poor dead creature !” says she, putting out the
whiskey to me. * Take a drop of it yourself, Mz. M-Hoglilin,
without mixing it at all; it’s the way my Pat, what's dead
thore, was liked it, wasn't it Pat, my dariing1” Sure, ws'll
try him tiff now,” says I ; “it will be making liim comfortable
geting it down you see.” “Och, bad iuck ! be msey mow,”
scramed cut Mistresas ('Gsffney, as mysell uncovered the face
of bim ; “ wounld you be disturbiog the dead creature I’ says
she, * besidez you'll be making him take cold atripping him !
Och, Pat! och, my jewel, spake to me now, Oi, @, Oh, G,
[giving the howl} Ch, C1* Mpyself and all joined chorus.
Och, snd sure twas all over delightful ! and then we tucked
ki up warm nad comfortable, while we sung,

BEwroo whack filillop,
Bmic smaghlaleo !

Misler Murphy Marconey, “wis chanced by mistake,

Fut his fool in the place nesr the heel of the wake.

ek, says T, **gir, you're out:” “ oo, says he, *'air, I'm jn '™
** Then,” ssys I, ** you're the signal & ;ow to begin.”

‘Spoken.]—* You dirty spalpeen,” says I, “ what’s brought
iou hore before you was sent t0 Lo sxed I * Bad luck,” says

8, * and wasn't | eent mywelf to be axed, what's all the sawe
row.” # Och, dan't e coming hers, you old ragman, with your
blarney about seuding yourself what's not wanted at all)” suye
I; ‘80 you're out, L’m telling you I ¥ Och, by the powers of
all that's plasing,” mays he, ¢ and wasn't I come to comfort the
widow pow {7 # Divii Sy away wid you then,” says I, *for
baven't I every thing at all to comiort a widow myself, you
see{ DBad luck t0the comfort she'li get from any ome elseo ;
will you, Mistress O’Gaffney 1”7 esys 1. # Divil n bik of it,”
eays sho. “ Och, my duriing creature,” says I, * then that's
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whai's enough for me to go to work upon.” So to work I went
at once, putting Mister Marooney's daylights in the dark, be-
fore he saw himself quite blind of all his eyes. * There, you
dirty thief,” says I, * that’s teaching you what's paceable while
you're kicking up a row, you see.”” ‘l'liat waa all the nale thing,
’eause I wouldu't be disturbing Pat what's dead at the time,
with a

Hurroe whack fitilloe,

Bmie smaghlaloo |

With swate Mistress O'Gaffney then cock of the walk,

T put out my best leg first to win the first chalk

Of the game, what's called love,—when I tickled her chin,

* It's my beart,” says she, “* Dennis, you're meaning to win *

Spoken.]—< Och, faith my tender jewel,” says I, “sure I
wouidn't be maning any thing else, my lambkin, and every thing
what’s belongiog to it new.”” ¢ Oeh, you divil, whisper,” eays
she, “ gure wo must be dacent, until we'll be got Mat under the
turf and ail abont him yen see”  * Qch, musha a gramachree,
wmy doubie-fat dacling,” says I, “sure an’ I woo't be making
you as happy as a fly in a pot of treacle, my honey bird I Sure
F'm the swate boy for cumforting the ladies, Mistress O'Gaffuey,
you'll see,” says L By my soul, myself was getting ali over
alive about her, when her brother, Mister Teddy Puagan, was
cotne up to be axing me if I took his sister for a dish of botter-
milk % QOch, be asey,” says [, “sure won't T intend to take
her for butter and all, by-and-by, yow'll eee.” Aud then I wold
him, says I, * Ouvly wait il awlile ago, and we two brothers
will be first consiue in-law you see out of it.” Faith, he waa
quite plased wid the notion of it; the whiskey was going about
hravely, till we was all blind happy, and just got inte the middle
of a swate howl, [gives tlie howl,] when och, kad luck ! you
wouldn't think what was happened. Botheration, such a

Hurroo whaclk fililloo,
Bmic smaghlnlog !

Pat went dead as it bappened for plasing hiz wife,
But for plasing himself he again cams to life;

For while waking his body, 50 swate was our howl,
By the powers, thal our music at last waked bis soul |,

Spoken.]—All the botheration of bad luck to it! We wan
all quite cowfortable, myself and Misiress U Gaffuey as swate
tagether as two nuts just crucked ; Teddy Plhagao and Katty
Cullyiti, Miur.;r O'Brien, Mister O'Mullius, Mistress Dvone-
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hough, Shelali M‘Naslly, Mister O'Looseskin, and Mis Flan.
nagan with hee beautiful mother, you see, and all the rest ¢f ua
wa3d just it the marrow of the thing all together, with our pipes
wately tuned in a charming Ol, O, Oh, 0, Oh, O ! when who
the divil should pop up etraight upon his rump but dead Pat
(FGafluey all alive at the moment. * (b¢h, and where am 11
saya he, staring with all his eyes and ears into the bargain.
“ Arrah be asey, P'at,” sayn I, © you're safe enough now, you're
dead these twelve Lours ; 8o don't be troubling yourself at all
about it.” But, by Saint Patrick, he wouldn’t be believed a
word of it, and cut of bed he jumped, while Mistresa ('Gaffney
was fainted in my arms, and myself tumbled backwards oot of
the room down the ladder all tagether, one top of t'cther, run-
ning away with the divil at cur heels ! So that's what wae
finished Pat's wake nately, with &

Hutrog whack fililloo,
Bmie sronghlaloo !

EDWIN AND EMMA.

Tax lonely cottage now deserted stands,
Where Edwin once lu happiness did live;

And now forlorn and barren are the lunds,
No ahelter that, no pasture these, can girve.

Tha blaating lambs no longsr now are desn
Attended by their abepherd’s fostering care,

Or nibbling grass from off the fertile green,
Or akipping nimbly through the Limpid sir.

Hard by the cot, & meandering rill
Drescended swiftly down the craggy rocks;

Bweet flowers grew npon the neighb'ring hill,
‘Where shepherda tanded their once happy focka,

Haru, Edwin and hls Emroa oft would stray,
T* enjoy the coclness of the evening breeze;

Here would they slt, when aultey was the day,
Beueath the shadow of she spraading trees.

Withln their cot no dlscord ever refgn'd—
Na Jarrog words—nao jealogay—no strife ;
No querulous hickering e'er profaned
The happy tevor of thetr peaceful Life.
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AN ! how transient are all earihly joys!
In prosperity how awift the hours Gy;

But when adversity the bosom cloys,
Cur Yives gaem longthen'd to elernity.

Th* ambiilons Cromwell long had triad bo gain
‘The regal power, and subver! the law,

When Edwin leff his home—ah, luckless swain !
Ta join the army i the civil war.

The nlght on which he bada & lest adiey
Teo all on esrth he held In love most dear,
The ravens croali’d —the forked lightnings flew,
And heaven itself, afflicted, dropp'd a tear.

Around his neck ber arma fair Emma Hung,
While tears of anguiah fvown her bright eyes fall ;
The faltring accents died upon her toogue—
Her heart was bursting with tha word—- farawell.*

Mennwhile Foung Edwin strain’d her to bis breast,
Then thrice essay’d to tear himzel!f awsy ;

Then thrice return'd and wav'd his sablo cresp—
Then led to patte—rushing hencs, the way.

Qb Mara! thou vruel ruthless god of war,
Horsid thow ragest in th' ensanguln'd fray,

Thy Gorgon hecd being atain’d with heman gore,
‘Whers fathers sons, and sone their fethera, slay.

Ouze little week had pass'd, when o'er the mend
At daylight's class, {how rtern, aiay, is fate )
A sltanger, mounted oo B warlike steed,
With mourpful visage kuoelt'd at Emme's gate.

L]
Thene dresdfyl Hdivgs, then, roplets with woe,
The stranger brought her—bow, o'er Naseby'y plain
The king was routed by the rebel fos,
Arnd Edwin's bady found ameng the sialn,

Oh, cruel fortuoe ! oh, accursed ot |

Tair Emima's bliss, alas, for ever's flad ;—
Fraotic she rushes from her lowly cof,

Her bosom bared—unbongeted her bead.

Naor heeds she rught the lightnieg or the ralo,

The hoares Red thunder, or the trackiosy way;
Heedleas of all she acekn the fatal plalz,

‘The seene of cargage on that bloedy der.
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The etarmy clouds the raging *inds dispell'd,
And pale-faced Luna silvered o'er the plain,
When, trembiing, she, by stubbern fate impell'd,

Her Edwin's body sought among the slaia.

Besmeared with blopd, at length, oh, dreadf] sight!
Him, on hia back, a lifelesa corse ehe found;

His manly features, once her fond delight,
Were there distigured with a frightful wound.

To heaven, then, she turn'd her mournful eyes,

Then breathed a prayer—embrae’d him then, nnd sigh'd
*Agaitn we'll meet, my Edwin, in the skies?®

Then grasp'd his hand—then kiss'd bislips, and died,

And now, a cenotaph erecled nigh

Tleir humbie cottage, tiis inseription hears,—
" Ertoml'd ot Naseby both the:e lovers lie,

Cut off, untimely, from this world of eares.”

YANKEE COURTSHIP.

AFTER my sleigh-ride lust winter, znd the slippery trick 1 wan
served by Patty Bean, nobody would suspect me of hankering
after the women again in a hurey, To hear me jump and awear,
and rail oot against the whole feminine gender, you wonld have
taken it for granted that I should never so much as look at ene
of them again to all eternity. € but I was wicked ! Tear cut
their cyes, says 1 ; blame their skina, and torment their hearta ;
finally, I took an enth, that if 1 ever meddicd, or lind anything
to do with thens again, I might be luvg and chokeld

But sweaving off {rom women, and then going intv n raeeting-
house choke full of gals, all shining and glistening in their Sun-
day clothes and clean faces, is like swearing off from liquor,
and going inte a grog-shop—it's all smoke.

1 held out and kept firm to my catl: three whole Sundays—
forenonna, afiernoons, and intermissiens comiplete.  On the
fourth, there were stroug symptuius of & chauge of weather. A
chap about my size was scen on the way to the weeting house,
with a new patent hat on ; his head huny Ly the ears upon &
ghirt-callar ; his evavat bad a pudding in it, aod branched out
in frost inte a dooble-bow knot. He carried a straight back
and o stiff neck, asa ran ought to do when he las his Lest
clothes an ; and every tie he spit, be spraug his bady forward
like a jack-knife, in order to shoot clear of the ruifles.

Equite Joness pew is next but two to mine, and when I stand
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up to prayers, and take my coat-tail wonder my arm, and turs
my back to the raiunister, T natursily look right straight at Sally
Jounes, Now 3ally has got a face not to be grinued at ic a fog.
lodeed, an regards beauty, some folks think she can pull an even

cke with Patty Bean, For my part, I thizk thereis not much
{oot between thers. Any how, they are ec high matched that
they have liated aod despieed each other, like rank poison, ever
since they ware school-girle.

Squire Jones had got his evening fire on, and set himeelf
down to reading the great Bible, when he heard a rap at hig
door. * Walk in. Well, John, how der dot Get out Pom-
pey 1"—* Preity well, I thank ye, Squire, and how do you do 1"
¥ Why 8o a8 to be crawliop—ye ugly besst, will yo kold your
yop 1 Hail up a chair and sit down, Joho.”

“ How do you do, Mrs. Jones 1" 0, middlin' ; how's yer
mara 1 Doz't forpet the mat there, Mr, Beedlse.” This put
me in mind that | had bees off soundizpe severa! times in the
loog muddy lane ; and my boots were in & aweet pickle.

It was mow old captain Jones's turn, the grandfather. Bein
roused from a doze, by the bustle agd maeket, ho opened bot
his eyes at first with wonder and astoniahroent. At last he be-
gan to halloe so lond that you might hear him a mile ; for he
;;kga it for granted that every body is just exactly as deaf as

o is,

“Who isit! Ieay, whoin the world in it 1" Mre Jones
going close to his ear, screamed out, * It's Johooy Beedle."—
* Ho, Johuoy Beedle, I remember he was sne eutomer at the
siege of Boston.”—* No, po, falher, bless your heart, that waa
his grandfather, that's bees dead and gone this twenty year.’.—
“Ho; but where does he eome from 1"—*Daown taown.”-—

S Aod wliat does he follow for a livin’ 17 And he did oot etop
asking queations, after this sort, till all the particulars of the
Beedle family were published and proclaimed in Mra. Jones'a
last screech. He then sunk bacl into his doze again.

The dog streiched himself before one handiren ; the cat squat
dows upon the other. Sience camo on by degrees like a catm
poow storm, till nothing was heard but a ericket under the
hearth, keeping tune with & sappy yellow-birel forestick. Sally
sat up prim, a8 if she weve pinned to the chair-back—her hands
eroased gonteelly upon her lap, nnd her syes looked straight
into the fire. Mammy Joues tried to straighten hersell too,
sod laid her hands across in her fap ; but they would not lie
still. It was fuli twenty-four hours since they bad dome any
work, and they were ont of patiance with keeping Susday. Do
what she would to keep them guiet, they would bounce up now

Pb
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and then, and go through the motions in apite of the fourth
commandment. For ray part, I at looking very much like a
fool. The more I tried to say something, the more my tongue
stnek fast, I pot my right leg over the left, and said *hem.”
Thez I changed, aod pul the left over the right. It was no
use—the silence kept coming on thicker and thicker, The
drops of sweat began toeraw) over me, I got my eye upon my
hat, hanging ona peg, on the road to the door—and then I
eyed the door, At this moment, the old captain all at once
sung out, © Johnay Becdle!” 1{ eounded like o elap of thun~
der, and I started right up on end.

#Johnny Beedle, you'll never handle sich & drumstick as your
father did, if yer live to the nge of Mlethusaler. He would tosa
up his drumstick, and while it was whirlia® fo the air, take off a
@il er rum, aod then ketch it as it come down, without losin’ &
siroke in the tune,  What d'ye think of that, ba i Butskuoll your
clisir round, close ar long side ¢’ roe, 8¢ yer can hear. Now, what
have you come a'ter '— [ after? O, jest takin' & wall"—
“ Pleasant walkin’, 1 guess.''—*, [ mean jest to see how you ail
do."—#Ho! That's auother lie. You've come a-courtin’, Johnny
Beedle—you're a'ter our Sal.  Say, now, d’ye want to mayry, or
only to eoure I

'This was what I cail a choker. Poor Sally rmade but ote jump,
and janded in the middle of the kitchen ; and then she skulked
in the dark cormer, tili the old man, after laughing himself into
& wliooping cough, was put to bed.

Then came apples and cider ; and the Iee being broke, plenty
chat with Mammy Jones, about the minister and the “sarmon.” 1
agreed with ber o & nicety upon all the points of doctrine ; but
1 had forgot the text, and ali the lieads of the discourse but six.
Then she teased and tormented me to tell who I accounted the
best singer in the gallery that day. DBut, mum—there was no ™
getting that out of me. * Praise to the face is ofien disgrace,”
saye 1, throwing a sly squint at Sally,

At last, Mre. Jones lighted t'other candle ; and after charging
Saily to lock well to the fire, ale led the way to bed, and the
Squire gathered up his sloes and stockings and followed.

Sally and I were left sitting a good yardapart, honest measuro.
For fear of getting tongue-tied again, I setrightin with s steady
stream of talk. [ told her all the particulars about the weather
that waa past, and alsc some pretty “cute guesses at what it was
likely to be in future. At first I gave a hiteh up with my chair
at every full otop. Then, growing saucy, [ repeated it at every
comtas and semi-colon ; and a4 last it was hiteh, hiteh, hiteb,
and I plaoted myself fust by her side.
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%I vow, Sally, you looked so plaguy handsome to-day that I
wanted to eat you up.”—'“ Pshaw, git along you,” sayashe, My
hand had crept sloug, somehow upon its fingors, and began to
gerape acquaintance with hers, She gent it home again with a
desperate jerk. ¢ Try it agin™—no better luck. % Why Miss
Jones, you're gettin' upstropulous—a little old maidish, I gness.”
—+ Hands off ia fair play, Mr, Beedie”

Tt ie & good sign to find o girl autky, I knew where the shoe
pinchted. It waq that ’ere Patty Bean bunsiness. Se | went o
work to persuade her that I had never had any notion after
Patty, and to prove it I fel! 1o ruoning her down at a great rate,
Sally could sot help chiming in with me, and I rather guese Miss
Patty suffered & few. I now not only pot hold of her hand with-
cut opposition, but managed toslip an arm round her waiat. But
there was no satisfying me—so I must go to poking out my lips
afters buss, I guessiroedit. Sha fetched me a slap on the face
that made me see stars, aud my ears rung like a brasa ketile for
a quurter of an hour. I was forced to Inughat the joke, though
out ¢f the wrong aide of my mouth, which gave my face some-
thing the lock of a grid-iren.

The battle now began in the regnlar way.  Ah, Sally, give mo
& kiss rod have done with it."—* No I won't, so there, nor tech
to."—* I'l] take it whether or mo."—* Do it, if you dare.” And
at it we weut, rough and tumble. An odd destraction of starch
now cominenced. The buw of my craval was squat up in half
a shake. Al the next bout, smnash went shirt collar, and al the
same time, some of the head fastenings gave way, and down
came Sally’s hair in & flood like 8 mill-dam broke loose, carrying
away haif a dozen combs. One dig of Sally’s elbow, and my
blooming ruffles wilied down into & dislr-cloth, But glie had no
time to boast. Soon her neck tackling began tashiver ; it parted
at the throat, aod whorah, came s whols sehool of blue and
white beads scampering and runcing races every which way
about the floor.

By the bokey, if Sally Jones Isn’t real grit, there’s no snskes.
She fought fair, however, I must own, and neither tried to bite
or acratch ; and when slie couid fight no longer, for want of
breath, she yielded handsomely.

The upshot of the matter is, [ fell in love with Sally Jones,
hesd over ears, Every Sunday night, rain or sline, finds me
rappiag at Squire Joves's door, and twenty times have I heen
within o hair's breadth of popping the question. But now I
have made s final resolve ; andif | live till next Suaday night,
wad [don’t get choked in the trial, Sally Jones will hear thunder |
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THE BARD.

4“4 RN geize thee, ruthless king?
Confusion on thy banners wait!

Though fann'd by conquest's erlmscn wing,
They mock the eir with idle state.
Helm, oor bauberk’s twisted mail,
Nar even thy virtues, tyrant [ shall avall
To eave thy secret soul from nightiy fears,
From Cambria's curse, from Cambria's tears. ™
Burch were the sounda that o’er the crested pride

Uf tha first Edward scatter'd wild dismay,
As down the eteop of Soowdon's ehaggy sida

Ha wound, with tofleome march, his long army.
Btout Glouceater stood agheat in speechlesa transe:
o To areng [™ orisd Mortimer, sud couch'd his qulvering lnooe.

Op & rock whosa haughty brow
Frownas o'er old Conway's foaming flood,
Robed in the sable garb of wa,
With haggard eyes the poet stood :
{Looge his beard, and hoary hair
Btresm'd, like & metect, to the troubled ale,)
And with A master'’s hand, and prophet's fre,
Btruck the deep porrows of his Jyre:—

1 Hark, lrow each giant onk, and desert cave,
Bighs to the torment’s awful volee beyeath !
O'er thee, O king! their bandred arms they wavs,

Revenge on thee in hoarser murmurs broathe;
Vocal no more, sinca Cambria's fatal ‘day,
To high-born Hoel's harp, or soft Llowellyn's lay-

“ Cold iz Cadwalle's tongus,
That hush'd the stormy matn;
Brave Urien stesp's upon his craggy bed :
Mountaing [ ye mourn In vain
Modred, whose magic song
Made buge Plinlimmon bow bis cloud topt head.
On dreary Arvon's ahore thay lis,
Bmear'd with gore, aud ghastly pale;
Far, fur aloof the affrighted ravons sail ;
Tha famish'd eagle screnms, and pessen by.
Dear lost companions of my tuneful art [—
Dear, as the light that visita these sad eyes,
Diear, aa the ruddy draps that warm my heart,
Ye died amidst your dyfug country’s crise—
No more [ weep. They do oot aleep;
On youder cliffe, n grisly band,

I

L T R .
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I 224 thero st :—they linger vet,
Avengers of thuir valive land:
With me o dreadiul barmony they jolz,
And weave with bloody handa ke lissue of tby Hae:"—

** *Weave the watp, and weave the woof,
* The winding-sheet of Edward's race;
« Give ample room and verge coough
* The choracters of helt Lo trace.
¢ Mark the year, and mark the night,
* When #uvern shali re-echo with s@right,
* The ghrieks of desth through Lierkeley's toofs that ring,
' Blirigka of an sgonized king !
* She-wolf of France, with untelenting fangs,
¢ Tliah tear'st tha bowels of thy maugled mata,
¢ Proto thee be Yoro, who o'er thy country hangs
¢ The seourge of Ueaven! What lerrors rouud him wali f
' Ampzemaenl in his van, with fiight comiined,
*And Sorrow's faded form, sed Solitude bebipd !

O Mighty victor, ooighty lord 2
*Low on his funeéral gouch he iiea!
*No pityivg heart, no eye, aford
‘A teor to grace lis obsequies |
*Is the snble warcior Aed 7—
* Thy son is gene:—he resls stong the desd.
* The awarm, that in thy noontide beam wera born '—
! Gong to salute the rising moms.,
—' Fair lsghs the morg, and soft the zephyt blows,
“ While proudly riding o'vr the azure realm
*In goilant trim the gilded vessel gues:
* Youth on the prow, and Pleasure ot the helm ;
* Regordiess of Ltha sweeping whirlwiod's sway,
‘ Thet, bush'd in grim repose, expects his eveniog prey.

*¢ * Fill high the sparbling bowl,
* The rich repagt prepare;
‘Heft of & crown, ke Yol may share the feast:
* Cloge by the regal chair,
* Feil Thirst sod Mamine scowl
* A balefu! smlle upon the balfled guest
* Heard ye the div of baltlo Lray,
* Lance to {anee, and hotse to hotse?
! Loug years of havoe utge their destined eourse,
* And threugh the Lindred sguadrons mew their way.
¢ Ye towets of Julius, Londen's lasting shame,
* With many o foul and midnight mautder fed T
“ Revere his consort'y faith, his falther's fame,
* And spare the meek usutper's hoaty bead !
* Atove, below,—ihe Tose of anow
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¢ ‘Twined with bet blushiog oo was sprend :
“The bristted boar o infaut gore
FWailows beoeath the thoroy shade.
* Now, brothera ! hendlog o'er the acenrsed loom,
*Etamp we our vesgesoce deep, ood ratify his doom.

nr Edward, 107 to sudden fats
{* Weave ®a Lhie wool—the thread 19 apunh
* Half of thy heatt we conseerite, —
* The web t8 wove ; the work i dooe.”
—Stay, O aiay! oor thos feriem
Leave me uublest, unpltied, bere to moars :
In yon bright rack, thel firey the western skiss,
Ehey mell, they vaoish ftom @y eyesi
But oh! what solemns scenes, on Soowdon's helght
Descending stow, their glittering skivta waroli*
¥isiooa of glory ; apare my aching sight ;
Ye volorn agea! crowd pot oo my poul :—
No more our long-lost Arhur we bewnil :
Al bail, ye geauioe kings! Britannia'e fasue, hail?

¢ Girt with many 8 baron bold,
Bublitme their starry froots they rear;
Aud gorgeous dames, aod slatentsen old
Ie beatded tuajesty sppear :
Te the midsl & fores divine f—
tor eye proclalmy ber of the Dritos-line ;
Hler lion port. her awe-conmandiog maca,
Attemperd aweet 10 Yirgin-grase.—
Whal siring symphonipus trembla in the alr !
What etmive of voeal trenaport round her piay
Licar from the grave, gteat Taliessin ! hear;
They brenthe & soul Lo animate thy clay.
Bright Hapture calls, and scaring, a3 she aings,
Wavea ip the 2ye of heaven her many-colour'd wiugwn

5 The verse adom ngnin
Fierea War, and faithlfo? Love,
Aud Trutk severe, by fairy Fletloo dressd.
in buskin'd measuies move
¥ale Grief, snd pieasing Palo,
With Horror, tyrant of the throbbing hreast,
A voice sy ¢f the cherub-choir,
Qales from Bleowlog Eden bear;
And distent wetblogs lessen oo my <ar,
That lost i iong futyrity sxplee,
Fond iwpicus mea ! thisi'st thoy yon nnguine elor
Ruaised by thy breath, bos queuch'd the orb of
TLo-morrow he tepaits the golder Scod,
And warms ks aation with redoubled ray.—

-
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Eaocsgh for me:—with Joy I sea
The different doom cur fales sssign :
Ba thine deapair, and sceptred care;
To triumph and to die ere mizge.”
He spoke,—and, beadiong from the mounlain's height,
Ireep I the roaring tide, he plupged to endiess pight.

MANSION-BHOUSE.

Waar a npine, what & row, all the folks arv crushing bera,
Stand aside, hla worship now js coming to the bench;
fo get o seat, and be in time, what cumbers now ke ryshiog herm,
et off my toq, leave go my &m0, of your neck D'l quickly wreach !
+ Proy, who's that man that’s handend there * * That, sir, ize prisonen.”
* Whet has he doos that he should be brought up ip such & way ?*
t Ha's robbed s houss, for which he'li #ind Jact Ketch will steeteh hia wizen, or
If aot that, Lf be bas luch, be'll go to Bolawy May.”

Spoken.]—Make way, make way there, Isay don't you see
the nagistrates are coming lo the bench. Which is the beoch t
Wiy, that arm-chair. Hats off, hats 6T ! I can’t tahe my hat
off. Why nott Why oot 1 why, because I liave got a cold,
and my wig isin pawo. Now then, bring on the first charge.
Wihat's *agaiost that man? The dar's agaivet me. Silence,
siv? What's that man breught up for7 Why, please your worship,
here's one Chrintopher Clinbb token up for disorderly conduet.
1 say J didn’t do ooy thing., Silence | He nssanited a gentlo
moan and a lady in s wail. I'li take my caik I nsver touch’d
bim. Wil you be quiet, sir } No, siv; I can’t sir. Where's
your other witness § Here, sir—the prisoner carse up to me i
& vory obstropolous sort of & vay, snd said [ must sing him s
nozg, and I said I couldn’, your worship ; and then ge came
uap to my parter, O'Hollorsn. Where’s he? Faith ! here 1
am, your worship 3 I took the prisoner, he wos lying on sll
fours down the Aairy of sn house. Ulloa! nayaly, what are
you doing there! when he tries to hit e s kick, so 1 parcdied
off the blowa, and I ook bim by the scruff of the neck and pull-
od him out—come, my honest man, says I, doe’t be after Lick-
ing up a bobbery st three o’clock at night in thig way, when he
calls mo an obaoxions ¢piaph f and said he hoped f might be
hang'd, aud I said I hoped oot at his expease, nad then he asked
me for my authority, and I showed himu my lantern, your wor-
ship; but he wande light of it. Where's theladyl Here I
am, your worship. What's your namet Maria Fumbustle.
How were you sasaulted 1 Why, 1 was at » saug tea party af
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Vauxhull Gardens at two o’clock this morning. Tea-party at
two o'clock in the morning? Yes, sir, snd after valizing a little
with my partner, he offered to scorch me home, but he was
arrested at the assemblage door. lIlollo! who's that making
that noise ¥ Please, air, it’s my wooden leg against the floor,
I'm agitated. Well, your worship, I wus going peaceably home,
when the prisoner came up to me and put his wooden leg on
my toe, and there lLe held me tight, and said he wouldn’t lot
me go, till I gave him & chaste salute. I think he must have
been intoxicated, I'll take my solomon afidery I waso't; I
bad nothing to drink but a piut of rum and sn apple.

What a noise, what a row, all the folks are grushing here.
Btand back. good folks, his worship now is sitting in his chair;
I turn you cut if you don't cease this riot and this rushiog here,—
Really, the office is much worse than a fair.

Plaintiffs go thero defendants just to eriminat
Witnesses bring up lilke omions in e string ;

Married men appear, who "twould sgem must sll women hate,
And punish thelr wives for sowe s0d naughty thing .

But though prisoners are maoy, 8od offvnces are numerona,
And sometimes ]l wears a8 melancholy gloomn,

A trial comes oo, which excites the museles Liumorous,
Axnd loud peals of laughter resound ithrough the room,

Spoken.}—Hollo ! who is that knocking at the door in this
way ! Please your worship, iv’s Tim Casey, he wants to coma
in; buot e comes hiere every week—you can't come in. I say
I will come in, I'm taken prisoner, and 1 have a right to come
in, Oh! certainly that's an unanswerable argument. Please
your worahip, that wife there of mine is aiways making little
botter thao a baste of herself ; 1 am always catehing her run-
ning to the pump, and she does nothing but driuk ail day, good
duck to your worship.—¥’lease your worship, the children are
all beat so black aud bloe, that I can’t tell one from the other.
Now Deanis, you know it's nothing of the sort, atall, st all ;
but perlaps your worship wenld like to hear the children
speak. Ay, put the children on the table, [Children speak
hurriedly 1o Irish.] What's all this gibberish¥ Och! your
worship, the children can’t speak nothing but Irish, Well, 1
think you had better go home and make it up in Irish.—How
now, watchman, who have you got there I Why, your worship,
we found this gentleman sining in Scuthampton Street, without
a wig. What was le doing ! Nothimg, your worship, What
wap be sayingt He said, your worship, he wasn't beautiful,
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but good, and so wae took him to the watch-house. Well, air
what is your name § Ebenezer Aminadab Dumps. Well, Mer.
Ebenezer Amiuadab Dumps, what bave you to say to this
charge 1 I ecan’t charge at all, your worship. What have you
to say in defence ¥ I ean't fence at all, your worship. I shall
commit you, sir, for contempt, if you don't answer to the case.
Why, sir, then the truth is, I’m a member of the Temperance
Society, and a few of us had been drawing up some articies for
ita benefity, and I trust that will excuse my inebriety, Sir, I
shall fine you five shillings for it. Very well, sir. And a
shilling for the warrant. Very well sir ; snything else while
I have got my haod in my pocket | What do those two women
want i They are bail for Mr. Dumps, sir. Baill Yes, sir,
th?r are both Aouse-keepers—oue's housckeeper to Mr. Dumsps,
and the other to the Temperance Soeiety,—so
hat a noise, &e.

WWitneeses gubble ot with such & gooss-liks volubility,
'Tia very bard at times to hear what they say;

Bis worship can't dispose of bis charges with facility,
And officers bave mech to do to have their way.

Yrshmen, Englishmen, natives of every country,
All for justica to the Mavsion Office go:

Geuotle, simpla, some meek, some with effroptery,
Mingle all promiscususly, in such B motley crew.

Spoken.]—What's the next charge 1 Plesse your worship,
bere's a backney-coachman brings this gentleman up for refus-
ing to pay him his fare. Stata your pase. Your vorship, I
vos o0 the stand, vhen this gentleman called me off ; be says,
drive me to Kensington ; vell, your vorship, I druve him io Ken-
sington, vhen he pulls the check-string, and says, [ forgot, I
meant to Wauxball ; vell, I drives him to Wauxhall, vhen he
eays, it isn't here ; drive me to Burlingion Arcade; I takes
him there, aud he says, hero’s another mistake, I live at Hox-
ton ; to Hoxton I took’d bim, and that vasn’t the place ; so,
eays I, my hosses can’t go any furder ; then, your vorship, I
first found out that he hadn’t got any mooey. , 8aYs I, vhere
am | to drive you to ¥ So, be says, drive me to the devil ; so I
brought him afore your Jordship. Now, what is this man
brought up for 1 Felony. Ay, Ithink you've Leen hero before.
No, T arn't. 1 think you have ; anawer me directly, sir—
havo’t you been here before1 Vell then, I are, and vot then |
it vasn't felony to heat my own mother, vasit? that vasall I
vas brought up before for. How do you livel I cap't teil.
Where do you get your bread? [ ean't tell. Who ware

Q ”
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your parents? I dou’t Lkmow—you don't think I'm sach w
Boft tommy to go for to criminate myself, when *toraey told
me, vhen I van up before, not to wnswer any questions, and
he got me off —No, no, it von’t do. Holle! why the office is
crowded with amnibus-drivers, What's the watter. The dri-
ver of the ¢ Mapnanimouy® omoibus bringe a cab man up for
takiug von of the vheels off his wehicle. What have you to say,
sirt Please your lordship, I ouglt to be the compiainant, and
shoutd liave been anly he got heve first. How did this happen t
Vy, he laid e a vaper that he'd drive fifteen timea ronud me,
ature | got tothe Bank ; and so he did, What are these ducks
in that basket for? They're waiting for a case to come o, your
worship, where they are wery materia] witnesses, What's that
sweep waiting for! For a warvant against his master, for
makiog Lim go up a gas-pipe l-—s0
What » noise, &e.

THE IDIOT BOY,

Who's is the grave with the csters entwiniog,
Where elustering Sowers in beauty arise,

YWhera the hallow'd cross bright in Lbe roon-beam inghining,
Aud weemns to reflect the blest gmile of the slicy?

Thera lis the white banes of paor Gertnide, voce dear,
Her virtues jn memory are dwelt oo with joy;

Tier epirit Is Bed to you happisr spheres,
And she dwelly with the hlest, and her [diot Hoy.

EHow oft would she spin while the gold fly he'd chase,
AbJ mark his wild eye as with passion it shona;
Then weep a3 she klss'd his pale Deauteous foce,
For tho' renson had fled, still the boy way ber own,

And oft when the tear had bedimrn®d her wild eye,
He wept—for he thought thers's ne tear drey for jor)
Axnd he paid back ber tears, mturnd sigh for sigh,
As he leaned on her bosom—ths Idlo: Boy. N

When sha press'd her rude piliow, the pillow of death,
And thought when the veil of the grave was unfurl'd,

How sad was her soul for the forvn she'd gave birth,
When he'd Mnger alone in the gloom of the world.

Ehe held up her arm, it was Beshless and bare,—
And theat moment sha felt & sofl transient joy,
For heaven had chased from har soul ber despaly,
Aud aha died a6 she gared on her Idiot Baoy.



GENER4LL RECITER. 171

Al ! weke, dearest mother, I'm hungry and cold,’

Cried tha youth, a8 in glancing her AX'd fealuros o'er,
¢ Ab, why don't you wekte in my arms’ tender fold,

For you nevet have gept such & long time befora,

*I love only you, and J feel such delight
¥hen, although weeping, you call me your Joy ;——
From the boys of the village I oft urge my flight,
For they tell me with tears I'm on Idivt Hoy.

¢ Bhe'y cold, very cold T emd her breast heaves no more !
Bhe's just like my bird when it hung it's soft head,

When it hopp'd not, nor ¢hirp'd not, nor sang a6 before,
And they told me the poor little robin was dead.’

At that Instant, conviction flash™d over his brain—
EHe inew sbe was dead, and that dead wns each foy :
The hezrt burst ita boupds, and broke life's fexble chain,
Apd he died on his maolher—thw Jdiot Boy.

FUTTRE.

CALEB QUOTEM'S SHOP.

Quatems. Wifa! where are you! Mra. Quotem, I eay | look
to the shop ! Silence in the school, there. Be good Loys—
mwind your writing and eyphering I'm coming in directly.
Here, Dick ! Dick Drudge, where are you 1

Dick. Here, Sir,

Quot. Came here, then, ns the poet says. What have you
boen daing these four hours §

Diick, As you ordered me, sir. After helping you to chime
the bells for prayers, L drove out the doge and boys playing in
the chureh purch, While you were siuging pealma, 1 carrvied
the druga and drenching-horn to old Leach, the farrier. Cow-
ing hacE, I met the vicar, who bade me run to Ben the Barber,
for hia best wig, a8 he was going to the wedding-dinner.

guo:. A good lad ; try to please every body.

ick. I dosir. I thrashed young Master Jackey just now,
handsoroely.

Quot. For what 1

Dick. He was roaking fun, sir, of blind Bob, the fiddler, wio
enne to our shap for  hap'worth of rosin.

Quot. Oiy, lie musn’t offend & custoroer. Weli, what else T as
the poet says.

Dick. Why, sir, I filled the drawer with yellow ochre, ground
the green paint, bottled 1le yed ink, blacked the shues, aud
whise-washed the chimunay corner.
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Quot. Talking of white-washing, puts me in mind of Swilitab,
the great Lrewer, now a bankrupt—has he sent for the hand-
billa' we printed 1

Dick. Yes, sir ; and desired you to put & new Jight into his
dark lanthorn ! A job for you, too, in the glazing lime, over the
way, at the public-house—Sam Solid, dead drunk, tuyniog round,
broke three squares of the bow window.

Quot. That must wait till to-morrow. Have yon mix’d up
the medicine for the mad Methodist parson 2

Dick. Yes, sir ; but there's oo more bark.

Quot. Talking of Lark puts me in mind of my little terrier
dog—hawe you fed lim %

Dick, Oh, yes ; a terrible good one for vermin—he'll kil] all
the rats in the parisl.

Quot. Oh, damme, then kill kim, or he'll hurt the eale of
ATSLILLE.

Dick, Ecod, right, master-—we eell as much poison as alj the
doctors in tha parish.

Quot. Talking of peisen, bave you taken the lnat new novel
out of the girls’ seliool-room ¢ a8 the poet says.

Dick. Xes, sir, Dang it, | wonder how you spare time for
poets and books—so much business 1 but there—~you be often
painting sud writing poetry at the same time,

(Juot. Poetry and paiuting are ceatly the same thing, Dick.

Dick. That be what L thought myself ; vo, as I mixed up
colours for one, 1°d o mind to try my band at the other, Yee-
terday k set to, with a bit of chalk, and got on fnmously. 1
finishud the first lioe in & erack, but when I got to the exd of
tie second, I could not think of s rhyme, nnd so E—stuck fast.

Quot. {aside} Curse the fellow, if he takes to poetry, § sball
get so work done. Lion't iry again, Dick—one poet’s enough
in & family.

Dick. That be what mistress do say, sir.  She complains that
}.o%try lias spoilt you | and that you don’t do half what you used
to do.

QJuot. She's mistaken—I only ehange about—don'é stick 5o
much to the same jub, Now, Dick, for business, You've dove
all the jobs I sct you about?

Dick, Yes, sir, yon may be certain of that.

Quot. Wy, I believe you're pretty punctual, tho' not slways
50 expeditiously as T could wish. Sure, though somewhat alow,
&8 Swift says,

Dick. Oh, you may depend npon me.

Quut. Did you run with the articles [ wrapt up this morning1

Dick, Odd rablit it, no—I guite forgot. Here they be;
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[brings forward two parcelal What's this 2—[reads] * For'—
Dang it, air, I can't well make out the directions— you wrote in
such a huwrry.

%uo&. No! mige’s & good running hand.

ick. Ruopiug ! T think it be galfvping, the letters seem to
eamper away frow one another so fast, tiicre's oo catching thetw.

Quot. Let me sce ; that’s for Squire Fudge—this for the at-
foruey’s clerk in the next street.

Diick. Squire Fudge ! Oh, the old pentleman who lstely mar-
ried his amart young housekeeper. What be the articles, sirt

{Juct. Esaence of bartshorn, a pair of spectacles, nnd a quire
of lasge foolsca

Lick. For old Fudge 1 )

%uot. And & quizzing-giase for the atlorney’s cleck.

ick. I'll go with thesy directly, and wlien I come back take
oy iunch. Lord, sir, cur beer do want drinkicg sadly, it be
gesting sour,

‘%uat‘ Talking of what's sour, where's your mistvess |

{hick. Buay amoog ber scholars in the house.

Quot. Right!? let her stay there ; she’s in aud I'm out, as
Ovid saye. Take my apron—I'm off. Ae to noy wife

Dick. Hush! ehe'll hear you. and be angry.

Quot. Nogsense ! who rules?  Am not 1, (as Milton eays)
*eock of the walk T (et you pone, and haste back, se [ am
going out soop—1've pecped inlo the school.

Dick. 1'm afraid the Loys will play the du¢e when they God
you're fromn home ; what ams J todo ¥

guot. "Fiog "em &ll round.

ick. I wil sir ; I've put a new rod in pickle on purposfé
ZH,

Quot. Now go I o mske a bold push for a fresh custorer,
a8 Cowley says. Busy day! a wedding this morniog—and—
talking of wedding, puts me is mind of a christening I Festival,
toe, in the oext parish ! fine fun going on—bull-baiting, box-
ing, and backeword—jumping in macks, griuning match, and
denkey race ] 1 promised to meet the change-ringers—Llope
1 shall be in time just to take & touch at tripple-bobe, a3 the
poot says. Erxiz,

Qs
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THE GRAVE STONES.

THE grasa is green and the spring floweret bloowms,
And the treg blossoms all as fresh ond falr

As death had pever visited the earth:

Yet every blade of grass, and every fower,

Aud every bud aod hlossem of Lbe spring,

Ig the memorial that nature rears

Over a kindred grave.—Ay, and the soog

Of woodland wooer, or bis nuptial Isy,

A3 blithe ao if the year no winter knew,

Is the lament of universal death,

The merry singer 1s the Lving liok

Of many & thousand years of death gone by,
And many a thousand i foturity,—

The remunnnt of a Roiment, spared by hlm

Tut for snotler ineal to gorge upou,

This glohe is bul our father's cemetery—

The sun, and moon, and stars tbat shive on high,
The lampe thet burn to light their sepulclire,
The bright escutcliwons of their funeral vault,
Yot does o move 84 gaily as the barge,
‘Whose keel sings through the waters, and ber safls
Kythe like the passing meteor of the deeps

Yet ere to-morrow ehall those sunny waves,
Ftat wanton round ler, as they wore In love,
Ture: dark and flerce, and swell, and swallow hor,
Ho Is he girt Ly death oo every pide,

A3 heedless of it.-~Thus he perishes.

Buch were my thoughis on & sucaroer eve,

An forth T walked to quaff the cooling breets.
The setting sun was curtaining the west

With purple and with gold, 8o fiercely bright,
Tlat eye of mortnl might wot look on it—
Favilion fitting for sn angel's home,

The sun's Jast ray feli slautiog on & thorn

With blossoma white, and there a blackLizd st
Bidding the aun sdieu, in tones so sweet

As fancy might awibe argund his throns,

My heart was full, yet found ve utteranes,
Bave In m helf-reathed sigh and molstening tesr.
1 wandered an, scarce knowiog where 1 went,
Tl I waa sented on an jofant's grave.

Alag! I knew thae little tenant well :

Bhe was one of & lovely family,

That oft had clung around me like a wreath

Of foreets, the fairest of the maiden apring—

It wee a new-made grave, xod the green sod
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Lay loosely oun lt; yet affection there

Had reared the stone, her monument of fams, 1
I read the name—I love to bear her Lpp-—n
*T'waa not slone, but évery name was there
That lately echoed through that happy dome.

1 had been three weeks absent; in that tioe
The mercilees destroyer was at work,

And spared not one of 8l the infant group.
Tha last of ali I read the grandsire’s nama,

Oun whose white locka T oft had seen her cheek,
Lile & bright sup-beam on s Heecy doud,
Relindliog In his eye the fading lustre,
Breathing inte Lis heart the glow of youth,

Ha died st eighty of a broken heart,

Beroft of all for whom be wished to live.

RECITATION FROM <THE RIVALS.”

ClanacTEas—Suw Antbopy Absolute, n poasionate old wona.
Captain Absolute, 8 Mililary Officer.
Yay, n fervant

Fag. Sir, your father has just arrived.

