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Selected Pieces From

JOE MILLER'S JESTS

Published 1744.

See the original book.








7.
 A certain Country Squire ask'd a Merry-Andrew, 
Why he play'd the Fool ? For the same Reason, said 
he, that you do; out of Want: You do it for Want of 
Wit, and I do it for Want of Money. 










8.
 When the Duke of Ormond was young, and came 
first to Court, he happen'd to stand next my Lady Dorchester, one Evening in the Drawing-Room, who being 
but little upon the Reserve on most Occasions, let a 
Fart, upon which he look'd her full in the Face and 
laugh'd. What's the Matter, my Lord ? said she: Oh! 
I heard it, Madam, reply'd the Duke. You'll make a 
 fine Courtier, indeed, said she, if you mind every Thing 
you hear in this Place.
 








15.
 One told another, who did not use to be cloathed 
very often, that his new Coat was too short for him ; 
That's true, answer'd his Friend, but it will be long enough 
before I get another.
 








19.
 Sir William Davenant, the Poet, who had no 
Nose, going along the Meuse one Day, a Beggar-Woman 
follow'd him, crying, Ah! God preserve your Eye-Sight, 
Sir ; the Lord preserve your Eye-Sight. Why, good Woman, said he, do'st thou pray so much for my Eye-Sight ? Ah! dear Sir, answered the Woman, if it should please 
God that you grow dim-sighted, you have no Place to 
hang your Spectacles on. 










28.
 A Countryman sowing his Ground, two smart 
Fellows riding that Way, one of them called to him 
with an insolent Air: Well, honest Fellow, said he, 'tis 
your Business to sow, but we reap the Fruits of your 
Labour. To which the Countryman reply'd, 'tis very 
likely you may, truly, for I am sowing Hemp.









29.
 Villars, the witty and extravagant Duke of Buckingham, in King Charles II. his Time, was saying one 
Day to Sir Robert Viner, in a melancholic Humour, I am 
afraid, Sir Robert, I shall die a Beggar at last, which is 
the most terrible Thing in the World : Upon my Word, 
my Lord, said Sir Robert, there is another Thing more 
terrible, which you have Reason to apprehend, and 
that is, That you will live a Beggar.
 








30.
 The same noble Duke, another Time, was making his Complaint to Sir John Cutler, a rich Miser, of 
the Disorder of his Affairs, and ask'd him what he 
should do to prevent the Ruin of his Estate ? Live as I 
do, my Lord, said Sir John. That I can do, answered the 
Duke, when I am ruined. 









40.
 The great Algernoon Sidney seem'd to shew as little Regard at his Death; he had, indeed, got some 
Friends to intercede with the King for a Pardon ; but 
when it was told, that his Majesty could not be prevail'd 
upon to give him his Life, but that in Regard to his ancient and noble Family, he would remit Part of his Sentence, and only have his Head cut off ; Nay, said he, 
if his Majesty is resolved to have my Head, be may make a 
Whistle of my A— if he pleases. 









41.
 Lady C—g, and her two Daughters, having taken Lodgings at a Leather Breeches Maker's in 
Piccadilly, the Sign of the Cock and Leather Breeches, was 
always put to the Blush when she was obliged to give any
Body Directions to her Lodgings, the Sign being so 
odd ; upon which my Lady, a very good Sort of a Woman, sending for her Landlord, a jolly young Fellow, 
told him, She lik'd him and his Lodgings very well, 
but must be forced to quit them on Account of his Sign, 
for she was ashamed to tell any Body what it was. O 
dear Madam ! said the young Fellow, I would do any 
Thing rather than lose so good Lodgers, I can easily alter 
my Sign : So I think, reply'd my Lady, and I'll tell you 
how you may satisfy both me and my Daughters, Only 
take down your Breeches, and let your Cock stand. 









45.
 When Sir Richard Steele was fitting up his Great 
Room, in York Buildings, for public Orations, that very 
Room which was lately so worthily occupied by the 
learned and eximious Mr. Professor Lacy, he happened 
at a Time to be pretty much behind-hand with his 
Workmen, and coming one Day among them to see 
how they went forward, he ordered one of them get 
into the Rostrum, and make a Speech, that he might observe how it could be heard ; the Fellow mounting, and 
scratching his Pate, told him, He knew not what to say, 
for in Truth he was no Orator. Oh! said the Knight, no Matter for that, speak any Thing that comes uppermost. Why here, Sir Richard, says the Fellow, we have 
been working for you these six Weeks, and cannot get one Penny 
of Money. Pray, Sir, when do you design to pay us ?
Very well, very well, said Sir Richard, pray come 
down, I have heard enough, I cannot but own you 
speak very distinctly, though I don't admire your Subject.

 







50.
 A certain Senator, who is not, it may be, esteem'd the wisest Man in the House, has a frequent Custom of shaking his Head, when another speaks, which 
giving Offence to a particular Person he complain'd of 
the Indignity shewn to him ; but one who had been acquainted with the first Gentleman from a Child, as he 
told the House, assur'd them, That it was only an ill 
Habit that he had got, for tho he would often shake his 
Head, there was Nothing in it.
 









59.
 A Gentleman having lent a Guinea for two or 
three Days to a Person whose Promises he had not much 
Faith in, was very much surpriz'd to find, that he very 
punctually kept his Word with him ; the same Gentleman being some Time after desirous of borrowing a 
larger Sum: No, said the other, you have deceiv'd me once, 
and I am resolv'd you shall not do it a second Time.
 









60.
 My Lord Chief Justice Holt had sent, by his 
Warrant, one of the French Prophets, a foolish Sect, 
that started up in his Time, to Prison ; upon which, 
Mr. Lacy, one of their Followers, came one Day to 
my Lord's House, and desir'd to speak with him ; the 
Servants told him, their Lord was not well, and saw 
no Company that Day: But tell him, said Lacy, I must 
see him, for I come to him from the Lord God; which 
being told the Chief Justice, he order'd him to come in, 
and ask'd him his Business; I come, said he, from the 
Lord, who hath sent me to thee, and would have thee 
grant a Noli Prosequi for John Atkins, who is his Servant, 
and whom thou hast cast into Prison. Thou art a false 
Prophet, answer'd my Lord, and a lying Knave; for if 
the Lord had sent thee, it would have been to the Attorney-General, for he knows it is not my Power to grant a Noli 
Prosequi. 









71.
 Two Gentlemen disputing about Religion in Button's Coffee-house, said one of them, I wonder, Sir, 
you should talk of Religion, when I'll hold you five 
Guineas you can't say the Lord's Prayer ; Done, said the 
other, and Sir Richard Steele here shall hold Stakes. 
The Money being deposited, the Gentleman began with, 
I believe in God, and so went cleverly thro' the Creed ; 
Well, said the other, I own I have lost, I did not think he 
could have done it.
 








86.
 King Charles II. having ordered a new Suit of 
Cloaths to be made, just at a Time when Addresses were 
coming up to him from all Parts of the Kingdom, Tom 
Killegrew went to the Taylor, and ordered him to make 
a very large Pocket on one Side of the Coat, and one 
so small on the other, that the King could hardly get 
his Hand into it ; which seeming very odd, when they 
were brought Home the King ask'd the Meaning of it ; 
the Taylor said, Mr. Killegrew ordered it so : Killigrew
being sent for, and interrogated, said, One Pocket was 
for the Addresses of his Majesty's Subjects, the other for the 
Money they would give him.
 








89.
 My Lord Craven, in King James the First's  
Reign, was very desirous to see Ben Johnson, which being told to Ben, he went to my Lord's House, but being 
in a very tatter'd Condition, as Poets sometimes are, 
the Porter refused him Admittance, with some saucy 
Language, which the other did not fail to return: My 
Lord happening to come out while they were wrangleing, ask'd the Occasion of it ? Ben, who stood in Need  
of No-Body to speak for him, said, He understood his 
Lordship desired to see him. You, Friend, said my 
Lord, Who are you? Ben Johnson, replied the other : 
No, no, quoth my Lord, you cannot be Ben Johnson, 
who wrote the Silent Woman ; you look as if you could 
not say Bo to a Goose : Bo, cry'd Ben : Very well, said 
my Lord, who was better pleased at the Joke, than offended at the Affront, I am now convinced, by your 
Wit, you are Ben Johnson.
 










92.
 G—s E—l, who, tho' he is very rich, is 
remarkable for his sordid Covetousness, told Cibber one 
Night, in the Green-Room, that he was going out of 
Town, and was sorry to part with him, for Faith he 
loved him. Ah ! said Colley, I wish I was a Shilling for 
your Sake : Why so, said the other ? Because then, cry'd 
the Laureat, I should be sure you loved me. 









98.
 A Gentleman being at Dinner at a Friend's 
House, the first Thing that came upon the Table was a 
Dish of Whitings, and one being put upon his Plate, he 
found it stink so much that he could not eat a Bit  of 
it, but he laid his Mouth down to the Fish, as if he 
was whispering with it, and then took up the Plate, and 
put it to his own Ear ; the Gentleman at whose Table 
he was, enquiring into the Meaning, he told him, That 
he had a Brother lost at Sea about a Fortnight ago, and 
he was asking that Fish if he knew any Thing of him : 
And what Answer made he, said the Gentleman ? He 
told me, reply'd the other, that he could give no Account of him, for he had not been at Sea these three Weeks. 

I would not have any of my Readers apply this Story, 
as an unfortunate Gentleman did once, who the next 
Day after he had first heard it, was whispering a stinking Rump of Beef, at a Friend's House. 









105.
 A certain Lady at Whitehall, of great Quality, 
but very little Modesty, having sent for a Linnen-Draper to bring her some Hollands ; as soon as the young 
Fellow enter'd the Room, Oh, Sir, said she, I find you're 
a Man fit for Business, for you no sooner look a Lady in the 
Face, but you've your Yard in one Hand, and are lifting up 
the Linnen with the other.









106.
 A Country Farmer going cross his Grounds in 
the Dusk of the Evening, espy'd a young Fellow and a 
Lass very busy near a Five-Bar Gate, in one of his 
Fields, and calling to them to know what they were 
about, said the young Man, No Harm, Farmer, we are 
only going to prop-a-gate. 









115.
 A Mayor of Yarmouth, in ancient Times, being 
by his Office a Justice of the Peace, and one who was 
willing to dispense the Laws wisely, tho' he could hardly read, got him the Statute-Book, where finding a 
Law against firing a Beacon, or causing a Beacon to be 
fired, after Nine of the Clock at Night; the poor Man  
read it frying of Bacon, or causing any Bacon to be fry'd ; 
and accordingly went out the next Night upon the Scent, 
and being directed by his Nose, to the Carrier's House, 
he found the Man and his Wife both frying Bacon, the 
Husband holding the Pan while the Wife turned it : 
Being thus caught in the Fact, and having nothing to 
say for themselves, his Worship committed them both 
to Jail, without Bail or Mainprize.









116.
 The facetious Mr. Spiller, being at the Rehearsal, on a Saturday Morning, the Time when the 
Actors are usally paid ; was asking another, Whether 
Mr. Wood, the Treasurer of the House, had any Thing 
to say to them that Morning ? No, Faith, Jemmy, replied the other, I'm afraid there's no Cole, which is a 
cant Word for Money. By G—d, said Spiller, if 
there's no Cole, we must burn Wood. 









117.
 A witty Knave coming into a Lace-Shop upon 
Ludgate Hill, said, He had Occasion for a small Quantity 
of very fine Lace, and having pitch'd upon that he liked, 
ask'd the Woman of the Shop, how much she would 
have for as much as would reach from one of his Ears 
to the other, and measure which Way she pleased, either 
over his Head, or under his Chin ; after some Words 
they agreed, and he paid the Money down, and began 
to measure, saying, One of my Ears is here, and the other 
is nailed to the Pillory in Bristol, therefore I fear you have 
not enough to make good your Bargain ; however, I will 
take this Piece in Part, and desire you will provide the rest 
with all Expedition.
  








121.
 A Parson preaching a tiresome Sermon on Happiness, or Bliss ; when he had done, a Gentleman told 
him, he had forgot one Sort of Happiness: Happy are 
they that did not hear your Sermon. 









124.
 A certain Person came to a Cardinal in Rome, 
and told him, That he had brought his Eminence a 
dainty white Palfry, but he fell Lame by the Way : 
Why then, said the Cardinal to him, I'll tell thee what 
thou shalt do ; go to such a Cardinal, and such a one, 
naming half a Dozen, and tell them the same ; and so 
as thy Horse if it had been sound, could have pleased but 
One, with this lame Horse thou shalt please half a Dozen. 









128.
 A devout Gentleman being very earnest in his  
Prayers, in the Church, it happen'd that a Pick-pocket 
being near him, stole away his Watch; who having 
ended his Prayers, miss'd it, and complained to his 
Friend, that his Watch was lost while he was at Prayers, 
to which his Friend replied, Had you watch'd as well as 
prayd, your Watch had been secure ; adding these following Lines : 



He that a Watch will wear, this must he do,
 
Pocket his Watch, and watch his Pocket too.
 








129.
 George Ch—n, who always was accounted a 
very blunt Speaker, asking a young Lady one Day, 
What it was a Clock ? She told him her Watch stood : 
I don't wonder at that, Madam, said he, when it is 
so near your —.









130.
 A modest Gentlewoman being compelled by her 
Mother to accuse her Husband of Insufficiency, and being in the Court, she humbly desir'd of the Judge, that 
she might write her Mind, and not be oblig'd to speak it, 
for Modesty's Sake: The Judge gave her that Liberty, 
and the Clerk was immediately ordered to give her Pen, 
Ink, and Paper ; Whereupon she took the Pen without 
dipping it into the Ink, and made as if she would write. 
Says the Clerk to her, Madam, there's no Ink in your 
Pen. Truly, Sir, says she, that's just my Case and therefore I need not explain myself any farther.
 








132.
 Mr. G—n, the Surgeon, being sent for to a 
Gentleman who had just received a slight Wound in a 
Rencounter, gave Orders to his Servant to go home with 
all Haste imaginable, and fetch a certain Plaister; the 
Patient turning a little pale, Lord, Sir, said he, I hope 
there is no Danger ? Yes, indeed is there, answered the 
Surgeon, for if the Fellow don't set up a good Pair of Heels, 
the Wound will heal before he returns.
 








135.
 A Country Fellow, subpœna'd for a Witness upon a Trial on an Action for Defamation, he being sworn, 
the Judge had him repeat the very same Words he had 
heard spoken : The Fellow was loth to speak, but 
humm'd and haw'd for a good Space ; but being urg'd 
by the Judge, he at last spoke ; My Lord, said he, you're 
a Cuckold : The Judge seeing the People begin to laugh, 
call'd to him, and bade him speak to the Jury, there 
were twelve of them. 









137.
 A young Fellow in the Country, after having 
an Affair with a Girl in the Neighbourhood, cried, 
What shall we do, Bess, if you prove with Child ? O ! 
very well, said she, for I'm to be married To-morrow.









143.
 A melting Sermon being preached in a Country 
Church, all fell a weeping but one Man, who being 
ask'd, Why he did not weep with the rest ? Oh ! said 
he, I belong to another Parish.









149.
 A young Fellow riding down a steep Hill, and 
doubting the Foot of it was boggish, call'd out to a 
Clown that was ditching, and ask'd him if it was hard 
at the Bottom. Ay, answered the Countryman, it is 
hard enough at the Bottom, I'll warrant you: But in 
half a Dozen Steps the Horse funk, up to the Saddle 
Skirts, which made the young Gallant whip, spur, 
curse, and swear. Why thou Whoreson Rascal, said he 
to the Ditcher, didst thou not tell me it was hard at 
the Bottom ? Ay, replied the other, but you are not 
half Way to the Bottom yet.
  








150.
 It was said of one that remember'd every 
Thing that he lent, but nothing that he borrow'd, that 
he had lost half his Memory.
 








153.
 An Englishman and a Welshman disputing in 
whose Country was the best Living ; said the Welchman, 
There is such noble House-keeping in Wales, that I 
have known above a Dozen Cooks employed at one 
Wedding Dinner : Ay, answered the Englishman, that 
was because every Man toasted his own Cheese.
 