Capt, My father | what bringa him to Bathi [ wish the
gont bad beld him fast in Devonsbire, with all my soul !

{ Euter Sir Antbony.]

Sir, I am delighted to sce you bhere ; sid looking so well !

uf ]:uddeu arrival at Bath made me apprehensive of your

oalt

Sir 4. Very apprehensive, I dare say, Jack. What youn are
recruiting here, hoy 1

Capt. Yes, sir, | ara on duty.

Sir 4. Well, Jack, I am gﬁad tc see you, theugh I did not
expect it, for I was going to write to you on a little matter of
business. 1 have been considering, Jack, that I grow old and
infirra, and shali probably not trouble you long.

Cupt, Pardon me, sir, I never saw you look more strong and
hearty ; and I pray frequently that yon may coutinue po. -

Sir 4. I hope your prayers moay be heard with all my heart
and soul, Well then, Jack, T have been considering that 1
am 6o strong aud hearty, I may continue to plague you & long
time. Naw, Jack, I aw eensible that the income of your som-
tmission, and what I have hitherto allowed you, is but a small
pittance for & lad of your spirit.

Capt. Sir, you are very good.

Sir A. And it ia my wish, while I live, to have my boy make
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rome figore in the world. I have resolved, therefore, to fix
you at ozce in & noble independence.

Capt. Sir, your kindness overpowers me—such generosity
makes the gratitede of reason more lively than the censations
even of filia) affection.

Sir A..1 am glad you are £o sensible of my attention, and
you shall be master of a large estate in & few weeks.

Capt. Let my futura life, sir, epeak my gratitude ; [ cantot
express the senan 1 bave of your muificence.—Yet, air, I pre-
sume you would not wish me to quit the army !

Sir A, O, that shall be as your wife chooses.

Capt. MI{ wife, Sir 1

Sir 4. Aye, aye, sottle that between you—setile that between
you.

Capt. A wife, air, did you eay !

Sir A. Aye, a wife—dido't | mention her before 1

Capt. Not s word, sir.

8ir 4. O 1 musw’t forget ber though. Yes, Jack, the inde-
pendence I waa taikiog of is by marriago—the fortune is saddled
with & wife—but I enppose that makes oo difference.

Capt. Sir! sir }—you amaze me !

Sir A. Why, what the devil’s the matter with the fool 1 Just
now you were all gratitude and duty.

Capr. 1 wae, sir ; yoo talked to me of indepoudense aud &
fortuue, but not & word of & wife.

Bir 4. Why, what difference does that maket Odds life,
sir! if you have the eatate, you must take it with the stock oo
it, as it stands.

Capt. If my bappiness in to be the price, I mnat beg leave
t> declive the purchass. Fray, sir, who is the lady 1

Sir A. What's that to you, sir+—Come, give me your pro-
mise to love, sad to marry ber direetly.

Capt. Sure, sir, thie s oot very reasonable, to summon my
affections for a lady ! know nothing of.

Sir 4. 1 am sure, sir, ’tis more unresssuable in you te objeot
to a lady %ou know nothiog of.

Capt. Then, sir, T must tel} you plaicly, that my inclinations
are fixed on another. My heart in engaged to on anpel.

Sir A. Then pray let it send an excuss. It is very sorry—
but busineas prevents ita waiting oo her.

Capt. You must excuse ma, sir, if | tell you once for al, that
in this poipt [ eanoot obey you.

Sir . Now, d—n me | if aver 1 eall you Jack again while
five |
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Capt. Nay, sir, but hear me.

Sir 4. Sir, I won't hear a word—oot a word ! to give me
your promise by a nod—and I'll tell you what, Jack—{ mean
you dog—if you don™, by—

Cupt. What, sir, promise to link myself to eome woman of
ugliness ! to— '

8ir 4. Zounds ! sirrah! the lady shall be as ugly ne I
choose ; she shall have a hump on each shonlder ; she shall be
as crooked as the crescent; her one eye shall roll about like
the Bull’a in Coxe’s Museun—she shall have a skin like a
mumimy, and the beard of a Jew—she shall be all this, airrah !
yet Pll make you ogle her all day, and sit up all night to write
sonsnets on her beaunty,

Capt. This is reason and moderation, indeed !

Sir A, None of your grinoing, jackanapes !

Capt. Indeed, sir, I never was in a worse humour for mirth
in my life.

Sir A. 'Tis false, sir, T know you'll grin when I am gene.

Capt. Sir, I hope I know my duty better.

Sir A, Nona of yonr passioi, sir, can’t yon be cold like me{

Capt. Indeed, vir, I never was cooler in my life.

Sir 4. ’Tis » confounded lie ! T knew you are in a passion
in your heart, you hypocritical young dog! but it won't do.
Butmark [ T give you just pix liours and a half to consider of
this I if you tlen agree to do every thing on earth that I choose,
why, confound you ! I may in time forgive you—if not, zoundsl
don’t enter the same hemisphere with me! don't dare to breathe
the same air, or use the same light with me; bus get an atinos-
phere sod sun of your ownl Il strip you of your coramission ;
I’ll lodge a five-and-threepence in the hands of the trusiaes,
and you shall live on the interest. I'll disown you, I'll disinherit
you, I’ll unget you! snd d—n me, if ever I call you Jack again.

s s e

THE SHIPWRECK.

—Ier giant form
O'er wrathful surge, through blackeniog storm,
Mejestically calm, would go
Mid the deep darkness white aa anow |
fiut gantler now the stoall waves glida
Like playful lambs o'sr 3 mouniain's aide.
So statety her beanny, se proud her armay,
The main she will traverse for ever and nye.
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Many porta will exult at the glenm of ber maat?

—Hush ! hash ! thou valn dreamet! this hour i her lask,

Pive bundred souls jo onz instant of drend

Ars hurrled o'er the deck;

And fast the misemble ship

Becomes a lifeless wrack.

Her keel hath struck ob & biddan roek,

Her planks are tort ssundet,

And down sorae ber maate with & resiing sheck,

Arnd » hid crash Uke thuad

Her salls are droggled in the brine

That gladdened late the shies,

And her pendant that kisssd the falr mocnsbine

Down many a fathon liea,

Her beattecas sides, whoss rainhow Luea,

Glaamed softly from below,

And Boug 2 warm and suony Bush

O'ar the wreaths of murmuring enow,

Tua tha ¢coral rocka are horrying down,

Ta sleep swid colonrs as bright as their own,
Oh ! many a dream was in the ship

An houy before her death

And sighta of home with sighs disturbed

The sleepar's loog-drawn bresth. .

Inxead of the murmur of the ses,

The sailor heard the humming tres,

Alive through sll ity lesves,

The bum of the spreading sycamoore

That grows beforn hla cottage door,

Aad the swallow's song in the saves.

11in armoa enclosed & blooming boy,

Who listened with tears of sorrow and joy

Te the davgers his father had passed;

And bix wife—by turns she wept and smiled,

A3 she locked on the father of her cblld

Returned to her heart at last.

—He wakes at the vassel's sudden roli,

And the ruah of tha waters s in his soul,

Astopnded the reeling deck he paces,

Mid burryiag forms and ghastly faces j—

The whole ship’s crew are there

Wailings &round and overhead,

Brove aplrita stupitied or dead,

And medness and despair.

Now i the ocean®s bosom bare,

Unbroken aa the Rostiog kir;

The aklp hath meited quite away,

Like & struggling dream at Loeak of day.
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N¢ lmage masts my wandering sye,

But the new-risen sun sod the sunny sky,

‘Though the night-shades are gons, yet & vapour dull,
. Bedimg the waves g0 benutiful ;

While 3 low and melapcholy moan

Mourng for the glory that hath Sgwn.

THE LEARNED APOTHECARY.

Tnass was au setion that was brought against a man of tha nane
of Warburion, for having practised without being duly qualified
—It was tried before Sir W. Garrow at the Staffordshire Asaizes ;
the defendant was son to & man who bad been in early life n
srdener, but afterwards set up as a cow-leech, Cross-examined
y Mr. Daunaey,

Mr. D. Have you alwaya been & surgeon 1

Wit. Pray, my Lord, is this a proper answer §

Judge. 1 have net heard eny answer ; Mr. Dauncey has put
B guestion.

it Muet [ anawer 1

Judge. Yes, do you cbject ¥

Wit. I don’t think it a proper anawer,

Judge. 1 presume you mean question ; I beg leave to differ
with you iz opiuiom.

r. D. Have you alwsys heen a surgeon §

Wit. I pm & surgent.

Mr, . Cas you speli the word you mention

Wit. My Lord, is that » fair answer 1

Judge. 1 think it & fair guestion,

Wit. Spell the word ! to be sure I can. S-y-u-rgunt.

‘g,fr. L. 1 ae rather hard of hearing—repest whet you have
said,

Wit S-u-r-gend.

Mr. D. What did you say waas next to 5, sir 1

Wit. S-y-u-gent.

Judgs. Aa 1 take it down, pleases to faYour me with it once
mure.

#it. B-q-u-r-gent. E

Judgs. What 3

Wiu. S-e-r-gued.

iy, D. Have you alwayn been what yousay ¥ what were you

m%i‘. g-‘y-u-r-gbe'n-d.
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Mr. D. Wero you ever & gardener, Dr. Warburton 1

Wit. Surgent.

Mr. D. 1 do pot ssk you to spell that word again.

Wit, Sergund—aye, that's it.

Mr. D hgly Laord, L fenr 1 have thrown s spell over this pror
man, which bo can't get rid of. 'Where was you & gardener 1

Wit. | pever was a gardener—I firatwas s furmer—1 censed
to be & farmer, because I Jearnt the businesa I now is

M+ D. Who did you learn it of 1

Wit. My Lord, is that e proper guesticn 1

Judge. | aee po objectioa w0 it

Wit 1 learned it of Doctor Hum—he practised the same as
the Whitworth doctors, aad they were rugiar physiciaga.

Mr. D. Whore did they take their degreesi

Wit. 1 don't think they ever took auy.

Ar.D. Then do you suppuse they could be regular physi-
gians ¥

Wit. No—1 believe they were only doctors.

. . Wero they dectors of Jaw, phyaic, or diviuity 1

Wit. They doctoved cowa snd other husan beings.

Mr. D. Did you ever make up medicines from the prescrip-
tion of & physiciant

Wi, 1 never did.

Mr. D. Do you undemtand the characters they use for
ounces, scruples, and deachms 1

Wit 1donot. ] can make up as good medicine in my way
&5 they cap ig theirs.

M. . What proportion dovs an ounce bear to & pound 1

Wit. My Lord, ia that n fair answer—f mean quesation 1

Judge, Certainiy-

Ar. D. There are sixtesn ounces to the pound.

Wit. Wa do not go by weight, we mix curs by the band.

My, D. Do you ever bleed 1

Wit. Yea.

Mr. D. Witk s Scam or lancetd

Wit. With a laugeelot. .

Mr. D. Do you bleed from the vein or the artery 1

Wie. From the wait.

Mr. D. There is au artery about the temple, can you tell
the name of it

Wit. T does not pretend ta have so muck knowleage 23 some,

Mr. D. Can you tell me the name of that artery |

Wit. 1 don’t know what artifice you mean.

Mr. D, Suppose I was to tell you to bleed my servaat—which
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heaven forbid—ia the jugular vein, where would you epply the
lancet ?

Wit. In the arm to be sure. fam s bit of & dentist,

Hr. D. Indesd! suppose thea 5 person liad the tooth-nche,
and could not beur it, how would Yyou proceed §

Wit Beat it out, to be sure.

Mr. D. With what1

Wit. A hammer,

Hr. B. You may retire-—1 em perfectly satisfed.

R,

HENRY 1V’s SOLILOQUY ON SLEEP.

How many th de of my | 1]

Are at this hour asleep! O gentle Sleep,
Katuro's soft muree, how have I frighied thee,
That thou no more wilt welgh my eye-lids down,
And steep my seBses n forgetfulness !

Why, rather, Hleep, liest thou in smuky cribs,
Upoz unesny pallets stretching thee,

And hush'd with buzzing vight-fies to thy slumber,
Than i the perfem'd chatnlers of the gTest,
Under the canopies of costly state,

Aud jull'd with sounds of swoetest melody ?

G thou dull god, why Liess thou with the vile

¥o loathsome beds, and leav'st the kingly conoh
A watch-case 1o & common larug-bell ?

Wik thoa upon the pigh aud giddy mast

Beal up the ship-boy's eves, and rock his hrainy
*In eradie of the rude Impetios surge;

Aud in the visitation of the winds,

Who ke the rufban billows by the top,

Curling their monstrous heads, sud broging tham
Witk deafening clamours I ths Alippery ahrouds,
That, with the huzly, Death ftaell swaies ?

Canst thou, © pattial Bleep ! give thy repose

To the wet gea-boy in an hour go ruda;

And ju the calmast and the stillest pight,

With all appliances and means to boot,

Daty it 40 & king? Then, bappy low, Me dowa !
Uneasy Lice the head that wesrs 6 cromn.

R
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TRAGIC REMINISCLNCES.

My father wan a elauzhiterinan ihriving in a smal country village,
fur, although a reiigivus place, tho inhabitanta eonenvred in
patronizing his propeusity for butehiering. o this fuet do I
agrribe the tragicd tuen of my thoughte, althousl it was said I
intbibed it witiv wy mother's miik, fur slhe, like a good Deip-
mate, helped her busband i his croel wade @ be that as it may,
T certainly hind & most ssvguinacy wen of wind ; 3 fight woold
exeite may adiiration suust unsophistically, and when voery youny,
I g\.-uld recite, and with glee, the whole of due pait of [lotspur,
who
“ Riled gome %ix oF suven dozen b a breakfast,”

and that with all tire emphasis and twinyg atlached by sehool-
boys te the productivns of * ooy lmuertfe bard.”  In Jue tiow
I waa instuiied into my father's business, and becainte quite as
eruel as wy progevitors ; but still retaiuing my dramatic pro-
pensities, | was at the head of a corps of privateers, whe, like
wyaelf, did justice to their profession by wurdering all within
their reaels,

My first appearnace ju public being at the time of au election,
I expected w make & Ait, but hud not been un the stage many
misetey, when 1 was assailed wit o volley of missiles, rotlen
epas, oranges, &c which made more Aits dian 1 Jiked: T was
therefore oblired o mulie a speedy exit, sv much did they make
their egpa Lit. This so pot we out of enunilenance {my face
bearing palpable marka buth of hard and soit nsage) thas § de-
termined to make wyseif scarce, aud did not furect to make my
futher’s motiey scavee also, the possesaion of which 80 elevated
my epirits, {tiod kmows [ cught to liave beez elevated else-
where,) thiat I never thought of the futare, but made my way ta
the first strolling company ; wheve by dint of a lew presents to
the enderstrappers, I sooi got a charvacier fur wealth (thongiy 1
lost my eharacier in gettiug ity amuvug these poor actors,—poer
in every seuse of the wovd. My oext public apprarance whd
under better anspices, and I camie off wich eelit, ulthough some
of my cviapanions tiwagirt it way only g0-50 ¢+ but I told them [
expected to reap advauntage frows spending my time iu their
company.

1 will pass over my minus transagtions ir the conatry, and
minor theatrical exploits in town, to the thne when, thivkiog
myseif at the top ol the tree, [ wished o gather semeof the
fruit of my labeur. 1 was eogaged at Douey Lane Tivatre ut
n good sakury @ and Jived like a pringe, nutil my vanity led me
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to think I could take up first-rate parts, and Lring dowa such
torvents of applause as were nightly showered on tite reiyuing
favourites. ‘L'he night came, aud i entered as Richard 111, in
all my kingly state, pantiug for applause, the audicuee for their
Christmas pantemime, nor did they wisl: my tragic thoughty to
interrupt their merry ones @ added to which my bad gualities,
Liilierto io the back ground, appeared more foreibly, when rub-
bed up to suit my prescnt advancement on the stage of lile. Iu
fuct, both actor and nudicnce were guite characteristic of the
character I represcoted, and I was {to use a Thespinn term)
Dansgw !

Plie dress and upper eircles I could have boxed in the best
Tom Spriug style ; the pit I wislied a huadeed thaes in the
bottomless one, and the gods above s0 put wy gull awry, that 1
niade & foolish epeech, forfeited my engagement, and went
wdrift like a stray beat, without a name, a prey to the first bum
{or water) bailifl—for 1 hiad wot forgetien to run in debt, lor
which io the leng run 1 was indehted to mwy elert run ol pros-
pevity. I appited in vain at the minors 5 aud aftor being shifted
trom one scene of misery to anvilier, 1 was at bFaath appointed
scene-shifter o Clark’s ‘Theatricals 5 but one sight makiog shift
to intrude & wood scens ioto a parlour, I was diswissed and lefe
to elift for mysell.

I now began to have serious thoughts of returning. like the
prodigal son, to my futher, but finding he was o bankrupt, 1 dis-
liked the idea of being called to account for the mooey I had
50 unaccountally abstraected. I was at length oblized o enter
upon & new scens, and act the part of candie-eruffer, at a couns
try playhouse, where io despite of slanderers and backbiters, I
hope to remain in that performauce, till death puts lis extin-
guisher oo 10y vital spark.

NOSE AND EYES.

DBoTwkrEN Nose aad Eyes a strange contest arose,
The spoctacies sob then wnliaplily wrong

The poind in dispute was, oy all the world kaows,
To which the said spectacics guglit 1o Lelong.

Se Tongue was Lhe lnwyer, and arzved the canse,
Witlr o great denl of ekill, oud oowig full of leanuiug,
While chiel baron Ear sat to baisuec 1 laws,
Bo [awed for Lis kalent in nively discerviog,
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¢ In hebnlf of the Nose, it will quickly appear,
And your lerdship,™ be aaid, * will undoubtedly aad,
That Lhe nose has had spectacles alwaya Lo wear,
Which amounts lo posseesion time out of mind.”

Thex helding the spectacltes up to the conrt—

*¢ Your lordship ghserves they are made with & straddle,
As wide as the ridge of the nese is? in ghort,

Designed Lo ait close to it, just like & saddle.

“ Apaic, would your worskip a moment suppose,

(“T'is & cese that has happened, ond may be again,)
That tha visage or countenance had net 8 Nose,

Pray who would, or who eould wear spectacles then?

+ On the whele it appesrd, and my argument shows,
With a reasoning the court will aever coodemn,
Thbal the spectacles plainly were made for the Nosa,
And tho Nose was a3 pluinly intended for thew "

Then, thifting his side, {as &8 lawyer knows bow,)
He pleaded agnin in helalfl of the Eves;
But whal were his argunents few people Rnow,
For the court did not think they were eqguully wise.

8o hls lordship decresd, with a grave salemn tone,
Decisive and clear, without ove if or dut—

That whenever (e Nose nud his spectacles on,
By day-light or comdle light,—Eyes should bs shut!

THE MONIED BAN.

Orp Jacob Stock I The chimes of the clock were not more
puactunl in proclaiming the progress of tiue, than in marking
the regularity of his visits at the temples of Plutus in Thresd-
needle-atreet, and Bartholomew-lane. His devotivn to them
was exemplary. In vain the wind and thoe raio, the kail and
tho sleet, bittled agaiost bis rogoed front. Not the slippery
ice, nor the thick-falling enow, ooy the whole artillery of elemen-
tary warfare, could check the pledding perseverance of the man
of the wotld, or terapt him {0 lose tlie chance whicli the merning,
however unpropitious it seemed, in ils external nspect, might
yield him of profiting by the turn of a fraction,

ile way a stoul-built, round-shouldered, squab looking man,
of » beayish aspect. 1lis features were lard, and bLis heart was
harder. Yuu could read the intorest-table iu the wrinkles of
his brow, trace the rise nod fail of ptocks by the look of his
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countenance ; whila avarice, selfishness, and monev-geiting,
plared from his gray, glassy eye. Natore had poured no baim
into it breast ; nor was his ¢ gross and earthly mound’ suscep-
tible of pity, A single Jook of his would daunt the moest fmpor-
tunate petitioner that ever atiemipted to exivact hard coin by
the soft rhetoric of a hoart-moving tale.

The wife of one whome he bad known in better days, pleaded
before hint for her sick husband aud famishing infants.” Jacob
on occasicus lika these was a man of few words. He was as
chary of them as of his money, and he let her eome to the end
of her tale without Interruption, Sle pansed for a reply ; but
he gave none. ¢ Indeed, he is very ill, Siro—* Can't Lelp it
*We are very distressed, Sir— Can't help it TOwur poor
cliildren, too————" ¢ Can't help that veither.

The petitioner’s eye locked a mournful reproach, which would
have interpreted itself to any other heart but bis, ¢ Tiedeed, you
can ;' but she was silent.  Jacob feli move awkwardly 1han he
had ever done in his life. Ilis hasd invelustarily serambled
about his breeches’ pocket. There was something like the
weakness of luman natnre stitriug within biin.  Some coin had
unconseiously worked its way iuto his hand—his Hurors insen-
sibly elosed ; but the effort to draw them forth, and the inpos-
stbility of effecting it withoul puclosing them, roused the dor-
mant selfishness of his natore, and restored his self-passessioy.

‘ He bas been very extravagant.,’  © Ab, Sir, lie has been vory
unfortunate, ool extravagant.’ * Unlortuvaie '—Ah! it's te
same thing. Little odds, I faney. Tor nuy part, I wonder
how folks can be unfortuunte. I was wsever unnfortunste.
Nobedy need be unfurtnnate, if they luok after the maii cliziee.
I always looked alier the main chance,— Ile lias hiad a lnrge
family to maintain.® * Ali! married foolishily ; ne offence o you
ma'am. But wheu pouvr fullis marry poor folls, what are they to
look fort you know, Besides, e was so fooiishly fond of
asgisting others,  H o friend wayg sick, or in gaol, out came hia
purse, and then Lis ereditors miglit go whisztle.  Now if he had
warried & woman with weney, vou koow, why then—

The supplicant turied pale, and would have fainted.  Jaeob
was alarmed ; ot that he sympathized, but o woman’s felating
was g scene that e iad 1ot Ueen gsed to ) besides there was au
awkwardness about it ; for Jacob was a bachelor.

Sixty summers passed over his licad without imparting a ray
of warmth to s Leart 3 without exeiting one teuder fecling tor
the sex, deprived of whose cheering preseuce, the parudise of
the world were a wilderness of wecds.—S50 he desperately ex-
tructed a crown piece from the depth profound, and thrust it

R
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bastily into her band. The action yecalled her wandering
senses. She blushed :—it was the honest blush of pride at the
meannesa of the gift. Sle curt’sied ; staggered towarda the
door ; opened it ; closed it ; ralsed her hand to her forehead
and burst into tears. * *

SOLILOQUY OF TIIE KING IN HAMLET.

0 my offense ia rank, it smells to Feav'n !
It hath tle primal, eldest curse upon't—
A brother's murder !——Pray T cannot
Theugh inclination be ag eharp a8 "twill,
My swronger guilt defeats yoy strong intent +
And, like o man to double business bound,
I stand io pause wheve T shall first begin,
Aud both neglect.  What, if this cursed hand
Were thicker than itself with brother's Wood,
Ia there not rain enough in the sweut heav'os
To wash it whife 03 snow * Wherets serves mercy,
But te confrant the visage of offenco ?
And what's in praver but this two-lold foree,
To be forestalled ere we come bo fall,
Op pardon'd being down ? Then L'l look up.
My fault ia past.—5ut oh! what forma of pray’r
Can eerve my turn? Forgive me my fow! mupder?
That cannot be, since 1 am stiil possess’d
Of those effocts for whieh I did the murder,
My crown, my own ambition, aad my queen.
May one be patdon'd and retain th' offence ?
In the cormpted currents of this world
Gifencse’s gilded hand may shove by justice;
And oft 'iis secn the wicked prize itseid
Buys cut the law,  But 'tis not so ahove:
Thers is no shufling ; there the action lies
In it3 true pature, and we surselves compell'd,
Evwu to the teeth and forehead of our fanlts,
To give in evidence. 'Whet then? whal resta?
Try what repentance cap: what can it wot?
Yet what can it when one cannot repent ?
Qb wretched atste ! oh bosom black as death !
Gy limed soul, thet struggling to be free,
ATt raote engag'd | Melp, sagels! ronke essav!
Bow, stubborn knees! and heart with strings of stedl,
He soft 58 sinaws of the naw-born babs !
All, wll may yeb ba well.
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A SERMON ON MALT.

Mz. Dobp was a minister who lived many years ago a few
miles from Cambridge ; and having several times been preache
ing against druukeuness, some of the Canbridge scliolara {cone
seience, whicl: is sharper than a thousand witnesses, being their
mobitor} were very much oended, and thougitt he made re-
flectiona on them. Some littls time afier, dMr. Dodd was
waiking towards Cambridge, and met aome of the gownsmen,
who, as soon as they saw lim &t a distance, resolved to make
some ridicule of him. As soon as he came up, they accosted
him with ¢ Yonr servant, sir  He replied, ¥ Your servant,
gentlemen,”  They asked him if he liad not been preaching
very mueh sgainst dennlennoss of latc 1 He answered in the
sffirmative. They then told him they had a favour to beg of
him, and it was that he would preach = sermon to them there,
from & text they should choose,  ile argued thatit wps an im-
position, for a man ought to have some consideration before
preaching. They said they would not put up with a denial, and
insisted upon his preaching immediately (in a hollow tree whick
stood by the road side) from the word M1ALT. He then began,
# Beloved, let me prave yoor attention. I am a little man—
como at a short notice—io preach: & short sermon— frora a short
text—to a thin congregation—in an unworthy pulpit.  DBeloved,
oy text is Malt. 1 eaunot divide it intosentences, there being
Done ; nor into words, there beiug but one ; I must therefore,
of necessity, divide it into letters, whicli I find in my text to be
these four—»>.A.L.T,

A, is AMoral.

A, is Allegorical.

L, is Literal.

T, is Theological.

* The Moral, is toteach you rustics good manners ; therefore
M, my Masters; A, all of you ; L, Leave off'; I', Tippling.

“The Allegorical iv, when one thing s spulien of, and sauther
meabt. The thing spohien of d8 Malt ; The thing meant iy the
ppirit of Malt ; which yourustics maks, M, your Meat ; A, your
Appare! ; L, your Liberty ; and T, your Trust.

* Tlie Literal is, according to the letters ; M, Much ; A, Ale
L, Little: T, Truat.

* Tho Theological is according to the effects it works insome,
M, Murder ; ia others, A, Adultery ; iu all, L, Looseness of
life ; and, in many, F, 1'reachery,

“ I shall conclude the subject, First, by way of Exhertation.

K
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M, My Mastera ; A, All of yon; L, Listen; T, To my Text.
Sceond, by way of Cantion. M, My Masters ; A, AH of you
L, Loak for ; T, the Truth. Third, by way of Comutunicating
the ''vath, whiclh is this : A Druckard Js the nynoyaunee of
modesty ; the spoil of eivility ; the destruction of resson; the
robler's agent ; the alehouse's benefuctor 5 his wife's sorrow ;
his ehildren's tronble ; his own zhame ; his neighbour’s seoff;
a walking awill-bowl ; the pictore of a beast ; the munsicr of
& man !

THE FLIGHT OF XERXES,

I saw him on the battie-cve,
Wien tiie & kiog e bore him,—
T'roud hosts in giittering Lelm aud greave,
And pronder chizsfs before him :

The warrior, and the warrior's deedy—
The morrew, and the morrow's mecds,—
No dauuling thoudts came ¢'er hii;
e Iook's around Liu, sud Lis eya
Dedouee flush'd to earth and ehy.

ITe look'd on ocean,—its broad brenst
“Was coveryd with his Oeet;

Oa eartii—amd eaw, fronn cast to west,
iis branerd milions mest

While raek, and glea, and cave, and eoast,

Shook witlt the warcey of that host,
The thunder of their feet?

ITe heard the imperial ecloes ring,—

Ile leard,—and fell Linself a king.

I ener him nect alone i—uor camp,

Nor eiiel, bis stups attended
Nor tanner blazed, nor gaurss

YW1 war-cries proudly blen
13e stood alone, whom Foriune Iubh
&o lately seem’d bo deify;

Jie, who with Hesven contended,
Flad like o fugitive and slave?
Lighind,—the joe;—Le{ore,—the wave.

‘A tramp

1Le stood :—flzet, acmy, tredsure,—LOTE,
Aloneg, aad in despair!

But wave and wind :wept ruthlesa oo,
For they were monarchs thure;
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And Xerzes, in a single hark,

Wihters Iate hig thousand ships wera dark,
Alusb a3 their fury darve:

What a revenge-—a traphy this—

Tor thee, immortal Salaus?

PLEASURES OF A PLAYER

I vsep wainly to imagine that the buosiness of an Actor was ali
play, but I bave found that no trade, no profession upon earth,
i so laborious to mind and bady—laborious too, at timea and
seasona when other people are partaking of the amusements and
enjoyments of social and domestic life, At ten o'clack I goto
rehiearsal—stady and arrange zll the nensense which the Man.
eger chooses to accept from the wretched play-writera—(who
are all either in gaol, or expeeting to be sent every doy of cheir
miserable lives)—liable to be fined forty pounda for vefusing to
play o part which I koew does not suit me, and in which ue ho-
man being, except the suthor, can ses the slightest merit;
there I remain the whole morning, groping about behind the
scenes, or listening in the green.reom to calumnies and dirty
stories, till perhaps three; I thien mount fo the wardrobe,
where In council with the tailor and the barber, I stay and dis-
euss with perfect gravity the relative mevits of different coats,
waistcoats, and wigs, with a view 10 ascertain which combination
of grotesque habits will best answer the purpose, and produce
the greatest portion of luugizter in the one siulling gellery. Oz
renching the stage-door [ find it pouring with iain—having
come oul with thin slices, and without an umbrelia, I paddle op
Drrury Lane to my lodgings, where my wife has prepared every
thing to make me comtortable ; and at five o'clock 1 sit down
to my dinner, fire blazing, dishes smoking, and all extrewely
nice and stag. At a littie after six, just as { am getting warm,
end fvel very happy, and rather hieavy to eleep, I amn warned by
dear Mary that “itis time to go. Up I pget, squeeze on my
great evat, take my nmbrells, find the streets ankle deep in mud,
mixed with wore mizeling rain, too small and too light to be
warded off —slip along the worst streets in Loudon back *o the
play-house, and in consequence of quitting my warm fire ide,
contract a vielent tootk-ache to which I am very snbject.

‘The pain in my jace increases during the time 1 au dressing
—thie Larber arrives to * do up my own hair’ intw a droll shape,
it haviug been decided that it will produce & more ridiculous
effect tiian a wig—the oall-boy comes to burry me, and I pre-
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eeed ta smearmy ciiin and farehead withuekitening—malke croic's
Jret and eyeebrows with a bicof burnt cork, mud rub the end of my
nose with & kare's fout eoveved with rod ochee. During this
uperativn ©a gentleinan wishes to see me i Lo i adinitted, and
hrings the agreeable intelligence that a friend who lus given me
Lis aeseptunce for seventy pounds lus dishonoured the Bill,
wlich is returned to me, and must be settled Ly ten o'vivck the
following morning. At this jumctuve, a pretty livle draggie-
{ailed 1:aid servant, whon | Keep, arvives to ask for the key
of a eupboard, which I have brought away by wistake, to met
vometithag for ny wife—J give the key, aud hear her romping
with the half druuken Manager inthe darl passage ;—irritated,
but too much pressed for tune to be angry, I sgueeze on the
«lioes which k thouglt would ¢ Le very efieetive’—in my laste I
run ape ol the buciles onder the nail of my finger ; and when the

, Mhioes are on, find the corn on the little toe of my left fuot so
pinched that gethiug Lut the impossibility of petting any others
would induce me to wear them—while stamping on the fvor,
in hopes of waking matters eusier, | pereeive the coat and waist-
eoat whizh I have scleeted to wear, giving tlie most uneqniveesl
praof of dampness, by smoking furiously as they hang awing on
he back of a cliaiv befure the fire.

Besides this, it should be observed, that ¥ dress io the sane
rooin with a mun whose eversion I am,and whose name js jpece-
cunnka to me 3 heis pompous, and dees tragedy—has the best
pluer fu the room, aud all Who five to Minself—ierds tiie newspa-
por evities, whio always praise ham 3 aud ous of them, who inva-
riably aluses e, is bis coustant companion when we are dres-
sing.

A% length, however, I get to the green-room—drink inlf a plass
of muddy water from the tumbior, out of wlich every Lady and
Gentleman of the company has drunk befure, and will after me;
and buing uhitnasely summoned to the stage, | fiwml the muosic
sounding too well—le house empty of people, and full of gus—
iy toosh aching as if it wonid spdit oy head, T feel the damp
walsteoat sticking to my Luek—miy eves being hiot, nud my noso
cold—tite shoe o my coray foot having shrank with the lieat of
the foot, eutting and pinching me more dreadicily thao the
parcliment boot of the Holy loyuisition could du.  MHeve | bave
1w act 4 seene with a cheay actor {rom the country ; a regqular
atick, who knows nothing of the point, and very little of the Jpart;
aod thus serive at the period where 1 have to sing a eomie sung,
with speaking aud pattering irsitations of sundry menaud ether
animals, butween the verses ; and during the protracied sym-
plioby Lo this, 1 keep my tougue to my tooth, in order to lull e
pain, and tinking of nodsing but the protested Bill fur seventy
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pounds at the Bovker's—patting my hand ipstinctively into my
¥0ckct, I find that I have left the little bit of read with which

imitated Punchk and $'he Dacks (the great its of my sonyg} in
the waistcoat L have just taken off. I sing the song, of conrse,
withont the Dusks and Panch—but male up for the omission
by daneing very fonnily, forgetting at the ootsct the tight shoes
aud eorns, and being unable, when I have once heguu, to leave
off. The pain [ feel makes we twist aud wriggle more than
ordinarily—the congenuence is, thut T am encored by some Jew
boya in the gallevy, wite Liave paid sixpence a picee for the pri-
viege—the decent part of the andience dissent from the repeti-
tion, and I stand bowing hurbly to the < iberal aud enlighiened
Puliie,’ a set of senselesa brnwes, whose taste 1 despise, and for
wiwse intelleets 1 have the most unqualified econtempt.  In the
midst of my obsequivushess, eno monster among the gods, more
hatduned thau the vest, flings an apple at tay head ; shouts of
‘turn him out! respund, and the eries of ‘geon* increasing, [
repeut all my little playfulness in detail, whicl: are rendered
wiioly usintelligible by iho wingled plandits of the ayes and the
vigonious lissings of uie moes, and hop about upen my pinched
foub with the most laudable activity,

All this over, I go towards the dressing-room to avoid witnens-
iug the degradation of the ladies of the prolession, who, by the
cunvenicut connivanes of tiie conduetors of our theatrieal estab-
hislnpents, are at present subjected o the open advances of every
man who thioks himnsell entitled by his wealth or runk to knock
down the barriers whicl: separate virtue from vice, and chooses
to attewnd thic green-youn lo carry on a system whicl, io the
days of Jubn Kemble, and Coloian, was conlined to the lobbies,
or liouses of a differeut deseription altogether,  In the passame,
tuwards my retreat, 1 cacounter thie Manager, smelling ol volgay
potativns ; rather more decent, aad iutivitely more important,
than in the carly pirt of the eveuing, he teils me I muat stedy
Faulkland, in {%e Rivals, for the next might {Acres being my
Jorte)—he then introdoces me to sn Author who has an eques-
trian melo-drame to ba read the following morning—I erniot
cunceive what mokes them both so eivil, i ab last I divcover
that they wint o {o wset in their new piece the part of a
Sorcerer in a horse-hair wig, with gilded horng, to be carried to

-the skies on the back of a fiery dragen, ab the visk of my neck
and reputution.—At lengeh the play ends—boated and tired, |
take off wy moist dress, atd put on my owa duwp clothes 1
suiear wy face all over willl yrease and pomutum, 1o get the
paiut gur of the pores, and rub my bair oub ol curl—I tind my
Lboots (wet when L caaoe} bave shrunk so much by standing
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before the fire, that I can by no exertion get my heels in them,
and am obliged to walk to my ledgings wich a hard aiff’ wrinkle
ander eack fuot, my tooth ache muech worse than before. [
begin my walk homewsard throngh: the mud, paddie up the same
wretchied streets as | had belore paduled down, get bustled by
three tall females of & certain deseription, whe alter pailing me
nbout to my great discomtiture, leave me with a start when they
discover Iry tlie light of a2 great starry gas lamp, that, after all, ita
Junny—the Aetor wman/

When 1 get home, the fire is oni—my wife, tired of her lonely
wreteliednesa, has pooe to bed—and I saddled with Faulliand in
my pecket to siudy for the morrew. That inorrow brings the same
rontine, and 5o it goes on nntil Saturday, when the coucern being
very prosperous, the treasurer canuot pay any of the salaries ;
and the only intelligence I can get at his office is, that my bene-
fit is tixed lor the second day ot Epsom Races, wheu the cheesa-
meingeys and bakers, who would take my tickets, will all be
there, and therefore unable to go to the play i—find ai the the~
atre a letter, offering e two sovereigis and iy dinuer, to attend
& patriotic party, aml be comical, at the City of Londen Tavern
—bwear 8t Lhe * fal and greasy sitizens” who take a gentieman
for a tunniebank—and spend the whole of my buaday in
studyivg Mustymyfustigig, the wizard, in the infernal Melo-
drame of HBlue bBiazes; ov the Imtelicotual Donkey, whiok
it would cost me the price of the felun’s neck to refuse to act.

These are a few of the evils by which | am assailed in tive midat
of my siccess 3 and “ 1 am siek at beart” when [ walk dowa to
wy nightly task, and see the ruddy-faced, healthy shopkeeper,
sittiug quitely at lis tea, by his cheertul five-side, witis his fa-
mily round lim, and recollect that he can weigh buttor without
leaviug his home, paiuting lus face, or being subject to the ingo-
fence of a ottish Manager, and sell elwese atd bog's lard without

"bowiag for the usual induigeuce of the “ enlighteued publie.”

TO MY STICK.

ATTEND my muse, snd with thes briog
Thy must barmonious facile string :
Grant moe thy potent aid, to sing
My Stick

Aeplet ma, all yo esacred Kioa,
Tu celeiirate this slick of mine,
Aond 11 devots unto your shrine
My Stick.
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Come Pegrsuz—I'a eafe astride—
A guicker pace must soon be btied,
Ot I will lay upon thy bide
My Btick

There! gallop on wilh might and male,
Parnaskus’ top warll quickly gaio,
And L'l pursue thot pleasing siraln,

My Btick

Hail, hail, &l hei) ! man'a fima pupport
Through evil sod through good report;
Hnil, kail, e} bail! “tia thee I court,

My 8tick
In every <llme, io every age,
Or exint or savage, aot or sage,
Moo lenns oo lhee, in every alage,

Bl Btick,

When Satan for bit sina was driven
¥orth from ibe eternal joyn of heaven,
We read that unto him was given

A Silck,
The taliest pine was bui a wand
Compared bo thel Be took in hand,
%o help bles o'er the burping strend,

1a Stteke

With what 4!d Balasm smite his saa?
What pledge gave Judsh, loo? alas,
What etreich'd poor Abel on the grass?
A Btick.

‘The Prescher gays—** thy 1on chastise,
Or he wHl thee;" agein ho crich—
*! Bpare not the rod,” and rod leeplies
& Btlck,:

in tnfancy, what wes my pride?
What waa't for which I often crled ?
What did I saddle, mount, aad ride?
My Stiek,

Aud when my tardy teana hegano,

I flonrish'd oft my guy mttac;

Thou grac’d me whiia I apod tha man,
8 My Bilok.

193
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With tight-lsced eteys snd hidr o curls,
Alded by thy mejestic bwitls,
Wi mads sad bavoc 'mongst the girla,

My Stick

What never 1o® mo in s spres?
What made the drenken Charlies fleg?
What broke their beada acd lanterns® thee,

My Miick.
Carousiog &t some midaight rovel,
If ooy dured to prove uncivil,
We were the boys to play the devil,

My Gtick.

‘What stande my friend Ln bloody fray ?
What cheers wea on piy lopely way !
‘What keeps the yelping cura ot bay ?
My Stiek.

‘Thou belp'st me through the nud asd mire,
Thou mak'st me stand sic oebes highar,
With thee T lovd it Like 8 eyuire,

My Stick.

Tueatrs, market, chireh, or falr,
Whetever 1 am, thou &rt there,

Evn chudren cry—thaere goes & palr
" Of tlcks

Thow giv'st en sir of conasquence,
Thou alarup'st ms 5% 6 Wan of schee,
Yot costa bul aix or feven pence,
My Btick.

What makes ma, when with whisky toddy
I'm drunk snd etupid aa B zoddy,
Walk home Like any sobar body,
My Stick

With taper, straight, well-pollab‘d etem,
Arnd graceful curve, thou wit & geta
To decornte & disdem,
My asick,

Whether of ash, elm, ok, or vine,
Or mare bamboo, or humble pins,
Eadl ! hati! all bail! for thou wrt mine,
My Stok.
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¥F life's moeridlan spared to see,
Depend upon It thou shalt be
Btill part and particle of me,
My Brick.

Woen stuff'd with luxury and pride,
Too fab to waili, a steed }'ll ride,
And proudly fourich st moy afde,
My Bticlk

Tottering down life's declivity,
I'll confidently trust to thee,
Thowlt prove the same kind friend {0 me,
My Btick.

Yeb wo ia me ;—brue friendship never,
1n this vile world did Lust for ever,
Fell death from me bome day will sever

My Brick
Rut till my door of life is shat,
Till o my kindred earth 1'ta put,
Till Life’s axtinct, I'll npver cut

My Biick

SAN,

A PARODY ON THE TRIAL SCENE IN BLACK-EYER
5

CraracTERS—Magistrate, Bill, and Witnesses,

Mag. Prisoner, as your donkey is almost bent double vith the
load o'mackerel on his back, and itam been thought proper that
your pals, the drovers and slaughtermen, slioull be vitnesses of
votsumdever pebalty we may exflict upon you, in case ve finds you
guilty on the crime that you are charged ¥ith ; it vill be neces-
Bary to receive the dispositions of the vitnesses vithout bringing
the donkey into court, becanse, you see, the hampers vould pre-
went. Voo of the vitnewses, I grieves to say, is your voman—
}lowsomdever out of marey to your sittiwation, we isn’t brought

oF up,

Bill. Thankee, your vorship, thankes, my voman Sarah,
standing heca afore me pattering vords vhat'd seud me to the
mill vould be laying on too thick for a eovey to Lear. I thanks
your vorship—if I must mownt the wan again, I vouldn’t have
it in sight o’my voman,

Mag. Prisoner, you are charged under Muster Martin’s hact
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vi' almost killing your donkey to death. Answer—am you guilty,
or not guiity.

Bill. I vants your vorship to mind vot your arter atvixt the

estions. Lf it should go for to be axed if I vanted to kill the

onkey, I could prove, if I vanted to be hounceable, that my
donkey vaa sitch a rom’un, I could ha’sold him to a koacker for
five hogs—all's von for that ere. [ aie’t guilty of an attempt to
kil the donkey to death ; but if it's guilty for & costermanger to
atrike his moke vhen he vont kemarp, vy then I says guilty, and
think ['ve no ¢ause to cry stinking hsh,

Mag. You pleads gnilty, theu1 Let me asa jolly good trump
of & beak, vot I ia, adwise you to eat your vords.  Atall events,
chanee your lock op & proper hexamination.