158.
 The famous Tom Thynn, who was very remarkable 
for his good House-keeping and Hospitality, standing one 
Day at his Gate in the Country, a Beggar coming up 
to him, cry'd, He begg'd his Worship would give him 
a Mug of his Small Beer. Why, how now, said he, 
what Times are these, when Beggars must be Choosers ! 
I say, bring this Fellow a Mug of Strong Beer.
 








159.
 It was said of a Person, who always eat at 
other People's Tables, and was a great Railer, That he 
never open'd his Mouth but to some Body's Cost.
 








160.
 Pope Sixtus Quintus, who was a poor Man's 
Son, and his Father's House ill thatch'd, so that the 
Sun came in at many Places of it, would himself make 
a Jest of his Birth; and say, That he was, Nato di 
Casa illustre, Son of an illustrious House.









165.
 Two very honest Gentlemen, who dealt in 
Brooms, meeting one Day in the Street, one ask'd the 
other, How the Devil he could afford to under-sell him 
every where as he did, when he stole the Stuff, and made 
the Brooms himself ? Why, you silly Dog, answered the 
other, I steal them ready made. 









168.
 A Lady who had generally a pretty many Intrigues upon her Hands, not liking her Brother's extravagant Passion for Play, ask'd him, When he design'd 
to leave off Gaming ? When you cease Loving, said he. 
Then, replied the Lady, you are like to continue a Gamester as long as you live. 









169.
 A Soldier was bragging before Julius Cæsar of 
the Wounds he had received in his Face. Cæsar knowing him to be a Coward, told him, He had best take Heed 
the next Time be ran away, how be looked back.
 








170.
 The Trojans sending Ambassadors to condole with 
Tiberius, upon the Death of his Father-in-Law Augustus, 
it was so long after, that the Emperor hardly thought it 
a Compliment ; but told them, He was likewise sorry, 
that they had lost so valiant a Knight as Hector, who was 
slain above a thousand Years before. 









171.
 Cato Major used to say, That wise Men learnt 
more from Fools, than Fools from wise Men. 









172.
 A Braggadocia chancing, upon an Occasion, to 
run away full Speed, was ask'd by one, What was become of that Courage he used so much to talk of. It is 
got, said he, all into my Heels.
 








180.
 A Gentleman coming to an Inn in Smithfield, 
and seeing the Ostler expert and tractable about the 
Horses, ask'd, How long he had lived there, and what 
Countryman he was ? I'se Yorkshire, said the Fellow, 
an ha lived Sixteen Years here. I wonder, replied the 
Gentleman, that in so long a Time, so clever a Fellow 
as you seem to be, have not come to be Master of the Inn 
yourself. Ay, answered the Ostler, but Maister's Yerkshire too.
 








181.
 The late Colonel Chartres reflecting on his ill 
Life and Character, told a certain Nobleman, That if 
such a Thing as a good Name was to be purchased, he 
would freely give 10,000 Pounds for one. The Nobleman said, It would certainly be the worst Money he 
ever laid out in his Life. Why so, said the honest Colonel ? Because, answered the Lord, you would forfeit it again in less than a Week.









182.
 A seedy (poor) half-pay Captain, who was much 
given to blabbing every Thing he heard, was told, 
There was but one Secret in the World he could keep, 
and that was, where he lodged.
 








188.
 A young Lady, who had been married but a 
short Time, seeing her Husband going to rise pretty 
early in the Morning, said, What, my Dear, are you 
getting up already ? Pray lie little longer, and rest 
yourself. No my Dear, reply'd the Husband, I'll get up 
and rest myself.










191.
 A Westminster Justice taking Coach in the City, 
and being set down at Young Man's Coffee house, Charing-Cross, the Driver demanded Eighteen pence as his 
Fare. The Justice ask'd him, if he would swear that 
the Ground came to the Money. The Man said, He 
would take his Oath on't. The Justice replied, Friend, 
I'm a Magistrate ; and pulling the Book out of his Pocket, 
administred the Oath, and then gave the Fellow Six-pence, saying, He must reserve the Shilling to himself for 
the Affidavit.









203.
 The famous Jack Ogle, of facetious Memory, 
having borrowed on Note the Sum of Five Pounds, 
and failing in Payment, the Gentleman who had lent 
the Money, took Occasion indiscreetly to talk of it in 
the publick Coffee-house, which obliged Jack to take 
Notice of it, so that it came to a Challenge. Being got 
into the Field, the Gentleman, a little tender in Point 
of Courage, offered him the Note to make the Matter 
up ; to which our Hero readily consented, and had the 
Note delivered. But now, said the Gentleman, if we 
should return without fighting, our Companions will 
laugh at us ; therefore, let us give one another a slight 
Scratch, and say we wounded one another. With all 
my Heart, says Jack ; Come, I'll wound you first; so 
drawing his Sword, he whipt it thro' the fleshy Part of 
his Antagonist's Arm, 'till he brought the very Tears 
in his Eyes, This being done, and the Wound ty'd up 
with a Handkerchief : Come, says the Gentleman, now 
where shall I wound you? Jack putting himself in a 
fighting Posture, cried, Where you can, by G—d, Sir : 
Well, well, says the other, I can swear I received this 
Wound of you ; and so march'd off contentedly.









206.
Two Countrymen who had never seen a Play 
in their Lives, nor had any Notion of it, went to the 
Theatre in Drury-Lane, when they placed themselves 
snug in the Corner of the Middle Gallery ; the first 
Musick play'd, which they lik'd well enough ; then 
the Second and Third, to their great Satisfaction : At 
length the Curtain drew up, and three or four Actors 
entered to begin the Play ; upon which, one of the 
Countrymen cry'd to the other, Come, Hodge, let's be 
going, ma'hap the Gentlemen are talking about Business.









207.
 Two inseparable Comrades in the Guards in Flanders, had every Thing in common between them. One of 
them being an extravagant Fellow, and unfit to be trusted 
with Money, the other was always Purse-bearer, which 
yet he gained little by, for the former would, at Night, 
frequently pick his Pocket to the last Stiver ; to prevent which, he bethought himself of a Stratagem ; and 
coming among his Companions the next Day, he told 
them he had bit his Comrade. Ay, how ? said they ; 
Why, replied he, I hid my Money in his own Pocket last 
Night, and I was sure he would never look for it there.









215.
 One losing a Bag of Money of about 50 l. between the Temple Gate and Temple Bar, fix'd a Paper up, 
offering 10 l. Reward to those who took it up, and should 
return it : Upon which, the Person that had it, came 
and writ underneath to the following Effect, Sir, I thank 
you, but you really bid me to my Loss.









216.
 Two Brothers coming once to be executed for 
some enormous Crime, the Eldest was turn'd off first, 
without speaking one Word : The other mounting the 
Ladder, began to harangue the Crowd, whose Ears 
were attentively open to hear him, expecting some Confession from him. Good People, says he, my Brother hangs 
before my Face, and you see what a lamentable Spectacle he 
makes ; in a few Moments I shall be turn'd off too, and 
then you will see a Pair of Spectacles.









219.
 A humourous Countryman having bought a Barn, 
in Partnership with a Neighbour of his, neglected to 
make the least Use of it, whilst the other had plentifully stor'd his Part with Corn and Hay. In a little 
Time the latter came to him, and conscientiously expostulated with him upon laying out his Money so fruitlessly. Pray Neighbour, says he, ne'er trouble your Head, 
you may do what you will with your Part of the Barn, but 
I will set mine on Fire. 









220.
 An Irishman whom King Charles II. had some 
Respect for, being only an inferior Servant of the Houshold, one Day coming into the King's Presence, his 
Majesty ask'd him, How his Wife did ? who had just 
before been cut for a Fistula on her Backside. I humbly 
thank your Majesty, replied Teague, she's like to do 
well, but the Surgeon says, It wall be an Eye sore as long 
as she lives.









223.
 Master Johnny sitting one Summer's Evening 
on the Green with his Mother's Chambermaid, among 
other little Familiarities, as kissing, pressing her Bubbies, 
and the like, took the Liberty, unawares, to satisfy 
himself whereabouts she tied her Garters, and by an unlucky Slip, went farther than he should have done. At 
which, the poor Creature blushing, cried, Be quiet, Mr. 
John, I'll throw a Stone at your Head else. Ay, Child, 
said he, I'll fling two at your Tail if you do.