Bift, I leaves that ere chance to your vorship's own breasts §
If they have not a vord for poor Bill, vy I ain’t got dimmock to
employ a lawyer |
J}Iclzq. You von't go back then t
Bifl. I'm fixed to it, back apd edge, and no gammot.

Mag. Brother Beak, nothing more ia left for us to do nor to
consider on the armount 0° the fine.  Although the case o’ tho
unfortunate ¢ostermaonger admits of a little pity, still, for the
proper diffusion of the milk of humane kinduess-—as the immur-
tal Bluckstone says—amongst the bullock-boys and donkey-men
of the metropolis, any wood winking or leaniag fur'ard on owr
parts vouid set a bad hexample, and I fears cun't be yielded to.
Gennemen, am you made up your tminda as to the verdie?
Guilty? It rematns, thexn, for me to force the penslty. Prisoner,
does not von of your crouies come for'ard to spesk to your car-
rotter? Am you mo von i

Bill. Nouv von, your vorship; I dida't go for to think to ax
em ; but let thew choivick, and may 1 never die in child-bed, if
from one end of Kent-street to tother, you can fad a kid weay
motlnnk agin me,

Bay. Siog out for vithesses !

Eater First Witness.

What am you ?

3it. A coal-leaver, your worship.

Muag. Vou know you oo the prisoner

Wit. Hnow, your vorship{ that he's the humanest voan as
ever skibned a heel—the first at Billingsgate in & morning, the
Ist to go to roost at dark ; von as never voa thought nothing
else nor a trump ; he deala in the freshest mnckerel and the
iargest sﬁ!& ; for buying and seiling to the best advantage
give me Bill Finoch before asy kid in Kent-strest.
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AMag. But vot knows you o2 his moral carrotter.

Wit. His maw—maw—ale carrotter, your worship, vy he
playa at shove-ha'penny like & cock.

Mag. Ave there any more vitnessea

[Another Wiltess comen forward.]

Vot knows you on the priscuer §

Wit. Nothing but good, my lorthur.

Mag. Vas he never lock’d up in the vaichua ?

Wit. Not never but once, my lorthur ; and that ere vos for s
abindy, vhen ve vos both lushy.

Mag. Vot else does you know |

Wit. Vy, as this here, my lorthur—if he goes to the mili, they
von't make him vork hard.

Mag. Am you nothing else to show 1 Did Le not neverdono
grcatb mor mag-panny-mous action §

Wit. Do any who, my lorthurt Ye—Yes. 1letwicc floored
his old grandmother, and twice put his old biind father into &
vater buit |

Mag. Am there any more Vitnesses!

Bilz Your Vorship, 1 feelsas if I had the barnacles on, or
siood in the stocks, to stand here and listen to yarns ebout a
carrotter, and all that ere. If you doesn’t think I'm a trump,
vy its no more use than taking cvals to Neweastle to patter here.

Mag. Gennemen, is your opinion still unshook’d §  Prisoner,
what am you to esy vy the full penalty of furty hog should not
be ievelled a-top on youl If you is got nothing to offer, now is
the time to laurch out.

Bill. In » moment, your vorship—in & moment. [Blowing
bis nese.] Damn it, my nvse is rather troublesoine.  Your vor-
ship, I had been thres months to the mill for a ’zault, and my
donkey—as good a von to go a8 ever wan seen—lud wol done v
work all that ers time. 1 bhad comelioms as frisky as a 8y ina
treacla-pot. 1 foued Sarsh—that’'s my voman, your vorship-
with all her toggery up the fiue, but rwmicy oll other rags.
Vsll, your vorslip, I inwited my pala to a bit of 8 blow out,
and vhen ve vos all a5 merry &8 a 10t ¢ chummica on & May
day, there comes in a cove to Bay thers vos a glut o’ mackerel
down at the Gate. [ hampersd my moke, and set off vi’ the
bags to lay in & deliop. T badn't got furder nor the tother side
o’ Smiffel, vhen my donkey got his leg in a plug-Lole. I upsvi’
my bit of ash—[shewing & stick about the size of a rolliog
g'm}uruu up to him, and velted away on his behind as long as

vos able ; vhen up comes a covee, and begioa to preach s sar-
mint about cruslty to the kanimal. I never stuwed it—never

=3
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stopped. Vould any o” your vorehipa 7 Joliy good luck to you
and yeur vomen, saya {1 Vould any o' your vorships ha® struck
a donkey, as if you'd been going {o kill a flea ora bug? No, you
vouldn’t! You'd ha' done s I did. And vot d1d 11 vy, [
vopp'd the donkey like a sack ! and had your vorship been the
donkey —you're ass enough—ac help me ttur, 1'd ha’ done it.

— .

THE FELON.

On ! mark his wan sed hollow cheek,
Axnd mark his eyd-balla glare:

And mark his teeth in avguish clench'd,
Toe acguish of despair:

Enow, since three deys, his penasce borue,
You felon left u jail ;

And sinee three days no food hag pass'd
Thoke Lips so perch'd and pale

' Whers vhall T turo ? tha wrelch exclaima;
42 Where hide my shamceful head ?

Bow Ay my scorn? Oh! how coobhive
Yo earn my honest bread !

Thia branded hand would gladly il ;
But wheo for work I pray,

Who eees this mark-—' A FeLow ! crivs,
Axnd Josthing Lurns away.

*c This heatt bas greatly err'd, bot now
Would fain revert to good ;

‘Fhis hand has greatly sinn'd, but yet
Has ne'er been stain'd with blood,

For worl, or alms, in vaie I sue;
‘The ceomers both deny:

I sterve ! I starve !—then what rewalos
This chotee—ta sin or die/

‘* Hare virlue spuroe me with disdain!
Here plengure spresds het enate

Btrong babit drags me back ta vics,
Arnd wrged by flerce despair,

I strive while bunger guaws my heart,
To By from shame iz vain,

World, tly thy crael wlll! I yleld,
And plungs in gutlt again.
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“ There's mercy io each ray of Hght
That mortal eyes er BRW

Tohere's mercy in esch breath of aiv
‘That mortal lips e'er draw!

Fhere's mercy both for bird and beast
Io God's indulgent plan

Toere's mercy in esch creeping thivg—
But man has none for man!

" ¥e proudly honest ! when ye heard
My wounded coscience grosn,

Eed gensrous hasd or feeling heart
Ooe glimpeo of mercy shown,

That sct had made, from hurning eyes,
Sweet tente of virtae roll§

Had As'd my heart, assur'd my faith,
Arnd hear'n had gain'd g soul”

ON SATIRICAL WIT.

Trust toe, this oowary pleasentry of thine will sooner or
Iater bring thee into scrapes aud difficuitien, which no after wit
can extricate thee out of. Jo these sallies, too oft I see, it hap-
peos, that the persob laughed at considers himself in the lightof
® porsor injured, with all the righta of such a siivation belongiog
to him ; aod when thou viewest him in that light toc, and reck-
onest upon his friends, his family, his kindred, and allies, and
rousterest up with them the many recruits which will list under
him from a sense of common danger ; "tis Do extravagaat arith-
metic to ery, that for every ten jokes, thou hast got an hupdred
enemiea ; and till thou hast foge on, and raised a swarm of wasps
sbout thine ears, and art half stung to death by them, thon wilt
pever be conviseed it is ao.

1 canoot euspect it in the moas whota I esteem, that there is the
longt spur from spleen or malevolence of inteot io theee ealijes.
1 believe and know them to be truly hovest. and sportive ; but
coneider, that fools cannot distingnish this, and that koaves will
not 3 and thou knowest oot what it is, either o provoke the one,
or to make merry with the other : whevever they nsacciate for’
mutual defence, depesd upon it they will carry oo the warin
preh B manner against thee, my dear friend, as to make thee
heartily aick of it, and of thy life too. .

Raveage from scie baseful corzer shall level a tale of dis-
bonour at thes, which no innocencs of heart or intagrity of con-
duot sbal] set right. The fortunes of tby house shall totter—
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thy character, which led the way to them, shall bleed on svery
side of it—ihy faith questioned—thy works belied—thy wit for-
. gotten—thy learning trampled on, To wind up the Jast scene
of thy tragedy, CrugLry and CowanDiCE, twin ruffians, hired
and set on by Matice iu the dark, shall strike together at all thy
infirmities and mistakea ; the best of us, my friend, lie open there,
and trust me—when to gratify a private appetits, it is oDce
resolved upon, that an innocent snd an helpless creature shall be
sacrificed, it is an easy mstter 1o pick upsiicks enough from any
thicket where it has strayed, to make a fire to offer 1t up with.

THE SEVEN AGES OF WOMAN.

Tax world's & stage—and wan hes seven ages,
B Shakspeare writes, king of drawatic sages;
But he forgot ta tell you in his pan,

That Wornan plays her part es well as Man,

First, how her Infant heart with triumph ewells,
When the red coral shakes ita silver bells !
Bhe, like young statestaen, a9 the rattle rings,
Leaps at the sound, and steuts fu leading strings.

Wext, little Miss, In pin-a-fote po trim,
With nurse 8o noisy—with mamus 80 prim—
Eager to tell you all she's taught 30 utter,
Lispn &8 she graspa the slotted bread and butber;
Type of her sex—who, though no longer young,
Haolds every thisg with ease, escept the tongue,

A Bchool Girl then, she curls her hair lo papers,
And mimica Father's gout sad Mother's vapourm ;
Tramples alike on cusiom npad on toes,

And whispers all she fears to all she knows
 Betty,” she eries, *' it cowmes into my head,

014 maide grow crogs because their cits are dead ;
My governess hag heen in puch a fuss,

About tha death of our ofd tabby pusa;

Ghe wears black stockings—ha ! ha !—what & pother,
*Cause one old cat's in mourning for snother !

The child of nature—free frowm pride and pomp,
Axnd sure ta please, though nothiog but e romp.

Mext riper Ming, who, naturo motre diseloxing,
Now finde some tracts of art are interposing ;
And with blue laughing ayss bebind her fan,
First acts her part with that great actor--Man !
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Behold her now an ogling valn Coguetta,
Catching male gudgesns Lo her silver meb.
Al things revers'd—the neck cropl close and bere,
Searce forla the fneambrance of a single hair;
Whilsl the thiclt forehead tresses, frizeled full,
Rival the tafted locks that grace the bull

Then eomes tliat sober character—a Wife,
With all the dear dimtrocling sares of life.
A th 4 carda, & th d joys extend,
For what may vet upon & ¢ard depend ?
Thaugh justice io the morn claim Hfty pounds,
Five hundred wob at night may heal the wounds.
Mow shell anatch half a glance at opcra, ball,
A meteor trac’d by nome, though seen by =ll;
Till spousy Ands, while snxious o immure her,
A patent coffun ouly caw securs heri

At a3t the Dowager, o socient flounces,
‘With snofi and spectacles, ¢Ais age dunounces.,
And thus she moralizes i—

{ speaks like un old reoman. )

4« How bold and forward each young firt appears
Couriebip io my time lasted seven lomg years;
Now zeven bitle montha suftice of coulse,
For sourting, marrying, ssolding, and divoree.
What with their truss'd-up shapea and panisloons,
Direas occupiea the whole of honey-moona.
‘They say we have oo souls—hot what more odd is,
Nor men, oor women, zow have any bodies.
When I was young, fy heart wag alwayy tonder,
Apd would to ev'ry spouse I had surrender;
Their wishes to retose L never Qdurst,
And my fourth died 8s happy as my first.”

Truth {0 such splenetic nnd i designs,
And let us mingle eandour with our lines.
In all the atogas of domentic life,
Ag child, ma sister, parent, friend, and wife;
‘Woman, {he source of every fond empioy,
Beftens ulfiiction, aod enlivens joy.
YWhal is your boast, mole rulers of the land ?
Yow cold and cheerless all you can command ;
Yaig your ambitien—vaiz your weallh aud power,
Unless kind woman share your raptur'd four;
Trless, "midst all the glaze of pepeant art,
Ehe adds ber smils, and triumphe in your heart.
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THE SPEECH OF NICHOLAUS,

The old Syracuran, aguinst putiing the Athenian Generals
to Death.

You here behold an unfortunate father, who has felt more than
any other Syracusan the fatal effects of thia war, by the death of
the two sons, who formed ail his conaslation, and were the ooly
support of his ¢ld age. [ cannot, indeed, forbear admiring their
courage and felicity, in sacrificing o their country's wellfare a
life of which they would one day have been deprived by the
eommor course of nature ; but then I canpot but be atrongly
affected with the cruel wound which their death haa madein my
heart, nor forbear hating and detesting the Atlenians, the au-
thors of this unhappy war, s murdereis of my children. [
enpzot, however, conceal one cireumstance, which is, that [ am
less sensible of my private affiiction than of the homour of my
country ; and 1 see it exposed to eternal infamy by the barbar-
ous advice which is now given youn. The Atlienians, indeed,
raerit the worst treatment, and every kind of punishment that
can be inflicted on them, for o unjustly declaring war against
us ; but havenot the gods, the just avengers of erimes, punished
them, and avenged us sufficiently §. When their generals lajid
dowz their arms and sarrendered, did they not do this in hopes
of baving their lives epared 1 And if we put them to death, will
it be poseible for us to aveid the just reprosch of our having
violated the lews of pations, and dishonoured eur vietory by an
urtheard-of cruelty 1 How ! wiil you suffer your glovy to be thus
sullied in the fuce of the whole world, and have it said, that a
nation, who first dedicated a temple in their city to Ciemency, had
not fonod roy in yours? Suorely victories and triumphs do not
give immortal glory to a city ; but the exercising of mercy to-
wards a vanguished enemy, the using of moderation i the greatest
prosperity, and fearing to offend the gods by a haughty and ivso-
leat pride. You doubtiess have zmot forgot that this Nieias,
whose fate you are going to prooouncs, was tlie very man who
pleaded your cause inthe assembiyof the Atherizos, and employed
all his credit, and the whole power of his eloquence, to dissuade
hie country from embarking in this war ; shuuld you therefore
promounce pentence of destl: on this worthy gecerni, would it be
o just reward for the zeal he showed for your inferesti With
regard to myself, death would be less grievous to me thau the
sight of so horrid an injustice committed by my countrymen and
fellow citizena,
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THE BACHELOR'S REABONB FOR TAKING A WIFE

Gnave suthors gay, and witty poets sing,

That honest wedlock s 8 glorigus thing -

Hut depth of Judgment most in him appears,

Who wisely weds In his maturer yeara,

Ther, let him choose a damsel young and falr,

To bless his age, and bring & worthy heir;

Teo soothe hia csres, and frea from nolse and sirife,
Conduct him gently to the verge of life;

Let ainful bachelors their woes deplors,

Fall well they morit all they feel, and more;
Tnmaw'd by precepts buman and divina,

Like birds and beasta promiseuously they join:
Nor know to make the present blessing last,

To hope the future, or esteem the past;

But vainly hoast the joys they mever try'd,

And find divulged the secrets they would hide.

The marry'd msa may bear his yohe with ease,
Becure at once himself and heaven to pleass ;

Aund pass bis inoffenaive hours away,

In blise all night, snd innocence all day @

The' fortune ch his Bpouse
Augments his joys, or mitigates his paing.

But what 5o purs which emvious tongues will spaze?
Bome wicked wita have libell’d all the fair,

With matchless impudence they style n wife

The dear-bought gurse, and lawiul plagus of life; -
A bosom serpent, & domestic evil,

A night lnvesion, and & mid-dey devil.

Let not the wise these eland'roua words regard,
But curee the bones of every lying bard.

All other goods by Fortune’s hand sre given—
A wife iz the peculiar gift of heaven:
Vaio Fortune's favours, never at a stay,
Like empty shedows, glide and pnss away;
One solid comfort—our elernal wife,
Abundantly puppliey us all our Lfe.
This bleasing lasts (if those who Lry say bme;
An loug s o'er a heart can wish—snd longer 164,

Our grandsive Adam, e'er of Eve possess'd,
Alone, and even io Paradise unbless'd,
With mourpful logks the blisaful scenes survey'd,
And wander'd in the solftary shade:
The Mauer saw, took pity, and hestowed
Woman, the last, the best reserve of God.
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A wifa! ah, gentle deftles, can he
That has & wife &'er feoi adversity ?
Would men but follow what the sex advise,
All things would prosper—all the world gTow wiss.
"Twas by Rebecca's aid that Jacob won .
‘His fatber's blessing from an elder son;
Abusiva Nabal ow'd his forfait life,
To the wise conduet of a pradent wife;
Metsic Judith, as old Hebrews show,
Presery'd the Jews, and alew the Assyrian foe:
At Hester's suit, the persecuting sword
‘Waa sheathad, abd Terael lived to bless the Lord
Be charmn'd with virtucur joys, and scber life,
And try that Christian comfort, eall'd a ife.

DIALOGUE FROM “THE RIVALS.”
[Enter Captain Absolute.]

Capt. *Tis just a3 Fag told me, indeed,— Whimsical enough,
Haith ! My father wants to foree me to marry the very girl I
am plotting to run away with ! He must not know of my con-
nexion with ler yot awhile. He has too sutnmary a method of
proceeding in these matiers ; however I’ll read my recantation
instantly. My conversicn is something sudden, indeed ; but I
can assure him it is very sincere——So, so, here he comes—he
looks plaguy gruff. [Steps nzide.

[Enter Sir Anthony Absolute.]

Sir 4. No, I'll die sooner than forgive him, Die, did Tmay ¥
'l live these fifty years to plague him. At our last meeting,
his impudence had almost put me putof temper.  An obstinate,
pasuionate, gelf-willed boy ! Who can he take aftert Thisis
my return for getting him before all hia brothers and sisters !
for putting him, at twelve years old, into a marching regiment,
end aliowiog him fifty pounds a year, besides his pay, ever since.
But [ have done with him—he’s any body's son for me—[ never
will see him more—never, never, never, never.

Capt. Now for a penitential face.

Sir 4. Fellow, get out of my way.

Capt. Sir, you see & penitent before you,

Sir A. 1eee an impudent sconndre] befove me.

Capt. A sincere penitent. I am come, sir, to acknowledge my
error, and te submit entirely to your will.
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Bir A. What's that1

Capt.-1 have been revolving, and reflecting, and copsidering
on your past goodness, and kindoess, and condescension to me.

ir A, Wall, sir t

Capt. [ bave been |ikewise weighing, and balancing, what you
were pleased to mention, coneerning duty, and obedisuce, and
authority.

Sir 4, Well, puppy 1

Capt. Why then, sir, theresult of vy reficetions is, a resolu-
tion to sacrifice every inclination of my own 1o your satisfaction.

Sir 4. Why, now yon talk sense, absolute sense ; [ never
beard any thing more sensible in my life. Confound you, you
shall be Jack again.

Capt. I am happy in the appellation.

8ir 4. Why then Jack, my deur Jack, I will now inform you
whao the lady really in. Nothing but your passion and violence,
you eilly fellow, prevented me telling you at first. Prepare, Jack,
for wonder and rapture—prepare. What think you of Miss
Lydia Lavguish

Cap?. Languish! What, the Langnishea of Worceatershire

Sir .d, Worcestershire, no.  Did you never meet Mrs. Mala-
prop, and her miece, Miss Languish, who came into cur country
just before you were last ordered to your regiment.

Capt. Malaprop | Lasguish ! I don"t remember ever to have
heard of the names before. Yet, stay, I think I do rocollect
samething, Languish—Languish--She squinta, dont she t—a Lit-
tle rod haired girl. :

Sir A. Squints (—A red-haired girl, Zounds, no !

Lape, Then I must have forgot ; it can't be the same .

Sir 4. Jack, Jack, what think you of blooming love-breathing
seventeen §

Capt. As to that, sir, I am guite indifferent ; if I can please
you in the matter, tis all I desire.

Sir 4. Nay, but Jack, such eyes, auch eyes, so innocently
wild | 8o bashfully irresolute! Not aglance but spesks and kin-
dles some thoughts ¢f love! Then, Jack, her cheeks, Lier cheoks,
Jack ; so deeply-blushing at the insinuations of her tell-tale eves,
Then Jack, her lips, O, Juck, lips, smiling at their own diseretion ;
and, if not amiling, more sweetly poating, more lovely in sullen-
ness ! Then, Jack, her neck. O, Jack, Juck.

Cupe. And which is o be mine, sir, Lhe niece, or the amnt !

Sir A. Why, you unfeeling, inseusible puppy, I deapise you.
When I was of your age, euch s descriptivn would have made
me By like & rocket. The aunt, indeed ; Odds life, when I ran

T
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away with your mother, I would not bave touched any thing old
or ugly to have gained an empire.

Cupt. Not to please your father, sir 1

Sir 4. To pleass my father——Zounds, not to please—0,
my father—Oddso,—yes, yes ; if my father, indeed, had desired
—that’s quite ancther matter——Though he wasa’t the indulgent
father that [ am, Jack.

Capt 1 dare say not, sir.

Sir 4. But, Jack, you are not sorry to find your mistress is
80 beautiful ¥ '

Capt. Sir, T repeat it, if I please you in this affair, *tis all I
desire. Not that [ think a #oman the worse for being handsome ;
but, sir, if you pleasa to recollect, you before hinted something
about a hump or two, one eye, and a fow more graces of that
kind—uow, without being very nice, I own I shonldrather choose
& wife of mine to bave the usual number of limbs, and a limited
quantity of back ; and, though one eye may be very agreeable,
yet a8 the prejudice has always run in favour of twe, I would
bot wish to effect & singuiarity in that article.

Sir 4. What s philegmatic aot it is. Why, sirrah, you are
an anchorite, A vile, insensible stock ! You a scldier ! you're
» walking block, fit only to dust the company’s regimentals on.
0dds life, I've  great mind to marry the girl myself.

Capt. I am entirely at your disposal, sir ; if you ahould think
of addressing Miss Languish yourself, I suppose you would have
me marry the aunt ; or, if you should change your mind, and
take the old lady,—'tis the same to me, I'll marry the niece,

Sir 4. Uponmy word, Jack, thou'rt either a very great hy-
pocrite, or—but come, I know your indifference on such a sub-
ject must be all a lie, I"m sure it must—come, now, damn your
demure face, come, confess, Jack, you have been lying—ha’n’t
‘yout You i:ave been playing the liypocrite, hey 2—I'll never
forgive you, if you bia'n’t been lying and playiog the hypocrite,

Capt. ['m sorry, sir, that the respect and duty which 1 bear
to you should be so mistaken. )

Sir 4., Hang your respect and duty ! But come along with
me, I’ll write & note to Mrs, Malaprop, and you shall visit the
lady directly, Her syes shall be the Promethean torch to you—
come along, I'll never forgive you, if you don’t come back, atark
road with rapture and impatience—if you don’t, *egad, I’ll marry
the girl myself,
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RICHARD TIE SECOND IN HIS BPUNGEON.

1 wave been studying how I may compare

Thiz prison where I live ente the warld .

And, for hecanse the world is populons,

And bere is not a creature but myself,

I camnot da it ;—Yet I'H hammer it oot.

My braiz 1) prove the female to my soul;

My eoul the father: and these two beget

A gemeration of still-breeding thoughta,

And thege same thoughts people this littls world ;
In bumours lika the people of this world,

For oo thoughd ja contented. Ths better sort,—
A thought of things divine,——arg intermir'd
With seruples, snd de set the word itself
Aguingt the word:

Ag thus,—* Come little ores;” and then sgain,—
< It 1s a4 herd to comsa, a3 for & camel

To threed the postern of a neadie’s eye.
Thoughta tending to ambition, they do plot
Unﬂknly wonders how these vain wesk naily
May tenr a pessage through the finly ribs

Of this hard world, my razged prison walls;
And, for they cannot, die in their own pride.
Thonghts tending to content fatter th Aves, -
‘That they ara not the hrst of fortune’s slaves,
Nor shoil not be the last; like silly beggars,
Who, sitting in the stocks refure ibeir shame,—
Ths} many have, and others must sit there :
Ard ip this thought they fnd a kind of eana,
Bearing their own misfortune o2 toe back

Of auch o3 have hefore endur'd ths like,

Thus play I, in one person, many padple,

And nona contented : Sometimes am ¥ 8 king
Then treason makes me wish myscll B beggnr,
And 50 I am : Then crushing penury

Perspundes ma I was better when a king;

Ther am I king'J agnin 3 nod, by-aed-by,
Think that I mm unking'd by Bolingbroke,

And atrafght am nothicg :—But, whateer I am,
Ner i, nor any wan, that but man fs,

With nothlng ghali be pleas’d, till he he eas'd
With beivg volhing. —Music do I bear ?

( Maale.
Ha, ah, kesp time:—How sour sweet music is,
Wten Ltme is broks, and no proportion kept!
Bo in It in the music of men's lives,
And bere hove I the daiotiness of ear,

207
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To check tirae broke ln & disorderd string;

But for the coucord of my etate and tloe,

Had not an ear to hear my trog time broke.

X wasted time, and now doth tipe wasts ma.

For now hath titne made me his ourob'riog eloek:
My thoughts are minutes ; sod, with sighs, they jar
Their watches ob to mine eyes, the oulward watch.
Whereto my finger, Lke & dial's poinl,

T3 peinting still, in cleansing them from tears.
Naw, &, the sound, that teils what houor it s,
Are clamorous groans, that strike upon my heart,
Which is the Lol : Bosighs, and tears, and greans,
Bhow minutes, times, aud hours :—but my tioe
Fuos posting on in Bolioghroke's proud joy,
While I stand fooling here, {6 Jack o'the clock.
This music mads me, let it sound oo wore;

For, though it hath holps mad men to their wits,
Tn me, it seemns it will make wise men mal

¥et Bescing oo his heart that gives it me!

For ‘tis a aign of fove; and love to Richard

I» & strange Urooch in this all-bating wotld,

EMANCIPATION,

ABoUT sixteen years ago, the writer of this article was ¢onvers-
ing with 3 Roman Catholic who farmed a few acres of land, and
was not well satisfied with the general state of affairs ; “bot,
said he, ¢ things won’t be s0 had when we are mancipated.
¢ What, Barvey,” said I, fare you a politician 1 do you under-
stand the question of emancipation ¥ ¢ Understand it said
Barney, * do you think [ am a goose ! whe isit that doesn'’s
uoderstand it ¢ Well, and what do you mean by emancipation?®
¢ Maoe by it ; why, what every body else tmanes by it, to be sure,
But tell me what you mane by it yourself, and then in troth I’ll
tell you what I think of it Well, Barney, if you wore eman-
cipated, your son Paddy wmight propose himsell as a candidate
to represent the eounty in parliament ; and your son Peter, who
is now elerk to ——, might become lord chancelior ; akd your
son Jack, the sailor, might be h:gh admiral of the British navy ;
and—— ¢ Ballevdash and babbles,” said Barney, © who would
wake my gossoons mimbers of parliament, and admirals, aed the
likes of that? po, that’s not mancipation st all,” ¢ Well, Barney,
now let me have your meaning of the term.” * Do you know,' said
e, * S, K. of Dublin ¥ ¢ Very well, said I ; ¢ he s your Jandiord
and mwine,” f And do you know who Lives in that big house at
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the top of yon hill I Yes, ’tia the Rev. L. the rector of the
parish’  “[n troth it is. Now that sawme 5. X. do yon see, that
negver entered a plough on my land, and nevereet a rig of pra-
tiea in it in all his life, makes me give him thirty shillinga an
acre for it ; and that same L. charges me tbirteen-pence an nere
for it besides ; and if [ won’t give it to him, hia proctor coroes
and takes away the tinsh stook from my field of ouis and whate,
aa if Iie sowed and raped it himself. Now if I was mancipated,
@’ye mind, 1 wouldn's give S. K. a rap fardiog for my own land,
which I labour myself ; andaa to the rector, a8 yon eall bim, in-
stead of giving him oats, whate or money, I'd give him (if he'd
ax aoy) a kick in the ——.  And that's what I'd call bein’ man-
vipated.

JOHANNA.

Ty night-wind sbook the tapestry round sn sancient polace room,
Aund torches, as it rose aod foll, waved through the gorgeows gloom,
And o'er @ shadowy regal couch threw fitful gleams of red,

Where p woman with long xaven bair set walchivg by the dead.

Palo glaam'd tha festures of the desd, yet glorlons atill to see,

Lilke » hunter o a chief athuck down, while bis beart and stap were free.
Mo shroad ba wore—no rebe of desth—but there majestic lay,

Proudly acd sadly, glitteriog in royalty's aresy-

But sha that with the dark hair watch’d by the cold elumberor's nide,
On fier wan cheek no beauty dwelt, aod in her gurb oo pride;

Only her full impassion'd eyes, aa o'cr that clay she bent,

A mildness and & tenderness in stroug resplendence blent.

And sa the swift thoughts ¢ross’l her soul, like ghadows of & eloud,
Amidst the sileat room of death, the dreamer spoke nloud ;

Bhe spolie to hit stho could not hear, sad cried, “bhon yet oilt owake,
Aud learn my watchings and my tzars, belov'd one, for thy sake.

They told me this wos death—but well T know It could not be;
Frirest and stntetlest of the earth | who spoke of death for thee?
They would have wrapt tha funeral ahroud thy gallaot form arcund,
But [ forbad—-and there thon art, 38 & monarch, rok'd apd crowa'd !

With all thy bright locke gleaming still, thelr coronal benealh,
And thy brow so proudly beautiful—who said that this was desth ?
Bilence beth besg upon thy lips, and stiliness round thee long,
DBut the hopeful apirit in my breast iv all undizonad end strong.

I kpow thou hast not lov'd me yei—1 am oot falr, like thee—
The very ﬂﬂw_]?f whose dear eye threw ronnd s light of glee ©
5
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A tradl and drooping form is foine,—a cold uosmillng choek—
Oh ! 1 bave but & woman's heart wWherewith fAl heart 1o boak.

But wheo lthou wahkest, ;y Priace, my Lord ! and hearst bow 1 have kept
A Jopeiy vigil by thy side, and o'er thee pray'd and wept;

How in one leng deep dream of Lhee, oy daxys nod nights have past,—
Burely that humbiv palient love, musf win bock love at last,

Agd thew wiit smile—my own, my own, shall be the suooy amlie,
Which briglhtly fell, and joyously, 6o all dbul me, erewhils !
No more in vain affuction’s (hirst my weary soul shall pioe,
Ob! years of Lope deferr'd were paid by oze fond glance of thine

Thoult meet e with that radiant iook, when thou comest from Lhe ehase,
From me, from aze, in fesial hally, it shall kindls o'er thy face §

Thoult reck ne more, though beagtys gift mite Aspect Tny oot bless;

Io thy kiod eyas, this deep, desp love, shall give tee iovelizara

But, wake, my heart withln e buras, yet oucs more 4o rejolce
In the spund te which it ever leap'd, the music of thy voice;
Avwalie? I st in solitude, that thy first look and tove,

And the gixdrcss of thy openiog eyes, muat all ba mmive alone®

Tu the still chombers of the dust, thus pour'd forth day by day,
The passion of that loving dresmu (tom b troubled soul ghve way ;
Until tha shadows of the gruve had swepl o'et every groce,

Leeft 'wabddet the awluleess of death oo the priocely form and Roa.

And slowly broke the fearful trulh upen the walcher's brenst,
And they bore away (he rovel dead, with requisms, to his rest,
With banners and with kuighlly plumes sl waviog to the wind,
But a woman's breken heart was left, in ils loug despair bohind.

HYPOCHONDRIASIS.

Hy-po-CHON-DRI-4-313 i9 one of those unaccountable words, that
learned men put into the mouths of the people, without thinking
whether they can ever get them out again ; 2 word not one ina
hondred ecan pronounce, mor one io fifty uoderstand,~—in oue
word, it meaaces a lock-jaw.

There are two ports of Hy-po-chon-dri-a-sis. Onea sort of
meiancholy madness, principally the lot of gentlemen in love—I
say gentfemen, because the ladies are deficient iu the natural
gravity and solemsity =uf disposition ¥ to titule &
Hy-po-chou-dri-ac ; for when the modern Veays is iz love, she
thinks more of the Grretna Vuleas, than sittiag, like patience oz
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» reonument, smiling &t grief, and lettiag ** coneealmest, like s
worm i'the bud, feed on her damask cheek.”

The other, aud moet comical sort of Hy-po-chon-dri-acs, are
they who have » species of innate fear of the most harmless
thizge iz existence ; pome of theso have a wortal snd murderous
antipathy to doge ; others will run across the street and * bide
their diminishedheads,” to ehun ean itinerant vender of old clothes.
And others, who would as soon commit suicide as go under s
Isdder or seaffolding ; but these latter more properly come under
the class of P Hticus i ‘_‘ L

I myoelf have a mortal aversion to—na Kitef srising, I believe,
from some praoks, when wmy wite were in their firet stage, of one
of those imudicious beings—a Nurse-msid-—and which corn-
pletely thrumburabled my young ideas. To frighten me, & MaN-
¥1TE was placed st my bed foot : and ever after, my midnighs
dreacus and waking thoughts were of xivEs. .

Of the maceer in which Hy-po-chon-dri-a-sis scatters one’s
idenn, the following is a epecimen :—

When between the age of five and eix, and whea my kite-manis
bad reached ite height, I had an punt, and certainly both a great
and good aunt: bhut mevertheless to her } iook sn emdipathy.
Firet of ali, her name was—J itely—encugh of iself to eot xay
Eoung heart in a flustration—but added to this oy eaid sunt's

ead was exceediogly srosil, and ber two shoulders unusuaily
broad, and whether it was roy beated imagipation or not, | canoot
suy, but I certainly thought ber lower parts fast “ dwindling to
their sliortest spav,” deciining gradually from the shonlders to
the heels : ebe wore ubusnally iarge “leg of mutton sleeves,”
and aisc an immeanse Cashwere shawl doubled disgovally, which
peaded from the af id wide shoulders, gave ko my aunt
belind, the exact image of ¢ Kite. But this unfolds culy half
ey misery, for thereby hangsa tail; wmy aunt had eloven daugh-
ters, the eldest fourteen, the rost gradually decreasiog in height
untiithe tittie urchin of two yoars was simont lost in the distance,
My sunt was a grest lover of female decorum, and had 8 very
urigque tante, clothing all her daugbters in owe colour, white,
My eousins, under the hands of the Drill Serjeaat, wera all taughs
to walk boit upright, and my sunt chose that they should walk
in & swaight line—praduslly progressing upwards from coe to
eleven. Faney, therefore, Lhe torture iz wy moraing walks
of this Worax Hivz ard her til, winding aiong iz their early
siriag.

The nurseccaid I zever forgave, as tl:a canse of my dislike to
oue of the best of women ; one who would have taught xme to soar,
like Mr. Groea the seronaut, above the petty disterbances of this
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warld, but for the fear of disgracing the Zine of my ancestry by
dying suspended from a string.

TELL'S SPEECH.

Y& crags and peaks, I'm with you ouce agun !
T bold to yuu the hands yeu tirst bebeld,
To show they still are free. Meothinks | hear
A gpirit in your echoes apawer me,
And bid your tenant welcoma to his homa
Again !—&) sacred forms, how proud you look!
tow high you Lft your heads ivto tho sigy !
1low huge you are! how mighty and how frea!
Yo are the things that tower, that shise—whoss swite
Makes glad—whose {rown la lervible—whose forma,
Ttobed or bedd, do wl) the imp WeRT
Of gwe divina,  ¥e guards of liberty,
I'm with you once agabs i—I1 @il to you
With all my voice '—1 hold my baods to you
To stow they atil are free. I rush to you
As though I eould embrata you !
Sealiog yonder peak,

I eaw an eagle wheeliog near its brow
O'at the pbyss :—~his broad expanded winge
Lay calm aed motionless upon the air,
Ae Uf he foated thars withoul their aid,
By tha sols et of bia unlorded will,
That bucyed bim proudly vp. Instinglively:
1 bent my bow; yet hept be rounding stil
His airy cirele, s io the delight
Gf mexsurlng the awmple raoge beneath,
And round sbout absort'd, he heeded not
The death that threaten'd him —I could oot ahootw
"Twas liberty '—I tarsed my bow aside,
And lot bim soar away !

Heaveps, wilh what pride T wied
To walk these bills, and isok p to my God,
Aznd bless blm that it was 0. It was free—
From end to ead, from cliff to kaka "twas free—
Frea aa our torreata ara that lesp our rocis,
And plovgh our valleys without paking leave;.
Or as our pealo that wear their capa of engw,
In very presence of toe reged suo.
How happy was it then ! I loved
Ils very morms. Yes, Emma, | have sab
Iz oy boat at aight, wheo midway o'er the ke,
The stars sont gut, aod down the moubtaie gorge
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The wind eamo roaring. 1 bere est and eyed

The thunder breakiog from his clond, and soatied
To see hita shake his lightologs o'et my head,

And thiok I had no master save his own. *

You know the jutting eliff round which & track

Tp hither winds, whose base is but Lhe brow

To auch apother one, with scanty room

Far two abreast 1o pass?  O'ertaken thers

By the mouutsin blast, I've laid me fat slong,
And while gust followed gust more furjously,

As if to pweep mae o'er the horrid brink,

And X have thought of othsr lands, whose storros
Are pummsr Hlaws to those of xaine, and Just

Have wished ms there—the thought that mine way fres,
Has checked that wish, and ) have mised my Lead,
And eried o thmidam to that furicus wind,

Blow on! This is the land of Liberty !

THE GRAVE DIGGERS IN HAMLET,

1 Clown. [ashe to be buripd in Christisn burial that wilfully
woeks her own palvation |

2 Clo. I tell thee she is ; therefors mnke ber grave straight;
the crowner hath set on her, and finds it Christian burial,

L Clo. How can that be, unlesa she drowned herself in her
own defence ¢

2 Clo. Why "tis found so.

1 Clo. 1t must be s¢ offendendo ; it cannotbe else. Forhers
lies the point : If X drown myself wittingly, it argues an act:
and an act hath three branches ; it is, t act, to do, and to per-
form ; argal, she drowned berself wittingly,

2 Cia. Nay, but hear you, goodman deliver.

1 Clo. Give me leave. Here lies the water; good : hers
stands the man ; goad: [f the man goes to this water, and drown
himeelf, it is, will he, nill be, he goes ; mark you that : bat if
the water come to him, and drown him, he drownd not himself :
argal, be that is not guilty of his own death, shortens nos his own
jife

2 Clo. But js this [awt

1 Clo, Ay, marry is't ; crowner's-quest law,

2 Clo, Will you ha'the truth on't; If this had not been a
gevtlewomaan, she ehould have been buried cutof Christinnbuarial,

1 Clv. Why, there thou ssyest: And the more pity ; that
great folke shall have countsnnnca iu thie world to drown or
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hmg theraeelves, more than their even Christixn. Come my
epade, Thera is no ancient geatleren but gardevers, ditchers,
and grave-makers ; they hold up Adara’s professicn.

2 Clo. Was he s gentlemant

1 Clo. He was the firat that ever bore arma,

2 Clo. Why he had none.

1 Cfo, What, art o besthen 7 How dost thou understand the
scripture t The seriprure aays, Adam digged : Could he dig
withiout arms ¥ T°l1 put another question to thee : 1f thou an-
swerest me not to the purpese, coafess thyself— :

2 Clo. Go to.

i Clo. What s he, that bailds stronger than either the maacn,
tho shipwright, or the carpenter

2 Clo. The galiows maker: for that frame outlives s thogsand
fenants.

1 Clo. Ilike thy wit well, ipgood faith ; the gallows does well
But how does it well 1 it doea well to thoee that doill : now thou
dost ill, to eay the gallows is buiit stronger than the church ;
argal, the gallows msay do well to thee. To'% again ; come.

2 Clo. Wiio builds stronger than s mason, » shipwright or &
carpenter 1 . :

1 Cia. Ay, tell me that, and unyoke.

2 Clo. Marry, now [ can tell.

1 Clo. To't.

2 Clo, Masns, 1 eannot teil,

1 o, Cudgel thy brains no tore about it ; for your dul! ass
will not taend hie pace with beating : and, when you are asked
thiz question next, eay, a grave-maker ; the houses thathe makes
tast uill doomsday.

HAMLET, HORATIO, AND THE GRAYE-DIGRER.

Qrape-dipger.—In youth, when I &id love, did love,
Methought, 1t waa very smaet,

R To eonlract, &, the time, for, ah, my bebove,

Q, methought thers wae nolhing meel.

Ham. Han this fellow no feeling of his busiess 1 he aings

ot E—a\ra-making.
or- Custosa hath made it iz him o property of easiness.
Ham. 'Tis o'ets po : the haad of littie employment hath the
daiotier eense.

Gra.—FHut aga with bls stealing stepe,
Huth elaw'd me 1o his dubed,
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And hath shipped me into the land,
Ae if I had uever bean such.
[Throws up & Beull.

Ham. That seull had a tonguein it, and could sing once: How
the knave jowla it to the ground, as if it were Cain's jaw-bons,
that did the first murder ! Thia might be the pate of a politieian
which this asa now o’er reaches: one that would circumvent God,
might it oot ¢

or. It might, my lord.

Ham. Or of s courtier ; which would sy, ¢ Good-morrow,
sweet lord | How dost thou, good lord #  This might be my
lord such-a-one, that praised my lord such-a-one's horss, when
he meant to beg it ; might it not 2

Hor. Ay, my lord.

Ham, Why, ¢’en 80 ; and now my lady Worm's ; ghapless,
snd koocked about the mazzard with & sexton’s spade ; Here'’s
fine revolution, an we had the frick to see’t, Did these bones
cost Do more the breeding, but to play at loggats with them ?
Mice ache to think on’t,

ra.—A plek-axe, and o spade, s spsde,
For—and a shrouding sheet;
0, u pit of clay for to be made
Far such a guest 1s meet,
(Throwa up & Beull.

Ham. There's another : Why may not that be the seull of &
lawyer ¥ Where be his quiddita now, his quillets, his cases, his
tenures, and his tricks ! why does he suffer this rude knave to
Imock him about the sconce with a dircy shovel, and will not tell
him of his action of battery? Humph! This fellow might be
in’s time a great buyer of land, with his statutes, his recogniz-
noces, his fines, his double voanchers, his recoveries : 1s this the
fine of his fines, and the recovery of his recoveriee, to have his
fine pate full of fine dirt ¢ will his vouchers vouck him no more
of his purchases, and double ones two, thanthe length aud breadth
of a pair of indentursa t the very couveyances of hin Jande will
hardly lie in this box ; and must the inkeritor himeelf bave no
more ! ba §

Hor, Not a jot more, my lord.

Hom. Is not parchment made of sheep-skina 1

Hor. Ay my lord, and of calves-skioe too,

Ham. They are sheep, and calves, which aeek out mssurance
in that. [ will sperkto this fellow :—Whowe grave’s thin, Sirrab §

Gra. Mine, Sir,—



218 GENERAL RECITRR,

0, 8 it of clay for to be mads
For ench o guest is meet.

Ham. 1 thiok it be thine, indeed, for thou liest in't.

Gra. You lie out on’t, Sir, and therefore it is not yours : fur
wy I do pot lie in’t, yet it is mine.

am. Thow dost lie in’t, to be in’t and say it i3 thine ; "us for
the dead, not for the quick ; therefore thon liest.

Grd. *Tis 1 quick lie, Sir ; *twill away again, from me to you.

Ham. What man dost thou dig it for 1

{#ra. For no man, Sir.

Ham. What woran then {

Gra. For none neither.