226.
 King Charles II. being in Company with the 
Lord Rochester, and others of the Nobility, who had  
been drinking the best Part of the Night, Killigrew 
came in. Now, says the King, we shall hear of our 
Faults: No, Faith, says Killigrew, I don't care to trouble 
my Head with that which all the Town talks of.
    
   







229.
 One, who had been a very termagant Wife, 
lying on her Death-Bed, desired her Husband, That, as 
she had brought him a Fortune, she might have Liberty 
to make her Will, for bestowing a few Legacies to her 
Relations. No, by G—d, Madam, says he, you have 
had your Will all your Life-time, and now I will have 
mine.









235.
 A certain Lady to excuse herself for a Frailty 
she had lately fallen into, said to an intimate Friend of 
her's, Lord ! how is it possible for a Woman to keep her 
Cabinet unpickt, when every Fellow has got a Key to it !
 








236.
 Mr. Dryden, once at Dinner, being offered by 
a Lady the Rump of a Fowl, and refusing it, the Lady 
said, Pray Mr. Dryden take it, the Rump is the best 
Part of the Fowl. Yes Madam, said he, and so I think 
it is of the Fair.









240.
 Bully Dawson was overturn'd in a Hackney-Coach once, pretty near his Lodgings, and being 
got on his Legs again, he said, 'Twas the greatest
Piece of Providence that ever befel him, for it had 
saved him the Trouble of bilking the Coachman. 
 








242.
 Sir Godfrey Kneller, the Painter, and the late 
Dr. Ratcliffe had a Garden in common, but with one 
Gate : Sir Godfrey, upon some Occasion, ordered the 
Gate to be nailed up. When the Doctor heard of it, 
he said, He did not Care what Sir Godfrey did to the 
Gate, so he did not paint it. This being told Sir Godfrey, 
Well, replied he, I can take that or any Thing but Physic  
from my good Friend Dr. Ratcliffe.









249.
 A Gentleman lying on his Death-Bed, called to 
his Coachman, who had been an old Servant, and said, 
Ah, Tom, I am going a long rugged Journey, worse 
than ever you drove me. Oh, dear Sir, replied the Fellow, (he having been but an indifferent Master to him) 
ne'er let that discourage you, for it is all down Hill.
 








260.
 A young Fellow who had made an End of all 
he had, even to his last Suit of Cloaths ; one said to 
him, Now, I hope, you'll own yourself a happy Man, 
for you have made an End of all your Cares. How so, 
said the Gentleman ? Because, said the other, you have 
mothing left to take Care of.









263.
 Dr. Lloyd, Bishop of Worcester, so eminent for 
his Prophesies, when, by his Sollicitations and Comipliance at Court, he got removed from a poor Welch Bishoprick, to a rich English one. A reverend Dean of 
the Church said, That he found his Brother Lloyd spelt 
Prophet with an F.*


* Most of the Clergy follow this Spelling.
 








264.
 A worthy old Gentleman in the Country having 
employ'd an Attorney, of whom he had a pretty good 
Opinion, to do some Law Business for him in London, 
he was greatly surpriz'd, on his coming to Town, and 
demanding his Bill of Law Charges, to find that it 
amounted to at least three Times the Sum he expected ; 
the honest Attorney assured him, that there was no Article in his Bill, but what was fair and reasonable : Nay, 
said the Country Gentleman, there's one of them I am sure cannot be so, for you have set down three Shillings and four Pence for going to Southwark, when none 
of my Business lay that Way ; pray what is the Meaning of that, Sir ? Oh, Sir, said he, that was for fetching the Chine and Turkey, from the Carrier's, that you 
sent me for a Present out of the Country.
 








267.
 A Butcher in Smithfield, that lay on his Death-Bed, said to his Wife, My Dear, I am not a Man for 
this World, therefore I advise you to marry our Man 
John, he is a lusty strong Fellow, fit for your Business. 
Oh, dear Husband, said she, if that's all, never let it 
trouble you, for John and I have agreed that Matter already.









269.
 A Philosopher carrying something hid under 
his Cloak, an impertinent Person ask'd him, What he 
had under his Cloak ? To which the Philosopher answered, I carry it there that you might not know.









273.
 A great deal of Company being at Dinner at a 
Gentleman's House, where a Silver Spoon was laid at 
the Side of every Plate, one of the Company watching 
for a convenient Opportunity, as he thought, slid one 
of them into his Pocket ; but being observ'd more narrowly than he was aware of, the Gentleman who sat 
opposite to him, took up another, and stuck it in the 
Button-Hole of his Bosom ? which the Master of the 
House perceiving, ask'd him, in good Humour, What 
was his Fancy in that ? Why, said he, I thought every 
Man was to have one, because I saw that Gentleman, over-against me, put one in his Pocket.
 








276.
 A rich Farmer's Son, who had been bred at the 
University, coming Home to visit his Father and Mother, they being one Night at Supper on a Couple of 
Fowls, he told them, that by Logick and Arithmetick, he 
could prove those two Fowls to be three. Well, let us 
hear, said the old Man. Why this, cried the Scholar, 
is one, and this, continued he, is two, two and one, you 
know, make three. Since you have made it out so well, 
answered the old Man, your Mother shall have the first 
Fowl, I will have the Second, and the Third you may keep 
yourself, for your great Learning.









278.
 A Gentleman who had a Suit in Chancery, was 
call'd upon by his Counsel to put in his Answer, for 
Fear of incurring a Contempt. And why, said the Gentleman, is not my Answer put in ? How should I draw 
your Answer, cried the Lawyer, 'till I know what you 
can swear ? Pox on your Scruples, replied the Client, 
prithee, do you do your Part as a Lawyer, and draw a sufficient Answer, and let me alone to do the Part of a Gentleman, and swear to it.









279.
 A Country Lass with a Pail of Milk on her 
Head, going to Market, was reckoning all the Way, 
what she might make of it. This Milk, said she, will 
bring me so much Money, that Money will buy so many 
Eggs, those Eggs so many Chickens, and, with the 
Fox's Leave, those Chickens will make me Mistress of 
a Pig, and that Pig may grow a fat Hog, and when I 
have sold that, I may buy a Cow and Calf : And then, 
says she, comes a Sweetheart, perhaps a Farmer ; him 
I marry, and my Neighbours will say, How do you do, 
Goody Such-a-one ? And I'll answer, Thank you, Neighbour, 
how do you ? But may be my Sweetheart may be a Yeoman, and then it will be, How do you do, Mrs. Such-a-one ? I'll say, Thank you. Oh ! but suppose I should marry 
a Gentleman ; then they'll say, Your Servant, Madam ; 
but then I'll toss up my Head, and say nothing. Upon 
the Transport of this Thought, and with the Motion of 
her Head, down came the Milk, which put an End at 
once to her fine Scheme of her Eggs, her Chickens, 
her Pig, her Hog, and her Husband. 









283.
 A Lady perceiving her Maid to be with Child, 
ask'd her, Who was the Father of it ? Indeed, Madam, 
said she, my Master. And where did he get it, said the 
Lady ? In your Chamber, Madam, answered the other, 
after you were gone to Bed. And why did not you cry 
out, said the Lady ? Indeed, Madam, replied the other, 
I made no Noise for Fear of awaking you.









284.
 One Irishman meeting another, ask'd, What 
was become of their old Acquaintance Patrick Murphy ? 
Arrah, now, dear Honey, answered the other, poor Patty 
was condemn'd to be hang'd ; but he sav'd his Life by dying 
in Prison.









289.
 One telling Charles XII. of Sweden, just before 
the Battle of Narva, that the Enemy was three to one : 
I am glad to hear it, answered the King, for then 
there will be enough to kill, enough to take Prisoners, and 
enough to run away.









294.
 A toping Fellow was one Night making his 
Will over his Bottle ; I will give, said he, Fifty Pounds
to Five Taverns, to drink to my Memory when I am 
dead : Ten Pounds to the Salutation for Courtiers ; Ten 
Pounds to the Castle for Soldiers ; Ten Pounds to the 
Mitre for Parsons ; Ten Pounds to the Horn for Citizens ; and Ten Pounds to the Devil for the Lawyers.









295.
 A Gentleman calling for Small Beer at another 
Gentleman's Table, finding it very hard, gave it the 
Servant again without drinking. What, said the Master 
of the House, don't you like the Beer ? It is not to be 
found Fault with, answered the other, for one should never 
speak ill of the Dead.









296.
 Some Men and their Wives, who all lived in 
the same Street, and on the same Side of the Way, 
being merry-making at a Neighbour's House, said one 
of the Husbands, It is reported, that all the Men in our 
Row are Cuckolds but one : His Wife soon after being 
a little thoughtful, What makes you so sad, my Dear ? 
said her Husband, I hope you are not offended at what 
I said. No, replied she, I am only considering who that 
one can be in our Row that is not a Cuckold.









301.
 A Lady seeing a Gentleman dance, found Fault 
with him, and said, He straddled too much. Of, Madam, replied the Gallant, if you had that between your 
Legs that I have, you would straddle a great deal more, I 
dare say.
     
  







302.
 A Gentleman speaking of Peggy Y—s, the 
famous Courtezan, who has always an Abundance of 
fine Cloaths, said, She was like a Squirrel, for she always 
covered her Back with her Tail.









307.
 A Wench swearing a Bastard Child to a Gentleman in the Country, the Justice having a Respect
for the Gentleman's Lady, took upon him to jobe the 
Gentleman, and ask'd him, Why he would defile the 
Marriage Bed ? There was no Bed in the Case, answered 
the Gentleman, good Mr. Justice, for it was done in a 
Field.









310.
 A poor Fellow, who growing rich on a Sudden 
from a very mean and beggarly Condition, and taking 
great State upon him, was met one Day by one of his 
poor Acquaintance, who accosting him in a very humble Manner, but having no Notice taken of him, cried 
out, Nay, it is no great Wonder that you should not know 
me, when you have forgot yourself.
   








313.
 One asking another which Way a Man might 
use Tobacco to have any Benefit from it : By setting up 
a Shop to sell it, said he, for certainly there is no other 
Profit to be had from it any other Way.









314.
 The same Wagg, an arch one to be sure, said, 
Taylors were like Woodcocks, for they got their Sustenance by their long Bills.









317.
 A certain ancient Duchess having had a Present 
made to her of a fine Stallion, going the next Day into her Stable.Yord, ordered him to be brought out for 
her to see, and then would needs have a Mare brought 
to him : The Groom asking which ? Old Bess, said she. 
Lord, Madam, answered the Groom, that will be to 
little Purpose ; Old Bess is too old to be with Foal. No 
Matter for that, cry'd she, it will refresh the poor old 
Creature.
 

By this we may guess what her Grace thinks a Refreshment for a poor old Creature.
   










319.
 An extravagant young Fellow, rallying a frugal Country 'Squire, who had a good Estate, and spent 
but little of it, said, among other Things, I'll warrant 
you, that Plate-button'd Suit was your Great Grand-Father's. Yes, said the other, and I have my Great-Grand-Father's Lands too.









340.
 A young Fellow being told that his  Mistress 
was married, to convince him of it, the Gentleman 
who told him, said, He had seen the Bride and Bridegroom. Prithee, said the forswaken Swain, do not call 
them by those Names, I cannot bear to hear them.—
Shall I call them Dog and Cat, answered the other ?  Oh, 
no, for Heaven's Sake, reply'd the first, that sounds ten 
Times more like Man and Wife than t'other.
 
 











358.
 An old Bawd being carried before Justice M—s
for keeping a disorderly House, strongly denied all that 
was charged upon her : Housewife ! Housewife ! said the, 
Justice, how have you the Assurance to deny it ; you 
do keep a Bawdy-House, and I will maintain it. Will 
you ? reply'd the old Lady, the Lord bless you ! I always 
heard you were a kind-hearted Gentleman.










373.
 A Gentleman being arrested for a pretty large 
Sum of Money, sent to an Acquaintance, who had often 
profess'd great Friendship for him, to beg he would 
bail him ; the other told him, That he had promised 
never to be Bail for any Body ; but with much Kindness said, I'll tell you what you may do, you may get 
Somebody else if you can.
 








375.
 When King Charles the First was in great 
Anxiety about signing the Warrant for the Earl of 
Strafford's Execution, saying, It was next to Death to 
part with so able a Minister, and so loyal a Subject ; a 
certain Favourite of the King's standing by, soon resolv'd his Majesty, by telling him, That in such an Exigence, a Man had better part with bis Crutch than his Leg.











384.
 A Country Fellow that had served several Years 
in the Army Abroad, when the War was over, coming 
Home to his Friends, was receiv'd among them with 
great Rejoicing ; who heard, with no small Pleasure, 
the miraculous Stories he related. — Well, said the 
old Father, and prithee, Jack, what did'st learn 
there ? Learn, Sir, why I learnt to know, That when 
I turned my Shirt, the Lice had a Day's March to my Skin 
again.









391.
 A beautiful young Lady, but extremely fanciful 
and humourous, being on the Point of resigning herself into the Arms of her Lover, began to enter on 
Conditions, that she expected should be observ'd after 
the Articles were sign'd and executed. — Among the 
rest, says she, positively, I will lie in Bed as long as I 
please in a Morning: With all my Heart, Madam, says 
he, provided I may get up when I please.
 









395.
 A Woman may learn one useful Hint from the 
Game of Back-Gammon, which is not to take up her 
Man 'till she is sure of binding him. — Had poor 
M—d thought of this, when she had once gain'd 
her Point, she would never afterwards have made such a 
Blot in her Tables.









404.
 To what an Ebb of Taste are Women fallen, 
that it should be in the Power of a lac'd Coat and a 
Feather to recommend a Gallant to them : Taylors and 
Perriwig-makers are become the Bawds of the Nation : 
That Fop that has not wherewithal, by Nature, to 
move a Cookmaid, shall, by a little of their Assistance, 
be able to subdue a Countess. 









405.
 A Lady seeing a tolerable pretty Fellow, who 
by the Help of his Taylor and Sempstress had transform'd himself into a Beau, said—What Pity 'tis to 
see one, whom Nature has made no Fool, so industrious to pass for an Ass : Rather, says another, one should 
pity those whom Nature abuses than those who abuse 
Nature : Besides the Town would be robb'd of one half of 
its Diversion, if it should become a Crime to laugh at a Fool.









410.
 A decay'd Gentleman coming to one who had 
been a Servant, to borrow Money of him, received a 
very scurvy Answer, concluding in the following Words : 
Lord, Sir, what do you trouble me for ? I've no Money to 
lend. I'm sure you lye, says the Gentleman, for if you 
was not rich you durst not be so saucy.









411.
 The Roman Catholicks make a Sacrament of 
Matrimony, and in Consequence of that Notion, pretend that it confers Grace : The Protestant Divines do 
not carry Matters so high, but say, This ought to be 
understood in a qualified Sense ; and that Marriage so 
far confers Grace, as that, generally speaking, it brings 
Repentance, which every Body knows is one Step towards Grace.










412.
 A Lady, who had a Mind, she told another, to 
quarrel with an impertinent teazing young Fellow she 
did not like, said, she could not tell how to provoke 
him, he was so very assiduous and submissive. 'Slife, 
said her Friend, I'd spit in his Face. Alas, reply'd she, 
that won't do, when Men are fawning like Lap-Dogs, 
they ll take that for a Favour.









435.
 A Farmer, who had a very great Name in the 
Country for his Dexterity in manly Exercises, such as 
Wrestling, Throwing the Bar, and the like, drew upon 
himself many, Occasions to try his Skill, with such as 
came far and near to challenge him : Among the rest, 
a conceited Fellow rode a great Way to visit this Champion ; and being told, that he was in his Ground behind the House, he alighted, and walk'd with his Horse 
in his Hand, 'till he came where he found him at Work ; 
so hanging his Horse upon the Pails, he accosted him 
thus : That having heard much of his Fame, he was 
come forty Miles to try a Fall with him. The Champion, without more Words, came up to him, and 
closing with him, took him upon such an advantageous 
Lock, that he pitch'd him clear over the Pails ; so, with 
a great deal of Unconcern, took up his Spade, and fell 
to Work again. The Fellow getting upon his Legs 
again, as nimbly as he could, call'd to speak to him. 
Well, says the Champion, have you any more to say to 
me ? No, no, replied the Fellow, only to desire you will 
be so kind as to throw my Horse after me.