Ham. Whao is to be huried in’t.

a eﬁ;a. Ope, that was s woman, Sir ; but, reat her soul, she's

Ham. How abeolute the knaveis! we must speak by the card,
or equivoeation will nnde vs. By the Lord, Horatio, these three
yoars I have taken note of it ; the nge is grown so picked, that
the toe of the peasant comes so near the heel of the courtier, be
galls his kibe. How Jong bast thou been s grave-maker 1

Gra. OF all the daya 'the year, I cam to't that day that our
lagt king Hamlet overcame Fortinbras.

Ham. How long's that eince !

Gra. Cannot you tell that1 every fool can tell that: Tt was
that very dsy that young Haoalet was born : he that is mad, and
sent into England.

Ham, Ag, marey, why was he sent into Ecglaod,
G'ra, Why, because he wag mad ; he ghall recover his wits
there : ov, if he do not, ‘tis no great matter there.

Ham. Whyt

Gra. 'Twill not be seen in him there ; there the men are as
suad aa he.

Ham. How came be mad?

Gra. Very atrangely, they say.

Ham. How ntmnge{y 1

Gra. 'Faith, e'sn with losing his wits.

Ham. Upon what ground

Gra. Why, here in Denmark ; I have been sexton here, man
and bay, thivty yeara.

Harwm. How long will & man e i"the earth ere he rot.

Gra. 'Feith, if ho be not rotten before he die, (s we have
mauy pocky corses now-a-days, that will scaree beld the laying
in,) he will last you some eight year, or nine yoar : atanner will
last you gine year.
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Hom., Why be more than another

(}ra. Why, Sir, bis bide ia so taoned withliia trade, that he
will keep out water & great while ; and your water is a sore de-
cayer of your whoreson dead body. Jere's a scull vow huth lajn
¥ou i"the eurth, three-and-twenty yenrs.

Ham. Whose was jt,

Gra. A whoreson mad feilow's it was,
Whose do you think it was?

Ham, Nay, I know not.

Gra. A pestilece ou him for a wad rogue ! he poured a flagon
of Rhenish oz my bead once. This same scul), Sir, wes Yorick's
scull, the king's jester.

Ham. Thia?

Gra. E'enthat.

Ham. Alas ! poor Yorick I-—I koew him, Horatio ) s fellow
of infizile jost, of mostexceflent faney ; he hath borne me on s
back a thousand tizoes ; and now, how abhorred in my iroagioa-
tiop it is ! my gorge rises at it. Here husg those lips, that I
have kissed I know not how oft. Where be your gibes now?
your gambole ¥ your scoge ! your flashes of merzimenti that
were wont Lo set & table ot a roar 1 Not ooe now, to mock your
own grinzing 1 quile chap-fallen T Now get you to my lady's
chawber, and tell her, let her paint ax inch thick, to this fa-
vour she musat torwe ; make her laughat that, Pr'ythes Horatio,
tell me ooe thing.

Hor. What's that, roy Jord 1

Ham. Doat thou thivk Alexander locked o’ thia {asion i"the
earth

Hor. E'en so.

Ham. And emselt so 1 pah!?

Hor. E'ex 8o, my lord.

Ham. To what base uses we roay refurn, Horatio ! why may
not imagination trace the moble duat of Alexander, tiil he find it
atopping & bung hole. o

or. *T'were to consider too curiously, to consider so.

Ham. No, faith, not a jot; but to follow him thither with
modesty emough, and likelibood tolead it : Asthus ; Alexander
died, Alexander was buried, Alexander returzed to dust; the
dust is earth ; of earth we make loam ; And why of that loam,
whereto he was converted, might they not stop a beey-barrel t

Impericua Cesar dead, and torn’d to elay,
Might stop a hole to keep the wind away:
Oh1 that the earth, which kept the world in awe,
Should pateh a wall to expel the winter's flaw |
v
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NUMBER ONE.

Er'a very hard, snd e it i3,
Ta live in such a row;

Aud witnesa this, thet every Miss
But me hag gob a beau :

Faor lave goas calling up and dowe,
But bere he sectos to shun;

¥'m sure he has been ask'd eoough
Ta call at Number One,

T stek of 3ll the double knovks
That corge to Number Four;

At Number Thres L often see,
A lover at the door.

And ona In blue at Number Two,
Calls daily like & dun

It's very hard they come 8o Dear,
And not to Number Oue.

Miss Bell, T hear, hos got & dear
Exactly to her mind,

By sitting &t the window pane
Without & bit of hlind.

But ¥ go in the Balcooy,
Which ghe has never done,

Yet arts thet thyive st Number Five,
Don't tels at Number Ooe.

“Tie hard with plenty in the street,
And plenty passivg by—
There's nica young mep at Number Ten,
But only rather shy.
And Mre, Bmith, scross the way,
Bas got 6 grOWR-Up 00 ;
But la, be hardly seems to kaow
There is o Number Cae.

There’s M. Wick at Wumber Nina,
But he'p intent on peld,

And though he's pious, will not love
His netghbour as himaelt.

At Number Beven there was o sals,
The goods had quite & run ;

And here I'te got my single lot,
On hand at Number Ons,
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My mother often sits ot work,
Aund talks of props and staye;

And what 3 comfort | ehall be
Io ber declining days.

Tle very maids about the bhouse,
Have sot me down 8 oun;

The swecthearts all belong to them
That call at Numbetr (ne.

Onea only, when the Sue took fire,
One Friday afternecn,

Young Mr. Long cama kindly in,
And told me not to swoon,

Why cant ha come again without
The Phenix and the pua?

Wa casnat always buve & Aue
On fire at Number One.

I om not old, | am net plain,
Nor awkward in my gait;

I am n¢t crooked like the bride,
That went froms Nowmlber Eigit.
I'u sure white satin wade her lock

A3 Lrown a3 any tun;
1yt even beay baa no chanee,
i think st Number Gue.

At Numher Siz, they sny Miss Rose
11na slain 8 score of hearla;

And Cupid for her saks hps Leen
Quite prodigat of darts.

The Limp thzy show with bended bow,
I wish he had & gun ;

Dut if he bad he'd wever deign
“o shiout &t Number Que.

Lé's very hard, and s¢ It ia,
Ta live ity such o Tow;

And bere's 4 bailed-singer come,
Ta azgravate my woe.

0 take away your foolish song,
And tenes enough to stun |

There {s nae huck about the house,
I know at Number Ooe.
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PADDY AND THE BEAR.

Apour tie time I was 8 boy, Arehy Thompson lived in Coshen-
dall, lower part of the county Antrim. He was a great man ;
kept s grocer's shop, was like Jack Factotum,—sold every
thing portable ; he waa a ponderous fellow, worc a wig like a
beehive, and waa called king of Cushendall. He oue night
found a male child at the shop door some montha old ; he em-
bracad it—swore he would keep it, and was as fond of him as
ever Squire Allworthy was of ‘Uoni Jones. A woman wad sent
for to nurse him ; they called her Snonter Shaughnessy, Lecause
she wanted the nosa,—SBnouter bad no suck, and poor Paddy
(for o he was christened) was spoon- fed, and soon grew a stoul,
well-buile feliow : and to show his gratitude, (for Pagdy had s
beart) would do all about the bouse himeslf. He was like Serub
in the Beaux Stratagem, servant of all work ; he milked the
cow, he dunged the byre, and thatched it ; he went to runrket ;
he goled the shoes ; he cleaned the kuives ; ha phaved ; and
powdered his master’s wig, which, after being drenched in &
journey, he would puta pokerin the fire, and change it from
ita state of faccidity to its pristine forra, as well as Charley
Boyand, or ever a peruke maker among them. Paddy’s delight
was in frequenting wakes, listening with avidity to any thing
marvellous.—His master being at Beifast, ha wont to old Brien
Sollaghan’s wake, where s lad just from a foreign voyage wan
telling stories out of the course of pature, improbable. FPaddy
Lelieved all but somsthing about blackamoors, be was relating ;
for he swore “’twas impossible for one man to be black acd
another man white, for he could not be natrraily black without
he waa painted ; but I’ll ask the master in the morning, when
he comes howe, and then [l know all abont it.” S0 be says
in the morning, * Master, is there any such thing aa a blacka-
racor 1 * To be sure there is, as many as would make regi-
ments of ther, but they're all abroad.” # Aud what makes
them black 3™ “ Why it’s the climate, they say.” ¢ And
what’a the climate 7 “ Why [ don't know: 1 beiieve it's
somethivg they rub upon them when theyre very youny.”
“ They must have & deal of it, and very cheap, if there’s as
many of them as you say.—The next time you'ro in Belfast, {
wish you'd get s picco of it, and we'll rub little Barney over
with ity and tlien we can have a blackamoeor of our own. DBat
a8 I'm going in the I[rish Volunteer, from Larne to America,
in the spring, L'll ees thewm there.” Paddy weat over s a re-
demptioner, and had to serve & time for his passage, He was
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sent by his master six miles from Baltimore, to the heighis of
Derby, on an errand.—Paddy, thinking and ruminating on the
road that he Liad not yet seen a blackamoor, forgot the directing-
gc:n on the road, and got entangled in a forest ; it happensd to
deep auow, and there was & large black bear lying at the foot

of & tree, wlhich he did not observe till within a few yards of
bhim. “ Huorra, my darling I pays le, “liere’s cne of them
now, at last—quesu of glory ! such a nose as hLe has : they
talk about Loughey Fudaghen’® nose ; why, the noses of all the
Fudaghens put together would not make this fellow’s nese, 1
never saw one of your sort belore,” says Paddy ; ¢ why, man,
you'll get your death of cowld lying there ; I have an odd tester
yet left from Cushendall, and if tiere's a shebeen nsar this 111
give you a snifter, for 1'd like to speak to you.,” ¢ Boo,” says
the bear. % Lord what a voice ke has—he could sing a roaring
soog.”  “ Boo, boo ! apgain eries the bear. “ Who the devi
are you booing at ¥ if it's fun you're makiog of me, I'll ram my
fist up to the elbow in you.” Up gets the hear, and catches
Paddy by the shouider. " ls it for wrestling you are }—Cushen-
dali for that—soul, but you grip too tight, my jewel; you had
better take your fist out of my shoulder, or I'll take an uafair
advantage of you.” Paddy wemt to catels him by the middle ;
“{ eweet bad luck to you, you thief, and the tailor that made
our breeches—you're wade for wrestling, but I'il neck you.»
addy pulled cut his tebaceo-kuife, and gave kim a dart in the
right place—down he fell to rise no more, # O sweei, father !
whnat will become of me now!” says he—% [’ve killed this
black son of a bitch, and I'll be hanged for him. O eweet
Jasps ! that ever 1 left Cushendall | O morder, murder! O
what will become of me !” A gzentleman, proprietor of the
place, and who had blacks on his estate, comes up at the moment.
“ What is all this about i—what's the matter, sir 1% Nothing,
but i'm from Coshendall, saving your boucur's worship; i
never seen & blackamoor before, and [ just asked one of them
to take a drop with ne ; but lie would do nuthing but wake
fun of me, 8o [ gave him a prod, for [ eould not get & hould of
him."—* Stop, stop ; there's a bear lyiug, tuke care,"—* Faith,
he was goiug to muke me bare, sure enough ; see where he tore
my ceat.” *Was that the blackamoor you were wrestling
with ¥ why, sir, that’s & bear, that ten men in the forest could
not kili.,” ¢ By the holy father, I'l drop them to you fora
tester a dozen,” says Paddy. The geutleman admired his
courage and lionesi appearance go much, that he went to Bal-
timore, bought off his time, and wade him an overseer of Lis
estate,—which place be filled with Integrity : and after seven-

ua

Fl
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teen years' servitude, came home to his native country, left
what ize had to old Saouter’s childres, and at lust had his boues
laid iz the same grave with his oid and loviog master, in the
sueient burying-place of Cushendall. .

THE SPANISH CHAMPION,

Taa warricr bow'd his crested head, and tamed his benrt of fize,
And sued the haughty king to free hia long imprisoned sire;

‘¢ 1 bripg tbee here my forlress keys, } bring my caplive train,

1 pledge ey failh—moy liege, foy lord, Oh! break my father's chain.™

‘*Risa! rige, even oow thy father comes, o rapsomed man this day,
Mosunt thy good steed, end thou aed I will meet hizz on his way,™
Thee Mghily rose thot loval son, sad bounded on his sleed,

And wrged, ns if with lance in hand, his charger's foaming spesd.

And lo' from {ar Bs on they press'd, they met a glittering band,
With one that ‘mid them stately rode, like a leader in thw land ;
‘' Now, haste, Bernarde, haste, for there in very truth is he,

The alher—whom thy grateful heact halh yearned so long to see.”

His prond! brenst henved, hisdark eye faehed, hlscheeks bue came nod went,
1le reached that grey-baired chieltuio’s side, and there dismouuting beat .
A lowly kmoe to earth he bent, his father's haod he Lok,

What was there i its touch thot ali hia flery spirit aliooh.

That hand was cold, a frozen thivg, it dropped from his like fead
He looked up to the {ace shova, the Tace was of Ihe duad ;

A plume waved o'er the noble beow, the brow was fixed and white,
Yle met at lenglh bis father's eyes, Lot o them saw Do sight.

Up from the grouod hesprong, and goted, but who can paint that gaee ?
They bushed their very huarts who saw its horror and nmaze ;

They might hove choined him, sa bBefore thot woble fur Le stood,

For the power wao atricheu from his arma, and from Lis cheek the bload.

“ Father 1" st leagth he mutmured dow, and wept like childres then,—
U Tadk mot of grief Lill thow hast scen the tenrs of warliko men ;-

Ie thought oo all his glericus lwpea, on all his high renown,

Then fiung the falchion from i3 gide, mnd lz the dust sat down;

And coveriog wilh his steel-gloved haods his darkly mouroful brow,
** No ore, there ts no more,” e anid, “*to Lfl the sword lor aow;
My %ing is false, my hope Letrayed—my father, Oh? the worth,
‘The glory aad the loveliness are past away to ¢arth 1™
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Tp from the ground he spreng onee more, and seloed the monarel’s refa,
Aroid the pale und witdere! looks of all the courier tmin ;

Amd with g fierce o'ermastering grasp, the rearing war-horae led,

Amnd aternly set them faco to fage, the king before the deyd,

¢ Came I not here on thy pledge, my father's hand to kiza,

Be still ! and gaze thou on, falsa king, and tell me what ia thia;

The logk, the voies, the heart I sought—give answer, where are they?
I thou wouldst clear thy perjured soul, put life in this vold clay.

“ Toto those glnssy eyea put light ; be still, keep down thine ire,

Bid those cold lips a blessing speak, (his earth fs nei my sive,

Give me back him for whom [ fought, for whom wmy blood wad shed,
Thou canst got ! and, oh king, bis Meod be mountaiss on thy head !

Ee [oosed the rein, his slacl: hand fell, upon the silent face

He cast ore Iong deep mournful glance, then fled from tiat ssd place ;
1iis afier fate oo more was beard amid the martial train,

Llid bunner led the spears no more amoeng the hills of Spain.

T. QUINTIUS'S SPEECII TO TIIE ROMAN PEOPLE.

Tuoveu I am not conseious, (0 Romans ! of any ecrime by me
committed, it is yet with the utmost shame and confusion that I
appear in your assembly. You have seen it—Iostevity will
kuow it—In the fourth consulship of Titus Gnintine, the &qui
ang Volsci (scarce amatch for the Hernici alone) came in arme to
the very gates of Rome, and went away again unchastised ! The
course of our manners indeed, and the state of cur affairs, have
long been such, that I Lhad no reason to presage much good ;
but, could 1 have imagined that so great iguowmy would have
befallen me this year, I would by death or banishment (if all
other means had failed) have avouded tie etation [ am now in.
What ! might Rome theo have been takern, if these men who
were at our gates had not wanted courage for the atternpt j—
Rome taken, while [ was consul +—0f honours I had sufficient—
of life enough—more than encugh—I1 should bave died in.my
third consulate. But who are they that our dastardly enemies
thus despise 1 the consuls ! oryon, Romans ¥ If we are in fault,
depose us, punisl us yet more severely, If you are to blame-—
may neither gods nor men punish your faults, only may you re-
pent! No, Romaus, the coutidence of your enemies is not owing
to their courage, or to their belief of your cowardice : they
bove been too often vanquished not to kmow both thewn-
selves nnd you. Diseord, discord ia the ruin of this city. The
eternal disputes between the senate and the people are the sole
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cause of our misforfune. While we will set no bounds {o our
domination, nor you to your liberty ; while you impatiently en-
dure patrician magistrates, and we plebeian, our encmiies take
heart, grow elated and presumptuous.

In the pame of the immortal gods, what is it, Romans, yon
would Lave? You desired tribunes ; for the sake of peace we
grantedthern—You were eager to havedecemnvirs ; we cousented
to their ereatiou—You grew weary of these decemvirs 3 we
obliged them to abdicatc— Your Latred pursued them when re-
duced to be private nien ; and we suffered you to put to death,
or banish patriciaus of the firstrank in the republic—Youinsisted
upon the restoration of the tribuneship ; we yielded : we quietly
Baw eonsils of your own faction elected —You liave the protection
of your tribunes, and the privilege of appeal ; thic patricians are
subjected to the decrees of the ponumens, LUnder pretence of
equal and impartial laws, you have invaded our rights ; and we
bave peffered it ; and we still suffer it. 'Wlien shall we see an
end of discord T Wlen shall we have one interest aud one com-
mon country ¥ Vietorious and trinmphant, you show less temper
than we under our defeat. When you are to contend with us,
you gan seize the Aventine Hill, you can possess yourselves of
the Mons Sucer.  The enemy js at our gates, the /Esquiline is
near been token, amd nobody stirs to hinder it.  1iut against us
you are valiant, azainst us you ean arm with all diligence.  Come
on then, besiege the Senute Hoose, maken cainp of the Forum,
fill the gools with all our chief nobles; and when yon have
achieved these glorious exploits, then, at lexst, sally out at the
Asquiline gate with the same fierce spirits apaivst the enemy.
Does your reselution fail you for this ¥ Go then, and behold
from our walla your lands ravaged, your houses plundered and in
flames, the whole country laid waste with fire aud sword! Have
you any thing liere to repair these damages I Will the tribunes
make up your losses to you ! They will give you words na many
ae you please 3 bring impeachments in abuindance against the
prime men in the state ; heap laws upon laws ; assemblies you
shatl have without eud : but will any of you return the richer
from those assembiles? Extinguish, G Romans these fatal divi-
sions ¢ generously break this cucsed enchantment, which keeps
you buried io a scandalous jnaction,  Open your eves and eou-
sider the management of those ambitions mien, who, to make
theweelves powerful in their party, study nothing Lut how they
may fomeut divisions in the commonuwealth. If you ean but
summon up your former courage, if you will now march out of
Rome withh your consuls, there ia ne punishment you can jnflict
which I will not submit te, if I do notin & few days drive those
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piliagers out of our territory. This terror of war {with which
you seora so greviously struck} shall quickly be removed from
Rome ta their own citivs,

THE CHOICE OF A WIFE BY CHEESE.

Tuzre Uved in York, om age ago,

A man whoso name was Pindice:

e Yov'd threo sisters pasalog well,
But which the best he could ook tell
Theee sisters three, divinely fulir,
Shew'd Pimlico their tead'rest cam:
For ench was elegaotly red,

Acd ali were mouch ioclined to wed ;
And all made Pitalico their choice,
Aond prais'd him with thelr smeetist voheo,
Young Mim, the gullant and the goy,
Like asa divided ‘tween the hay,

At last resolv’d to paio his eage,

Apd choose his wife by eating cheege.
Iie wrole his card, he seald it np,
And eaid that night with them he'd sup;
Dresir'd that there might cnly be

Good Cheshire cheese, and but them three
liz was resolv'd to crown his life,

And by that meany Lo Hx his wife.

The girls were pleas'd at his concelt ;
Each deess'd heraelf divieely neat;
With faces full of peace oad plenty,
Bloomiog with roses under twenty ;
For auzcly Nancy, Hetsy, Sally,

Were gweet ag lilias of tho valey :

But giogly, surely Huxom Bet

W ke oew hay aod mignicoetta.
But cach surpass'd o poet's fancy,

Far that, of truth, was said of Naney;
And ks for Bal, she was 8 Dosoa,

A3 fair 5o those of old Cretona,

Whe Lo Apelles lent their faces,

To make up Madom 1Telen's graces,
To those the goy divided Pim

Came slagantly smart and tric:

Vithen ev'ry amiling maites cerbain,
Cut of tlie cheese to try her fortune.
Nancy, st onee, ool fearing—ariog

To shew her saving, le the paring ;
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And Det, to shew her gen'rous mind,

Cut, and thex threw sway the rind,

While pradent Sarzh, sure to please,

Like & ¢lean maiden, serap'd the cheese
Thia done, young Pirubcs fepiivd—

orally, I onow dectare my Lride:

With Nap I can't roy welfaze pat, .
For she bas prov'd o dirty slut:

And Betsy, who has par'd t:e rind,

Woutd give iy fortune to the wind ;

Faliy Lthe happy wedivm chose,

And [ owith Saily will repose:

Hur's prudent, cleanly ; and the man

Wha ilzes 00 & puptial plan

Can oover err, if he will ehogan

A wify by cheese—before ho ticd the poose.”

ENTERTAINING SCENE,

Wi extract from the ¢ Iri-h Cottagers” an entertaining scene in
court, the conseguence of a Lhouse warnting, where spirits were
illepally sold.

Hench. Call the first ease.

Clevk. Mr. Gilber Tinem against Nieholas Movan, of Druma-
deelougly, farnier, for seiling =pirits without a licenee, on Monday
night, Decembier 2nd.

fench. State your comulzint, e, Finem 1

Guuger. 1 luve yeecived dnformation that Nicholas Mutan
sold sumne gatlons of wiiskey in his liouse, last Monday night,
without 3 iicense,

flench. Moran, what have you to say to this?

Xick, Plize your Worship, I defy sman, woman, o clild, to
suy that 1 handled a peany that saene night or sperits.

Garyger. Will your Worship ask him what his wile was selliog
thut meli, and seoring with chalk on the jog of the talle §

Dench. Answer that question. Moran.

Nick. I'Hl make your Worship sensible, and T tell the truth;
aud Mr, Brues, God Lless hin ! knows thae 1 wouldi’t teil a lie
for the whele world.  Mohy was noting down, just for ler
gatisfaction, ou the leg of o tabile, the vunler of dishes of tey
that Judy Fiyuo, avd the rest of tiie wowan.-kind were aflter
aweetoning, bekase, you bee, ey wepe sitiing op with 08 that
night on acceunt of the children being Lad wili the measles ;
and, by the sune token, ene of them is mighty bad entirely to
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day. Pl give my oath that I eold nothing {and twasn't I, but
my wife, all the tirne) buttay. Not a drop of spet its crossed the
threshold of my door that day ; and why shounld it, when the law
ig again it ! DIl swear to that.

Beneh, You are not required to criminate yourself by an ad-
mission, tor can you defend yoursell ju this way ; if the court
wers fo gllow you & take wint you call a clearing oath, you
would be unquestionably perjured in thatcase. How could you
unprincipled man that you are, awear that no whiskey erossed
your door that day, when you know that it did, or, perbaps, the
day before?

ick. No, plaze your Worship, nor any other day this month
past, Il take my hodily cath of that,

GGauger. The whiskey was seen going into his house for sale.

Bengh, Where's your witnesses, Mr. Finem t

Gauger. 1 can't perspade him o appear.

Bench. Then he aball be fined £10. (To the Clerk} Let
the fine be entered. You are an ineorrigible fellow, Nick ; but
perhaps we may have you by and by. Call the next case.

Clerk, James Cassidy against Brian Fuley, for using a mall-
cions and slanderous expression against biw, in Nick Moran's
house, on Monday night the 2nd December, and also for an as-
sault.

Beuch. Cassidy, take the book ; now state what you have to
gomplain of.

Lagsidy. Plaze your Worship, there was a smail party of be-
tewkst fitty and forty-nine,—I wout prove to moro than forty-
nine, barring the childer are o be conated.

Beaok, Dow't mind upaecessary pardculars; come fo the
punt

Caspidy. There was, as [ was observing, betewkst forty-nine
or filty of us in the two rooms, very pleasant and neighbourlike
together, taking a tumbler of punch, to sarve Nick Moran's new
house, I mean the new oid house, bekass he bad to buy windys,
azd to put VI? s chimley.

Bynck. What do you mean by serving Nick Moran’s house

Lassidy, Giving him the whiskey.

Bench. Do you mean that you paid kim for the whiskey t

LCassidy. Neo, plaze your hunour, by no meaus ; it was for the
punch ouly we paid ; that is, we owe him for it.

Bench. By virtwe of your oath, did you undersiand that the
punch there was to be paid for?

_Cassidy, Every sup your Honour, barring what Nick drank
himself, and why aot ¥ sure wo're on homour to pay, Dow that
the seore ptick is broke. .
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Bench. (To the Gauger.) Thiswill prove your case. Clerk,
mzlie out a gonvielion for Nick Moran.

Cassidy. Bad luck te this tongue, "twsen’t to bring Niek Mo-
ran (my own wife's balf sister’s son) iuto trouble, I was intend-
i(ug ; guit)e the coutrary, your Worships : I have no more to say.

et

Bench. Stay, you have not teld one word of your own affeir
yet. What's your complaint against Foley.

Cassidy, Sure enough.  Why then, plaze your Honour, I'd
rather not be axed about Foley’s business ! it's enough to Le an
ioformer, in spite of cne's self too, wanece in a day. Foley riz
the skrimmage, that's all.

Benck. O, sicce you have nothing tnore to eay, we dismiss
the case, with costs against you ; sixpence the Bumpons, one
shiliing the

Cussidy. Will T have to pay for the surarsons, your Honoour

Hench, Certaiely, if you have nuthing to prove againat the
person you have summoned.

Cassidy., Why, then, your worship, if that’s the case, I'll tell
youi all about it, from the first to the last, and Y] be oz my
vath

Beack. You're on your oath siready.

Cussidy. Well, then, I'll be on my oath nrgrin, and leave it to
ney dyiug hour, that Brien Fuley used a slanderous and terrible
wdrd against my character, that is pot fit to be repeated before
your ooours and the people.

Bench. Come, sir, don't keep ua Bere ali day, What did be
say 1

Cassidy. Why, then, saving your presence, he called tpe be-
fore ane hundred people

Bench, Yon said just now there were only betwesn forty-nive
and fifty (wbatever number that may be) present ; take care. |

Cassidy. Youre right: [stand corrected, your Worship.
Well, then, Liefors fifty of the neighbours he called me——but
weonldn't it be dacent, plaze your Worship, to send the woroen
aut of court, the youuy pirls any way ; the old ones an’t so deii.
cate T To this sugmestion, 3o very creditable to Jemmy Casaidy’s
delicaey, the wortlry tmagistrates assented.  The court was
accordingly cleared of all [émales ; and, atter the conflusioawhich
this liad sceavioned had subsided, the complnioant stated that
Foley, after baving called him nearly twenty timen a gimlet-eyed
rascal, {Cassidy squinted a listle,) and & rogue and a hiar, which
be dida't much mind, as Foley had the eross sup in him, ot last
calied him & Golumpus, Here there was an indication of rmerri.
ment in the court, in which, to say the truth, the Bench was
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eonstraived Lo participato ; and this did not diminish when Mr.
RBruee drily informed poor Cassidy, that Golumpus waa Dot an
ectionable word, humorously asserting that it was compounded
of Goliah, the piant, and ympus, the mountaio, and thereforo
must mean & Man Mountain: so, added his Worship, inetead of
makiog little of you, as you had imagined, the detendant has
really been makiug the sost of you, We are however to consi-
der the assault. -

Cassidy. | don’t care about that, eince my charaeter ia
cleared.

THE ISLES OF GREECE.

Twe Lstes of Greece, the sley of Greece!
Where durning Sappho lov'd and sung,

Whete grew (ke arts of war ond peace,—
Where Delos rose, and Phabus sprong;

Eternal sumomer gilds them yel,

But all except their sun, s seb

The Scian and the Teian muse,
The hero's barp, the lover's lute, P
Havs found ke fawe your shores refuses; B AN
Their place of birth alone is mute, = ’
To seunds which echo fariher west R e
Than your sives® ' Islands of the blass'd.” \ -t - J/

The mountains look oo Marathon—
And Mamihon looks on the sen;
Muszicg there an hour nlone, .
I drewm'd that Greece might still be free ;
For standing on the Persian's grave,
T cowld not deem mysell a stuve.

A Hiog eat on the rocky brow,
Which 1oohs oer sca-horn Halamis :
And ships, by tipusauds, Iny buiow,
And men in gutions (—all were his.
e counted thews at break of day—
And wheno the sun set, whera were they ?

And where are they ? sod where art thou,
My country * On thy voiceless shore
The hercic lay is lunelesa now—
‘The herole bosom bents oo more !
And must thy Iyre, 3o long divine,
Depenerate o hagde liks mine *
X
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“Tia gomething in the dearth of fame,
Thaough linkd within a fetter'd ragw;
‘To feel at least 8 patriot's sharne,
Even as I sing, suffuge my fice;
Fur what is left the poet here ¥
For Greeki—a blush ; for Greece—a tenrt

Must we but weep o'er dayes more bloss'd f
Must we but Llusk 2—0Our fathers Dled,
Earth ! render back from out thy bresst -
A remnaut of ¢ur Spartan dead ?
Of the tiree bundred grant but threa,

To wmake a pew Tlermopylz !

What | sllent still,—and silent &1}
Al '} no—the volees of the dead
EBound like a distaut torrent's fall,
And answer, ' Let one living head,
Bui coe arise,—we ¢ome, We come |
'Tis but tke living whg are dumb.*

1o sain-—io vofn ! sirike other ¢hords;
Fill bigh the cup with Samian wine!

Leave battles to the Turkish hordes,
And shed the blood of Scio’a vine!

Hari ! rising to the ignoble call

How nnywers each bold bacchonal

You bave the Pyrrhic dance a3 yet,
‘Where ja the Pyrrhic phalanx gone?
Of two such lessons, why forget
The nobler and the munlicr one.
Tou bhave the letters Cadmus gave-—
Thiuk yo he meant themn for & slave?

Fill high the bowl with Samian winal
Wo will not think of themes like these 1
It made Apacreon's songs divine:
He served—but served FPolycrates—
A tymat—but cur magters theo
Woers Etill at lemst our countrymen,

Fill high tha how! with famlan wina [
On Suli's racks sod Parga’s phore,
Exists the remnant of 2 Tine
Buch &8 the Dori¢ mothers bora;
Apd there, perhaps, soine soed ia pown,
The Heracleidan blood might own.
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Trust pot for freedsm to the Franky—
They bave s king that buoys and sclis :
In native swords, and notive raoks,
The only hope of covrage dwella;
But Turkish force, and Laln fravd,
Would break your shield, however broad.

Fill high the bowi with Bamian wine!
Our virgins dance benezth the shade—

1 ge¢ their glorious black eyes sline:
But gazing on ¢ach glowing maid,

My own the burning fear-drop laves,

To think auch breaats must suckie slaves.

Place me on Soniom's marbled stecp—
Where nothing, save the waves gad T,
May hear our mulual uEmers sveep ;
There, swan-like, let me sing and die:
A Innd of slaves shall ne'er be mine—
Dash down yon eup of Samixn wine !

HOW TO GROW RICH,

Ir is not my bosiness to discuss or pursue any mice abstenct
question in philosophy or metaphysies, which mny avise in the
progress of his history. 1 only record facts ; and though it may
be said that nothing can come of nothing, I liave the weans of
proviog beyond the poseibility of cavil or dispute, that DPeter
Pellet, the new lord of Cwn Owen, did literally begin the world
with nothing, nay, worse than nothing, having been born in the
poor-house in the parish of Keynsham, (between Bath and Bris-
tol,) and bred up on the eleemosynzry coutributions of the parish-
isners of that place, until lie was able to do in the world {asit
is calied) for himsclf. The little citizen bowed with as much
humility to Mr. Geoffrey Owen, asif ke liad been selling 2 sauce-
pun, iustead of buying a castle : 6o liabitual were the mauners
to which be stood indebted for the goads of fortune. The latter,
in followibg up the snggestion which the pecolisr circumstances
of his situation had prownpted, addressed Mr. Peter Pellat—*Yonu
appesr to be 8 very fortunste man, sir, by your successful indus-
try to hiave become the purchaser of thiy castle.”

« Castle, quotha T—yes, yes,—I ask ye pardon—it was called
a castle io the partic’lara of sale, aud that were my main ob-
Jootion,”

* Objection—I{ow’s that, sir 1"
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“ Why, I never see’d & castle that warn't a jail—I ask ye par-
doo—and 8o thinks I, a'rter all I've toiled and labonred—and
owed no fuan a fardec—it's but a bad job to buy oneself jnto
jail, that's a good *un—aynt it—but la—they laughed at me, and
said e'cry man’s house was a castle in this counlry ; so L made
ae more ado, bot berght it out and out, as the eaying is—I ask
ye pardon.”

# My pardon ! For what, sic 1"

“0 ! that’'s my way—I beg ye—1 mean that’s my way, all as
I may say in Hie way of bosiuesa. [t takes hogely. Lwo cia-
tomers together—eaw’t apswer both—ask parden of one—serve
the other.  Why, sir, it tells ic a wight of ways ; make a small
mistake in a bill—beg your parden, sir—roan tells a littie bit of
a lie, saving your presence, must beg your parden sir. It'a all
vite, nlwayy bandy—s6 got into it, aod so cau’t get out of it—
that's good—an't it ¥

“ Thou a2rt o Lotwourist, Mr. Peliet.,”

 Anag 1—0Oh humourist, well enough at home, that is—to
wife and brats—he ! he ! ask ye pardou—that wou't do in trade
~he io pood hirrwour with all—you're an ass, aays n tesly fellow
—beg your pardon, sic—I'll knock you down, shvraii—bow the
lower ; ask parden agsin, and be begins to cheapeu.”™

# Thou art at least a politician,” smled Geodrey.

 Ask ye pardon—never more vut in your lifle—never knew a
politician make a {ortin ia my born life—always sicered clear of
them there thinga, Yole for my friend, Mr. Kingsinan, says
one—Legx your pardon, sit, § can't promise.  Yote for e Crop,
anys anoiber—beg puardon, don’t mean to voto at all.”

“ 8o you surrender your privilege on the score of prudence”

“ Why—Ilauk, never voted but once for a patrliament-man, sad
got envugh of it thea—never vote agnin. Wiy, eir, X ask—I
wean, 1 pot & lacge commission for thie Russey markel—house
failed—{obbed off with two and sixpence in e pound—and lost
& venter o Buney’a Havis, by ziving otfeace to Alderman Tother-
side—which nvizhboor Twostringu took up, and made several
huadred pounds hard eash by.”

- J.li,:\ther Lurd upoa you, Mr. Pellet, aa you voted a0 conseien-
frously.”

o A}y, ay, that's all garemon—what's eonscience got todo with
voting for a parliament-man ! Never see biw agawn, teo to one
~—never got nothing out of him a’terwards, uuless 56 be wikn
he's served his seven yeara—out of his time, a8 we call it—hey !
good—weigh bim in his balance again®

* Well, gir, what I would ask of you,” said Mr Geoffiey Owen,
interrupting his loquacity, *supposing a man like myself were
to ecter business, what is the first step.”
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# The first step—into a guod business, to be sure—hey !

“I'm not disposed to tritle, Mister Pellet ; Lask yon a serions
question, and desire you to inform me what measures it would
be necessary for me to take io order to become & iman of busi-
ness.” .

“You! he, he, that’s a good one—ask ye parden, thou'lt male
an odd figure behind a counter !

“ A counter, sirvali 1" ejaculated Geoffrey.

“ Why, bow wilt carry ou business without a eounter, I should
like to know, that's & geod un, an't it ! thee’at not up to business,
1 take it.”

“ It is on that account I apply to yom, sir ; you are now in
possession of the last remaining propeviy of an ancient family,
the castle of my forefathers.”

“ Four fathers! that’s a good onz, an't it ! now this comes of
being of a great old fawily [

# What, sir!™

* What I why, to ha” four fathers, wheu I remetnber it wus a
joke agen me, as I had ne'er an one™

“ Very likely, Mr. Pellet, Ispeak of those from whom this cas-
tle cae down to me.”

“Qdds boddikins, [ wonder it hadn't come down upon them
long age, he, he! Its a tumble down piece o'rubbish, and T
dare tosay, when we comes to overhzul the timbers, they'll
e——>"

“D—-n the timbers, sir, speak tc ithe point, and answer my
plain question, how a man like yoursel{ (eyeing the hardware-
tman somewhat too supercilionsly} could rise from small begin-
vings iute colnparative afffveuce.”

“ Nothing to be dupe withuut a counter, I can tell thee, or
without sticking to it—aye, sticking to it—1 ask ye pardon.

“ Pgha, with what capital did you start in business, wan i”

% Capital ! come, that’s a good obe, hey ! I ask your parden,
thank God, I hado’t a Drass sixpeuce to cross mysell willi,
sbould’nt have been here now, buying castles, as thee call’st 'em
—u0o, no,—never koew any budy de good in busiuess as begun
with any thiog.”

% Why, cenfound theman! bow could you get a house, a shop,
a hosil, without money ? A N

% PDon't be nogry, ssk ye pardon, got Sist into & pood shop.”

“ But, how—ﬂw—tha{’s 1:\rhau. 1 \E:.ut to kuow.“g ?

“ How .—Why by sweeping my way.”

“ Sweeping ! what 17

“ The shop, t be sure.”

% Take your own way, sir.”

-]
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 And 50 ] did, and the heet way, o on 1 goes frorn eweeping
to trampling.”

 Prampling I

“To ba sure, trampling a'ter master’s customers wi’ parceis
end ruch like, and duing littlo odds and ends of ‘omissions.”

“* Well, nir, you seem to bave taken your degrees”

“ Degreea ] there's no getting oz ic sny other guess manner ;
we after that, I got op to sexapiog.”

“ Making up your capital, | presume.”

“ Lord love ye, no such thing, sever thought of capital—al-
ways running in thy head, ask ye pardon—seraping my master's
door, and putting the bert leg foremont, an we have it ;" which
the honest trader illustrated by msking a series of very profound
flexiona of the body.

“ And pray, air,” asked the almoet exhausted Mr. Geoffrey
CGwen, % what did that do for yon §’

Do ! make friends,”

“ How

# By hooing sod civility.”

¥ Servility, thou meanest—"

* Ye; civility, | meas.”

 Your adveuces were siow at least™

“Slew ! ahould like to see thee get on aa fast—ask ye pardon,
1 began to climb like smoke,”

“Climb ! ereep, you would say.”

“1 would say no such thiag, for 1 ehould lie, ask ye pardon,
I climbed to the garret—firet housed, then lodged, then fed as
abopman.”

4 That waga jump indeed,” observed Geoffrey rather contemp-
tuously.”

“ Nothing to the next.”

¥ What, higher than the garret.”

% Higher, a mile—hop, step, and as we has it—from the off
side to the near side of the counter.”

“ It what manner.”

“ My own maouer, to be sure—master liked my manner, mis-
sig liked my manoer, cuatomers liked oy menner, we they put
me on my prefarment, aod 1 riz to be foreman.”

“ And bow did'st thou rise ahove the counter.”

“ Above the connter | that’s a good un, an't it T—Why Lord
tove ye, | could not rise higber, it is the nonplush, as we has it—
where the dickons wonld'et thee he’ me go © There 1 stuck, for
nobody could move me, < till I growed 1o it, like a oailed Brun-
megem ; rad its the awkwardest thing in lifo to me to go with~
out it.™
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“T1 mesan to ask, how didst thou rise from the situation of &
foreman, ta that of master ' For such [ presume thou wert.”

¢ Popped into master's shioes,”

% By what means ¥

¢ He died one day—popt to his widow-—she jumped at it—
earried on the eonecern, and Eucketed the old boy's savioga 28
well aa my own, He! he! that's a good un an’t it i

% For thee, & very good one, friend ; [ ses I shall make no
pragress in thy sehoel.”

“ No; doo’t look cut outfor it ; can’t pive ye much encourage-
ment—can't bend thes body enongh—ioo upright.”

| fear so indeed,” groaned Geoffvey.

“You maun ereep firat before you can elirab, as we say ; be-
gides, too rich, too rich 3 1 beg pardon, he !

¢ Dost thou mean to insult my poverty, sir 1”

¢ Ol lud, not 1; ask ye pardon : say "gain too rich.”

* Why, eir, | have not fifteen hundred pounds in the world.”

¢ Fifteen hundred ! too much, too much | why, ye can's begin
pweeping with such & sum in your poeket.”

¥ Sweeping | why, thon dar'ss not imagine——-"

“0h! not I—beg pardon, don’t imagine any such thing ;
only if don’t begin hy sweeping, cant elimb after oy roapner,
that's all ; and good lack I Aul men's not made for all thines,
a3 | heard the faraous Zekel Patterface, at Redcliffe churceh say
«—you ha'nt the manner, the figure, the——-"

** Dost thou laugh at me, sirrah t”

% Laugh ! not [, the Lord love ye, it'a no ]n.ughinq matter, I
can tell yo, Wouldn't say nothing to disparage ye ; 'tisn’t thee
fault-—nater made us as we be,—can't all rise to the top j—
ben’t all bora to fortin.®

DEATH-8CENE 1N GERTRTDE OF WYOMING.

Bur short that conteraplation-—gad and short
The pauss to bid each much-loved ecene adien !
Benecath the very shadow of the fort,
Where friendly awords were drawn, ond banners few,
Ah! who couwld deem that foot of Indinn crew
Was near P—yet there, with lust of murdersus deeds,
Gleaxo'd like b basilisk, {rom words in view,
The ambush’d foeman'a eye—hin volley speeds,
And Albert—Alberi—falls | the dear old {ather bleeda!
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And traneed in giddy horror Gertrude swoonad ;
Yet, while she closps him Jifeless lo ber zone,

Boy, burst they, borrowed {rom hier father's wound,
These dropy 7—0h God ! tie life-bloed 3 her owa ;
And faltering, ¢n her Wallegrave's hosem thrpwn—

*Weep pot, O love "—she crics, * 10 Bee me Bloed—
Thee, Gertrudss sad survivor, thee alone—

Heaven's poace commiserate s for scaree T heed

These woubds—yeb theeto leave i3 death, isdeath indeed.

* Clasp me o little lenger, og the briok
Qf fuve ! while I can fvel thy dear careasy
And, whep this heart Lath ceased bo Lent—oh ! thiak
And leb it witigate thy woe's ereess,
‘That thou ham beed to me all tenderness,
A friend, to more than human (Hendship just
On! by thal retrospect of happiness,
Aud by the hopes of Bn immortal trust,
{iod sball assuage thy papgs—whed 1 em kaid in dust !

* Go, Eeary, go not hack, wheo I depant;
The seepe thy bursting tears too deep will iove,
Where tny dear father took thee o his heart
And Gertrado thought it ceatacy 1o rove
With theo, a8 with an angel, through the grove
Of prace,—imagining lLer 1ol was cost
Io heaven; for ours el oot Jike earthly love,
And must Lhis parting be our very Just?
Ne! I shall love thee still, when death itsell is past.”

Hushed were hie Gertrude's Yips! bt still their blagd
And beautifyl expression geemed to melt
With love that could oot die! and still his hand
Bhe presses to the hearl 06 more tital feit.
Ah, heart! where once each fond affeetion dwelt,
And fealures yeb thal spoke a soul more fair,
Mule, gaziug, ngonizing as he koelt,—
Of them that slood epcircliog Wia despair,
Ha heard aoma friondly worda : butkpew ool what they wore.