436.
 A busy Impertinent entertaining Arisotle the 
Philosopher one Day with a tedious Discourse, and observing that he did not much regard him, made an 
Apology, That he was afraid he had interrupted him. 
No, really, reply'd the Philosopher, you han't interrupted 
me at all, for I have not minded one Word you said.









437.
 If your Wife has cuckolded you, 'tis in 'vain 
to grieve ; e'en shake Hands with, your Neighbours. 
One telling his Friend he was a Cuckold, — If I
had not known it, replies he, I should have been angry 
with you for telling me on't.









438.
 Two conceited Coxcombs wrangling and exposing one another before Company, one told them, 
That they had both done like Wits : For you Wits, says 
he, never give over 'till you prove one another Fools.
 
  







440.
 A young Lady with a good Fortune having 
bestow'd herself on a wild young Fellow : Well, says 
the old Lady her Aunt, For all you were so eager to 
have him, you'll have your Belly full of him in a little 
Time, I'll warrant you.









444.
 Du Val, who was a very famous Highwayman, 
and at length suffered for his Robberies, was likewise as 
famous for gaining the Hearts of the Women, being a  
smart dapper Fellow : After his Death, he had this 
Epitaph bestow'd on him. 





Here lies Du Val : — Reader, if Male thou art, 

Look to thy Purse ; if Female, to thy Heart ; 

Much Havock he has made in both ; — for all 

The Men he made to stand, — the Women fall.
  










446.
 Tom P—, good honest Fellow, but with 
very little Manners, being one Day at Dinner at Lord 
L—'s, several Ladies being at Table, my Lord told 
him, that Mr. Such-a-one, naming a Gentleman in the
Neighbourhood, had taken something very ill of him, 
and would take an Occasion, he heard, to resent it : 
Mr. Such-a-one, reply'd Tom, may kiss my A— : Upon such a coarse Expression, the Ladies all started, and 
my Lord cry'd, Fie, Tom, I thought you would not 
have used such a Word before Ladies. Why, my 
Lord, said Tom, A— an't Bawdy, is it ? No, said 
my Lord, but it is within half an Inch of it.
















447.
 A Citizen dying greatly in Debt, it coming to 
his Creditors Ears, Farewel, said one, there is so much 
of mine gone with him : And he carried so much of 
mine, said another : One hearing them make their several Complaints, said, Well, I see now, that though a 
Man can carry nothing of his own out of the World, yet he 
may carry a great deal of other Men's. 











449.
 Three young conceited Wits, as they thought 
themselves, passing along the Road near Oxford, met a 
grave old Gentleman, with whom they had a Mind to 
be rudely merry ; Good-Morrow, Father Abraham, said 
one : Good-Morrow, Father Isaac, said the next : Good-Morrow, Father Jacob, cry'd the last, I am neither 
Abraham, Isaac, nor Jacob, reply'd the old Gentleman, 
but Saul, the Son of Kish, who went out to seek his Father's Asses ; and lo ! here I have found them.









450.
 A young Maid coming fresh out of the Country, 
was courted by a Person of Quality, who she understood was infected by the foul Disease : My Lord paid 
his constant Devoirs to her, and promised her Marriage, 
which she refusing, some of her Friends ask'd her, 
Why she, who was meanly born, would not marry one 
that would not only enrich her, but ennoble her Blood ; 
I will not, said she, corrupt my Flesh, to better my Blood, 
for any Lord in Christendom. 









451.
 An ingenious young Gentleman at the University of Oxford, being appointed to preach before the 
Vice-Chancellor, and the Heads of the Colleges, at St. 
Mary's, he having formerly observed the Drowsiness of 
the Vice-Chancellor, took this Place of Scripture for
his Text, What ! Cannot ye watch one Hour ? At every 
Division he concluded with his Text, which, by Reason of the Vice-Chancellor's sitting so near the Pulpit, 
often awak'd him : This was so noted among the Wits, 
that it was the Talk of the whole University, and withal 
it did so nettle the Vice-Chancellor, that he complain'd 
to the Archbishop of Canterbury, who, willing to redress him, sent for this Scholar up to London to defend 
himself against the Crime laid to his Charge ; where 
coming, he made so many Proofs of his extraordinary 
Wit, that the Archbishop enjoined him to preach before 
King James. After some Excuses, he at length condescended ; and coming into the Pulpit, begins, ames 
the First and the Sixth, Waver not ; meaning the first 
King of England, and the sixth of Scotland ; at first the 
King was something amazed at the Text, but in the 
End, was so well pleased with his Sermon, that he made 
him one of his Chaplains in ordinary : After this Advancement, the Archbishop sent him down to Oxford to 
make his Recantation to the Vice-Chancellor, and to 
take Leave of the Univerfity, which he accordingly did, 
and took the latter Part of the Verse of the former 
Text, Sleep on now and take your Rest : Concluding his 
Sermon, he made his Apology to the Vice-Chancellor, 
saying, Whereas I said before, which gave Offence, 
What ! Cannot you watch one Hour ? I say now, Sleep on 
and take your Rest ; and so left the University. 









452.
 A plain Country Fellow born in Essex, coming 
to London, which Place he had never seen before, as he 
walk'd in a certain Street, not a great Way from Mark 
Lane, he 'spy'd a Rope hanging at a Merchant's Door, 
with a Handle to it, wondering what it meant, he takes 
it in his Hand, play'd with it to and fro ; at length, 
pulling it hard, he heard a Bell ring ; it so happened 
that the Merchant being near the Door, went himself, 
and demanded what the Fellow would have ; Nothing, 
Sir, said he, I did but play with this pretty Thing 
which hangs at your Door. What Countryman are 
you, said the Merchant ? An Essexman an't please you, 
replied the other. I thought so, replied the Merchant, 
for I have often heard say, That if a Man beat a Bush 
in Essex, there presently comes forth a Calf. It may 
be so, replied the Countryman, and I think a Man can no 
sooner ring a Bell in London, but out pops a Cuckold.









453.
 A young Man married to an ill-temper'd Woman, who not contented, tho' he was very kind to her, 
made continual Complaints to her Father, to the great 
Grief of both Families ; the Husband being no longer 
able to endure this scurvy Humour, bang'd her soundly : 
Hereupon she complain'd to her Father, who understanding well the Perverseness of her Humour, took 
her to Task, and laced her Sides soundly too ; saying, 
Go and commend me to your Husband, and tell him, I am 
now even with him, for I have cudgell'd his Wife, as he 
hath beaten my Daughter.
 








455.
 A Gentlewoman delighting in Plurality of Lovers, 
chanced to admit to her Embraces two Gentlemen who 
loved one another entirely, but were unacquainted with 
each other's Intrigue ; one of them having lain with 
this Gentlewoman one Night, lost his Ring in the Bed, 
which the other found in it the Morning after ; the 
Day following the first sees it on his Friend's Finger ; 
after a great many Arguings about it, they came to 
understand one another's Intrigue : The Man who lost 
it demands his Ring, the other refuses ; at last, it was 
agreed, that it should be left to the next Comer-by, who 
should have the Ring ; it chanced to be the Husband of 
the Woman, who, hearing the whole Matter, adjudg'd 
the Ring should belong to him who own'd the Sheets : 
Marry then, said they, for your excellent Judgment you | 
shall have the Ring.









459.
 A foolish Wench, meerly out of Revenge, complained to a Justice, that such a Man would have ravish'd her : What did he do, says he ? He ty'd my 
Hands so fast I could not stir them ; And what else ? 
Why, Sir, said she, he would have ty'd my Legs too, but 
I had the Wit to keep them far enough asunder.










460.
 A Gentleman riding near the Forest of Which-wood, in Oxfordshire, ask'd a Fellow, What that Wood 
was called ? He said, Which-wood, Sir. Why that 
Wood, said the Gentleman. Which-wood, Sir : Why 
that Wood I tell thee ; he still said, Which wood ; I 
think, said the Gentleman, thou art as senseless as the 
Wood that grows there : It may be so, replied the other, 
but you know not Which wood.









462.
 A Physician was wont to say, when he met 
a Friend, I am glad to see you well. In Troth, Sir, said 
one, I think you do but dissemble, for the World always goes 
ill with you when it goes well with your Friends.