CORPORAL TRIM'S ELOQUENCE.

——My young master in London is dend, said Obadiah—

Hore is sad news, Trim, eried Susanoah, wiping her eyes as
TFrim stepped into the kitchen—master Bobby is dead.

[ lament for him from roy hesrt and my soul, said Triro, fetch.
ing asigh poar ereature poor boy -——poor gentleman }
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He waa alive iast Whitsuntide, said the coachman,—Whitaun-
tide ! alas ! cried Trira, extending his right arm, and falling
instantly into the same attitude in which he read the sermon—
what is Whitsuntide, Jonathan, (for that was the ccachman’s
name) or Shrovetide, or any tide or time past, to this? Are we
not here now, continwed the corporal, (striking the end of hig
stick perpeadiculariy upon the foor, so as to give an idea of
bealth aud stability} and are we not {dropping Lis hat upon the
groand) goue ! Iz a moment? It was intinitely striking ! So.
saguah burst into a flaod of tears—We are not stocks and stones,
Jonathan, Ubadiab, the coshi-roaid, all melted. The foulish fat
soullion herself, who was seouring a fHsh-kettle upon bher knees,
was roased with it. ‘T'he whole kitchen erowded about the
corporal.

© Are we nob bere now—and gone in a mement ¥ There was
noiliing in the sentesce—it waa ono of your self evident troths
we have the advantage of heaving every day ; and if Trim had
not trusted more to his hat than bis head, lie bad made nothing
at all of it

¢ Are we not here now,’ continned the corporal, ‘and are we
not’ {dropping hia hat plump upen the ground—and pausing,
before he pronoumnced the word) ‘gone! inao momenti’ The
descent of the hat was as if a heavy lump of clay had been
kneaded into the erown of it..—Nothing conld bave expressed the
sentiment of mortality, of which it waa the type and forerunner,
like it; hia Land secined to vauish from under i, it fell dead,
the corporal’s eyes fixed upon it, a8 upon a corpse——and Susan-
nah borst ioto a Heod of tears,

Fre—,

TUHE BANK CLERIC AND STABLE KEEPERS.

Bhowing huw Peler was npdong,
By talung care of Nuniber Ooe.

Or Peter I’rim (50 Johtson would have written),
Lel me indulge io the remembrnoce ;—Peter [
Thy formal pliz has oft my fancy smilten,
For sure the Bank hed never o completer
Quiz among its thousnnd clerks,
Than he who now elicits our remirks.

Frivo was a lermalizt, 8 prig,
A solermno lop. an office Martioet,

Guoe of thess small precisinng who look big
if Twalf an howr before their tivoe they get
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To ag sppolutment, and abuse those ¢ives
Who are not over punctunl, bke themssives.

Xf you showd mark kia powder'd head betimes,
Aod poiish'd shoes in Lothbury,

You know the biour, for the three-quarter chimes
Invarabiy strack aa he weot by,

From wmotaing fives he always saves his gammos,

Not from Lis hate of slobh, but love of Memmon,

For Pater had A& apecial eye
To Wumber One ;—his charily
At home heginning, ne'er extsnds,
Hut whers 3t starled had its cad tog:
And os te lendiog cash to friepds,
Luckily he hag uope to lend to.

Ko purebases so cheap a9 his,
While oo gue’s bargaing wenl 8o far,
And thiough in dress a deadly quiz,
N¢ quaker more particular.

‘This live nutometon, who seem'd
To move by clock-work, ever keem
To tive upon the saviog plan,
IIad scon Lhe Bonour to be deem'd
That geifish, hesariless, cold machine,
Calt'd in the city—p warm man.

A Henk Director omce, who dwelt at Chigwell,
Prics to & turtle feasl inviled,
And as the reader kpows the prig weil,
I need ot say e went deiighted !
For great men, when Lhey let you slice their menk,
May give a slice of lpag—a richer treat.

No stage Tenves Chigwell afler eignt,
Which waa loo early to come back;

En, after much debate,
Peter resolved to hire & hack:

The moro jncliped t¢ this because he koew

Iu Lovgon Weli, at Nuwber Two,

An economic atable-keeper,

From whom he Loped 1o get one cheaper.

Behold him monoted oo his jade,
A perfecy Johnoy Gilpiv figure,
But Lhe good bargoic he had mada
Coropensating for sueer sud snigger.



GENERAL RECITER. 239

He Lrolled on, amived, sat dawn,
Devour'd enough for aix or seven,

Hia horse remounted, and reachd town
Ag he had flx'd, exactly at eleven.

But whether hobit led him, or the Fstes,
Te give & prefercace to Number One,
{A9 he had siways done},
Or Lhst the derkness jumbled the two gutes,
Certain 1 is he gave thet bell a drag,
Ensgtead of Number Two,
Roda in, dismounted, left hiz nag,
And homewnrd hurried without more ado.

Bome deys elnpsed and B0 one came

T¢ bring the bill, or payment claim;

He "gau to hope ‘twas overlook'd,

Fargolten quite, or never book'd—

An errgr which the honesty of Prim

Would pe'er liave rectified, ¥ left to him.

After pix weeks, however, cotmes & pair
OFf groom-Tike looking men,

Each with & bill, wlilch Peter they submit toy
One for the aix weeks” hire of & bay toore,
And one for six weeks' Aeep of ditto;
Tagethor—twenty-two pounds ten !

The tale got wind. Whatt Peter make 5 blunder}
There wan no end of joke, aad quiz, and wonder,
Which, with the loss of cash, so mortified
FPrim, that e suffer'd en atteck
Of bils, and barguin'd with a quach,
Who dally swore {o cure him—4l ke died !
When, &8 no will was found,
His sernped, and raved, sad hoarded store,
Went Lo & man ¢ whom, nome rmoaths before,
Ea had mufused to lend » pound.

DEATH OF CARTHON,—0OSSIAN'S ADDRESS TOQ
THE SUN.

Tux battle gensed slong the field, for the bard had sung the son,
of peace. The chiefs gathered round the falling Cartiion, an
heard bis words with sighs. Silent they leaned on their spears,
while Balelutha’s hero spoke. His bair sighed in the wind, and
bis words were feeble,

¢Hing of Morven,” Carthon said, ‘I full in the midst of my
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course. A foreipn tomb receives, in yooth, the last of Henythx-
mir's race. Darkness dwelle in Baleiutha @ and the shadows of
grief in Ceatlhimo. But raise my remembrance on the banks of
Lors, where iny fathers dwelt, perkaps the husband of Moiva
will moorn over his fallen Carthon.! His werda roached the
hesrt of Clessammmor @ e fell, in silence on his son.  The host
stond darkencd around : no wveice is on the plains of Lera.
Night came, and the meon, from the east, losked on the mourn-
ful field 1 butstill they stood, like a silent grove that Jifts ita
head on Gorual, when the loud winds ave laid, aud dark sutema
is on the plain.

Threa days they mourned over Carthon : ox the fourth his
father dicd. Im the narvew pluin of the roek they lie ; and &
dim ghest defends their tomb, There lovely Moira is often seen §
wlhen the sun-beama dart op the roek, and all around is dark.
There shea is scen, Malvina, bui not like the daughtcrs of the
bill. Her robes sre from the stranger’s land ; abd she is still
alone.

Fingal was sad for Carthon ; he desived his bards to mark the
day, when shadowy avtunn retnrned,  Aud often did they mark
the day, and sing the herv's praise. ¢ Who comes 50 dark from
oOcean's roar, lihe autuma’s shadowy clond § Death is trembling
in his band | hia eyes are fames of fire | 'Who roara along dark
Lora’s heath T Whe but Carthon king of sworda ! The people
fall! see! how he strides, like the sullen ghost of Morven!
But there he lies, a goodly oak, whieh sudden blasis overturned!
Whea shalt thou rise, Balclutha's joy! lovely car-borne Carthont
Who comnes so dark from ocean’s ioar, like autumn’s shadowy
cloud ¥ Buch were the words of the bards, in the day of their
mourping : I have accompanied their voice ; and added to their
song. My eoul has been mourniul for Carthon, he fell in the
days of hisvalour: and thou, (b Clessammor! where is thy dwelle
ing in the air? Has the youth forgot Lis wound ! Aund flies he
on the clouds, with thee ¥ I feel the sun, ) Malvina ; leave me
to my rest. Perhaps they may come to my dreams ; I think
1 hesr a feeble voice. The beams of heaven delight to shine on
the grave of Carthon : I feel it warm arvund.

(' thou that rillest above, round a8 the shield of my fathers }
Whence are thy beams, O sun ! thy everlasting lightt Thou
comest forth, i thy awful beauty, and the stars hide themselves
iothe sky : the moon, cold and pale, siuks into the western wave,
But thou thysel movest alone : who can be a compauion of thy
course ¥ The caks of tire mountaius fall : the movutaius thewn-
selves decay with years ; the ocean shrinks and grows agnio :
the mooa bexself is lost in heaven ; but thou art for ever tle
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same, rejoicing in the brightness of thy course.  'When the world
is dark with tempests ; when thunder rells and lightning flies ;
thou lookest iu thy beauty from the clouds, and Iaughest at the
starm. Dut to Ossian, thon leokest in vain ; for Lo beholds thy
beatns no more ; whether thy yellow hair flows on the eastern
clouds, or thou tremblest at the gates of the west. DBut thouart
perhaps, like me, for 8 season, and thy years will have an end,
Thou shalt sleep in thy clonds, eareless of the veice of the morn-
ing. Exult then, O sun, io the strength of thy youth! Ageis
dark and unlovely ; it is like the plimmering light of the moon,
when it shioees thraugh broken ¢louds, and the mist is on the
hills ; the blast of the north is on the plain, the traveller shrinks
in the midst of his journey.

THE UNEXPECTED JOURNEY.

4 CoacHER ] coachee ] put me in, pod see
You take all proper care of me.' *

*Gee up P ¢ Damn your ges ups, aod atop,
For 1 am feeble and shall surely drop.”

+ Y think you have dropp'd too much to-day
Alrendy, 8o tako care—this woy.™

*Why how your casch turns rousd agd round{
It's topoy-turvy oa the ground,

And all the wheels are apinning so,

Like cackchafers on wings they go.

* Your head s like & whitligiz,

Take eare, you'll lose your hat and wiz;
The step is down, aow, »ir, get in,

Miad you don't slip and break your shin;
You're curzedly top-heavy.” ¢ ¥What!

I'm gober as & judge, you sot.

You talk to me af driaking,

Khere's virtue in jt—it aidy the thinking:
And it impraves the siglt,

For all to me laoks double by this light.
%bere, I am safe, 8¢ skt the door,

And mind you pother me o xorve;

I'll take a nap, for slecp, they say,
Fielieves us from the toil of day.

The coachman mounts, and off be goes,
And leaves Lis famate to repose.

Bleep, placld monarch ! I to thee
Now pay » brief apostropbe.
X
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Thou salve to heal the wounds of cars,
To saothe the workings of despair ;
Thou opiata to the woe-worn mind,
Thou sirengtiening aid to bumon kiod;
Thou—but I must from praising keep,
Or I shall send you sl to sleep,

He alept and snor’d, and snor'd and alept,
The coachman on his journey kept:

E showld heve told you, that the day
Had cloa'd, and evening’s sober grey
‘furn’d black as undertaker's pail

With which he dosls a funeral,

Whez cosck be call'd and coach repliad,
And piac'd him snugly withinside;

No questions or repliea took placa,

Further than hes just been recounted ;
Each merely look'd Lo his own case,

And by the one 'twas for granted,

He understood what $'other wanted.
But, right or wrong, our sleeper rack'd pot, he
Podaessed muchk more philosophy;

And his must be profoundly deep,
If there's philosophy in sleep ;
For be slept ou tbe whole night round,
©'er kil and dale, and level ground ;
‘Tows, villags, milestecne—all they past,
Fust aa you plecse—he slopt 5s fast
Tizas to the fourney’s end be goss,
Lul'd by the softness of repose,
Our sleeping pariner, for such ho
Must be doem'd undeubtedly ;
Wheo *coach’ e call'd was going on
Towkrds his home st Newingloz ;
Hut ip the borowgh, heing tir'd,
Thicking he saw & cosch unhired,

He bail’d it, and sway

Iie rode, wor thought to say
At such a number put me down
Clogse by the church at Newington,
Buch sober thoughts frem him hed Sed,
Or mther, drowoed in grog, were dead.
To Newingtob he weot, ‘115 {rue,
And geversl other places too;

For the coachunan call'd was boond
To Portameuth, there
Fo deliver up Iin fare
Botk safe and sornd.

Bo the next morning, about elght,
Hu pull'd uwp at o Crown Inn gate;
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Where, if you please, A trip we'll talis
T'o see OUr Heeping partner wilio.

A, witer epens the conch-door,
* 8ir, you'll alight. Ile anawert—zmore.
The coschman crics—* Come, 8ir, your forc,
A guinea and a half youwll spare.’
This roused him—*Eh ? whet's thal you say
* Why, sir, you've got your fare to pay.’
* Aye, efghteen penca, I know—
Here, take it, end I'll go.*
1¥oull go? noue of your rlgs;
Al through the night,
Till brond daylight,
While I drove horsez you drove pigs;
Aud now you sny
You've cighteen- pence to Day:
Damne; old master, the' you'ra queer,
Buch hoys won't do for market here ™
+ Here, where s 7" while wilk surprise,
He now unbulton'd both his eyes.
*Why this is not my houss < Yours! ng,
You're come to Portsmouth, where I go
Each other day, say, to sod fro’
* Porlsmouth ! Portsmouth ! why then I've gone -
From Newington
Just sereniy miles beyond what I intended!
Bo take me back,
Angd, next time, when I want 8 back,
I'il ook befare,
And ses thet Pertemouth W ot on the door I

RODERIGO AND IAGO FROM OTIIELLO,

Rod. Iago.

Iago. What say'st thou, nobie heart,

Red, What will I do, thinkest thou 1

fago. Why, po to bed, aud sleep.

Fod, 1 will incontivently drowo myself,

Tago. Well, if thou dust, I shall never lova thee afterit, Why,
thon willy gentteman !

Hod. Tt ig silliuess to live, when to Ilve is n torment : and
then we have a preseription to die when dsath s our pliysician.

Tago. O villainous | [ have looked upon the world lor fonr
times seven years ; aad since I could distinguish between a bene-
fit and an injery, I never found a man that knew how to fove
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himsell. Ere I would say, I would drown myself for the love of
a Guinea-hen, T would ehange my humanity with a babeon.

Kod, What should Tdot I confess it is my shame to be so
fond ; but it ia not in virtue to amend it.

JTago. Virtue? afig! ’tis in ourselves, that we are thos, or
thus. Qir bodies are our gardens ; to the which our wills are
gardeners : 6o that if we will plant nettles, or sow lettnes ; set
hyssop, and weed up thyme ; supply it with one gender of Lierbs,
or distract it with many ; either to have it ster1l with idlcness,
or mantired with industry ; why, the power and eorrigibie au-
‘thority of this lies in our wills. If the balance of cur lives liad
not one seale of reason ta poise another of sensuality, the bloed
and baseness of our natures would conduct us to the most pre-
posteroys conclusions ;: But wa lave reason to cool our raging
motions, our carnal stings, our unbitted lusts: whereof [ take
this, lat you call—love, to be g gect, or seiun.

dlad. It cannot be.

Tago. Tt is merely a lust of the blood, and a permission of the
will. Cowe, be a wan ; Drown thyself] drown cats and blind
pupples. I have professed me thy frieud, and I confess me knit
to thy deserving with calles of per-durable tonghness ; I could
never better stead thee than now. Put money in thy purse;
follow these wars ; defext thy favour with am vsurped beard ;
I say, put mouncy in thy purse. 1t cannot be, that Desdemona
shiould Jong ecantinne Lier love to the Moor,—put meney in thy
purse ;—uor he his to ler @ it was a violent commenc¢ement, and
thou slialt see an answerable eequestration ;—put but money in
thy purse. Thesa dMoors ave chisngealle in thelr wills ;—£ll thy
purse with money : the fuod that to him now is as luscious as
iocusts, shafl be ¢o him shortly as bitter ag eologuintida, She
raust change for youth: when slhe is sated with his body, she
will fiud the crror of her ¢hoice. Sle must bave change, she
must : therefore put meney in thy purse. If thou wilt needa
damn thysclf, do it a more delicate way than drowning. Make
all the money thou canst : If sanelimony and a frail vow, be-
twixt an erring barbarian and a supersubtle ¥Venetian, be not too
hard for my wits, and all the trile of bell, thou shalt enjoy her;
therefore make money. A pox of deowning thyself ! it is clean
out of thie way : seek thou rather io Le banged in compassing
thy joy, than to be drowned and go without her,

Hod, Wilt thou be fast to my hopes, if I depend onthe issual

Iagoe. Thou ari sure of me :—{Uo, make money :—I have told
thee often, and I re-tell thee again and again, I hate the Moor:
My cause i3 Liearted : thine hath noless reason : Let us be con-
junctive in aur reveuge against him : if thou canat cuckeld him,
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thou dost thyself a pleasure, and roe & sport. There are meny
events in the womb of tie, which will te delivered. Traverse;
go ; previde thy mouey. We will bave more of this to-morrow.
Adieu.
- Rod. Where shall we meet i'the roorning 1
Toge. Atiny Jodging.
Livd. 1'11 be with thee betimes,
Jago. Go oy farewell, Lo you hear, Roderiga 1
flud. What say you 1 :
frgo. No more of drowning, do you hear.
Hod. 1 amn changed. I'll sell ali my land.
Fago. Go to; farewell : put money v your purse.
Thus do I ever make my fool my purse—
For I mine owu gaiv'd knowledge shouid profane,
TE I would tiioe expend with sach a snipe,
But for my sport and profit. [ hate the Moor;
Aand it is thought abrond, that twixt my shests
He has done my office : | know not il’t be tree ;
But [, {for mere suspicion in that kind,
Will do, a3 if for surety, He holda me weli ;
The better shall my purpose work o hin.
Cassic’s & proper man : Let me see now ;
To get his place, and {o plume up my will ;
A double knavery.—How t how Let me see :—
After some time, to abuse Othell- ‘s ear,
That he is too fainritiar with his wile,
He hath & peroa, apd 8 swooth dispose,
To be suspected ; fram’d to muke woman false.
The Moor is of 8 free and open pature,
Tirat thinke men honest, that but seem to be 50
And will as tenderly be led by the sose,
AS nsses Rre.
I have't ;—it is engendered :—¥Hell nd night
Must bring this monstrous birth to the worll's light.

THE PAINTER OF FLORENCE.

THERE ¢Ooe ™aa a paioter in Catholic days,
Lale Job, whe eschewed all evil ;
51ill on bis Madonnas \be curiows may geze,
Witk npplause apd amazement, bub ¢livly his praise
And delight was s pointing the devil
T3
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They wera angels comperad 10 the devils he drew,
Who besieged poor St Anttony's cell

fach burning Lot eves. such o d—munadle hus,

You could pven smell benustona, their breath was 5o Uiy,
He painted his deviiz so well

And mow had the artist & piclure Lagun,
'"Twas over Lhe virgin's church dogr;

Hhe slood on Lthe drazon, embraging ler 301,

Many devils already the artist had done,
Hut thiv must out-do all Lefore.

The old dragoa's itps, a8 they B2d through the afr,
At seeing il, paus'd oo Lke wing,

For twe had o likeoess so just to a hair,

‘That they came, as Appetyon himsel had been there,
To pay their respects to their king.

Every child ¢n Lebolding it shiver'd with dread,
And scrpam'd, By he turR’d pway quickg

Mol e old wowan saw it, bul tzisiog her hend,

Drepp'd a Lead, made a gross on her wrinkles, and said,
‘od belp we o wgly old Nick !

Whal the painter a6 earnestly thought oo by dny,
e rometimen would dream of by night ;

But once he was piortled, 53 slecping he lay.

“Tway ao fancy, oo dresm, be could plainiy survey
Thot the devil himself was in sight.

‘ You rascally dauber,’ old Beelzebub crivs,
‘ Take heed how you wrong e again !
Thougb your caricatures for mysel! T despise,
Meke me handsomer now in the mulilude's eyes,
Or gee if I 1hreaten in vein I

HNow, the paicter was hold, and religious beside,
Aod on faith he had certain reliance,

80 earpestly he ull his countenance eyed,

Agd thank'd him for sitting with Cathelic pride,
And gturdily bade hipa datiancs,

Batimes Lo the morniog the paicter aross,
He is ready a9 eoon aa "tia Light ;
Evary look, every line, avery feature he kmows,
“Ewas frenh to hin eye, to his labour bo goes,
And be hes the oid wicked abo guite.

Mappy mas, he i sure the resemblance can’t [ail,
The tip of the zose i red hol;
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There't his grin and his fangs, his skin ¢over'd with scales,
And that, the fdentical curl of hig tail,
Mot 5 mark, not o ¢law is forgot.

He looks, and re-toucher akaln with delight s
*Tis o porirait complete to bia mind !

He touches again, and egain feeds Lis zight ;

Ho looks round for applause, and he nees with nl¥right,
The ¢rigical stunding behind.

*Fool?! idint ' old Reelzebub grion‘d as he spoke,
And slamp'd on the scaflold in ire;

The painler grew pale, for he Ktuew it uo jole,

*Twaa a terrible ireight, and the araffolding broke,
And the devil could wish it me higher,

*Help! help me & Maty ! he cried o alurm,
As the ecaficld sunk noder his feel;

From ihe eanvag (e Virgin extended her nrm,

Bhe caught the good painter, she sav'd him from harm,
There were {housands who saw i Lhe alreet

The old drogon Sed when the wonder he spied,
And curs'd bip oww frultless endeavour;

While the painler call'd nfier, hia roge to deride,

Bhook his pallet gud brush in trfumph, end cried,
“ Now I'l paiol thes more ugly than ever !

FARVPRY
1

THE WANDERING MINSTRELI

Wio, thet has perambulated the streets of London, has nof
heard Bill Raven ndvertising his *three yards of new and pop'lar
songs for a hap-ny 5’ and who that hes once heard can sver for-
get bim—and bis voice—for, as with Braham, the man and hin
volee must ever bo assoviated 1 Thoughts of Braham naturally
inspire recollections of & voice wild msad soft as an /Bolian harr
oo & summer’s eve ; and, in like mancer, remitiscences of Bill
Raven isevitably bring to mind a voice shrill and hostse ase
penny trumpet with a sove throat. Through the streets he goes,
atruggling to raise a shout, but unable to give vent to any sound
sbove a wheeze, with what may be called his night-mare vojce.
His throst seems to ba lined with & worsted stocking. There
is evidently something out of order in kis vocal organ, or rather
hia vocal burdy-gurdy. His windpipe appears as if it wanted
oiling. Even uwow [ fanty I hear bim iz the tones of & knife-
grinding machine, gratiog forth bis well known cry,
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*Ere you "ss 'em "ere, one bundred aad ffty new and pop'ler
kairs for 8 bap-ny, "Ere’s

 Mary, I beiieved thee true'—* Hookey Valker.

‘¥hy did [ love'—* Misa Bailey.'

« GGiles Scrogaing courted Moliy Brown'—* flun the banks of
the blue Mosetiz.’

¢ Hif 1 bad & donkey vot vould’nt go'—* Hover the billaand far
vy,

‘ily love is like the red red rose'—f D'ye call that uothin”.’

¢ The merry Swiss boy’™—* Vot a shocking bad hat.”

¢ Naney Dawson’—* I met her at the fancy faiv!

¢ His there a heart wot oever loved'— Miss Rose, the pretty
ehroud maker,’

¢ Barelay and Ferkios’ draymnn’— He waa {fumed for deeds
of arms.’

¢ The lovely girl'—* Judy Callaghan.’

¢ Do you ever think of me’—* Alice Gray.

*The Firemas Yaslermean'—'Billy Tailor,” and ‘The Daody
Dogs-meat Man,” with * Sally in our Alley.’

¢ Poor Marian,” * Flare up, and ¢ Oh eay not voman's love is
boughs,' all for the small eharge of onc ha'p'uy.

But Bill Raven deais not cnly in the ballades of the yousg Bai-
ley, but also in those of the Old, Never does the law take ita
course os & miserable individual, but the aympathetie Bill ia to
be seen crying about the melaucholy occurvence for weeks after-
warda.

¢’Ere you 'ag it, 'are the full true and partic’lar account of the
unfort'nate individ'al woi was hexecraled this morning at the
0ld Bily, for the small charge of cne ha'p'ny.’

An soncuncerent whichk doubilessly startles some of the by~
standers, who, as they themselves say, “aiways thinked as how
Mr. Pill's Act made it impossible to hasg a body for less nor
forty shillings.” But the best of these—in the double meaning
of the word-—HKetebponnies, is the ¢ Hopy of verses’ appended
to the parrative. I recoliect cne which ran nearly as foliows :

Drnw hither now good people all,
And let my olery warn;

For I will tel! to you o tale
Wobtll rend thosa broasts of yourn.

On Mondsy morn ab eight o'elock,
Right opposite Newgato,

Jokr Jooes wes hung, his borrid crimes
All for to axpinte.
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Arnd Just sfare the deep did fall,
e did confess most troe,

That he did de the cruel deed
Wot 1 will tell to you.

All throngh a wicled gal it way,
T kitl'd my master dear;

"Twos she induced roe for to cut
11i3 throat from here to hete

The clock atruck eight, the koot was tied,
Most dismpl for to see;

The drop did full, and lavoched him right
loko eteraity.

Take warning then, all you who would
Kot die like malefactors ;

Never the company for to Keep
Of gals with bad characters.

One day as Bill was bawling through the streets, he et &
friend, wizen the following curious conversativn took place :—

<[ say, Biil,’ exclaimed his friend, ¢ vhy doesn’t you take to
the singing line ¥’

L ‘ \l’hy,‘ says Bill ; ‘vhy, coz I sings vorser nor an old {ea-
ettle.

‘Vorser! So mmch the betterer,” replied the acquaintance.
¢ Oh, yourn's a helegant woica {or ballad-singing ; & sartin fortin
to any von, blow me

¢ Jist show a light,’ says Bill.

¢ Vell then,' retarns his friend ; ¢ { meana to say if von with
a voice like yourn vas only to strike up afore a house, and espe-
cially them vith the knockers tied up, they villing give sixpence
10 get rid on you.

[ twigs, exclairmed Bill ; but T say, Jim, if my woice is a sar-
tin forio, vot ‘ud the dagpipes be ¥

¢ You're right,’ replicd Jim ; *v¥ot a jolly row they wonld kick
up to be sure. La, bless you, in a quito willage they'd give any
thing to get rid on you.'

¢ Ah, eried Bill ; ¢ directly I started up, out ’ud come the
sarvants vith two pence or three pence, and horder me move on,
HMoze on for that, says 1 ; what do you think that I am hintirely
hignorant of the walley of peace and quietness, J necer moves on
tinder siapence.
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THE HOMEWARD-BOUND MARINER.

BENEATH 3 beaming star-1lt sky the Doean bright was spread,
And softly o'er its bosom calm the murmuring breezes sped ;
Irap stilitiess was oo oll that night, and rotk sod meuntain lay
In mellowed beauty ehadowed on many a glassy Lay.

Unmoved, the ship lay on the deep, for every aail was furled,
And silently snd beautiful the waters round her eurled,
As, like eome giant phantom in the splitude of night,
Her tall and solitary form reposed beneath Lhe moonhenms' Light,

Dicep stilloesa was &round her on the midoight Orcean’s breast,
For all ber busy mariners bad laid them down to rest;
And mary thoughts aond wany dreams of joys and scrrows past,
Bright hopa awakened visions to their minds were crowding fast.

I atood slone upon the deck, aod, on the midnight sky
I watched the silver tinted clouds, as they were wondering by :
A wcattered snd o changeful traln, ns weve the thoughts that pressed
8o wildly snd so fearfully upon my anzious hreast.

For many a year my path bad been upon the Ocean’s breast,
Tost like a storm-uprooted weed, withput & place of rest;
Perll and Famine had been mine, and every change of woa
That on & wild and stormy deep Lhe marloer must know,

Of brothers three that, full of hope, had left with me their home,
Rejoicing in youth's glowing strength, the waters wide to roaem,
Ooe I bad seen a bloody corse when victory wea woz,

Another died at Fover’s touch, beneath the southern pun.

That moern the younger one had fourd a cold and wavy bed,
And oow I looked upon the hills for which he languialed,
A severed snd & sorrowing thing, 1 had come back alons,
Ope wandering bird unto the nest from which & brood had Bown.

Far off through the lone night-watch I had yearned for ruy home,
AWhen dreama and thoughts of happiness across ray soud had coma :
Yet now my heart was fainticg. und 1 gazed with anzicus fear,
Upon the well-known mountsing, though so beautifnl and aeor.

Tha hopes thatround my heart bad clung, ere thosa T loved were gone,
Had vanizlied, a3 the sparkiing frost beneath the noon-tide sun
Meits Irom some branching tree, with ite featiery genis of light,
And leaves it dark and desolate te tell of Winter's blight.

I fenred the morn--I feared to seek my long, long-wished-for home,
Ag with o aad foreboding dresd of misery to come;
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1 fugred to pee my rmother’s team, wy fatber’s agony,
Vhep they kmew Lhat thelr beloved ones Wers in the deep, deep gaa,

Yet still my eyes laoked wistfolly scross the ocesn-Eids,
And, balf uncouseioualy, I watchod the pallid moonbeams ghide
To silver streacas aotoss the bills, until they rested where
The old church ralsed its ivy-towar upon the midnight alr,

I bnew that dark groeo ivy-tower, Y kpew the house of God,
To which a0 off In einless joy oy boybood's steps bad trod ;
Where youth's flret breath of prayer and praiso bad risan up on high,
Pute #s the dew-drop of the morn exbaled to tha sky.

And many of mF early loved wers aleeping all aropnd
Wilhin their narrow, silent bome, beoesth that boly ground ;
And on their peaceful resting plsce [ saw the woonteaca shed
A may, s if Time's Anger pale wes pointiog to the dead.

I gazed upon the moonleam pale, till, to my oching eyea,
A matancholy 37 ] shade d on theal to rise;
Ihe phantem of & welkilog dream wilh coming sorrow fraught,
The dlm idea! ahadow of an agonizing thought.

A1 gliding from my wching elght, the wan, pale fgure passed,
A Jdamp and painful chillingss o'er my trembling ilmbe way cwat
I apake 0o word, I teard no sound, bul, by my feelings led,
Baligred, wiet scoo T found was trva, that all wt home were dosd |

EXTRACT FROM SPEED THE PLOUGH.
Sir Philip Blandford and Farmer Ashfield.

Sir Philip.—Come hitber. 1 believe you hold a farm of
minei

Aahfield.—Ees, zur, I do, at your zarvice.

Bir Phitip —1 hope & profitable one 1

Arhfield.—Zomelimes it be zar. But thic year, it be all t'other
way as twur—but 1 do hope, as our landlords have a tightish
bij lump of ﬂ:bifood, they'll be 2o kind bearted as to take & lit-
tle bit of the bad.

&ir Philip.—It i but reasonsble. I conclude thes, you are
in my debt .

Aeifield.—Een, zar, I bo—at your zarvice.

Sir Phidip.—How much

Athfield ~5ir, I do owe ye a bundred asd fifty pounds—at
your zarvice,
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Sir Philip.—Which you can't pay.

Ashfield —Not a varthing, zur—at your zarvice.

Sir Philip.—Woelil, 1 am willing to give you every indulgence.

Ashfield —Ba you, zer1 that be deadly kied.—Dear heart 1
it will maks my anld dame guite young again, and don’t think
helping a poor man will de your honours heahkh any arm—I
den't indeed, zur—1 had a thonght of speaking to your worship
about it—but then thinks I, the gentieman, mayhap, be one of
those that do like to do & good turn, and not to have a word zaid
about it—zo, if you kad not menticned whatI owed you, I am
zure [ never ghould—askenid not, indeed 2ur,

Sir Philip—Nay, 1 will wholly acquit you of the debt, on
condition

Ashfield.—Ees, zur, -

Sir Pﬁill_{p.v-On condition, I eay, you insfantly turn out that
boy-—-that Henry.

Ashfield. —Turn out Henry! Ha, ba, ba! Excuse my titter-
ing, zur ; but you bees making your vun of I, zure.

Sir Philip.—I sm not apt to triffe. Seud him instantly from
you, or take the consequences.

Askfield —Turn out Henry | [ vow 1 shou'dn’t knaw how o
zet about it—I should not, Indeed zur.

Sir Philip—You hear my determination. If you disobey,
you know what will follow, Il leave you o reflect on it. ¢ Exit,

Ashfield—Well, zur, 1'l argufy the topie, and then you may
wait upon me, and I'l} tell ye. ( Makes the motion of turning
out. )—I should be deadly awkward at it vor zartin.—However,
Dl put the case. Weld, I goes whiziling whosm—noa, drabbit
it, I shou'dn’t be able to whiztle & bit, I'm zure, Well, I goes
whosiz, and I sees Henry zitting by my wife, mixing up someit
te comiort the wold zool, and take away the paiu of ber chuma-
tice. Yery well, thes Henry piaces a chair vor I by the vire
zide, and zays—" Varmer, the horses be fed, the sheep be foided,
sad you bave pothing te do but zit down, smoke your pips, and
be happy ! Very well, {becomes gffected) Then I zays—
* Henry, you be poor and friendless, zo you must turn out of my
houze directiy.” Very well, then my wile stares at I-—reaches
her hand towards the vire place, and throws the poker at my
head, Very well, then Henry gives a kiud of anguish shake,
and peiting up sighs from tie bottom of his heart—then holding
wp his head hike & king, says—* Varmep, I have too long beez
a burthen to you—Heaven protect you as you have me. lare-
well | 1 ge” Theua I aays, “1f thee does ['l] be domn'd,” (with
great energy.) Hollo ; you Mr, Sir Philip ! you may come in.

{ Enter Sir Philip Biandford.




GENERAL RECITRKH. 253

Zur, I bave axgofied the topie, nud it wou'd'nt be pratty—zo
can't

Sir Philip.—Can't ! absurd !

Ashfield —Well, zur, there is but another word—1 won't,,

Sty Phifip,~Indeed !

Ashfield.—No, zur, T won't }—I"d zee inyself hang'd first, and
you toa, znr—I would indeed (bowing.)

Sir Philip.—You refuse then to obey.

Ashfield.—1 do, zur—at your zarvice (bewisg.)

Sir Philip.—Then the law must take its course,

Ashfield —I he very zorry for that too—I be, indeed zur;
but if corn wou'd'nt grow, X cou'dn’t help it ; it wer'n't poison’d
by the hand that zow'd it. Thic hand, zir, be as free from guilt
as your awn, .

tr Phitip.—Qh | (aighing deeply. )

Ashfield.—It were never held out to clineh a hard bargain,
nor will it turn a good lad out into the wicked world, becanse be
be poorieh a bit. I be zorry you be offended, zur, guite—but
come what waol, I'll pever hit thic band against here, but when'
1 be zuwre that someit at inzide will jump againat it with plessure
fhowing.) 1dohope you'll repent of all your zins—I do, indeed,
zur ; and if you shou'd, I'll come and see you again as friendly
ns ever~-1 wool, indeed, zur,

Sir Philip.—Your repentance will come o0 late ! { Ezit.

Ashkfield.—Thavk ye, zur—good morning te you—! do ho!

1 have made mysel agreeable—and so I'll go whoao. r Exit.

THE TINKER AND GLAZIER.

Bivee gratitude, "tis said, is pot o'er common,
And friendly acts are preity pear os faw;
With high and low, with man, and eke with woman,
With Tuzk, with Pagan, Christian, and with Jew;
We ought, at least, whena'er we chance to find
Qf thege rare qualities a glendar sample,
To show they may possess the human mand,
And iry the Doasted {nfleence of example.
‘Who buows how far the novelty may charmu?
It ¢an't, at aoy rate, do much harm.
The tale we give, then, and we peed not fear
The moral, f there be one, will appear.
Two thirsty souls roel oo a sultry day,
Gma, Gleziar Dick, the other Tom the Tinker;
Dath with Bght purses, but with epirits gy,
Aud hard it were to name the sturdiest drinker.
Z
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Toeir ais they quafd’d,
And s they awigz'd the ceppy,
Fhey both agresl 'tis said,
‘That trada was wonderous dead ;
They jok'd, sung, laugbed,
And wers completely happy.
The lasdlord’s eye bright aa bla sparkiing sls,

Qlleten'd to ses them she browan pitchar hug,
Por every jost, and song, and merry tale,

Had this blithe ending~* Bring us t'other mag.'
Now Dick, the glazler, feels his bosom butu
To do bin friead, Tom Ticker, & good furn:
Avnd wheo the heart to Iriendshlp feels welin'd,
Occaslon seldoem loiters long bebind,

The ketila guily sioging ou the tre,

Qives Dick a hiot just to bis heart's desire;
And, wiils to draw mor sla tbe landlord goed,
Dick 1o the ashes il the water thruws;

Then puis the kelile on the fre agaln,

Azd at the tiaker wioks,

A * trade's succesa I he drioks,

Nor doubls the wish'd suocess Tom will abtain.
Our laudiord me'er could such & Loast withstand,
Bo, giviog each kind custower & haod,

His friendeblp, oo, displayd,

Aznd dreok *suecess to tade
But 0, bow pleasurs vaohb'd from hia eye,

How Jong and ruefyl his round visage graw,
Boon ma ho naw the kettle's bottom BF;

Boider the oply finid e could view.

He ravd, he caperd, and be swore,
And d—~¢ the kettle's hody o'er and o'er.

* Comwe, cowse,” ssya Dick, * fetch wy, my Liend, mode ale,

Al trades, you Wuow, maont live;
Let's dripk, ** may trade with noze of us e'er fail,”
Tho job to Toms thew give;
And, for the sle ho drioks, our Ind of meitls,
Take my word for i, soon will miend the kettle
The indlord yields, but hopes e oo offence,
To qurse the brade that thrives at his expeuse.
Tom undertakes the 1ob, t0 work be goes,
And just coneludaa 1t with the vvening’s closs.
Bouds e conyeninl bad friends Tom and Dicl,
Each might be call'd & loving brother
Thought Tom, Lo sarve my friend I koow 4 trick,
And ona good turm, ko truth, desarves anctber
Out now be siily slipa,
But not & word be said,
Tho plot wis In his head,
And of he plmbly trips,




GENERAL BRECITER. 258

Ewilt to & neighbouring ¢hurch his way he lakons
Nar in the dark,
Misses his mark,
But every pane of glosa he quickly breaks.
Back as he gosy,
His hosem glows,
To think how great will ba his friond Dick's joy.
At getting g0 much excellent employ,
Retwn'd, he, beckoning, draws Lis fHend nsida—a
Tooportance in his faea ;
And to Ivick's car his ngouth applied,
Thus briefly states the cass!
fDick, [ may give you joy——you're s made tnan,
I've done your business most complote, oy frlend
Y'ut off, the devil may eatch me if he can,
Each window in the chureh you've got to mend—~
kneratitude’s worse curse my head befall,
If for your sake T hava not broke them all’
Tom, with surpriee, sees Dick turn pale,
Who deeply sighs ¢ O, Ja 1
Then drops his under faw,
And all his powers of utterance fail:
While hortor in bis ghactiy faca,
And bursting eye-balls Tom can trace;
Whose syrapetbetic rouacles, just and true,
Bhare with his heart,
Dick's unknown smart,
And twa such phizzes ne'sr moet noortal view.
At length friend Ivick bis spoech regain’d,
Ard soon the mystery explain'd ;—
*¥ou have, indeed, my business dons?
Apd I, as well as you, noust run ;
For let we act the best I oan,
Tom, Tora, ) am o ruin'd man,
Zounds | younds! this piese of frioudship tosks me daar,
I always mend church windows—by tha yesr '

o,

THE DEAD DONKEY.

He wae atretehied at full length beeide the diteh where he died.
A half-finished house in the back-ground seemed to rejoice in
the fate of the pooranimal; maliciousiy displayed on & board
whereon was legibly written—

YHIS GARCASE TO BE BOLD |

The sturdy thistla boldly reared its hoad in its vicinity, fearless
of the donkey’s pluck.
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The erows like & knnt of lawyera at the funeral of a rich man,
were hovering near. They threatened to engross the whele skin,
and make away with the perecnal property by conveyance.

The deceased they knew could not resiat their skarge, nor did
they appreliend their biffs would be taxed by the master.

Alack—alack! that he who had stoutly carried many a bushel,
should thus fall beneath their peck.  The well worn saddle, like
many a detter, had gone to bueck some other favourite of the racs.
The reins, too, were gons—yea, his disconsclate master, like &
drunken man, had—slipped o the curh f

Wo, wo ! but whatavads it erying  Wo ™ untoa dead donkey ¥
Were I thy mastor I would have thy portrait taken, How many
an A-doublz-8 is drawn by an E.d.! There isa placid doeility
about thy liead that might supply Gall or Spurzheim with a lec-
ture,  But o ¢ast remains o iimmortalize thee—albeit thy mas-
tor, in thy life made many an {mpression with whacks /

Like a card-player, thon hast cué the pack, and left it in the
hands of the dealer.

Uanlike thy ragged brethren that ron locse upon the enmmen,
exposing thelr ribs (as vulzar hosbands do their wivea in genernl
company) there is a plumpness and vetundity in thy appenrance,
that plainly proves tiiee no eonimnon donkey. The smouothivesa of
ihy eoat, too, shows thine owner's care. He, doubtless, liked thee
(a5 Indians do their food) well curried !

Farewell, Edward, I exelaimed—toa serious on the ocezsion to
use the familiar epithet of NVeddy.

I heard footsteps : I saw a man approaching the spot T had
just quitted : he was a tall raw-boned-looking gipsey. Concealod
from observation by the interveninghedge, I watchedhis motions,

I saw him stride across the animal. Drawing a elasp-knife
from his breast, be looked wistfuily around him. I had often
heard of famished Russians devonring their horses, What did
he meditate.

Keen bunger was depieted in bis sharp countenance.

The vagrant wielded his knife—I atood breathlesa—the next
moment [ saw him eut & hoge stake.

* Irom the donkey ¥

No, Madam : from the adjnining hedge.
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THE HAUNCH OF VENISON.

AT Nomber Ouo dwelt Captain Drew,
Georgn Benson dwelt st Number Two,
(The atreet wel! not now mention)
The letier stunn'd the King's Bsooh bar,
The formmer, being lawed in war,
Bung small upon a pension.

Torz Blewi! kmew ther both—then he
None deeper in the mystery

Of culinary hnowledge ;
From Turtle soup to Btikon cheess
Apt studend, taking s degrees

Iz Mra. Ruonded's Collega.

Beason to dlre nvited Tom:
Froud of an jovitation from
A hoat who *apread” so Dicely,
Tom answer'd, ere tha ink wae dry,
¢ Extremely happy—oome on Fri=
dzy next, ab alx precisely.’

Blowit, with expeciation fraught,

Drove up &t sz, eack savoury thought
Tdend turbot rich In;

But, ote ha resch'd the winnmg peat,

He 28w 8 haunch of ven'son reast
Down in the next-door iichen.

Iley . zounds! whet's this? 8 haunch st Drew's
1 muet drop in: I cant refuse;
To pass wers downright treason:
To cu Nod B 'a ot quite st h g
Byt the provocative—n hounch !
Zounds! ivs the frst thin xesaon !

¢ ¥eo'son, thon'tt mloa ! I'I talk no more'—
Then, rapping thrice at Benson's door,
*John, I'm le suak a harzy |
Do tell your master that my aund
Is paraiytic, quite salsnt,
1 must bo off for Surrey.”

Now Tom at zext door makes a din—
+1s Caplain Drew st home 7' —' Walk in."—
* Drew, how d've do i'—* What ! Blewit I*
* Yos, I—you've nak'd me many s day,
To drop In, In w quist way,
B0 wow 1'm come to do J.*
zb
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< I'm very glad yeu have,' said Direw,
*I've nothing bul an Ivish siyw'—
Quoth Yom, aside, * Xo wmalter,
Twon't do—iny stomuach’s up $o Chal,—
'Twiil Lie by, Lilt the locid fat
Comies guiv'ting on the platter”

' You gen your dinner, Tomn,” Drew ericd,
* No, bt I den't though,” Tom replied:
+ T smok'd below'—* What »"—* ¥Vengon—
A hauneh’—* QR Lruec, it i3 Dol mine;
My neiglibour bad smne friends to dine."—
* Your neighbour ] whe "—* Geprge Hensoa.

1lis chimney amoked ; the seena (o change,
I et hizn have my kitchen raoge,
While bis was newly polish'd :
The Yen'aon you observed helow
Went hoeme just half an hour ago:
I guess it's now demelish'd,

Tom, why that lock of donbtful dread ?

Come, help yourself to salt snd bread.
Doo't ait with hands and kmees up,;

But dine, for onee, off Irish slew,

Aud read the © Dag and Sladow through,
When neat you open Asop.

e

GINEVRA.

I7 gver yon should come to Maodena,
Htop at a palace oeur the Heggio-gale,
Dwelt in of old by one of the Orsial,
Its noble gardens, terrace above lerre,
And numerous lonutaiug, statues, cypresses,
Will loog detain yeu; but belfore you go,
Euter the house,—forget it not, I pray you,—
And losk anidle upon a picture there,
*Tis of a lady in her earlivit youth,
The last of that illustrious fumily.

Bhe #its, inclining forward as to spenk;
Her lipa balf-open, and her fioger up,
Aas thouph she said, * Buware "—her vest of gold,
Hroider'd with fiowers, 2nd ¢lrep'd from hend to fout,
Au emeradd afone iu vvery golden clasp;
Arnd on ier brow, fairer Lhan nlubaster,



GENERAL RECITER. 259

A coronet of pearls.——Alone it hangs . v
Over a wouldering heir-loom, i3 companion,. -
An osken chest, hall-eaten by the worm ;

A chest thst ¢ame from Venice, end had held
The ducal robes of zome old ancestor ;

tThat, by the way—it way be true or false)

Tut don't forget the picture ;—and you will not,
When you have heard the tale they tell you thern.

She woa an only child—her name Gineyra;
Tha joy, the pride of an indwlgent father.
She wes all geutleness, all gaiety.
Iler pranks the favourite theme of every tonpue:
And, io the lustre af her youth, slie gave
ller hand, aod her heart with it, to Francesco.

Great was the joy ; but at the puptis] feast,
When all gat down, the bride herself was ymntiag
Mor was she to be found ! ller fatlier eried,
i but to make trigl of cur love,"

Amil AU'd his glasa to all; but his hand shook;
And soon from guest to guest the panle spread.
"Fwas but that iostant she had left Pragceses,
Laughing and locking back, sod fying atill—
tler ivory tooth imprinted on his Roger.
—1fut now, alaa b she was got to be found ;
Nor fromn that hour eould any thing be gueastd,
Jiat that she was not.

Weary of his life,
Froancesco few to Yenice, awl enbarhiog,
Fluryg it away io battle with the Turi.
Ougind lived (—and leng you might have seeh
An old man wanderiog as in quest of soelhing,
Semething he could oot lind,—Le koew not what.
When e was gone, the honse remain'd awhile
Hilent apd tenantlens,—then went to struogers.

Full Gty yenta wore past, and all forgotten—
When oo an idle day, o day of search
AT tlee ol luwabier in Lhe gailery,
That mouldeviog eliest was noticed ; and "twas said
I3y ene a8 young, o8 thoughtless as Ginevra,
“Why pot remove it froin its Jurking pHace
‘Twas done a8 soon as said; bat, on e way,
It burst-~it fell j—and lo, o skeleton!
With hers and there a pearl, no eoaerald stons,
A golden clasp, clasping & shred of gold.
All else had perish’'d—save o wedding-ring
And o small seal, her ruother's leguey,
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Engraven with s name, the name of both—
FINEYBA .

There, then, had she found s grave!
Within that chest had ghe conceal'd herself,
Fluttering with joy, the happiest of the heppy 3
Wher & spring-lock, that lay in wmbush there,
Faaten'd her down for ever!

THE BARBER'S SHOP.

1'q & dapper Litls ghover,

Who io manzers sod bebaviowr,
Bear the bell from oll thae trade
¥'m descended from the Razors,
Who, sa most people say, sir,
A fortuue shouwld have made.
For be it koown, my father
Such vumbers used 1o luther,
And sa briskly plied his trade,
And po briskly plied his trade,
That, by hair dressing and shaving,
Though his fanily was craving,
Ha & decant Lving xeade,

Spoken.] Mr. Razor, says my poor deceased mother ; My
duck, eays my father. Vy, lovy, l've been thinking aa how ve
ghould send Tony to a larned semivary, for I likee Latin--A
little larning is a Jangerous thing—driuk deep, or a fig for
larning, saye my father ; or if be larus any thing, let hioa larn
to shave, and as to drinking deep, he'll larn thec of his father,
So instead of being a man of letters, 1 can barely tell them, and
8w left with all my imperfections on my bead, to shave, dress
hair, comb wigs, and retail Day and Martia's blacking, Russia
ail, pomstuwn, and powder, and instead of wearing a counsellox'a
wig, 1o be.constantly employed in keeping it in curl, while the
anly bar I ever pleaded 8t is the bar of old Score’em, though 1
generslly contrive to pay my way; 1 wish every tradesman
could put his hand to hia heart nnd eay as much—we should
then see fewer dividends of s shilling in the pound, and the
credit of old Epgland keep up its ancient ¥igour.

Sa, with scissors, comb, and lather
1 & suficient hutvest gather,
Ta keep open the barbet's shop,
‘Tha barber's shop,
The batbar's shop,
Ta kaep open the harber's shop.
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Slould my cuslomers 86T YADOUE,
T show 'ern an old paper,

Which I beg them (o peruse;
Shauld they find the cheat, sien,
Their paticnee I eotreat, sirs,
Which they seldom or e'er reluse.
Far by thia time I contrive,

My business quick to drive,

And be ready their beards to mow,
And be ready their Leards to wow ;
Of me you're making fun,

Bir, I tell you I've juas done.

My Lathercw, bere, bollo.

Spoken.] Mr. Feeble, shall T shave you1 your beard’s ina
sad eondition, like the times—Don't talk tu me of the times, for
I've no tite to talk to you—How’s Mrs. Feeble, sir !—Mind
your business, and don't pester me—i{ you wmove your head, I
shall do your business—3r. Ledderum, dat blacking you souid
e is all turged brown, burm my caxoen, but I've a great desira
to give you, for de blackiug, a black eye ; devil de drup of Day
and Martin was dere; no, by de powers, it was all Betty Mar-
tin—Sir, if you'll return it—Tunder and tucf, return it, how,
you shabroou, d'ye think I'm to do that? didn't I tell you, do |
forget to mention it, dat I had used every sup of it—-Well, sir, I
hope we shall make matters up over a gliss of Geneva—Oh |
and is it dat you're after, oh ! musha, my durling, you'rs a nate
little battle seller ; here's to ould Ireland—Nliere’s may animosity
be washed away by the soap suds of obiivien ; may the voico
of the people never be cut in two by the razor of discerd, and
may the shop of justive never be shut whsea honesty kpocks at
the door.

Bo, with sclssors, comb, sod lather, &o.

THE QCEAN.

Trenz (8 a pleantre (o the pathlessy woeds;
Where i3 a rapture 0w the looely shore;
Whet i3 soctety where nope intrudes,
i3y the devp Sea, and music in its rear:
1 love not man the less, but Nnture more,
Vrow these oir mterviews, io which 1 steal
Frow all T may ke, or kave Leen bulore,
Fo wingle with the universe,—apd feel

What I can ne'er expreas, yeb caonol all eonevul.
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Foll ou, thou deep sud derk bius ocean ol

Ten thousand flects sweep over thee fu vaig ;—

Men marks the earth with ruin,—bis conitel

Eiops with the shore ;—upon the walsty plain

The wrecls are all thy deed; por doth remasin

A ashadow of ]man'd ravage, save hliy own,

Whoen for 5 mopent, bie a drop of rain,

1l sinks nte thy deplns with bublling groan,
Witheut & grave, unkoelld, unesfin'd, and unknown.

The armatnents which thonderstrike the walls

OF rock-bailt cities, biddiog nations quabe,

And monsteha tremble in thelr capitala,—

The oak leviathaos, whose nuge cibs make

Their cloy crcator the vain title take

Of lovd of thee, and arbiter of war,—

These are thy Loya; and a8 the snosy Hake,

Fhey melt into {he yeast of weved, which mar
Alike the Armada's pride, or spoils of Tralalgar,

Thy phores nre empires, changed la sll aava thee j—
‘Awsyrin, Greece, ltome, Carthage,—what sre they?
Ihy waters wasted them while they wers free,

And maoy & tyrant sivee ; their shores obey

The straoger, slave, o savage ; theit dechy

Fas gricd up reslios bo deserta: not s thow,
Uuchaogenble, save to thy wild waves” play;

Time wtitea o wrinktle oo thing n2ure brow;

Buch &3 creation’s dawn beleld, thouw rollest mow.

Thou gloriona mirrer! where the AtaiodTy's form
Glasses itsell 1z tewpests; io al! tioow,
Calm or convalsed, —in breeze, oF gale, oF sborim,
Yeing toe pole, or in the torrid cbioe
Dark-neaving :(—boundless, eodlesy, and
The itnsge of eternity,—the Lthrone
Of the Invisible; aven frote out thy slime
The monsters of the deep sre made: each Zong

Obeys theo; thou goest forth—dread—fathomless—alonal

THE BEER BARREL; OR, JOB'S PATIENCE.

' A pansos who had & rematkable folble,
In minding the boltle mora thao the bitle,
Wes deewn'd by his neighbours to be less perple’d
1o handlicg & tenkerd, 1han hendling & lext.
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Perch'd up in Lis pulpit, one Bunday he cried,

* BMaks patlence, my dently beloved, your gnide;
And, In e} your troubles, mischances, and ezosses,
Remamber the patiends of Jab in bis losses.”

Now, this parson had got a stout cask of strong heer,
A present, oo doubt—but oo malter from where;
Buffice it to 28y, that be reckon'd it good,

And ¥alwd the Lguor as much as his blood,

‘While be the church service in haste mutter'd o'er,
The hogs found their way thro' bis old cellar-doar;
And by the sweet Scent of the beer-barre] fed,
Had knock'd ¢ut the spigat or cock from its hiad,

Qut spouted the Bquor abroad on the ground,
Avd the unhidden guests quafi*d it merrily round ;
Nor from thelr diversion or merrirsent cens'd,
Till ev'ry hog thero was a trug drunken beast.

And now, the grave lecturs and prayers &f an sud, )
He brings alopg with hios & neigbbouring friend, ol
Tao be & partaker of Bunday's good cheer,

And taste his delighttul Octobersbreved beer.

The dinner was ready, sdd all things 1aid soug—-

* Here, wife,' says the parsen, ©go fetch up & mug.’

Buk a mug of what liquor he'd scarve time to tell ber,

When—+* Lord, bugbond !* she eried, ‘there’a the hogs in the cellar.

“To be sure thay've got in whilst e were at pray'm.’
! To ba surs you'rs & fool, 20 get you down stairs,
Aud brivg what I bid you—go, see what's the watter,
For now I myself hear a gruntisg and clatter.”

Bbe went, and returpivg with serrowful face,

In euitable phrases related the case;

He rav'd Like & madman, snd snatching 8 brosm,

First belabour'd his hogs, then his wife round the room.

*'Was erver poor mortal 5o peater'd as 17

‘With a basa glut oho keeps all my house ke 8 stye ;
How came you to bave your d—d bogs in the kitehen?
Is that & fit place to keep cattle, you L ia?

* Lord, busband !* eaid she, * what & coil you kecp lisre,
Abont o poor beggatly barrel of beer |

You abould, in your troubles, mischances, sud crossel,
Remamber the paticnce of Job in his losese,’
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A plague upou Job,’ eried the priest in B mge;
‘1hat beor, T dnre soy, was nenr three yeurs of ags;
It you are o paor stupid fool, like lis wife,—
Wby, Jou never lad such 8 cask o His Life !

SWEET MR. LEVI.

Wuen & pretty little boy,
A young merclianlman se sy,
Witk my Lollipope and toy,
Uf Lruke's Place 1 bore the sway.
Tlhe pretty [itiie maidens,
With their pretty listle swile,
Dey stole my Little heart,
L’ur wmy seuses they Lecuile. .

Spoken.] Vel, I remernber the day when I tramped with my
little shop round my neck, and turned my henest liviog ; but
den de littie shedibels always was upon my thoughts—dera (was
their ery) dere gocs aweet Nr. Levi! dere goes charniing Mr.
Levi !—dere gues handsome Mr. Levil—dear me ! dear me !
the sound of their pretey little voices always made me sing

Fal lal In, &e,

A fuw years [eds away,

Aud a young man soon I grows,
VWhen arousd in London streets,

[ eliaut away old clothes;
Clo-salp—clo-sule—elo—

X raise aioud Lhe ¢ry,
And as T pass alung,

ilow the preity damsels sigh.

Spoken.] Bless ma heart ! vel, vat can I do ; I eonsole with
them as well ns 1 am able ; and, though a circumscribed Jew,
I tickle their fancy as well as the best, for 1 always make 'uin
king Fal lal I, &e.

Den my uncle Asrons died,
And T wag heir for Llifs;
H5o  thueueht myaelf 83 how

To get & dittle vife;
1°d kissod and toyed away
With many & vixen gle,
But 1 vanted one alons
Ta kizs and toy wid me.

Spoken.] So [ left off trading in old clothes to trade with
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ladies’ hearts; so I makes love to Miss Rachael, and ghe, beau-
tiful creature, melis my heart like a stick of Dutch sealing wax,
which makes me sing . Fal lalla, &e. :

Bo merried soox T got,
And sumg “ Legone, dnll care,”
And ning mogths after that
T dunced a little heir;
Then Jaceb, Mo, and Sue,
Vid Subrueld 8o sly,
How happy was the Jew
Vid such 3 family.

Spoken.] Bless ma heart, vat a happy rogue vas I ; T thought
myself richer than Sclomon in all his glery, for I had got the
true begotten children of ma heart around me, and vat could
my vife acd I do but ping Fal lal Ia, &e.

THE TAILOR.

A cITy auctioneer, one Samuel Stubly,
il greater execution with his homper,
Assisted by Lis pufing clamonr,

Thag Gog and Magog with their clubs,

Qr that great Fee-fa-fum of way,

TLe Bcaudinavian Thor,

Dhd with his wallet, which (zee Bryant'a

Mytlologyh fell'd stoutest ginnts :

For Sumuel kuock'd down houses, churches,

Arnd wapds of cak, and elms aod bircles,

With greater ease than mad Orlandp,

Tore the Brat tree he laid bia band to.

‘He ought, in reasen, to have raizsed his own
Lat by kuccking others down ;
And bad he beeo content with shaking
¥is bammer aod his hand, and takiog
Advantage of what brought bim grist, he
Might have been a8 rich a3 Christie ;—
But sometiow when thy midoight bell, How,
Bounded along Cheapside its koell,
Qur spark waa busy ip Pall-msl)
Blisking hia elbow,—
Marking, with paw upoen his mazzard,
The turps of hazard ;
Or rattling in & box the dice,
2a
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Which seem'd a3 it & grudge they bor
To Stubby; for ofteo in @ tnee,
Dowan on the vail he was compell'd to pay
Al that his hammer brought him ic the day,
And someilimes more.

'Fhay, like n male Penelope, our wight,
What i1z had Jone by day undid st zight;
Mo wonder, thetefors, if, like Rer,

Haq was beset by clamorous brutes,
Whe erowded round him to prefor

Tieir several anits.

Ooe Mr. Snippy, the tailot, had the longess
il for many avits—ol rainaent,

And uaturally theupht ke had the strongest
Claie for paymest.

But debls of looonr must be paid,

Wiate'sr breomes of delits of trade;

And so pur slylish auctionesr,

From month to mopth throughout Lhe yeor,

Excuses, falsehooda, pleas alleges,

Or falteries, complitnents, and pledges.

IWheo in the latter mood one day,

He squeezed hiy hand, and swors to pay,~—

“But when 7' * Next month.  You may depend out,

My dearest Snipps, befote the end on't

Your [wce procisima io every feature,

You wouldn't harm & fellow-creature-—

You're 5 kind soul, I koow you are, Soippa’
* Aye, B0 you said stz monthy age;
But such five words, 1'd have you kuow,

Butter ao parsoips.’

Tuie aaid, he bade bls lawyer draw

A special writ,

Serve it ou Btubla, snd follow It
Tp with the utmost rigowt of the taw.

This lawyer wag & fricod of Stubby—
‘That ia to say,
In @ civic oy,
Where busipess loterposes not Jls rubs;
For where the main chauce 13 i question,
Damon leaves Pyihigs to the stake,,
Fylades and Orestes bmk
And Al der cats Hep
Ilut when out e of law mual sne Bl frlopds,
Tenfold politensss makes smends.
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Bo when he el oot suctioneer,
Into bis oulstretch’d hand he thrust bis
Writ, and said with friendly Jeer,
+ My dear, dear Stubls, pray 4o e justica;
Ta this eTiir I hope you sea
Mo ceasare can atlach to me—-
oot entertaio o wrong impression ;
I'm deing nwow what must be doce
In my profession.’
' and g0 am 1, Stubbs anawered with a fromn;
Bo crying, *Going—golng—gone
He kaock'd lum down !

LIBERTY AND SLAVERY.

Disguise thyself as thou wilt, atill, Szavery ! etill thou aris
bitler drauglit ; and thougl: thousands in all ages have beeo made
to driok of thee, thou art no less bitter on that account. It is
thou, LiBerty ! thrice aweet and gracious goddess, whoon all
in poblic orin private worship, wiwse tasts i8 gratefvl, and
ever will bo 80, 0ll natvre herself shall change—no tiot of words
can spob thy enowy maatie, or chymic power turn thy sceptra
into jron With thee to emile ypon bim as he eats his crust,
the swain is happier than his monarch, from whose couut tirou
art exiled. Guracious Heaven! grant me hut heslth, thon
great Bestowor of it, and give me but this {air goddess as my
companiv ; and shower down thy mitres, if it seema good unts
:}1 y divine providecee, wpon those beads which are achiog for

e m.

Pursuiog these ideas, T sal down close to my table, and lean-
fog my head upon my hand, T began to figure to myself the
miseries of confinement. 1 was jo a right frame for ity and so
1 gave full ecope to my imgination.

[ was poing 1o begin with the millions of my fellow-creatures
borao to no inheritance but siavery ; but finding, however affect-
ing the picture was, that I could not briog it nearer me, and
that the multitude of sad groups io it did but distract me——

—1I took a mingle eapiive, aod having firat shot him up in his
dungeon, I then looked through the twilight of bis grated door
to take his picture,

1 beheld hia body half wasted away with loog sxpeclation
and confinement, and felt what kind of sickneas of the lLeast it
wag which arises from hope deferred. Upon looking nearer, 1
eaw bim pale and feverish : in thirty years the western breeze
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had not onee fanned his biood—he had eeen no sun, no monn,
in all that time—nor bad the voiee of fricnd or kinsman breath-
ed through hia lattice. His children

Bui liere my heart began to bleed—and T waa forced to go on
with another part of the perirait,

e was sitting upen the groond upen a little straw, in the
fartheat corner of his dungeon, which was alternately his chair
and bed: a little calender of small sticks were laid at the Lead,
nutelied all over with the dismal days and nights be bad passed
there—Ne liad ove of these little sticks in his hand, and with a
rusty nail he was etcling another day of misery to 2dd to the
heap. As 1 darkened the little figle he liad, he hited vp &
hopeiess eye towards the door, then cast it down—siook his
hewd, and went on with his work of alliction. I heard his
chains upon his legs, aa he turned his body to lay his iivde stick
upon the bundle—Lle gave a deep sigh—1 saw the ivou enter
into his soul—I bovst iuto tears—1 coubl netsustain the picture
of confinement which my fancy had drawa,

THE TWO STAMMERERS.

WHILE others Suent verse abuge,

And prostitute the comic muse;

Iz less indecent macner, 1

Her Comie Lodyship will try:

Qi ! let wy prayer, bright maid, svail ¢
frant tnspirativa to my taled

A tule both comical and new,

Agd wilh & swionging sgorol tog,

In & small quiet ecuntiry town,
Liv'd Mob, a dlunt, but honest ¢lown ;
Who, apite of all the schopls eould teach,
From babit, stammer'd in his speech ;
And pecoil mature soom, wWete suke,
Coolirm’d 1be caye beyond & cure.
Azk him 19 33¥, bol rolls 2nd Lutter;
* A hog-n-gug,” and * splitter-splutier,”
Btepp'd every word e strove Lo uiler.
It happen'd once upon a tine—
T word it thas 16 suit oiy rhyme;
For all our country neigirbours know,
It can't be tweniy yeara age—
Our sturdy plooglunan, npt L sirike,
Wraa busy dolving &% his dake;
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Which, let ma not forget to eay,

Btoad close behind a public way;

And, aa be lean'd upon his epade,
Heviewing ¢'er the work bo'd mada;

A youlh, a stranger lg that plece,
Bteod right befores him, face to face.

¢ P-p-p-p-pray,” says ha,

‘Eow f--T-far may't be,

Ta-0"—ths words would oot come cut—
* T-p Boroughbridge, or thereabout I

Our clown took haff; thrice hemm'd upon't,
Then amclt & kind of an affront.
Thonght he—* This bluff, fool-herdy fellow,
A little crack™d perhaps, or mellow,
Krowing roy toogue ao inch oo short,
Ja come to fleer and mahe bia 3pori.
Whauoa! If I thought he mesnt to quanal,
Td hoop tho royaisk rescai's barrel b
IF me he menun, or dares deride,
By o)l that's good, I'll tas his hide!
T’ dress bis vile cali’s sdin fn bulf;
And thrash it tender where "tis toogh.”
Thuy full resplved be stond aloof,
And wited mute, for farther proof ;
While t'elher, jo 8 kiod of pain, |
Applied him to his longue sgait-
‘Epeak, friend ; c-c-C-C-CAD ¥Ou, PrBY,
Bh-sh-sh show me—on my—way ;
Nay, spe-e-sk | =}l smoke thy bacos !
You bove a tongue; of I'm mistaken.’

* Yea, theth-that X-I-X have;
But not for y-y-you—you knave;”
*What ! cried the gtrenger; ' wh-whowhat
D'ye mock ma? T-l-take you Lhat!*
‘Huh! you mock—me!" qouth Hob amals,
* 8o bLt-tale you—that agio !’
Then to't they fell, iz furipus plight;
While each coe thought hirasell i* the right;
And, if ye dare believe my woog,
They Likewise thought cach olher wrong.
The battle o'er—snd somawhat canl—
Each hulf suapects himself a fool;
For, whet o choler folks indling "am,
Your argumsntum baculinum,
Advzinisterd o dose terrifie,
Was gver held & grand spocifte !

FEY

269
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Each ward the comebatonts now utter'd
Coaviction brougl:t that both dolts stutterd,
And each assumed a look as skupid,

As, aiter corabat, looks Don Cupid ;
Each scratch’d his eilly head, and thought,
He'd argue ere again Le Tougil.

Henee T this moral sholl deduce—
Would anger deiga to sign & tTuce,
Till reasan could discover iruly,
Wy thi mad Madam were unruly,
Bo well she wouid exjiain her words,
Mez Little uss coudd tmd for swords.

JUNIUS BRUTUS OVER THE DEAD BODY OF
LUCIRETIA.

YEs, noble lady, I swear by this blood, which was once se pure,
and which nothing but royal ¥illany sould have polluted, that 1
will pursue Lucius Tarquinius the {’roud, his wicked wife, apd
their clildren, with fire and sword : nmor will I ever suffer any
of that famity, or of any other whatsoever, to be king in Home.
Ye gods, I call yon to witness thiz my oath !'—There, Ro-
many, turn your eyes to that sad apectacle—the daughter of
Lucreting, Collatinus’ wife—she died by her own hand. See
there a noble lady, whom the lust of a Tarquin reduced to the
Decessity of being her own executicher, to attest her innoceuce.
Hospitably eatertained by her a8 & kineman of her husband'’s,
Sextus, the perfidious guest, became her brotal ravisher. The
chaste, the generous Lucretia, could not survive the insule
Glorious woman { Bus ence only treated as a glave, she thought
life no longer to be endured. Lucretis, a woman, disdained &
life that depended on a tyrast’s will ; aud shall we, shall men,
with such an example before our eyes, and after five-and. twenty
years of iguominious servitude, shall we, through a fear of dying,
defer one single instant to assert our liberty ¥ No, Romans,
now ie the mwe; the favourable moment we have so long
waited for is come. Tarquin is not at Rorne. The Patriciana
are st the head of the enterprise. The eity is abundantiy pro-
vided with men, srws, and all things necessary. There is no-
thing wautiog to secure the success, if pur own courage doea
not fail ua. Can all thosa warriors, who have ever besn bo
hrave when foreign enomioa were to be subdued, or when con-

nests were to be made to gratify the ambition and avarice of

'arquin, be then only cowards, when they ave to deliver them-
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seivee froms slavery 1 Sorge of you are perhaps intimidated by
the army which Targoin now commands. The soldiers, you
imagine, will take (e part of their geceral, Bauish so ground-
iess a fenr. The love of liberty is matural to all men, Your
feilow-citizens in the camp fcel the weight of oppression with
an quick & pense an you that are in Ronte - they will as eagerly
seize the cecasion of throwing off the yoke. Dut let us grant
there may be some amoug them, who, throngh baseness of
epirit, or a bad education, will be disposed to favour the tyrant.
The number of these cun be but small, zod we have meads
aufficient in our haods to reduce them to reason. They have
left ua hoatages wore dear to them than life. Their wives,
their children, their fathers, their mothers, are here in the city.
Courage, Rowmans, the gods are for us : those gods, whose tem-
ples and altars the impious Tarquiu has profaned by sacrifices
and libations made with polloted hands, polluted with blood,
and with npumaberlesa unexpiated crimes commitied against his
aubjects. Yo gods, who protected our forefathers, ye Genil,
who watch for the preservation and glory of Rome, do you
inspice us with conrage and unagiity in this glerious cauee,
and we will to our laat breath defend your worship from all
profanation.

THE PILGRIMS AND THE IEAS.

A sracs of sipuers for oo good,
Wore order'd Lo Lhe Yirgin Mary's shrine,
‘Who st Loretle dwelt, in wax, stone, wood,
And in a fair white wig lcok'd woud'tous fine,

Filty long miles had Lhose sad rogues Lo travel,

Wit comething in Lbefr shoes much worse than gravel ;
In ghort, their toes so gently te amuse,

The priest bad order'd peas luto their alices.

A moslrum famous fo old Popish times,
For purifying soulia tha! stunk of comes:
A port of apoatolic sall,
Weich Doplsh parsons for ita power exalt,
For keaping souls of sinners sweet,
Just 83 gur kitchen salt keeps mead.

The linaves sat off the self-mma day,
Poas fn thelr shoes, to go and pray ;
Bui very different wks \heir apesd 1 wot,
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Oua of the Mooers galiop™d oo,
Bwift an a bullet from & gun;
1ae ather linped aa U he Lad been shol.

{ina saw the Virgin saon—precari ctiod--
Had his sgub » kite-wasl'd over all so clever;
‘Then home again he nivably hied,
Made At, with saiuts sbove 1 live for ever.

In coning back, however, lel me say,

Ke uct his brother rogue, about lulf way—

Tlobltieg with out-streteb’d wm, aud beodiug loeea,
Damning the souls nnd bedice af the pens ;

His cyes in lars, his checks and hrows in gweat,
Deep sympathizing with his grossing fect.

How gow ?* the light-teed, white-washed pilzrim broks,
*You lazy Iubber *".

*0idds curse it 1" eried the other, ' s no joke—

My feet, once hard as auy rock,
Are pow ms soft as bluliber.

¢ Excuse ma, Virgin Mary, that I ewear.—
As for Loretto L aliall mal get there;

Kot to the devil my sinful seul ruust go,
Fot duts'me if 1 hant loat every toe

+ But, brother sinner, pray sxplain,
Bow 'lis that you are not 1o pain;
What pow'r Lath work'd a wonder for thy toes
Whilst 1, Just like & soail avs crawling,
Now swearing, now oo saints devoutly bawling,
Whilst net & rascal comen to eaze my woes;
How is't that you can likc a greyhound go,
Metry, a3 if that aought had happened—uium ye!"
“Why,' stied the other griuming, * you 10ust koow
nat Just before X veotur'd on my journey,
To walk a listle more st eBse,
I took the Liberty Lo boil my peas.’

YORICK'S DEATH.

A rEw houra before Yorick hreathed his last, Eugeniua stept in
with nn intent to take hin last sight and last farewell of him.
TUpon his drawicg Yorick’s curtain, andasking how he felt hiceels,
Yorick, looking up in his face, took hold of his hand--—and af-
tor thankiog hira for the many tokens of his friendship to him,
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for which, he said, if it waa their fate to meet hereafter, he would
thank him again and again ; e told him, he was within a few
hours of giving his enemies the slip for ever, I hops pot,
answered Eupgening, with tears trickling down his cheeks, znd
with the tendereat tore that ever man spoke I hope not,
Yorick, said he. Yorick replied, witih a leok up, and a gentle
squeezo of Kugenius' hand——and that was all but 1t cut
Eugrenius to the heart. Coma, come, Yoriek, queth Eogenius,
wiping his eyes, and spmmoning up the man within him-—my
dear lad, be comforted let oot all thy spirits and fortulude
forsake thee at thia crisis, wheu thou most wantest them ;—who
knows wlat resourees are in store, and what the power of God
may yet do for thee 3 Yorick laid his hand nupon his heart,
and gently shook his head ; for my part, continwed Engenius,
crying biterly as he uttered the words—-1 declare I kuow not
Yorick, how to part with thee, and would gladly flatter my hopes,
added Eugenivs, cheering vp his voice, that there is still enough
left of thee to make a bis%np—and that I way live to see it

I bescech thee, Eugenius, quoth Yorigh, taking off hia night-cap
as well as he could with his left hand-—bis right being stul
grasped elose in that of Eugenins——I beseech thes 1o take a
view of my head. I see nothing that ails it, replied Eugenius.
Then, alas ! my friend, asid Yorick, let me tell you, that it isso
bruired and misahapened with the blows which bave been ap
unhsndsomely given me io the dark, that I might say with San-
cho Pancha, that should I recover, and *“mitres thercupon be
& guffered to rain down from heaven s thick as hail, oot ome of
“then would fit it.” Yorick's last breath was hanging upon
his trembling {ips ready to depart aa he utterad this; yet
Btili it was uttered with somethiug of a Cervantic tone ; and
a he spuke it, Eugenius could perceive u streawn of lambent fire
lighted up for a moment in lhis eyes ;—fuini picturs of those
Haslien of his spirit, whicl (an Shakspeare said of his ancestor)
werse wont 1o set the table in a roar ! :

Kugenius was couvinced frono: this, that the heart of his friend
was broken : he squeezed bis haad—sud then walked softly out of
the room, weeping as he walked. Yorick folluwed Enpenius
with his eyes to the door—he then closed them—and pever
openeqd themn mere,

He liey buried In a corner of his church-yard, under a plein
marble slab, which his friend Eugeuius, by leave of his exveu-
tors, laid upon his grave, with nomere than these three words of
inscription ; serving both for his epitaph and elegy.

* ALAS, FooL YoOLloH 17
Ten times a day has Yorick’s ghost the consolative te hear his
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monuments] inseription read over with such a variety of plain-
tive tones ; an denote a geperal pity sod esteem for biwa : & fuot-
way crossing the church-yard close by his grave—not a passen-
ger goes by without stoppiug to cast a look vpon it—and sighing
as bhe walks oz,

ALAS FOOR TORICK |

THE [RISH DRUMMER,

A BoLPIER, 30 8t least the atory goes,

IL was ju Jreland I believe,

Upon his bock was sentenc'd to receive
Five hundred cat-o-nine-lail blows,

Most sagely roililary law providing,

The deck aloze shall suffer for ducksliding.
‘Whether his crime was great or amali,

Or whether there wan nny crime gt all,

Arv fects which this depovent pever knew;
But though wncertain whether juskly tried,

The roac he koows wag to the hoellort tied,

Aud hopes hia teaders will beiteve so too.
Buppose him, then, (a5t to the halberts bound,
His puor companicns slanding silent round,

Anlicipating ev'ry dreadial smack ;

While Yuriclt Dongvan, from Wicliow counly,
Ia fust prepariog to bestow his bounty,

Or brat quick fime upon his comrade's basle
Of stoics much we read in Lales of yora,

Gf Zeno, Possidomious, BEpictetus,

Whe, unconcerned, the greotest totiments bore,

Or elze these pucient stories strangely chest wa.
My bero was no stoic, it 8 plaio:

He could not sulfer torments and be dumb,
But roated, before he felt the smallest pain,

Ag though ten rusty nails had pierc'd hig bues,
Naot lpuder is the terror spreading note,

Which issues Fromn the hangry livo's throat,

When o'et Numidisg plaing in search of prey,

Ya 1akes his crugl, hia destroying way.

The first two atrokes, which made oy hero jump,

Fell right aeross the confined of Lha rup;

On which he pitepusly began to €1y,

* Btrigge high! etrile high ! for mecey's sake strike high I*
Pat, of a mild, obiiging disposition,

Could pot refuse to grant his friend's petitlon ;
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An Irtshman hes got » tender heart,

And never likes to act a cruel part;

Pat gave & good example to beholders,

And the next stgola foll op his comrade’s shouldors !
Qur suffering heve now began to roar

As lowd, H ool much louder, than before;

Al which Pat logt all patience, and exelaim'd,
While his Hibernian (sce with anger fiam'd,

* Perdition caleh you'—can't your tongus be atil ?
There 3 no plasing you, strike where onp will 1*

ROLLA'S ADDRESS T0 THE PERUVIANS.

Mr brave associatea—partners of my toil, my feelings, and my
fume !—Caint Rotla's words sdd vigour to the virtuous energies
which inspire your hearis i—No! you have judged as I have, the
foulness of the crafty plea by which these boid lnvaders would
delude you. Your genercus spirit has compared, as mine has,
the motives which, in a war like this, can animate their minda
and our's, They, by a strange frenzy diviven, fight fov power,
for plender, and extended rule—we, for cur enuntey, our aliars,
and our hiomes. They follow an adventerer whoin they fear,
aud obey a power which they hate—we serve a monarch whom
we Jove, & God whom we adore. Whene'er they move in
anger, desolation tracks their progress ! whene'er they pause in
amity, atiliction mourna their friendship, They boast they come
but te improve our siate, eulsrge our thouglits, aud free us frow
the yoke of error :—Yes ; they will give enlightened fieedom to
our minds, who sre themselves the slaves of passion, avarice,
and pride '—They offer us their protection :—yes, such protec-
tion: &5 veltures give to lambs—covering and devouring them.
They ecail upon us to barter all the good we have inherited and
proved, for the desperate chance of sometlhing beiter, which
they promise. He cur plain snswer this: Tle throne we honour
is the people’s choice—thia laws we reverence are cur brave fa-
ther’s legacy—the taith we follow teaches ua to live in bonds of
charity witli al! ankind, and die with hopes of btiss beyond the
grave, Tell your invaders this, snd tell them too, we peek no
change ; and, least of all, such change as they would bring us.
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THE DRUKKEN SAILORS.

A PARMON once, of Methodistic ros,

With band bew stiffeu’d, and with lengthen'd tace,
In & rostram mounted, high nbove the rest,

Lo long-drawn toncs, Dis friends below address'd ;
And while he made tle gospel Toof to ronr,

Three drunkan sailors recl'd in at the doar.

His r ¢ twigg'd th baited freshi his trp-
! New cooverta for oid Nick & Co. 1o nap "

The poor pew openct, too, # grave old wonan—-
Paps | did I say #-~0h how I wrong'd the race—
His honour told we sho was rich—ah, rich in grace.
This poor pew-opener, though, thinking right,

As 800D 23 Ncplune's e00s appeard in sighr,

With & preface of thee dismal groans composd,
Ber lipa thus opes'd, and ber mingd disaioy'd ;

* Ye vicked men, eonceiv'd and bore in ain,

The gospe! gatey ure opeg-goter ing

Come and be sev'd, ye fallen sona of Adnm;'—

At which they all roat'd out—* Oh, dam'me madars,
Your jawing wekle's at its proper piteh,—

Cowe gut you d—d old awab- faced b—b !

Go hang yoursclf, you d—d old eat-—

What bumbug Kig i3 this that now you'rs st 2

Words like these, utler'd in n sailor's note,
Boon reach’d the man i black, who presch'd by rote;
And he—though a dissenter, ts what | would remark,
Heing no novies, beckon'd 1o hia clerk,
Told the amen-tonn what to say sad do.
Immediately he luves his pew,
Gass to the sailory $0 Qo 08 he was bid ;
Out hauls his 'bacco-box, with—* dem'me, take a quid
What cheer, my thunderiog bucks? bow gre ye atl?
Come o, my lads, snd REVe YOUr 8tod an overhaat,
The sailora roll'd their quids, s0d ture'd their gyes,
And view'd their benefactor with surprise;
Ewors he was & bearty fellow, *d—n their suls i
8o i they stuggering went, chesk by jowl,
Found & soug berth, apd stow'd themselves Amay ;
To bear what master binchey bad to say.
Mia reverence preach'd and groan'd and prench'd-agaic !
Aud eaya my story, it waa not in vain;
The plan succeeding, which thoy had conceried,
They wenl in alnnars, and came out converted
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POPPING THE QUESTiON.

THERE is no more delicate step in life than the operation de-
signated by the elegant phrase | have selected for the title of my
present lucubration. Much winding and caution, and previous
sounding, is necesssry when you have got & favour to ask of a
great man. It ig ten chances to one that he takes it into his head
ta ¢onsider your requeat as excrbitant, and to make this a pre-
text for shaking off what he aaturally considers a cumbersome
appendsage to his ptate—a man who has a claim upen his good
offices. But this bazard is nothing in comparieon with the risk
you run in laying yourself at the meray of a young gipsy, fonder
of fun and frolic than any thing in life, Even though she love
you with the whele of her little heart, she posgesses a flow of api-
rits, and woman’s ready knack of preserving appearances ; and
though her bosom may heave responsive to your stammering
tale, she will lure you on with kind complacent looks, until you
have told * your pitiful story,’ and then laogh you in the face for
your paina,

It is oot this either that I mean to express, Men are not
cowards hecause they see distinetly the danger that lies before
them, When a pevson haa coolness sufficient to appreciate its
full extent, he haa in general either self posaession enough to back
out of the scrape, or, if it Is inevitable, to march wilth due resig-
nation to meet his fate. In like manner, it is not that poor Pil-
garlick, the lover, has a clear notion {persons in his condition
are rarely troubled with clear notions) of what awaits him, but
be feels a kind of choking sbout the neck of his heart, a hang
dog inclivation to go backwards instead of forwards, a check, &
sudden stop in all his functions. He knows not how te look, ar
what to say, his fine plan arranged with s0 much bappy enthn-
siasm, when sitting alone in his arm-chair, after a good dinner,
and two or three glasees of wine, in the uncertain glimmering of
twilight, with his feet upon the fender, proves quite impractica-
ble, = Esther it has escaped bis memory nltogetber, or the couver-
sation perversely takes a turn totally different from that by which
he hoped 1o lead the fair one from indifferent topics to thoughta
of a tender complexion, and thus, by fine degrees, (he watching,
all the time, how she waas affected, in order to be sure of his
bottom, before he makes the plunge,) to insinuate hia confeasicn,
just at the moment that he koows it will be well received.

The desperate struggles and flounderings by which some en-
desvour to get out of their embar t are amusing enough.
We remember to have besu much delighted, the first {ime we

2n
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beard the history of the woecing of a noble lord, now no more,
narrated, His lordship was & man of talents aud enterprise, of
stainless pedigree, und & fuir rent-roll, but the veriest slave of
bashfulness. Like ail timid and quiet men, he was very suscep-
tible and very eonstant, as long as he was in the habit of seeing the
object of his aficetions daily. He chanced at 1he Leginning of
nn Edinburgh witer to lose liis heart to Miss s and as
their families were in habits of intimacy, ke had frequent oppor-
tunities of meeting with her, He gazed and sighed mcessamly
—a very Dumnbiedikes, but that he hal a larger aliowance of
brain ; he followed her everywhere ; e felt jenlous, vncom-
fortable, savage, if she looked even civilly at another ; and yet,
notwithstanding his sloutest resolutions—notwithstanding the
encouragement afforded him by the lady, a woman of sense, who
aaw what his lordship weuld be at, esteemed his character, was
superior ta pivlish afectation, and made every advance consiat-
ent with womauty delicacy—the winter was fast {ading into
gpring, and he had not yet got hia mouth opened. Marorua at
last lost all patience ; and one day, wlen his lordship was taking
his usual lounge i the drawing-reom, &ilent, or utiering an oa-
easional manosyllable, the good lady abruptiy left the room, and
locked the pair in alone. Wiien lis lordship, on esmaying to
take bis leave, discovered the predicament in which Le stocd, &
desperate fit of resolution seized him.  Miss sat bending
monst assiduously aver her needle, 2 deep Llush on her cheek.
His lordship advaneced towards her, but, loosing Leart by the
way, passed on in eilenee to the other end of the veom.  He re-
turned to the charge, but again without etfect. At last, nerving
himeelf like one about to epring a powder mine, he stopped short
belore her—* Miss ——-, will you maixy me? © With the greatest
pleasure, my lord,’ was the answer, given in a low, somewhat
timid, but unfaliering voice, while a decper erimson suffused the
face of the speaker. And m right good wife she made to him.

Some gentlemen, equally nervous aud unaided by such » dis-
* eriminating.and ingenious mamma, have recourse to the planof
wooing by proxy. Tlhis is a system which | can by no meana
recommend. If a male agent be employed, there is s great dan-
get, that, before he is aware, he bepius to plead for hinself,
Talking of love, even in the abstract, with a voman, is a ticklish
matter. Emotions are awakened, which we thought were hull-
ed to sleep for aver, and we grow desirous to appropriate to our
selves the pret.y centimenta which she 60 well expresses, A fe-
mele go between is lese dangerous ; but 1 eanvot concelive with
what face 5 man can ever address » womsn as his wife whom b
had not courage to %oo for himself.
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Day, the philosopher, had a frenk of educating a wife for him-
self, He got two orphan girls intrusted to his care, on entering
into recognizauces to educats and provide for them, One pro-
ved too mylish to make anything of. The other grew up every
thing he could have wished. Aud yet e gave up the idea of
marrying her, becanse she cne day purchased an handkerchief
more gawly than aceorded with his philosophical notions, Of
course, it never eame Lo a dectaration. I wish it had, that one
migit have seen with what degree of grace a man could divest
hiwself of the grave and commanding characrers of papa and
pedagogue, to nssume the supple, insiuuating deportmeut of the
lover,

There are a set of mes, whose success In wosing—and it is
unfailing—1I cannot compreltend, Grave, emaciated, sallow di-
vines, who never look the person in the face whom they address—
who never speak abyvs their breath—who sit on the vitermost
edge of their chairs, a full yard distant from the dinper-table,
I have never known ome of those scarecrowa fail in getting 8
good and a rich wife, flow itis, Heaver knows? Can it be
that the ladies ask them.