470.
 A very honest and prudent Gentleman had the 
ill Fortune to marry a Wife a Grain too light ; one 
Day returning Home, he went up the Stairs, and 
found his Chamber-Door open, entering, he caught his 
Wife and the Adulterer, who were so intent upon their 
Sport, that they minded nothing else, in the very Act ; 
the Gentleman seemingly unmov'd, said, Wife, Wife, 
indeed you don't do well to expose your own and my Reputation thus to the Hazard of being lost by Carelessness ; sure 
in a Business that so nearly concerns us both, you might have 
shut the Door ; I pray, consider, What if any one else had 
come and caught you in this Posture ? And so went and left 
them : The Mildness of this Reproof so effectually 
wrought upon this Woman, that she ever after abhorred 
the Thought of enjoying any other Man but her 
Husband. 









471.
 A Person not belonging to the College, put his 
Horse in a Field thereunto appertaining ; being warn'd 
of so doing, and he taking no Notice thereof, the 
Master of that College sent his Man to him, bidding 
him say, If he continued his Horse there, he would cut 
off his Tail. Say you so, said the Person ? Go tell 
your Master, If he cuts off my Horse's Tail, I will cut 
off his Ears : The Servant returning, told his Master 
what he said ; whereupon he was sent back to bring the 
Person to him ; who appearing, said the Master, How 
now, Sir, what mean you by that Menace you sent 
me ? Sir, said the other, I threaten'd you not, for I 
only said, if you cut off my Horse's Tail, I would cut off 
his Ears. 

 








475.
 The famous Mr. Amner going thro' a Street in 
Windsor, two Boys looked out of a one Pair of Stairs 
Window, and cry'd, There goes Mr. Amner that makes 
so many Bulls. He hearing them, look'd up, saying, 
You Rascals, I know you well enough, and if I had you 
here, I'd kick you down Stairs.









479.
 In Flanders, by Accident, a Flemish Tyler falling 
from the Top of a House, upon a Spaniard, killed him, 
tho' he escaped himself. The next of the Blood 
prosecuted his Death with great Violence against the 
Tyler ; and when he was offer'd pecuniary Recompence, 
nothing would serve him but Lex Talionis. Whereupon 
the Judge said unto him, That if he did urge that Kind 
of Sentence, it must be, That he should go up to the Top of 
the same House, and from thence fall down upon the Tyler.









480.
 A Bridegroom, the first Night he was in Bed 
with his Bride, said unto her, When I sollicited thy 
Chastity, had'st thou then condescended, I would never 
have made thee my Wife, for I did it only to try thee. 
Faith, said she, I did imagine as much, but I had been 
cozened so three or four Times before, and I was resolved 
to be fooled so no more.









485.
 A Fellow hearing the Drums beat up for 
Volunteers for France, in the Expedition against the 
Dutch, imagin'd himself valiant enough, and thereupon 
listed himself ; returning again, he was ask'd, by his 
Friends, What Exploits he had done there ? He said, 
That he had cut off one of the Enemy's Legs ; and being told 
that it had been more honourable and manly to have cut 
of his Head : Oh, said he, you must know his Head was 
cut off before.









486.
 A Person of Quality coming in a Church, to 
the Place where several of his Anceftors were buried, 
after he had said much in their Commendation, and 
prais'd them for worthy Men, Well, said he, I am 
resolved, if 1 live, to be buried as near them as possible.









492.
 The Bishop of D—m had a slovenly Custom 
of keeping one Hand always in his Breeches, and being 
one Day to bring a Bill into the House of Peers relating 
to a Provision for Officers Widows, he came with the 
Papers in one Hand, and the other, as usual, in his 
Breeches ; and beginning to speak, I have something 
in my Hand, my Lords, said he, for the Benefit of the 
Officers Widows — Upon which the Duke of 
Wh—n immediately interrupting him, ask'd, In 
which Hand, my Lord.









493.
 King Charles II. on a certain Time paying a 
Visit to Dr. Busby, the Doctor is said to have strutted 
thro' his School with his Hat upon his Head, while his 
Majesty walk'd complaisantly behind him with his Hat 
under his Arm ; but, when he was taking his Leave 
at the Door, the Doctor with great Humility thus address'd himself : Sir, I hope your Majesty will excuse my 
Want of Respect hitherto ; but if my Boys were to imagine there was a greater Man in the Kingdom than myself, 
I should never be able to rule them.
 
  







494.
 A Bishop of L–d–n having misrepresented Dr. 
R–ndle to the King ; and the Doctor being inform'd of 
it, told the Bishop he was an Incendiary, and had 
acted in a Manner Very unbecoming his Character ; 
which the Bishop complaining of to one of his Right 
Reverend Brethren, as they were walking in the Park, 
said, since they paid so little Regard to his Representations, he would concern himself no more with Church-Affairs, but retire to F—m, and endeavour to make 
his Peace with God. 'O ! my Lord, reply'd his miter'd 
Brother, with great Emotion, never think of that I beg of 
you.









520.
 The famous Buchanan being at Dinner where 
the Soop was exceeding hot, burnt his Mouth, and at 
the same Time breaking Wind backwards : It was 
well for you, said he, that you made your Escape, for I 
should have burnt you alive if you had staid.









530.
 The Reverend Mr. Brodie preaching one Day 
at the Kirk in Edinburgh on Hell-Torments, represented 
them to be intolerable, by the extreme Cold they suffer'd 
there. And it being at that Time very cold Weather, 
one of his Congregation after Sermon took upon him 
to ask him the Reason of his so doing, when all the 
eminent Divines had preach'd it up to be the Reverse. 
O, Sir, said he, I had good Reason ; for if I had told 
them it was hot, I should have had them all run away 
to Hell to warm themselves.









532.
 Two Gentlemen standing together, as a young 
Lady passed by them, said one, There goes the handsomest Woman I ever saw. She hearing him, turned 
 back, and seeing him very ugly, said, Sir, I wish I 
could, in Return, say as much by you. So you may, by 
G—, Madam, said he, and lye as I did.









533.
 An impudent ridiculous Fellow, being laugh'd 
at by all who came in his Company, told some of his 
Acquaintance, That he had a happy Quality of laughing at all who laugh'd at him. Then, said one of them, 
you lead tbe merriest Life of any Man in Christendom.









535.
 Alexander the Great ask'd Dionides, a famous 
Pirate, who was brought Prisoner to him, Why he 
was so bold as to rob and plunder in his Seas ? He 
answered, That he did it for his Profit, and as Alexander 
himself was used to do : But because I do it with one 
single Galley, I am called a Pirate ; but you, Sir, who do 
it with a great Army, are called a King. This bold 
Answer so pleased Alexander, that he set him at Liberty. 









538.
 Hermon was so covetous, according to the Testimony of Lucilius, that dreaming one Night he had 
spent some Money, hang'd himself in the Morning ; 
but Dinarches Philo quitted the Design he had once 
taken to hang himself, because he grudged the Expence  
of a Rope.









543.
 An old superstitious Roman, who had his Buskins 
Rat-eaten, consulted Cato, in a grave Manner, what 
such an Accident might portend. Caro bad him set his 
Mind at rest, for there would come no Mischief on't. 
But, said the Philosopher, if your Buskins had eaten the 
Rats, it might have been dangerous.
 








544.
 Philip, King of Macedon, after the Battle of 
Cheronea, having generously set all his Athenian Prisoners free ; upon their unconscionably demanding their 
Baggage, Sure, said he, these Men fancy we had but a 
Mock-Fight.










557.
 A sober good Woman who was treating with 
a Maid-Servant about Work and Wages, ask'd her, 
among other Questions, What Religion she was of ? 
A-lack-a-Day, Madam, said the poor innocent Girl, I 
never troubled my Head about that, for Religion, I 
thought, was only for Gentlefolks.
  








558.
 A very forward Spark being somewhat importunate with a marry'd Lady, who was resolved no 
longer to suffer his Addresses, dismiss'd him with this 
modest Answer : Sir, whilst I was a Child I obey'd my 
Mother, when I was grown up I obey'd my Father ; and 
now that I am marry'd I obey my Husband ; So that if you 
desire any Thing from me, you must get his Consent.