Oue thing in certain, that T myself bave never heen able fo
¢ pop the question.” Like the inspired writer, ainong the things
beyond the reach of my iatellect, is ¢ the way of a man with a
maid.” By what witchery ite should ever be able to induce her,
¢ her free unhoused condition,’ * #o bring inte eircumseripton and
oonfine,” it is £o me o mystery, ilad it been otherwise, [ should
not have been at this tune the lonely lomate of a dull liouse—
one who ¢an searcely claim any kindred with any human being
—iag short,

An OuD BacEELOR.

pr v

TAM 0" SHANTER.

Waex chepman billies leave the skreet,
And drouthy meebury, neebors meet,
As market-duys are waario late,

And folk begin to tak the gate;

‘Whils we sit bousio at the oappy,

Angd gettig fuu and unco bappy,

‘We think nae oz the long Scots miles,
The mosses, watern, slaps, snd styles,
That jie between wh AGd Sur hanzo,
Whare sits our sulky sullen dame,
Gatkerin ker hrows Hke gatherin sborm,
Nursin her wrath Lo Loep it warm
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‘This truth fand honest Tasy o' BHANTER,
An he frae Ayr ae night did canter,
{Auld Ayr, whota me'er & town surpasies
¥For honest men and bonny lasses.

On, Tax! hadst thow but been naa wige,
As tgen thy sin wife Kate's advieat
Ehe tauld thee weel thou was a skellum,
A bletharing, blusteriog, drunken blebloam ;
That frae Kovewber tidl Octoler,
Ae market-day thou was na sober;
That ilka melder wi* the miller,
Thou sat pg lang as thou had ciller;
That every nalg was ca'd 5 shoe on,
Tiie smith and thee gat roario fou on;
That at the L—d"s house, ev's oo Suoday,
Theu drapk wi' Kirlon Jean til Monday.
fhe prophested, that, lale or goon,
Thou wad be found desp drown'd in Troon ;
Or calch’d wi warlocks in the mirk,
By 4lloway's auld havnted kirk,

Ab, gentle domen? it gars me greet,
To think how mony counsels ewest,
How mony lengthen'd sage advises,
'The husband frae the wife despises!

But to our tale: Ae markel-night,
Tax¥ had got pinoted unco right
Fast by en ingle, blepzing finely,
Wi reansing ewats that drank divinaly,
And at his ¢lbow, Bouter Johuny,
His ancient, trusty, drouthy crony ;
Tan lo'ed him like & very brither ;
They had been fou for weeks thegither.
The might drave on Wi’ sengs and clntter ;!
And aye the ale was growin botler;
The nndiady and Tav grow gracious,
Wi favours secret, sweed, and pracious;
Tha souter tauld his queercat stories;
The lendlord's laugh was ready choruag
The storm without naight rair and rustle,
Tax didos mind the slorm s whistla,

Care, mad to see & man s bappy,
Een drown'd hirusel’ amang the zappy;
Aa bees flee bame wi' lades o* treasure,
The minytes wing'd their way wi' pleasurs;
Kings may be blest, but Tan was glorious,
Q'er a' tho flls o' Yile victoripus !
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Hut pleasures are like popples spread.
¥ou seize the flower, 114 bloom 2 ahed ;
Or Lke the apow-falls in the river,

A moment white—then meity for ever ;
Or like tha boremlls race,

‘Fhat flit ere you can point their place ;
Or like the reinbow's lovely form
Evanishing amid the storm.—

Mae man cen lether time or tide |

The hour approaches Tam maup ride!
TFhat hour, o' night's black erch the kaey-alane,
Thet dreary hoor he mounts his heast lo;
And gi¢ o night he taks the road in,

As ut’er peor slnner was abrogd o

The wind blew as "twad blawn its eyt g
‘The rattling show'rs rome oo the blast;
The apedy gleums that darkness swallow'd §
Loud, deep, 6ud long the thunder bellow'd ;
Thet night & child might enderstand,
The deil had busiress on hin hand.

Wecl movnted on his grey maro, Meg,
A better pever lifted leg,
Tan skelpit on thro' dub and mire,
Despiniog wizd, and rain, snd fire;
Whiles baulding fust his gude blus bonaet ;
Whiles crooning o'er some auld Seota sonoet ;
Whiles glow'rieg round wi* prudent cares,
Lest bogles cateh him vorwares;
Eirk-Allomay was drawing nigh,
Whars gheista snd houlets nightly exy.

By this time hs was cross the ford,
‘Whar in the snaw the chepman Bmaor'd ;
And past the birks and matkie stens,
Whers drupken Charlis brak's neck-bene ;
Aad thro' the whins, aod by the cairn,
Whare bunter's fand the murder'd balm ;
Arnd paar the thorn, aboon the wall,
Whare Munge's mither hang'd hevsel—
Befors him Doon pours &ll his focds;

The deubling eterm roers through the woods

‘The lightoings flash from pole {6 pole;

Near and more pesr the thunders roll;

When, glimmering thro* the groanisg trees,

Eirk-Adligreay weewmed In o bleero;

Tbro’ ilka bore the heame wero glanoing ;

And loud resounded wirth and danclug.—
28BS
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Tnspicing beld John Derlepecern!
What dangers thou canst moke us scom!
Wi bippenny we fear nae evil s
Wi usquabae wo'll face the devil '—

The swats tae ream’l in TaMures ooddle,
Fuair play, he car'd use deils a bodle.

Ttut Megegie stood right saic astenish'd,
Titl, by the lect and land admonish'd,
Bhe venturd forward oo the liglt;

Axnd, wom ! Tam saw an unco sight
Warlocks and witches in a danca;

Noae cotillon brent new frae Froncoe,

But Lornpipes, jigs, strathzpeys, and recls,
Put iife ood mettla in their heels.

A winnovk-hunker in the east,

There sat auld Nick m shaje of beast

A towzie tyke, hlack, grim, and large,

Tao gie thew muasic was his charges

HMe scraw'd the pipes and gart them skigh,
Tilt roof and rafters &7 did dirl—

Coffins stootl reund like open presses,
Tizt shaw'd the dead jo their lost dresses;
And hy sotue deviiizh cantrip sleight,
Fach in his cauld hand held a light.—
Ly wlich heroic Tam was olle

To note upen the haty table,

A murderer’s banes in gihbet-niros ;

Twa span-leng, wee, wnchristen'd lairns;
A thief, tew-cutted frae & rape,

Wi' his last gasp s gab did gape;

Five tonmlawks, wit biude red rusted;
A garter, wlhich a bahe had strangled;
Five scimitars, wi* murder crasted,

A knife 8 fathera threat had mangled,
Whom his alu son o life Leredt,

The grey boirs yet slak to the lLeft;

Wi malr o' herrible aod awiu',

Which ev'n to name wad be unlawiu'.

As Tammir glowe'd, amaz'd, and curious
The mirth aod fun grew fast and furious :
The piper lud and louder Llew :

The gancers quick and quicker few;

They reel'd, they set, they cross'd, they cleekit,

Titl {lkn carlin swat umd reskit,
And coost her duddies to the wark,
And Linkit st it in her sark ]
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Wow Tam, O Tanx! had thae been queans,
A’ plump aud strappin’ in their beens;
Their garks, instead o' erevshie flannew,
Been gnaw-while se'enteen bunder linen ;
Thir breeks o mine, my only pair,
That ange were plush o gude blue hair,
I wad bie gi'en tleem off oy huarlies,
Far ae bliuk o the bonniv burdies !

But wither'd beldama, auld and droll,
Rigwoodie Lags wad spean a foal,
Lowping and finging on & crummock,

I wonder didna tura thy stomach,

But Tax keno'd what waz what fu' brawlia,
There was ae winsome wench and waliy,
That night enlisted in the cors,

[Laog after kenn'd on {arrick shore!
For mony a bast to dead she shot,
And perish'd mony & benoie boat,

And slieuk baith wockle corn and bear,
And kept the country side in fear ;)
Iier eutty sark, o° I'aizley harn,

Tlat while & lassie she bad worn,

In longitude the' sorely scaoly,

Tt was her best, and she waa vauntie -
Al T little keun'd thy reverend grannie,
That gark she coft for Ler wee Nannie,
Wi twa pund Svots, (twasa’ ber riches,)
Wad ever gruc'd o dunce of witches |

Fui here my muse her wing maun cour;
Bic flighit are far beyoud her power ;
To sing how Nennic lap and tlang,
(& aimple jode slte was and strang,)
And how Tax stvod, lilke one bewitch'd,
And {hought his very een enrich’d ;
Even Buteu glow'rd aud lidg'd fu° fain,
And hotel'd and Licw wi” might and majn ;
Tili firgt ae caper, syoe anither,
Ta tint his reoson 3" thegither,
Arnd roara out, *‘ Weel dove, Cutly-zark!”
Aznd in an instant & was derk:
And scareely had he Maggie mllied,
When put the hellish legion galded.

Ay bess biz oul wi* aogry fyke,
When plundering berds nssail their byke;
Ag open pussie’a uertal foes,
When, pop ! she starta befure their nose ;

263
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Af eager runs the market-crowd,

When ° Catch the thief 1™ resounds alond ;
Bo Maggia rans, the witches follow,

Wi* moni¢ an aldritch tireach and hellow.

Ah, Tam! ah, Tam I thoult get thy falrint
In hell they'll roast thee like a herrin !
Tn vain thy Kafe awaita thy comin |
Kats goon will be & waefu' woman!
Now, do thy speedy utmost Meg,
And win the key state of the brig;
There at them thou thy tail may toss,
A running stream they darena cross :
Hut gra the kéy-state she could make,
The Aent a tail she had to shaka!
For Nannie, far befors thae rest,
EBard upon noble Maggie prest, .
And flew at Tam with furious ettle; -
But little wist she Magoic’s mettle—
Aa spring brought off her maater hale,
But left behind her nin gray tail;
The carling clhnght her by the roang,
And left poor Moeggie scurca & stuinp.

Now, wha this tafe 5" truth sball read,
Ik man and mothar's son, taka heed:
Whene'st to drink you are inclin'd,

Or cutty-saTks run !o your mind,
Think, ya may buy the joys ower desr,
Bemomber Tam ¢" BAANTER'S mare.

BECURING THE HEART.

*Juet belore the battle of Malplaquet,” say the chroniclea of the
campaign in which this sncounter occurred, fa young recruit
procured a rouad iren plate—' and ¢ what did he want with n
round plate ' perhaps some inquistive render aske ; A question
which would have been slready settled but for this ustimely inter-
ference. ©A round iron plate, which {to continue our gquotation

he desired o tailor to fasten on the ingide of his coat, above his left
breast, to secure his heart from heing shot through.” And here
let us remark, How praiseworthy was the intention of this raw
recruit ! Not bad be obtained a round iron plate for that com-
mon use such articies ace put to, viz. the protection of the head.
To_endeavour to strengthen the saput would have been & vile
insinuation agsinst deme Nature, and indeed a libel upon her
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eapity, B8 conveying an ideathat she bad really andowed with
braioe the heada of men who made s little use of that gift an to
visk their livea for sixpence daily. Rightly bad he judged that
83 that part which he sought to defend is the seat of the affec-
tiens, the fountain of life, the source of the passions, wers he
in the first affzir be eliould be conesrned in to baves hole bored
in his heart, then would he kave but & bad heart on the whoie
affalr, Much sod well too had this shrewd soldier considered
the radix or root of that word ¢oragium, the Low Latiz whence
wear all European nations decived their idea of that
“ kivg-becoming grace,'

as Macbeth bhath 1%, * cograge.’ And properly bad he ressoned
that as couragium (the outward and visible sign} was derived
from ¢or, the heart, so (theioward, spiritual grace) courage camea
from the heart ; and that to protect the Jatter from danger was
to preserve the former from fear.

I'he preservation of a hero's heart is committed to the art
of & tailor, to whom it is commanded to fasten the plate “on the
itiside of the left breaat of the goat :* but like that Jearned cha-
racter 16 Moliere’s Le Médecin malgré Liu, our ¢ thing of shreds
and patches’ bad sot bouad hitmself to so irsplicit belief in the
old-fasgled notions of the ancients, 'Whether or not, indeed, the
tailor bad aven heard of that famous cormedy ie Dot at present
the guestion, but a partof itaa it is dooe into Englieh by our own
Sembierus Secundus, is extremely accordant with the seotitents
we inay suppose to have been uppertsost in the tailor's wmind,
just ns he was skeuning the matier over, and caiculating the
cabbage to be abstracted. Speaking of Miss Charlotte's durob-
uess, Liregory, who obtained his phavmscy a8 ehildren take the
cow-pux Ly ia-knock-ulation, says, that * certein mpirits passing
froma the left side whicl: is the seat of the liver, to the righs
which is the seat of the beart ;' when her father remarks, ¢ { al-
ways thought; il now, that the heart was on the left side, and
the liver oo the right To which ‘ The Moek Doctor® replies,
Ay, sir, 80 they were formerly : but we have changed all that,
‘The college at present, sir, proceeds on an entire new method.”

I'roceeding © on an entire new moethod,’ and not forgetting, for
be us well a5 everybody else who had read Chaucer, the line in
the Cunterbury Talea anent this sbetruse mystery, where the
puet disconzaeth of ¢ changiog his courage (mmeaning of course the
seat thereof to another piace ') the tailor, thus the chrosiele
continues, ‘fixed it in the seat of Liis breechea. He {the recruit)
no sooner put on lis regimentals, than he wae ordered to the
field of battie.” Battles have often been koown to change the
state of the atmosphere, and the very rumour of this rencontre
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causad auch an alteration in the wind, that ane half of the atmy,
and amonget thern our here, trembled at every joint, ‘it was s
very cold,' However
*La Trompette appelle aux allarmen,’
as the French mong aaith ; ‘Advance,’ saith the commander;
ond, as Shakspeare hath it,
““Thelr digcipline

Now mingled with their conrage.

* When Greeh mcets Greelt, then comes the tug of war,’ asith the
poet ; aad, to concluda our list of guotations, ¢ Courage,’ srys
Addison, ¢ courage that grows from constitution, very uften for-
ankea o man when he has nceasion for it} a trursm but teo fully
verified by our lier at the battde of Malplaquet. Qn this point,
however, we will follow the hi=torian, and merely say, that * Being
obliged to fly, Ire was getting over n hedge, when a foe gave hiwa
& push with his bayouet i the breech, bus it luckily hit on the
iron plate, and pushed the young soldier elean over the hedge”
This favourable cirenmstance made him honestly confess, that
the tailor had more sense than himself, and knew better whers
bis heatt lay.

Here might I tondke some apposite similes drawn from the
Third Book of Homers }liad, wers it not for two excelient ren-
sona  first, one comparison, if it be & good one, i3 guantum .,
osnd who will dedy the palta of & close similarity between the
8tory we are now narrating, snd that paseage where Parie—

hix shintng jevelin threw:
Full on Atrides’ ringing shietd it flud;
Nor piere’d the bruzen ord, but with & bound
Leapd frowm the buckler blunted to (he ground.
, our arsist has so ably depicted the chagrin of the dis-
comﬁ bayonetteer, that on thissubject, at least, ¢ Comparisons
are udious.’

LIFE.

To-wonnrow, and to-morrow, aud to-morrow,
Creeps |n this petty space from day to day.

To the lzat syllable of recorded time,

And sll gur yesterdays have lighted foolx

Tha way 10 dusky death. Oui, out, prief candle [
Life's but a waiking shadow, e poor ployer,

That etruts and frets his hour upon the stage,
And then §s heard no more! 14 is » tale

Told by wn Ideot, full of sound sod fury,
Blgnifying nothiog.
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THE DEATH OF NELSON, .

WiiL® Tngland besms one aniversal blate,

The feithful tribute of a netinn's praise!

For naval deeds achiev'd, of high rencwn,

And honours gdded to the British {rown,

Is there & Driton's brenst that does not beat

At Neison's triumph | and the toe's defent ?
Hewaver noor, he shares Lhe gen'rous flama,
Aund glows, exuiting, ut the hero's nama.
Immertal Nelsen; here my throbbing heart,
fweliing with sorrow, Bels ne borrow'd part,
Muy I not eay, and say it with & Lear,

That, witk hig death, the triumph's bought too dear?
But who can murmur?  Glorious wes bis doom 3
The henrt of ev'ry Briton is hia tomb !

' The natton's fav'rite, pnd his aoverelgn's pride,
Ha rul'd despotic Lord of Ocenn’s tide T
Each coast remembering from some deed of fame,
Was made Hlustrious by grest NELzon's tiatne :
Denmark, Iberia, Egypt's trophicd ahore,

Henrd the dread thunder of his cannon's roar:
While lautrel's, won from every hostile Heet,
He Ipid, 1p irimnph sl his Monarch’s feet ;
And Hist'ry ever chall record the day,

Bright with his glory in Trafalgar’s bay,”

In torrid climes where nature pants for breath,
Or tinted golea bring peatilence and death ;
Where hurticanes are born, and whirlwinds sweep
The raging biliows of the Atlantic deep,

Nelson hed soughs, but long had sought in vain,
Tha stili retresting fleets of Froncs pud Bpaiz ;
When found, e last he crush'd them on the fiood,
And seal’d the Bwlul ¢onquest with his blosd!

Yeos an he Yyv'd, 20 did the hero fall—

Croueh'd et his foat, be saw the bumbled Gsul;
Baw hostile navies into fuin herl'd,

And England's trideat rule tha walery worid!
Then did ha laurcl crows'd, and wrapp'd iu fire,
Urpboras on Yiet'ry's cutsprand winga—espive !
Buspendad ba tho shouls that rend the skies—
England's trjumphant! bat her Nelson ¢!

A grateful patlon mourns her hero dead,

And 'dews with tears tha laurels oo his head s
Laurels, for ever green! for ever new )
Begueath'd, with Nslson's dying bresik #o Fou !
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MILITIA MUSTER FOLX.

AR e Fouley truk daneer,

Now, Militia muster folk,
Friends apd neighbours,'
Glory's labours,
Call upen us, ‘tis no joke,
Then bring your guns and sabres ;
Or if arms you have not got,
Bring your pitchforka, and what not—
Tmbrellag,
My good fellows,
Bean-stalks, fishing-reds, I wot.

Spoken.] Ay, ay, my friends and neighbours, we must make
no distinciion of the personages now. The tradesman must be
lost in the officer, the gentleman sunk in the soldier—so come,
fall in, or we shall fall out—form a line thers, form a line, if you
please, Why, bless me I do you call thata line? Why, you're
zigzag at both ends, and crooked in the middle. Now do, gen-
tlemen, slter. Neighbour Gizzard, dun’t you see your inside is
quite bollow, angd that it wants filling up.—Yes, and 8o wenld
vur’s, if you'd come out without your breakiast, as I have.—

ou should put a bisenit in your pocket, when you come to drill ;
but come, we must get on. Stand at ease | Neighbour Cripple-
goit, why don’t you stand at ease I—I can't, Major ; for these
here lagt breaches you've made me are so tight, they screw me
like a wice.—Well, send 'em back after excrcise, and they shall
be let out. Now then, eyea right, you there with the spectacles.
1 wish T could put my eyea right, Mr. Officer ; but all your
tactics won't alter my optics, because, you see I squints.—Now
gentlemen, you with the guns, come %rward.— ou with the
umbrelias, wheel to the right. You with the bean-sialks and
fishing-rods, turn to the left ; and you with the pitch-forks and
spits, go behind, and mind you don't stick them in auy one’s
stibble end. Now ghoulder—] didn't say armos.  ‘Well, but you
mighit have said it, you know. Fall back, fall back, there. What
the devil do you leave the ranks for, Pry 1—0nly come out, Cap-
tain, to ask if there had been any reduction on bread cloths, and
what the news were +—Fooh, nongense ! Farmer Waddle, what
do you do out of the ranka? Why, I beez going at command of
Colonel Forbas, to the back of that there kedge I—Gentlemen,
vwo shall never finiah, if we begin in thin meuner, fall in, fall back.
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Kow, Militis muster folk,
Friends and neightours,
Glory's lalioury
Call upon us, 'tis no joke—
Then hey for guns and sabrey.
The man®uvring now begins,
Dressing, forming,
Charming, claiming;
Now they exercise their pins,
Marching, counter-marchiog.
Now the corpg is at fault,
Now they wheel, and now they hali—
Ilours employing
In deploxing,
Till their throats are parching.

Spoken.] Halt! halt ] halt l—why, gentlemen, you've left the
renrguard behind.—Y es, 80 we have, we've beforehand with them.
—Now, geutlemen, we're goitg to eXercise, and in order that all
may be correct, 1°ll give the word from my book of the New
System : “ Rules and regulations for regulating the rulea that
rufea the regulars.”’—Stand at ease ! Atteution! Shoulder arma!
Fix baycoes !-~Why, Captain, how are we to fix bayonets when
our guns are o our shoulders 1 Oh { 1 beg pardon, I've turned
over two leavesatonee. Orderarma! Uniix bayonets |—Why,
we haven’t fixed them yet, Captain.—That's true, but never
mind. Ground arms! why, biess me, brother Falter, you've
tumbled down—I hope you haven't hurt yourself 1—Yes, I've
cut my nose, and bled a hushel, T guess.—Yes, he's wounded in
the service, and shed blood iu the cause, I ealenlate—Yes, and
there's one gentleman has run his bayonet into & very tender
faﬂ of my frame, and 1've only to inform this bere corpe that

am not bomb proof.—What have you put up your umbrells for,
Sandy~—Becouse I guess we shall have s pretty considerable
damn'd heavy shower of rain soon, and though you may expect
us to be able to stand fire, I believe there is no rule to oblige us
to stand water.— Why, egnd, that's true, and it is begioning to
rain, sure enough—forward, umbreilas ! shoulder urnbrellss !
fall in three deep ! take close order | prepare umbrellas ! now
then, flreumbrellas 1—that’s right—they are all up—this is what
you may consider oovering the regiment with a masked baitery
—there, it's all over now, so we'll go on again.

Yon, Militia muster folk,
Friends and oelghbours,
Glory's labours

Oall upon we, i oo Joke—
ic
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Then bay for guce and wbres
Every beart with ardour buros,
Panta for glory,
Live in story,
Each all thought of Fielding spuroe,
Like a true-bora Yazkee
Now Columbia’s valiant sonn
Prove thot they are sons of guna,
Firu asd thunder,
Bpreading wonder,
But oo barm done, I theok ye

Spoken.] Gentlemer, to avoid sccidents, and perform our
evolutions with woilitary precision, you in the front row must
kneed, aud you in the second row must stand up ; that is what
we call plaionio firing ;—but miud, the gentlemen in tie second
row are oL allowed tosheot the gentlemen's heady off in the front
row ; and U aoy gentlemsan in the front row ehould fall down,
the persons behind them shall pick them up again. Now return
ramsode—Eh ! bless me, Master Clayskull, what ure you duing ¥
—Why, I'm returning wmy ramrod to neighbour Longstaff: I
borrowed it of bige the last time we wenl out shooting togetier,
and now ['m giving him it back again ; if that an't returniog
rarareds, you ey do the exercise yoursell another time.—Gez-
Hewen, if sy of you should bite your cartridge at the wrong end,
juet be good encugh to spit the ball out agsin.—~Make ready.—

be'a that firing before the tiwe 1 for sharne, friend | Quick,

rect—really, gentlemen, this i3 & waste of powder, I never
eard auny thing so bad as—there, again—sow ! gentlewen, fire!
«Really, I never heard such irregular firing among a regular
regiment-—Fishing-rods, 1 never heard yourreport. Eh ! why,
gentlemen, what are you all daneiog sbout in that manner ford
—atand st ense —attention I—damn the muskitoea—sboulder
Byma —march. :

Brave, Millils muster folk,
Friends s0d peigbbours,
Glory's labours

Call upen ua, "t oo joke—
‘Then boy for guns pod sbres.
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THE FARMER AND THE BARRISTER,
( Horace Swith, )}

A Coyunany in the Common Pleas,
Who was esteem'’d a mighty wit,
Upon the strength of a chance hit,

Amid a thourand fippancies,

And his occarionsl bad joled,

In bullying, bentering, brow-beatiog,
Ridleuling and melireating

Women, or other timid folks;

In n lsie canne respived to hoax

A clownish Yorkshire farmar—one
Whao by his uncouath look and gait,
Appeored expresaly meent by Fate,

For being quizr'd and play'd upon.

B¢ heving tippd the wink to those
In the beck rows,
Who kept their laughter bottled down
Until our wag should draw the sork,
He smiled jocosely oo the cown,
Apd went to work,

*Well, Parmer Numskull, how go calves ol York !
“Why—aot, Blr, &8s they do with you,

But on four legs nstead of two.

+ Dfficer I cried the legal olf,

Pigued &t the laugh sgainst hicaself,
* Do pray Leep silence down below thers;

Now, lock at me, clown, and attend,

Honve I not eoen you sotmewhere, friend?’
* Yees—very like—1 often go there.'

‘ Cur rustic’s waggish—quite laconic,”
‘The counsel eried with grin sardonic.
' I wish I'd Bnown this prodigy,
Thia geniua of the clods when 1

On circnil was 3t York residing.—
Now, Farmer, do for once spealk true,
Mind, you're ob oath, po tell mz, you
Who doubtless think yoursell so clever,
Are there as mamy fools as ever

To the West Riding ¥
* Wiy no, Bir, no; we've got our shate,
But not »0 many &8 when pou ware thare’
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TWO FRIENDS.

Two friends, who had not seen each other for & length of time,
met one day by accident.— How do you do ¥ says ome. *So
80, replies the other § “and yet [ was married sibee yon and §
were together.'— That is good news.’—* Not very good—for it
was my lot to choose  termagent.’—* [tis a pity.—* [ hardly
think 1L Bo—for elie brought e tiwo thousand pounds’—* Weli,
there is comfort 1"—* Not ao mucl—fuor with her fortune 1 pur-
chased & guantity of sheep, and they are all dead of the rot.'—
“That iz tndeed distressing '—*¢ Not so disiressing as you may
imagine—for, by the sale of their skins, I got move thasn the
sheep cort me’—~F[o that case you sre indemonificd.'—* By no
maeans ; for my kouse ond all my money have been destroyed
by fire'—* Alssl that was a dreadful mnisfortune I'—* Faith,
not o dreadful, for my termagent vife and my house were burnd
fogether?

MY WIFE AND THE PAIR OF SHOES.

A rgleow, famoud for bis birth,
For witty tricka, sir, and for minth,
Onees roam'd sboul & country fair,
And carried ip bis bands a peir
Of sboes:
‘That they wers weter-proo! he swote,
And pever once had thay been woro
Upon Lhe toes.

From what he aeid, thete was uo doubt
But thet the ahoeg were very gaod ;
Indeed, he awore they'd ne'er wear out,

Let them be trode o bow they would,

T henr tbis fellow talk and joke,

A paping crowd soon gathersd round him,
Bwaligwing the very words he spoke,

¥or nome with questicns could confound im.
! Gemmen,” seys be, * 1 carry here

A pair of ghoes for him to wear

Who will upon the gospel swear
Eis tawful wife ke does not fear’
Coascisnce, thel Rerce disarming pow's,
Made mwony of them look quila sour,

Az Il the devh pomsass'd shem :
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Todead thare was pot ons that coudd
Bwear, aven by bla flesh and Blood,
His rib, ale, had oot drase'd hbn
Agaio the shoes that feliow wov'd In air,
Hut all was disappol and despal
Horae tme elapa’d—at jengih B clown Appasr'd,
Who said be zothivg fesrd ;
* Nothing!" tha fsliow cried, ' buve Dot you & wife™
' have, and love ker as my life;
Obe's comely, aprightly, dresses tight und olean,
Agd, zooks! I think the very ghoes I'vs peen
Will i
Her feet."

+ You'te sure,' the wag teplind, * you're speaidug truth P
! Upen my soul, I an't afrald of Ruth,”

The bumpkds eHed, and with s frowe

Cferd to back his snawer with & erowm.

* Theo awear it,’ quoth $he wag, upon this book :

Joba deff™d his had, acd stralght the oath be took;

And then, with simpring faws and goggle eyes,

He scratch’d his mopsy-lLead, and claim'd the prisa

* Taka thog the shous,” the wag rapiied mpoo,
For thou dost cartalnly desarve them, Jokn;
But 1 proserve them,
Let ma sdvise you that you take
Of blacliog, Jobw, this patent cake,
And frequently and frealy wss
The Uquid §t wil) make, aboyt the shoas.’
*Oddy rabbit!* the bumpldo safd,
Look'd at bis bran-span coat, und sorateb’d bis hasd. -

‘ Why, what's the matter 7' gravely ask'd the wag;

* Wiy, oow I Lidok cn't, If I take the biacking,
And hap lo diM my pocket with tha sarme ;"

" Whet then } friend Jobo.—' Odda clouta, my dama
Would give me what she calls o mhacking.

Jobu pow becomes the puble butt—the wag,
Poppling the shoes tnto & bag,
Exciaim'd,
‘ Go home, and let thy courage be reclaim'd,
And learn from me, iny Iriend, it is my plaz,
Tt any wan,
‘Whether bo lves In poverty or richas,
Before be pots thess shows pon hip fest,
Bhall wear whot mwakos the married mon omplebe—
‘The dreschis.’
2ch
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THE SAILOR AND THE JEW; OR, TUE KNOWING
ONE TAKEXN LN.

Ax honeet Jack Tar, ofter bofTeting the temspestuous ocean, re-
turi’d joyfully to Formisinouth, determined to speud Jis prize
movey Bid waes, to which he was so justly entitied, ag jovially
aa he hagd obiained then laboriensly ; accordingly, having en-
tirely new rigg'd himsell, ke sallivd torth jn questof adveniures §
& ceach from Londou presented itself ; he innnedintely resolved
to visit that place, and enjuy every luxary and amuseisent it
could afford ; when on the point of bargaioing with the coach-,
wan for his paswage, # thou bl occurved, worthy of him aud
every Buglislinan, whicli was to provide fura future contingency :
—for judgiug that he should not rewrn over buartheued with
canli, lie premeditated a scheme wihich should answer his future.
demands at his retarn, by paying both the coach and expeusea
oh the road doubie the valne, whicht he put in execution ; and
at evepy ian, he ngreed with thera o serve him iu the eame
manner, {res of expense, oo bis returs sgsiz : * But,' says the
landlord of each house, * how am 1 to know you from any other
man i’ * Why, bark ye,” says Jack, *do you see this old hat !
I will put it o8 my siick and give it a twirl, saying, what lave
I to pay, dam’me—then you will know it is Jack Capstan.'

Haviug setiled ugreeably to all parties, be touk his departure,
acd soon found himsell i the sceues of riot and dissipation :
and to hia sorrow, presently e found himeelf devoid of muney,
ot havivpg a peuny left

His stay of course was short, withiout friends, money, or ray
thing to subsiat on : he, es the only expedient left, thougiit of
retarning to his ship ; but here a Iresh obstucle arose, for being
totally ocus of money, e begas to revolve in his miud what plan
tg puraue, when erossing the street he espied the very coach-,
man whoe drove hum to wown § then, and not till then, did his
providentin] provision occur to his memory, bis heart expanded
at the thought, snd aceusting bim with, ¢ What cheer, my lad 1
apd twirling his hat, presently brought him 1o his recollesiion,
and agreed 10 go with him that day.

1l the coach he was joined by an old son of Israel, who svon
asked him where he was going. Jack angwered, to Portsmouth
to join his ship. The Jew, fodiug lie was to accompauy the
tar throughout, said to himself, * Lare vou'd be great cvedit in
outvitting him ;* 80 he set Jus wits to work ; but the biter was
bit, and Jack came off triumphau,

The fcet inn they stopped at, Jack had what refreshment Lis
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was entitled to for the twirl of his hat : the Jew being present
when this happened at every house they baited a1, thought he
must be in possession of Fortunatus’s wishing hat, envied his
good fortune, and took a great faney to the hat, and offered him
mare than doulile the value of it, and thereby gain a eont bapr-
gain, and outwit the Chyistian. ¢ No, dam"e,’ says Jaek,  this
is an od family affair—at any rate, I will not sell it undur one
hundred gruineas.” Poor Alises did net relish the detand, but
was resobved uot to let slip s0 good an opportunity of eurichiog
him=clf and travelling at free cost,

After a great deal of pro and eon, he paid Jack filty pounda,
and a draft for the like sum un demand, and departed greatiy
delighted with hia bargain.  Jaek, ne less so, Lastened to cone
vert his paper into gold, and live jeviaily on it till spent, and
then be off to pea.

But to return to poor Moses, who hastened to impart hia good
luek to his dear Rebeeea, but she suspecting some deception,
was not 50 elated as he hoped to find her ; hesaid but liitle, but
having a journey to petform the following weel, resclved te
take no eash with him, thinking his hat would defray all
expenses ;3 he aceordingly takea a place for London ; at the
firat irn, orders B sutnplucus repast, with the best wines, &e.
but ou ealling ta knuw what be had to pay, the landlord gave
him a long bill.—Moses rmiled and twirled his hat—* Now, what
hatt [ to pay I'—seo mueh, replied the landlord. After repeat-
ing the same to no manner of purpose, hes turoed it the contrary
way, paying, ¢ vat laff 1 et to pay dis vay, den I'—Tie landlord
began to be enraged, and taking him by the coilar, awore if ha
did uot pay that iustant, he would send him to jail ; which so
frightened the poot israelite, that le left his watch, and made
the best of his way bowe to his dear Rebecea.

TIHE DYING CHIEF.

TueE stars leoked down on the hattle plain,
Where niglt-winds were deeply sighing,

Aud wilh shattered lance near his war-sieed slain,
Lay & youtliful ¢lieftain dying.

Ee had foldcd round bis gaitant breast
The banaer once o'er him streaming,

Por 8 noble stiroud, 45 he sunk to rest
On the couch that knows uo dresming.
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FProudly he lay ou his broken sbicld,
Hy the rushlog Guadalquiver,

While, dark with the blocd of his last red 8eld,
Ewept on the majestic river.

There were haods which came to biud his wouad,
Thera were eyeg o'er the warrior weepizg,

But he raised his head from the dewy ground,
Whera the land's high hearts were wlespingl

Aud © Away ! be cried— your ald 1s vain,
My sonl may not brook reculing,—

¥ have secn the stately fAower of Bpain
Like the Autumn vine-leavas falling. -

*1 bave sean the Moorlsk baunprs wove

O'er the hells where my youtn was cherlsbed;
)% have drawn & aword thet could nob eave;

i bave stood whete my kiog hath perished !

“leave me to dls with the free sod brava,
Ou the banks of my own bright viver!

Yo ¢an give me nought but & warrior's grars,
By the chainles Guadalquiver

GENERAL ELECTION.
Aid,eat Dornull of Porier

©Op ! what a kick-up, what & bubbub and devilry,
1s an eleclion, whete nll's fun sod revelry;
Voters all roll
In tixe to tha poll,
Aund ‘twould make yo laugh to see 'em, by gole.
Mabe upon mobs iz a trice now collecting are,
Their favourite candidate in haste they selecting are,
Quick ,—quick, there; make way,
Lel's bave no delay !
Flembeau for aver! 'tis hell win the day.

Spoken.) Liberty and independence !—Vote for Sir Frederick
Flambeau, ke is & man who will stiek by you j~he’ll eay to
you—Damb you, where are you comiog 1—Can't you zee ¢ No,
1 can'tseo ; don't you see I'm blind ¥ Blind! then a blind msn
ought always ta have his eyes open when he comes to a_ piace
like this, {fow for Botherem. 1 shan't wote for he ; [ phall
wote for who I like. You can’t vote. ¥y 1 aint I got a tene-
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ment 1—E'm & rat-eatcher—they'll let me vols ;—there's plenty
of rats in parliament. What a crowded state the hustings are
in. Aye, il's a hot canvass, as my wife aays, when she takes
the bag off the puddua. Sir, who do you give your vete for t
Mr. Butherers, Why don’t you wote for Sir Frederick Flam-
beau ! I won't wota for he.—Why not? Why, I hates a man
a8 goes and turns every thing icto money. To what do you
nlinde, sir ! Why, sir, it's wery well known that Sir Frederick
Flambean last year accepted the Chiliern Hundreds, and how
do I krow whether he won't this year go and accept of thou-
sands ! Oh, what a kick-up, &e.

Queer notions to theit good, the mob oft imbibe awry,
Egel one sugpects his neighbour of bribery ;
FEach thinks tother eriby,
By planning, the dibbs,
And trutis when asserted is thought to he 8he
‘The mob on the hustings in numbers so gathers,
Each hat deck'd with gay ribbons and feathers;
Bquibs y about,
The * wowash'd* shout,
Candidates bellow, and orators spout.

Spoken.] Ulloa ! there's s cat throws on the hustings. Pray,
Mr, High Constable, what are we to consider that | A poll-cat,
I should thiuk. 1 hope Sir Frederick Flambeau will lone—I
saw him in & cab, this morning, riding as if the old one was be-
hind him, and I knew he'd be thrown out. [ say, Tomkins,
where's your father T—aint he coming to the poll! He would
corne, siry but lie's got no hat, and he says he won't coine with-
out one. Do you hear that, dr. Botherem I—send him yours,
Certainly,—poor man—hasnt he got & hat I—here, run home
to the puer man, and take him mine ; ay neme’s inside.  Now
then, silenrce for a speech from Sir Frederick Flanibeau 1 Gen-
tlemen, I rise to give you my congratulations, and to reccive——
what's that§ a rottenr orange. See, there, pomebody’s thrown
a cabbage at him. Gentlemen, allow me to declars that at this
moment L feel too bad to pelt the man with oyster-shells,
I feel convineed gentlemen, that from the patizut manner you
have listened to nie, that this is the happiest day of my life.—
Bo guiet with them lettuces, will you. Gentlemen, this august
asseinbly, _Adugust assembly—it's an Aprif assembly, shame !
~shame I—Gentleinen—order. Gentlemen, if I am selected,
I shall strive to take the tax off spectacles,—Itis an imposi-
tion |—& sort of window tax :—spectacles are the winduws of
the eyes,—people must be blind not to see through it. I shall
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also strive to take off the tax on bald heads—"tis a disgraon to
the land—"tis as bad ns 8 poll-taz. People can't help being
baid, gentlemen § no, 1 maistain that io many cases 'tis here-
ditary—"tis handed down from generation to generation, as an
keir-luom, Geutlemen, I shall conclude by thanking you for
tha civilily you have shown to me, and trust you will actexaetly
iz the sasme way to my opponent.
Oh, what s kick-up, &e.

The tow's universal, ol! o'ez the metropolis,
Kever wils s¢en such adoe with the pupulace;
Coathes aud gigs,
Puligeiuen uad prigs,
Al in 6o me way 2re Plaviog their rign
Candidate vowing if Parhamment in he stirs,
He'll do his best to o'crthrow the mivisters;
But when he's got your vote,
He'll soon change his nele,
And kv otiers before b, Le goon turos bis coat.

Spoken.] Gentlemen, do ot vote for Flambeau ; he is rich
—ig nut the wan to feel for you.—What does the mas of money
care for you, your wives, or yoor children t--Let ns view the
rich man, sitting on his recumbent sofa, with his velvet cap
and gold taseel on his head—with his leopard-skic morzing-
gown npon his back, and his bright searlet red slippers oz his
feet, tooking ab the brightness of his fender and his fire-irons 3
drinking lis best choevlate out of Lis best china, and atirring it
with his silver tea-spoon.—He can care nothiog for you; he
walks in lits orange groves, his shrubberies of cocoa-trees, znd
what does he care for them sleeping under a hay-stack i—He
cats his wenison, and his currant-jelly sauce, snd what does be
care fur thew wot dines off bread and cheese }—Now 1 comes
to the man of poverty, that i, gentlemen, tha man wot is poor;
—he atands divested of worldly potup ; he feels for all things,—
the worm and the bedge-hog excite his aympathy ; he valks
about upon the moor without a penny in hig pocket, and he
mugt feel for them wot ean’t pay coach hive.~—!e doesn’t drink
chaipagne and Burgundy, therefore be roust feel for them
wot drinks beer.—He doesn't dismiss turtle-soup, therefors he
must feel for those wot dines off serag of mution. Wote for
Botlierem, lia's a philanthropist—he feels, in the divine words
of the inspired poet, for all women iabouring with children,
sick persons, and old age. Brave! brave! Here comes Mr.
Quotem.—I'll interrupt him-—he never says pothing of hisown ;
~-1'l] tell him whao he robs his idena from. Geontlemen, [ stand
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hefora you to-day to say that " party ia the madness of many,
far the gain of a fow.” Ha! Pope, ba! Silence. Gentlemen,
I stand for you all j for without you, what could be done—
*Tor & bold peasantry, their country's pride,
When once destroy'd, ¢an nevet be pupplied.*

Ha! Goldsmith ! ha! Order! order! I shall mark you, sir,
for the interruption :—Give me your card. There it is, sir.
Hollo ! what'e this t—[Reads. “Smoky chimnies effectually
cured.” Let me hear from you, sir.  Yon shall, sir: when the
wind'a in the east, my chimney amokes, and then I'll send to
you. I say, gentlemen, you're a set of noisy, rascally, & dirty,
vile erew. Ha ! that's his own at last. Brave! I'm for oni-
versal sausages. Joutlemen, for the cxtraordinary atiintion
you've paid 0 me to-day, I'm sinsitively obliged, and it ever
you eome to Ireland, within a mile of my house, you may stay
there a8 long as you like. Mr. MfPringle, you promised rpe your
vote for Botherem, and you've just given it to Sir Frederick
Flumbeau, and 1 suspect you of dounble-desling, Upon ma
conaei . I never pted one thing of Sir Frederick, buta
hare. Bribery! And then it waa so high, I couldn't eat it
Corruption,

THE RETORT; OR, TIT FOR TAT.

A aurBRCILTIOUS pabob of the East,
Haughty and greve, snd purme-proud, being rich,
A Governgr or General ot least,
1 have forgotien which,
Had in his family 8 humble youth,
Wheo went to Indis in his patron's suite;
An uugssuming body, and in truth
A lad of decent parts and good repute ;
This youth had senss and spirit,
Yet with all his sense
Excoseive difidence
Qbecured his merit.

Oue day at table, flush'd with pride and wine,
His honour proudly free, severely merry ;
Concelved it would ba vastly fiae
Ta crack & joke upon his Becretary,
* Young men,” said he, *by what art, craft, or trade,
Did your good father earn his Uvelihood ¥
* Hz wns & eaddler, Bir," Madestus said,
* And io his lUne was reckon'd good.
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' A paddler, eh! and taught you Greek
Inatesd of teaching you fo aew;

And pmy, Bir, why dide't your father mais
A saddler, Sir, of you?

Each Farasite, as in duty bound,

The joke applouded, and the laugh went round

At leogth dodestus bowing fow,
Baid, eraving pardon if too free he made,
* &ir, by your lcava I {ain would koow,
Your lather’s trade.”
4 My futher's trade 2—Why, Bir, that's too bad,
My father's trade! Why blockhend rrt thou mag §
My father, Bir, did never sleop so low,
He was & gentlemaz, 1'd have you know
* Excuse Lbo liberty,” Modestus sald, * I tske;”
With archuess in his brow,
* Proy, Sir, why did no! then yorr father make,
A Gentlemun of you

JOHN ANDERSON.

Jory ANDERSOY my jo, Jobm,
When we were first acquent;

Your locks were like the muven,
Your bonoie brow wag brent ;

But now ysur brow s beld, Joha,
Your lochks Are like the snew:

But blassings on your ltosty pow,
John Apderson my jo.

Joho Andersgn my Jo, Johz,
Wa glamb the hill thegither ;

And mooy & ceaty dey, John,
Wa've had wi' ane aoithers

Bui we maun totter down, John,
But haod in hand we'll go;

And sleep thepither at the foot,
Fohn Anderson Wy jo.
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A BACHELOR IS HIS OWXN MASTER.

1 7uenx I had better get merried,

But bafere the point is carried,
IH avgue it pro sod eon.

If he mecta with any dicasier,

A bachelor ia his own waster,
He's aceountable to none.

Mo wife, to add to Lthe sbrife;

No sighing, feinting, and dying;

Ne row, promise, of vow

Etay out without any rout;

Bupper snd tea, take Lhe hey.

For a bachclor,
A bachelgr is bis own master.

Spoken.] Liberty indelightful! and why should it be sacrificed
for & woman 1 besmides, what pussible use have we for women ot
all # A bachelor may go out, walk about, stay out, and no ques-
tions asked. If marcied, you must ron abont with your wife tied
o ye, like & lterle to s dog's tail, clattering in one's ears, and
treading cn one’s heels. If a man loses Liis wife, Lis friends will
saon supply his loss, but el him lose any thing of value, and he'll
see the thfference. A bachelor may eat what he likes, drink
what he likes, wear what he likes, wnd kiss who be jikes, But
& married man—oaly iet bim try the last !

A bachelor 15 his own master.

Yet I think I'Q belter gel marvied,
For some 60 long heve Larrinl,

They can’t get & wife al all.
Cues gouty or rhenmatic,
Toothlees of sathmatic,

Your chaace of & wife 18 simall.
Many joye, girls and boyw,
Puddings, pies, kisses, ond sigls,

Hhirts aired, moency spared,

Chaste embrices, prelty faces,

All right, if Lowe 8t wight,

Augnd besiden,
And besides, something nice for suppar,

Spoken.}] What mea would live alone, when he might kave a
preuty, obliging, kind, gentle, loving woman %o comfort him, and
be cosey with 1 When a maz has u wife, he has always buttons
oa bis shirts, ?d never auy holed in bis stockings ; besidss, how

ip
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miserable for & man o come home at night, let himself in, every
baody gone to bed, nobody waiting for him but the rushlight.
Who ean take care of persons and purses likea wife ! Who can
give gentle advice with sucl foree aa a wife, and how can a man
aver be said to be starving when e has a rib.  Ob, the delights
of wedloch ! tea and Luttered wast.
1'm resolved,
I'm resolved, tlls moment to bo married.

THE MARCH OF INTELLECT IN THE BUTCHER-
ING LINE.

I xrEr a snug shop, which had onca & good stock In,
Eaut tie life | now lead is indeed very shocking ;

T contrive to gel money by industey's plan,

My family spond it &3 fast as they can.

My spouse, who onee work'd harl as any wife going,
By thly "*march of iutellect's™ ro genteel growing,
Bhe dresses herself and her daughters up Hue,
Although 1 am but in the butcheriog line.

Spoken.]—She takes in all the penny publications, thongh aha
cau't read without spelling the hard words—malkes poetry, though
she can’t write ; and as o blank verse, makes nothiug of It—
she has made herself a halbum out of a old day-book,—and my
eldest dauglhter writes down ali the good things they can scrape
together—if she goes into the shop to serve a quarter of a pound
of suet, gr & pennyworth of lights, she pute on a pair of white kid
gloves, with tlie fingers cut ofl-—sud it’s all throngh the march of
intelleet.

Bhe dregses heryalf and ber daughters so flne,
Althongh I am but io the hutcheriog line.

I get back from market esch merning &t seven,

But wifey pe'er rises il after elaven :

8he don't d d to take breakfast with me,
For chocolate’s much mote genteeter than tea.

Bhe quarrels with what she calls my vulgar maoner;
£he's just ordet’d home a bran wew pye anacr;

Or course we ourl have & music mester so Aoe,
Alshough I am but le the butehering line,

Spoken.]—We've got two daughters and one son—Georgiana
Matilda learns the pys-anner and singing, ‘cause she's got m
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woice ; and there she is strumming and 80l fa-iog from morning
tifl night, enough to drive all the customers out of the shup-—
Isabella-Caroline, she learns French and parly vous like a good
no, only we dont understand her. The music-master has hard
eash for his notea ; but the Freach teacher having got on the
Dbooks, - For sundry lezs of muttun and beef,” we 1akes it out
in jessong—the girls are all the mathera delight—while the poor
little boy, Augustus Henry Wiliiam, runs abeut in yagged
brevelies ; apd lus muther dun'e like Lim at ail, because he sever
wipes Lis nose—and it's all through the mureh of inteliect.

Tle mother and daughters together combine,
Avd cocl up Mheir noses ab Wbe butchuering Live.

In vain Tout extravagant whims T do rate her,

PTis useiess, lar if 1 go to the theatre,

Tu dress-circle Laxes het feathers sie nods,

Wiie [ Aas a sixpen'worth alung with the gods,

Thaugi miy dauginerd are young, they have each got alover ;
Th:y wear long feill'd trousers, their aulles 1o cover,
Their methers detertnin’d to make them Loth shione,
Adthough T aga but in the butehering lige

Spoken.]—She scolds me for drinking porter, ‘cause it's so
wulgar 3 drinks Cape Madeira at eigliteru-pence the bottle—she
uis al) the washimy out ‘cause the steawi's unwholesome—all
er gowns are made like froeks, and all the girls® frocks bke
gowms—miliners’ hills come in by the duvzen—she bas a new
traut frian e barber’s every month, ‘canse the faston changes
so—and she wants e to erder a pair of false whiskers fur Sun-
days, and “eanse I wou't she never gives me a eivil word—and
what d'ye thiok # though we've been warrvied eighteen years,
she says i's very valgar 10 sleep together—and sv we have se~
pavate beds—and it's ail dirough the march of intellect.
These gentecl ideas may be very fine,
But aue’'l soon roabie ap end of the butchering line,

PENN, NATHAN, AND THE BAILIFF.
{or. Waleat. )

Ay well an X aan recollect,
At im & story of famed William Penn,
By bailiffs oft beset witlout effect,
Kike numbers of our lords snd gentismen.
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William bad got a private hole to spy

Tha folk wlha oft with writs, or * iiow d've do ¥
Porgessing too a punetrating eya,

Friends from hre foea the quaker guickly knew,

A Lailiff fn disguise one day,
Though not disgiised to our friend Witl,
{Came to Wiil's mansion complimeuts 10 pay,
Concealed the catclipow thought with wend'rous skill

Holdl; he knocked st Witliam's door,
Dress'd ke a gentleman from top to tod,
Expecting quick admittance to be sure
Buat

LY ———=—

Will'a ervant, Nathan, with a straight-haited head,
Onto the window gravely staflied, not ram,

4 Master at home 7’—the bailiff sweetly said,
* Thiou eanst not speak to lim," replied the man.

*What " said the bailiff, * won't he zee e then ?*

iev " snnflled Nuthan, - let it oot thus suike thee,
. that Willism Feon
[Lml aeen thee, but ke dotk nob ike thea”

JOE STANDIASTE DEECTIPTION OF A SEA-FIGUHT.

We were eruising off the Lizard: om Saturday, the 29th of
QOetober, at seven winuies past »ix, A3f. a sail heve in sight,
beaving svuti-seuth-west, with ber larboard tacks on board g
ciear decks ; up saiis, away we stood 3 the wind rigiit east as
it could blow ; we snw sue was a Mouvnsienr of suparier fnree
and damn'd heavy metal.  Wereceived her fire withuuta winee,
and returned the complinent ;. till about Ave-and-twenty minutes
past eizht we open’d cur lower deek ports, and, as we crossed,
ptump’d it righe ioto her—We quickly wore round her stern,
and gave lier a second part of the same tune : ditto repeated
{as vur doctor writes on hia doses).—31y eyes ! how che polled §
shie looked bike a floating moeuutain | —* Tother broadeide, my
boys,’ says our captain, * and, dam'me, you'll inake the mountaia
a mole-lill '—We followed it up, till her lantern-ribs were as
full of boles as & pigeon-box. By oine, she had shivered our
canvass so, I thought she’d have got off, for which she crowded
all sail. We turoed to, however, aud wore ; aud in Lalf aa
haur, got along side a second time ; wasaw ulllier mouths wera
open, and we dreach'd her sweetly | She swallowed our English
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pills by dozens : but they griped her damnably ! At forty mi-
nutes after nine, we brought all cur gune to bear at coce ; bang
—she had it ! Oh! dam’ne, *twas a settler ! ip less than fwo
minutes after, she ctied, * Peccavi I' in five mora she took fire
abaft! and just as we wers going to board her, and clap every
lubber upon hia beam-end—whush !—dowa she went by the
head I—My eyes | what & screech waa there 1—Out boats ; not
& man was idle I we picked up two hundred and fifty odd, scund
and wounded ; and ¥ { did not feel mors joy of heart at saving
their lives, than atall thevictories I everbad a shars in, dam’me{

THE FORCE OF HABIT.

Hanrrs are stubborn things,
And by the timo & man’s ture'd cut of forty,
Hig ruling passion's grown mo haughty,
There I8 no clipping off its wings.
The truth will best be shown
By a femiliar instance of our own.
Dick Stripe
Waa a dear friend aud lover of the pipe—
Ha olien used to say,
One pipe of * Wishart's best'
Gave life a zest s
To him ‘Vwas ment, and drink, snd physle,
‘To see the [riendly vapour
Curl round the midoigkt taper;
And the black fuue
Clothe all the room
in clouds & derh as ecience mataphysic;
And bed he single tarried
e might heve smoked £nd shill grows old o smoks,
Buat——— Richard-———muarried {
His wile wes ona who cerried
The leaisle virtuos alooest 10 a vice,
Bho was 8¢ very amice,
‘Thet thrice & week, abore—below—
Ths house was scoured from top to toa,
And al} the #oors were rubb’d ac bright,
You darnt walk upright
For fear of sliding—
Bui thut she took 8 pride ip,
Of all things elsa, Rebecen Btripe
Could least endure & pipe—
Bl reil'd upon the Blthy berdh tobacce,
2nb
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Protested that the noi vapour
Had spoii'd her best chinkz curiaing and the paper,
And ¢ost lier many pounds in stucco—
And then she guoted pur King Janes, who saith,
' Tolagcea hath the devil's Broath.'
When wives will govern, husbands must obey ;
For many a day
Dick miss'd and mourn'd bl favourite tobaccs,
And-—eurs'd Rebecer !
At lengih the thne did come hig wife must die—
Tinagine now the doleful ery
Of female Iriends, old sunts, and consing,
Wb o her fun'ral fiock'd in doneon;
The underater, ten and Dgles,
Stoped at the gate in sable suity,
With mournful looks,
Just like 36 many melanekdy rooks.
Now tukes spd wine anul 31} are handed round,
Folks sizh and drick, aud driak aod eigh !
For gric! immakes peupio diy.

Liut L¥ck was missing, nowhere to ba found,
AL kel B N

They seareh'd the house throughout,

Eacl hole augt secret eutry,

Quite (row the gairet to the paptry—

Tn ev'ry comner, cupboard, neok, and shelf;

And oll conclnded he had hang'd himae:l,

AL leugth they found him—guess you whezes -
UTwill make you stare—

Close by ltebreeca's cofiin at hiy rest,

Bmoking & pipe of * Wahart's best!

NO GRUMBLING.
4 TALE

An odd whim once possessed a comntry ‘squire, that he wouid
ot hive any servant whatever, until ten pounds shounid be depo-
sited between the maaler avd servaat ; and the first that grum-
bled ut any thing, let it bs what it might, was to forfeit the mo-
ney. Being in want of a coachman, not ono round the country
would veutura to go afler the place. Nuw it happened tiat one
Thomas Winterbour.:, a conchoan of London, who had been
discharged frows a nobleman’s family, was in that part of the
country on-& visit, s.ad being acqueinted with the oddity of the
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1aquire's whim, resolved to aceept of the place, and, on applica-
tiun, was admitted into the famity,

Thomas waa greatly surprised, after living therefor two
months, that nothing was allowed him for breakfast, dinner, or
supper, but bread and cheese and small beer.  Bring heartily
ticed of this kind of fure, he applied to the cook @  Cookee,” suys
Thomaa, ‘i3 it the standing rule of thia family to keep their ser-
wanta o nothing but bread avd chessa ¥ *What!” saya the cooli,
fdo you grumbie ¥ °No, no, by no means, cooliee,’ replied
Thumas, being fearful of forfeiting the money. But recollecting
his master’s parclt was stocked with fine deer, lie took a muoske
and shot & fawn, skinned it, and brought it to the cuok. * Here,
cookee,” said Thymas, ¢ take and roast this fawn for me immedis
ately ; for 1 have an acquaultzmce or two coming down from
London to pay me s visit' The cook seemed to object 1o it,
having some meat to dress directly for her master ; © What,” says
Thamas, ¢ envkeee, do you prumble ¥ ¢ No,’ repiied the covk ; s
dowit to ronst went the fawn.

The appointed time arrived that the master ordered dinner,
and no sigu of any coming te his table pecasioned Lim Lo ring the
bell, to luow the reason of it ; the cock acquainted the ‘squire
with all Thomas's pruceeding, whe ia a great hurry bolted down
stairs inte the kiteben, wiwere he found Thomas very busy in .
basting the fawn. ¢llew gotyou that fuwn ¥ saya the ’squire,
*Shot it, replicd Thomas., *Where ¥ says the ‘squire. ¢In
your park, replied Lhomas, ¢ By whose orders ¥ quoth tha
’squire. ¢ Do yovu gromble ¥ says Thomas., ¢ No, Thomas,” says
the ‘squire ; and retired to his diniug-room, greatly perplexed
at Thomnas’s proceedings.

He iustantly wrote a letter io a gentleman who lived nearain
miles frow his house, and ordered that Thomas should carry it
immediately, Poor Tlhiomas was obliged to comply, though with
w sorvowful heart to lesve the fawn.  After hia departure, the
‘squire ordered the fawa, when dressed, to be brought to his
table, which was dome accordiogly, Oa Thowmas's returm, he
fouud himself faiviy tricked out of the fawn ; and instead of it,
to s wortitieation, bread aod elieesa, and small beer, Lis old
diet ; Lowever Thomas vowed within himvelf to revenge it the
first apportunity.

A lutle while after, the ’aquirs (whoe was going to pay his ad-
dresses to a youny lady) gave orders to Thuions to get the car-
riage, together with the horses asnd harnesa, well cieaved,
Thumas obeyed the order, and on the read from the stable to
the 'squire’s house, he met & man with a small sand-cart, drawa
by two remarkable fine jack-asees. - Thomas insisted upon an
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exchange, the horses for the srees, which being obtaized, he out
all Lis master's Hiue harheas 1o piecen tu At these Arabian ponies,
as fie sty fed them,  Matters being completed, he drove up bold~
Iy tu the ‘rquire’s, and koocked at the gaie ; the porier perceiva
ing the droll tigure his niaster’s equipage cut, burst ou into an
immoderate fit of laughter! < Cup cup,’ says Thoinas, * what's
the furl Jaughiug at t—Uio and acyuaint the "squire bis carriage
wa ready.’

Shortly after the 'squire came, and seeing his carriage no
beamifully ndorned with ¢attle, was struck with mstopishment.
© Wiy, what the devil,” quoth the "squire, * llave you got haroes-
ved to miy carviage I' 1 will tell you,” says Thomas. ¢ As lwas
driving from your atables to the gate, 1 met s fellow driving &
sand ¢cart, drawn by these two fiue Arabian ponies, and know.
ing you to be fosd of good cattle, I gave your Liorses for these
two fine creatures ; they draw well, and are croaments to yous
curriaze ; only observe what fine ears they have got* ‘D—n
their cars and orbamesta too,’ says the ‘squive; € why, the fellow's
wad !’ *What!" cries Thomas, “do you grumble{’ *Gruwble,’
quoth the “squire, by G—d 1 thiak itis high time to grumble :
the rext thing, | supposs my carriage in 0 be given away for a
sangd - cart ¥

On Thomas procuring the horsea again, be paid him his wages
and forfeit-money, being hearily tired of the oddity of his
wlhims, sed declared that Thomas the London conchman, was
the droliest dog ke ever met with,

THE SPOUTING CLUB.
[ Barrick.)

To-wtout no smuggled scenes from France we ghow ;
"Tin Buglish—English, sits, from Lop to toe.

Our fiero i & youth—by ate design'd

For culling simples—hut whose etage-struck wlod
Nor fate could rule—por bls Indentutes blod —

A place there ., where such young Qulizoten meet;
"Tis called the Spouting-clud—a glorious trest !
‘Where prenticed kingy alarm—the gaplog eireet |—
There, Brutus atarty apd stares, by cidnight taper,
Who, ali the day, epacls—a Woollen-deaper

There, Hamiel's ghost atalicy forth, with doubled fist ;
Crigs oub, with hollow voice, < List, Lisk ! O Lt P
Aad Iighlens Denmerk's Prince—a poung Tobaocondst |
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The spirit too, clear'd from his dead'y xLite,
Hiscs—a Haberdasher to the pighi!

Nat yarng Attorneys bave this rags withstood;

Bt change their pens for trunclicons, inlcdor bleod 5
Amnd {strange reverse} l—die for their counisy's good?
Ta chock fitese heroes, and their lnurels erop,

To brng the back to reason and their shop,

Oup suthor wrote, G you, Tom, Dok, Jack, Wi,
Who hald the balence, ar who gild the pill ;

Whe wield the yard, and, simupering, pay your court,
Anpd, at each flourisi, snip ap inch too short!

Quit not your shope : there thrift and protit catl;
While, here, young genilemen are apt to fill

But, hath ! Im oealied,  Be warn's by what you see,
O ypout no more |—Farewell ! * ltemenier me.”

DOUGLAS TO LORD RANDOLPH.

My name is Norvel: on the Grampian hills

My fatier feeds his flazk ;o frugal ewsin,

Whote constant cares were to lnerezse nil store,
And keep his only son, muysell, ai home

For I had heard of batties, ani I lengd

To faliow ta the field some waslike lord;

And fleaven sgon granted what iy sire derfed.
Yon moon., which rose last night round sy shicld,
Hud not yet til'd her horns, when, by Ler Lz,

A band of fierce bavbariuns, from tae hils,

Tiush'd like a tarrent dowa upan tho vale,

Bwecping our Hocks and berds, Ty chephords fled
For safuty end for succour. 1 aline,

Witl Dended bow, and quiver full of arrows
Ifeverd about the eaeny, and mark’d

The poad he took, thes hasted to my friends,
Whato, with & treop of fifty chos:in e,

1 wet advancing. The pursuit ¥ led,

T we o'ertoak the spail-eucunber'd foe.

We fouglht, end conquerd @ ere & sword was drawn,
Axn arrow from my irow had piere’d tieir chiof,
WWho wore that duy the anns whieh now I wepr.
Katurning home o toutoh, I disdaintd

The shepherd’s slatlful Tie; and having heard

That oar guod Kipg Lad suramon'd lus bold peers
Ta lead their warciors to tite Carron's sice,

I left my father's house, and took with e

A chozen gervant to conduet way stepe—-
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Yon itembiing townrd, whe forsook ble pusster!
Jourmeying with this fobest, X pass'd these towess,
And, Heaven direcled, came this day 1o de

Tie happy decd that gilds wy bomble nnme.

THE GENERAL CONFLAGRATION.

At the destined houe,
By the lond trumpst suumwon'd to the charge,
Boe ati the foraddabie sons of Gre,
Eruptiona, aartl: 1, comets, ligh!nings play
Fiwly vari aki at onee diszorge
Thete binkivg ne ines: and sl take by storm,
Thls poor tertesinad citadel of man.

TOUNG.
f U,

iT'S OX THE MORN OF 57. YALENTINE'S DAY,

S 1%, Corporal Jenkine,

1t'3 on the mmom of St Valentine's day,
With letters the ladies muy reagty mang
The feols lake theo in, and the bwopencss pay,
B¢ there’s plenty of work for the postmen.
Then Miss in her teens geta up carly,
Apd croutes & orare hutiey burley,
Geta up ot seven
Tnsteal of cleven,
To take lu her letters on Valentine's day.

Spoken.] Oh! mammas, do lend me twopence ; here's & wa-
tentine come.  How dare you ek me such athing! Gospinte
the nursery ; ask the maid to wash your face and put you on a
clean pinafore, Il valentine you, you little baguage—dJdane 1
Yea, tnarm.  Run and pot these seventeen leiters g the post §
and, du you hear T don't say a word fo your master,  (Man's
ooice.}) Jane! Jaue ! 1 say, some kot wuter hece divecly. O,
Lord ! what sliall } do 1 tere's muster coming down stairs—
what shall | do with e lectera b 1 think my mistress will get
into Lhe kot water oow.  How now, June, how dare you noc to
snswer when § eall 1 what are you going to do with those let-
ters 7 answer me—Speak—are you dumb i—by—Uh ! sir, don't
Bwenr ; mistress told me not 1o say a word to you. la this the
way, madam, to behave, alter we've been married a matier of
fifteen years ! Wetl, my dear, don't be jealous; it's only a lit~
tle frolie—for,

It's on the morm, &o
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‘This Is the dsy that poor awells get served out,
Apd Laughed st, aund jeered by the lasses ;
Each failing, each fault's sure to ba fourd out,
Bome are mookeys, some fools, and some Assen
Ench woman tlien baasts of her power,
Bhe 8 valentine gets e¥'ry hour.
Yea, if she is pretty,
Goad-natured, aud witly,
Bhe's Tota of amusement on Valenline's day.

Spoken.] Ha I my dear Julia, do you know I've not received
one valentiva alf this blessed morning, 2pd I'm dying for a liva-
band, 1 don’t wonder at that, for it’s not very likely any one
would marry or send a valentive to a girl with a rice pudding
Jace, and two squinting eyes—really, my dear, I'm very sorry
for you, but I've had a score myself, one in particular—let 100
lovk ! bless me ; I think this Velentine must have cowe from
same Orson. Why so01 Because ity evidently written by
Wild Man. (Fop'sreice.) Charles, tell James to bring up
my clivcolate, Yes, sir.  And, Charles, should any letters ar-.
rive, let me have them oun the instant.  Yes, sir. And, Chiarles,
tell the man to cali again for the money ; as, should there be
any lroax, he must take them back, Yes, gir. And, Charles,
if he won't Jeave theta, pay the postage yourself. ¥es, siv; I
wish youmay getit. And, Chavies. ¥Yes,sic. Ol ! nothing ;
you may po.  Dearme ! | know I shall be pestered with some
hundred volentines j the dear ¢reatures are s fafernafly fond
of me. (.4 knoek.) Comein. A leuter, sir. Muid? Nosin
So much the woree, then. Now fur it ; this ia from Fanny, or
Susan, or Henrietta, ar—{opens & letter, and holda it out, con-
taining an ase's head with Joug cara, &ec.) The devil! Hers
JohoeThomaa—Charles ; who dared to take this int Dl
but 1 suppose 1 must take it in good part ; for

It's oo the mom, &c.

NED BOLTON,

A Jorry comrada in the port, a fearless mete at aen;

When T forget thes, to my habd (alse moy the cutlass be!
And may my gellant battle-flag be siricken down in shame,

X, when the aocial can goes tound, I fail to pledge thy name I
Op, up, my lads '—hls memnory I—we'll glve It with a cheer-—
Med Bolion, the commandar ¢f the Black Enake privatesr !
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Foor Ned ! he had o heart of sluel, with neither Aow por speck ;
Firm as & rock, i strife o stony, he stood tle quarter dech
Ho was, T trow, s wilcome man 1o wany a0 Judian dame,

And Spaplsh planters eroas'd themselves ab whispir of his Rrumas;
Hul gow, Jemalea girls may weep—rich Dona securely amile—
Eis bark will toke no prite sgeis, oot e'st louch Judian isle.

‘Bylood ! ‘twas & sorTy fote he met op his own mother wave,—

The foc far off, the slorm asleep, and yut o find & yrave |

With store of the Peruvien gold, ond spisit of the caoe,

No peed wouid he have had to crise in tropic cl:mes again ;

But enine arz born to sink at sea, and sopie 10 hang on shore,

And Fortune cried, God speed ! ot lust, and welcomed Ned no ores

‘Twea off the coast of Mexicn—1he tale o bliler beief—

The Black Buuke, under press of sait, etuck fast upen e rect;

Vpon & cuiting corad reef—scurce a good league frame Land—

But hundreds, Both of Jotse and foed, were ranged upon the strand ;
1lis boats were lost Lefore Cape 1lorn, and with an oid mnoe,

Even bad he oumler'd ten for gue, what could Ned Bolten do!

Bix days and mights the vesael lay upon the coral reef,

Nor favouring gale, nur friendly Hag, brought proapect of relief,
For & land-brecze the wild one pray'd, who pever pray'd before,
Apd wign it cama oot at his call, he Lit his lip and swore;

The Spaniards shouled from the buuch, bul did oot venlire wear,
Top well they know the mettle of the during privateeri

A ealm !—a ol b hoPeless calie '—the red sun burmiog bigh,
Glared biigleringly and wearily in a Lrapsparent aky,

The grog went round the gesping crew, ond Jowdly roae the sang,
The unly pasthoe at an hour when rest seendd far too long.

BEo boisterpusly they look thoir rouse upsn the erowded deck,
They look'd liks men who bud escap'd, not fear'd a sudden wreck,

Tip sprung the breeze the seventh day—saway! oway! Lo sed
Drifud the bark, =ith ziven plaoks, over the waters free;
Their baltie- flag, these povers bold theo hoisted bop-mast high,
Aod o the awarthy Tog eent back & ferce defying ory.

* One last broadeide !" Ned Dolton crisd—dvep bopm™d the cannen’s foar,
Aand echo's hollow growl raturo'd an auswer frows the chure

‘The thundering gue, the brokes vong, the med tunoulbucue leer,
Cras'd nol, 8¢ loog a8 ocean spared tha shatler'd privibeat :

¥ 2ow her—I-—she shol by me, Mke lighloing a the gale;

We ntrove to save, we tock'd, snd fast we glecken'd all cur wall 1
1 kmew the wave of Ned's right band—farewell]—you atrive io vain,
And be, or one of bl ghlp's crew, ne'or entered porl agein!
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TIIE TWO MISERS.

Twa heighbouring gentlemen of equal fortune, and remarkalile
for their avariee, were distinguizhied in their parish by the
names of Cribb mnd Starve-gut, Mr. Cribb often visited his
neighbour, and was as often visited by him ; but as they had
both the same end in view, they never asked each otirer to eat
or drink ; and they went on together very amicably, till Cribb
one day was present at his friend's, when a man enme to pay
the interest of a theusand pounds, shich raised Cribb's envy se
muoch, that he left the room and went lome 3 but retorn'd in
the evening to Mr. Starve-gut, in order to learn eome of hLia
saving maxims. VWhen Cribh came in, he found him writing a
letter by a farthing candle ; he waa no soouer rat down, Lut
Mr. Starve.gut put it ont. fIlow now I’ says Crilb, ¢ what's
that for ¥’ To whieh Starve-gut replied, ¢ Cannot we two talk
as weli in the darl I' ¢ Faith, neighbour,’ says Cribb, ¢ you are
an excellent economist 3 I wish you would teach me sume of
your vules ¥ ¢ Why, friend? pays Starve-gut, ‘ oue of my clief
maxiin: i, never to spend more than is necessary : wirness tie
candle I’ ¢ Right ' quoth Cribb. ¢ I remember,’ says Surve-
gut, ¢ the saying of an old philosopher, which onglit to be wrots
in letters of gold—namely, that whatever is unnecessary is too
dear at a farthing,” ¢ Itizhit,” quoth Cribb, *thank you, neigh-
bour—egad, D'l set this down.” * Now we are tuling of sav-
itz says Starve-gut, let me ask you one question, for you niust
Lkuow theve is & great differenes between Leing covelsus and
being saving 5 for my part, there’s nothing 1 hate mure than
& stingy man 3 but to my question—* Pray, friend Cribb, do
you shave yoursell I Quoch Cribb, ¢ what, do you take me for
s fool P ¢ Well) says Starve-gut, “do nut be in a pussien j 1
did but ask. DBut whatdo you do with your luther ¢ « Why,
fling it away,’ says Cribl, ¢ what do you thivk ° * Why, there
it is Dow,’ says Starve-gut, ‘ that is enougli to ruin & nan ; why
I always wash haif 8 dozen handkerchicfs and a night-cap in
mine, and then save it to wash my stoekings !

THE COUNTRYMAN AND RAZOR-3CLLER.

A FeELLuw In a markel town,
Alost wasical, eried razors up and dovn,
And offer’d twelve for eiphieen pence:
T
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Which eertalnly seera'd woudrous cheap,
And for the money guite a henp, -
As ev'ry man wouid buy with essh and pensé

A country bumplin the great offer heard—e
Poor Hodge, who suer'd by o thick ulack beard,
That eeem'd & shee-brush stuck beneath his nose.
With cheerfulness the gighiiven pance he paid,
And proudly to himself in whispers said,
+ This rascal stole the razors, I supbose.

¢ No matler If the feliow be n knave:
Provided that the razors shave,
it sartainly will be a monstrous price’
0 home the clown with Jiis good forlune want,
&miling in heart and soul content,
And quickly soap’d himself to enrs ond eves

Preing well latherd from a dish or tub,
Hodge now Yegan with grinning paio to grub
Just Tike a hedger cutting furse:
“Twas & vile vazor '—then the rest he tried-—
Al were impostors! * An!" Hodgs sigh'd,
+ X wish wy cightesn pence witbin wy Purse.’

In valn to chase his beard, snd hring the gracas,
1ie cut, and dug, and wing'd and swore;

Brought blpad, and danced, blasphemed, and made wry faoct,
And curs'd each mzor's body o'er and v'ern

His viuzzle form*d of epposition etuff,
Firm s a Foxite, would not lose his mff;

B¢ kept it lavghing at the steel and sude
Hodge, in B passion, stretch'd his angry jaws,
Vowing the direst vengesnce, with clench'd clows,

On the vile cheat thet sold the gooda.

‘Razors| & damo'd confounded dog,
Not fit to actape & hog!"

Huodge sought the fellow, found him, and begun,

“Ferhaps Master tazot-rogue, to you 'tl fua,
Thet people alave themselves out o' their lives rm

You rascal! for an hour § have been grubbing,

Giving my ecaundrel whiskers, here, B strubbing,
With razors Just like oyeter-knivea!

Birmh! I tell you you're o kpeve,

To oy up razors that can't shave !
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+ Priend,* gnath the raroranoan, ' I am no knave;
A for the razors you bave bought,
Vpen my soul, I never thought
That they would shave.*
' Not think they'd shave!" quoth Hodge, with wond'ring eyza,
And voice not muech unliko an Iodian yell;
* Whet were they made for, bhen, you dog ' ha cries,
* Mada!' quoth the fellow, wilk a smile, *to eld,”

THE CONCERT.

Os?! what mirth aud melody now mzet my ear!
Tha glasses are sparkiiog on the board .

Yonder a young buck strives eagerly to pleass his dear,
And Mr Dedimus's song is eucored.

Spoken.] T say, Vaiter ! Vaiter ! Lring me a glass of braody
and water, as cool ns & zephyr aud as bright as a flash of light-
ping.—Well, shiver my timbers, if ever } hesrd & better than
that. Howsomdever, I'll rig the milksop—may 1 never get
apliced to pretty Sue else ! Holioa, Waiter ! Come, ateer a head
here, yurd-ari and yard-arm, sor dare weigh anchior 3l I give
you sailmy orders. Now, ye Jubber, fetch me s can of brandy
a8 hot as heil and as siroug &s my old messmate Jack Juuk,
Alas | poor Jack | I shail uever forget thy bleeding remains as
we lowered thee over the sides of the gallant Arwel,  Splash |
splash | the waves closed over thee ; sud althuugh hid in the
boucwuz of the ocean, you are always present to tite recollection
of your brother satlors. Wly, sbhiver my topasils, not off yet !
Spread all canvass and sway. 1f you dou't return with & good
earge of brandy, sugsr, and leinons, why damme, 1'll spoll your
figure-head without more palaver—that's all, iy water spaniel,
—Now, Mr. Chairmsaz, I, ae president of this nupust mesting,
enll upon you for the next song, and I'llin the meantime Re-
cordingiy give my orders, and command vrder.—And I beg to
make oue rewark, as the poet says—and that is, that you have
eoinmitied Bs egregioua error iu the delivery of your epeech, or
address, inasmuch ae you called this an August meeting, when
iz fact and in truth it is now the moeoth of July 3 thet, you'll
allow, is oot according to Cocker.—Ladies and (zentlersen, your
polite atiention s particularly requested, as Miss Alice Grey is
oo the eve of obliging us with s eentiments! sopg.—Drave!
bravo | a seatimental soug, by all means.—[Sings,
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Ti be a burtertly, born in a bower, .
Where roses and Ulics pre pretty and sweeb:
Hoving fog—

Ladica and Gentlemen, [ really must ¢laim your kind indul-
grnee, aa I am greatly suffering under the prevailing epidemie,
whieh las tlirown a tunsient cloud over the vocal abiiities
wiigh [ am acknowledged by all parties to possess. But lest
you should for an instant imogine that I flatter myself into any
such belief, I'll e'en make my obeisanee. Bravo ! the lady’a
excuse is aecepted, and-— :

Oh, what fun, what mirth ! oh, what jollity,

What sparkling eyes! what eparkling wine ! and angel facea dear?
Qur aid frivhd Dycember, Yo sing & 8oug hig best he'll 1ry—

He wiao would see life muat come aod see it here,

Spoken.] Now, Mr, Chateman, I rise to propnse a national
toast—L'ne King, Army, and Navy.—Brave! pass it along—
we can't have tvo much of a good thing, May it be re-echoed
from pole to pule—the King, Army, and Navy I—Wlio are you,
8ir, that talks g0 loudly of poles ¥ Hemember, sir, that I am do
grand frizeur to his hlajusty 3 and, sare, if you dare to offer
any insuit to my profession, 1 will have de satisfacteong,—-
Wit now, mounseer, do yon think I meant sucl poles as you
lave to exevcise your shears on! No, no, ¥ou eannot excite
mie to destroy sucha butierily as you are: live on, and enjoy
your soup meagre and frogs, wiule England's sons keep up
their strength by lier goud roast beef and rich gravy.—Well,
giry, I shall never forget the last battle I wasz in ; that was the
menmorable Waterlon | In the heat of the engigement, we
futnd that we were withont ammunition, having diselaprged all
but a small quantity of powder, What was to be done ! Ge-
neral consulted general——ofticer consulted officer—and the
enuiny was pressing forward in all directions,  In & moment a
brilitant thought struck acrosa my mind which ililuminated all
present—in aun instaut the orders were given, and a thousand
bright swords glittered in the sun, and we mowed down our
prisvners in all directions—the trenchies by which we were
surrounded were filled with blood, which forined an impassable
river, winl wlich would have been certain death, had the eneiny
attempted to ford it —Drodigious ! But where waa Le use of
this slaughiter, otherwise than as forming a red sea arcund you,
which, by your own aceount, only served to keep thie enemy at
a respectable distance-—Why it served to—
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With songs, recitatluns, glees, and choruses, to make

Tha time fly awiftiy, and drive dull care sway,—

I've strived to plense, but if I've failed ['ll your kind indulgenca take,
And hopa suscess may crown my wishes on some cother day.

THE GAMESTER.
4 DRANATIC BECITATION.

Trm heavy bell proclalm’d the hour of one,

No noise throughout Sir Edward's mansions ren,

Except the thunder, which anca on high

Rol'd In loud peals, and light'ning lit the sky.

“Twas such a night when nature’s mighty Lord

To devastation seema to give the word ;

To rule o'sr all with overpow'ring away,

And hizs owh noble works In ruing lay.

Vet there was one whoae mind was sore oppress'd,

Within the house unknown, nlas! to rest;

"Twas poor Ophells, who, in mournfyl mood,

With eager looks, pale, at the casoment atood ;

The vivid lightning fiercely blaz'd on high,

Flash sfter flash unheeded pans’d ber by,

Loud thunder shooh in peala the froubled air,

Their gonnds wera noiseless to her list'ning ear;

For other sounda her deep attention aought,

But they, alan! no gen'rous fortuns brought.

Btill does gho listen, and oft think she bears

The busbapd’s welcome feet upon the slairs

Now joy dilstes her heart—sha pants, sha aniles

Now disappointment al? her blisa reviles 3

¢ Alas! be comes not now—where can he be '

*T'wes morning tlnce Ophelia did him see;

And now the dismal truth shot o'er ber brain,

Gamlng bad lur'd him to bls haunts again ;

The haunts of folly where too oft be'd beex,

And many & victim unto guilt bad seen ;

There on the rock of wild destruction toss'd,

Hia better riches long, long since he'd lost,

Btill roll'd tha thunder, still the [gbtning blaz'd,

And the wild wind the forest subjects rais'd,

Btill did Ophelis mark the abbey’s chime

That told the quick elapss of alry titwe!

Now two o'clock reaponded from the bell,

Now three—now four—tbeir warning moments tell ;

* Btill, =tlll he somes oot !* poor Ophalle cries,

Whila ;&nm of anguish trickled Zom ket eyem.
ES

e
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“Where can he be?' when a loud voice ahe hears,

' Oplia ! burst tpoen her pttentive cara;

“Lia he, 'tig he ! ghe ulter'd then in joy,

Which hut & moment surved to destroy;

A pisiol leud report then shook e girg

Op'weila fled —Ealf trembling with ler fesr;

Al new ehe rezel’d the spob from whence it anoe,
Now hope, now fear, her bosom doth inflawe;

fae trembled to advance—a flash reveal'd

A weil-known forr—the sight her blood congeald ;
"Twug Wdwand's ferm—sUfl, mangl'd, red vwith bioyd,
Ger wlhizeh Ophelia in distraction stood !

Too soun Lize truth appeared—tiat night Be'd losk
At the curs’d guming-table all his boa-t :
Higgard—and ruin®d—in despair be flad,
And, eonselonee-struck, he rushed to join the dead !
Wlat more remaina to (el ¥ Since that sad ni_ht,
Ophelin's mind ne'er felt soft Reason's light.

Lieader, beware! 1o pxin & noble name,

&hu the base gamester's hannts, whick lead to shawe,

RECEIPT TO BREW A STORM.

Flasbund, Woman—ay 1

Wife, You are slways railing a$ our sex.

ifasband, And without reasont

#'ife, Without either rhyme or reason ; you'd be misersble
buings without s, for all that,

fusband. Sometimes ; thers in 2o general rule without an
cxueption, | could name some very good women—

IFife, Without the head, I suppose {

ifustand. With a lead, and with a heart too,

1¥7ife. That's & wonder !

fusbond. 1t would be a still greater if I could not; for
tustunee, there is Mra, Dawseon, the best of wives ; aiways at
tionie, whenever you call, always i good humour, alwnys neat
aml clean, sober and discreet.

HWife, 1 wish you were tied to ber. Always at liome ! the
greatest gossiper in the parish ; she may well smile, she has
noilitng to rufiie lier temper; neat and elean—she has yothing
ele to do ; suber—she can take a glass as well as lier neigh-
buours ; discreet—thiat’s snother word, slie can tip a wink—iut
1 detest seandal ; I azs surprised you didn't say shie was hand-
sbme |

Ifusbund. So she is, in my eye.



GENERAL RECITLR. 810

Wife, You have a fite eye, to be sure ; you're zn excellent
judge of beauty ; what do you think of her pose 1

Hushand. She’s a fine woman in apite of her uose !

Wife, Fine leathers make fine birds ; whe can paiet her wi-
thered cheeks, and pencil her eyebrowa.

Hrnshand, You can do the same, if you please.

Wife. My cheeka dont want paint, mox my eyebrows pen-
eilling.

Hushand, True ; the rose of youth and beosuty is still on
your checks, and your brow is the brow of Cupid.

Wife. You cuce thought so; but that moving mummy,
Molly Dawson, is your fuvourite. She's, let me see, no gossip,
abd yet slie's found in every house but her own ; and 8o silent,
tun, when she has ail the clack to heraelf ; her tongue is as thin
as a sixpence with talking ; with a pair of eyea burued into the
bargain ; and then as to scandal—but her tongue is no scandal.

Hushand. Take care, there's such a thing as standing in a
white sheet { A

Wife. Curse you | you would provoke & ssint.

Husband. You seem 40 be getting into a passion.

Wife. Isit any wonder? A whitesheet ! You cught to be
toss'd in a blanket. Handsome ! I can't forget shat word : my
ciiarms are lost on such a tasteless fellow as you,

Husband. 'The charms of your tongue.

Wise. Don’t provoke me, or I'll fling this dish at your head.

Husband, Weil, | have done.

Wife. But I hav'n’t done ; I wish T had drown'd myself the
firme day I saw you,

H usgand. 1t's not too late.

Wife. I'd see you hung firat.

Husband. You'd be the firet {o cut me down.

Wife. Then I ought to be tied up in your stead.

Husband, 1'd put you down,

Wife. You would

Husbond. Yes, but I'd be sure you were dead first.

Wife. | cannot bear this any louger.

Husband. Then "tis time for me to withdraw ; I see by your
eyes that the stora is collecting.

#¥ife. And it shall burst on your bead.

Husband. 1l save my poor bead, if I can. A good vetreat
is better than & bad battle.

[ Husband fics, the dish fliss after him,
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THE BRUSH-MAKERS.

Two brush-makers, of pome renown,

Long bad besn rivals in the town ;
Whate'er Joner ask'd you for m swesper,
The other quick would sell you cheaper;
Thie conduct, strange, so much oppress’d him,
That, weeting once, be thug address'd bing ;
+T steals the sluff, Lo save my pelf,

And then X makes them up myself;

Bo cannot thiok, though oft X try,

How you can cheaper sell than 17

“FL tell you friend,' the other said,

1 steals my brushes ready roude !

THE LAWYER AND THE S5WEEP.

A RosursH old lawyer was planning new sin,
Ay he lay on his bed {n o At of the gout;
The maile rod the daylight were just comiog in,
The milimeids and rueblighis wers just going out—

Wheo s chimuey-s¥eep’s boy whe bad made & misiake,
Came flop down the due with a clottering rush,

And bawi'd, sa be gave bis blazk muzsle a ahake,
* My master's B coming to give you a.bmsh’

It that be the cass,’ said the cunning old elf,

* There's no moment ta lose—it 1 bigh tima to fles §
Era ha gives ms 8 brosh, I will brosb off myself,—

I 1 wait for the devil, the dev] take mal
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