MORAL SENTENCES.


If your Friend be in Want, don't carry him to a Tavern, where you treat yourself as well as him, and 
entail a Thirst and Head-ach upon him next Morning. 
To treat a poor Wretch with a Bottle of Burgundy, or 
filling his Snuff Box, is like giving a Pair of lac'd Ruffles to a Man that has never a Shirt to his Back. Put 
somewhat in his Pocket.
 

Poverty keeps us in a due State of Mind and Body ; 
Prosperity, as it is not every one's Fortune, so every 
one cannot bear it.
 

One said to a very slothful idle Fellow, If thou was 
not afraid of dying, thou would'st not take Pains to draw 
thy Breath.


Collectors for the Poor provide usually for themselves 
first, imagining, as they say, that Charity begins at 
Home. 


Some Noblemen take no more Care of the Education of their Children, than they do of paying their
Debts. Their Sons often prove Rakes, and their Daughters Hoydens.  


We may write, and we may frame Conceptions in 
our Minds, of Love, but none sure know what it is, 
but those who have experienc'd it. 


In taking Revenge, the very Haste we make is criminal.


That sick Man does ill for himself, who makes his 
Physician his Heir.
 

The Coward calls himself a wary Man, the Miser 
says he is frugal, and the Fool cries up his own Wit. 


The best Company makes the Upper End of the 
Table, not the Salt. 


The Epicure puts his Money in his Belly, and the 
Miser his Belly in his Purse. An envious Man keeps 
his Knife in his Hand, and swallows his Meat whole. 


It is the wholsomest getting a Stomach by walking 
on one's own Ground ; and the thriftiest Way of asswaging it, at another's Table.


The Pleasure which Coxcombs afford, is like that of 
Drinking, only good when 'tis shar'd ; and a Fool like 
a Bottle, which makes one merry in Company, makes 
one dull alone. 


One can no more stop a Widow's Mouth, when she 
is talking of her Law Suits, than a Wit's, when he is 
talking of himself, or a Slanderer, when he is talking of 
other People. 


Five of the most agreeable Things on a Journey, are 
Money in one's Pocket, a good Road, a wholsome 
Bed, Fine Weather, and a kind Landlady ; if she be 
handsome too, 'tis so much the better. 


Fornication and Perjury go as often together as Paint 
and the Pox. 


One speaking of an old fashioned Country-House 
said, It look'd like Noah's Ark, as if it had been made 
for the Beasts of the Field and the Fowls of the Air. 


Beauty in a virtuous Woman, is like the Bellows, 
whose Breath is cold, yet makes others burn. 


Men naturally love their Princes, as appears by the 
Court made to them in the Beginning of their Reigns ; 
yet it seldom lasts long, by Reason Princes often mistake 
their true Interest, and enrich their Courtiers at the Expence of their People ; Preferring, as it were, the Paroquet and Monkey, that are of no solid Use to them, to 
the Sheep and Oxen that feed and cloath them. 


A Prince, 'tis certain, ought to be religious ; but it is 
absolutely necessary he seem so : For the People will never promise themselves any Felicity under him, if they 
do not think God on his Side ; and on the contrary, 
will be apt to impute the Disappointments of every Year 
to his Want of Devotion. 


When the People press for a new Ministry, they do 
not mean a new Set, but a new Sort of Men. 


The People will ever murmur at great Gifts while 
they pay great Taxes. 

 
Want of good Laws is a very great Defect ; but want 
of due Execution of them, corrupts the very Vitals of 
Government. 


Dogs know their own Physick. 


Tho' the Dead may not be concern'd in what happens after them, the Dying are, and ought to be ; 'tis 
a Debt charg'd upon them, which in Honour and Conscience they ought to pay to their Posterity. 


The World grows older, but not wiser : Women and 
Parliaments still trust the same Sort of Men who have 
constantly deceived them. 


Not this, or that Man, but Mankind in general is 
the Rogue : He that makes the Exception does it at his 
own Peril.


If a Man walks lame he is pity'd ; if he dances lame 
he is laugh'd at : The one is unavoidable, the other 
not. 


Modesty is a Kind of Fear that sinks a good Man 
to the Bottom.


Old Men, say they, are weary of the World, but the 
World is first weary of them. 


There are few great Men who have not sacrific'd in 
the Temple of the Muses : King David wrote his 
Psalms ; Julius Cæsar a Poem in Praise of Hercules ;
Augustus Cæsar, his Ajax ; Seneca his Tragedies ; Our 
Oliver Cromwell made an extempore Diftich, when he 
dissolv'd the Long Parliament, which for its Oddness I 
set down. 

Magna Charta, 

Magna Farta.
 

We tell others of their Faults more out of Pride, than 
a Desire they should mend, and call them to Account 
out of Ostentation, as if we ourselves were innocent.


A violent Passion hardly ever brought two together, 
but it made them miserable. 


'Tis not always Courage that makes a Man fight, 
nor Chastity that keeps Women from being Whores.


Some Men have been thought brave, because in the 
Heat of the Battle they were afraid to run away. 


Reputation is a greater Tye upon Women than Nature, or they would not commit Murder to prevent 
Infamy.


Virtue is but a poor Reward to itself, yet, very 
rarely has any other. 

 
 
If Kings had not gilded the Profession of Arms with 
Honour and Advantage, no reasonable Man would be 
a Sacrifice to their Ambition and Injustice, and profess
himself an open Enemy to those who never did him 
any Harm. 


It is a sad Truth, though Women won't believe it, 
that our Passion ends where theirs begins.


There must be a Concurrence of Chance to make 
a great Man ; Merit alone will never do it. 


It is the Misfortune of Kings that the Grandeur of 
their Rank will not permit them to taste the Felicities of 
a private Life. 


Wit often exposes a Woman to Danger, as Mettle 
does a blind Horse. 


A Golden Shield is of great Defence. 


It gives us but an ill Impression of the Capacity of 
the Gentlemen of the Faculty, to see Medicines have 
their Fashions like Hats and Wigs : Nothing is cur'd 
now without Jesuits Powder, Opium, and Steel.


A Place at Court is a continual Bribe. 


To have neither Merit nor Fortune is the greatest 
Unhappiness that can befall a Man ; but the Gift of 
either recompences the Want of one. 


Gaming is only fit for those who have great Estates, 
or those who have none. 
 

The most considerable Advantage a rich Man has, 
is, that he may more safely transgress the Law, because 
he has wherewithal to bribe the Judges. 


Every one desires a Friend, and yet very few can suffer Friendship : To tell a Man his Failings does not reform him, but incur his Hatred, and it may be, bring 
you to a Duel.


Old Folks love young Bedfellows, not so much out 
of Tenderness as Policy : 'Tis a Sort of applying Pigeons to their Feet ; it gives a vital Warmth to decaying
Nature. 


Taking up Money at Interest, is like drinking in a 
Fever ; it may gratify the Palate a little, but generally 
does a great deal of Mischief to the Patient. 


Where the Means of growing rich are not visible, 
the Person's Integrity will be suspected, who has heaped 
up too much Wealth. 


Some Men are so over-cautious, that they will hazard 
nothing ; but a true Sportsman will hook a Gudgeon 
to catch a Jack. 


He who desires to live merely for living's Sake, has 
not a worthy Notion of his Being : He only puts a 
right Value upon Life, who desires it barely that he 
may do Good. 


'Tis not Chastity to be insensible of Youth and Beauty ; nor Sobriety not to love Wine : 'Tis the not abusing 
the Creatures that is a Virtue, not the omitting the 
Use of them. 

 
He that is in the Wrong, oftentimes deserves our 
Pity, but he, that is unwilling to be in the Right, 
should have nothing but our Contempt. 


Compliments and Ceremonies were invented to conceal the Hatred which Men naturally bear to one another.


Great Men are like Wolves, we must not strike at 
them, unless we are secure of our Blow, for if we miss 
they will be sure to tear us to Pieces.









EPIGRAMS

ON THE DEATH OF MRS. B—

who died soon after her Marriage.

By Lady Mary W— M—.
 



HAIL, happy Bride ! for thou art truly bless'd, 

Three Months of Rapture crown'd with endless Rest : 

Merit, like your's, was Heaven's peculiar Care, 

You lov'd, — yet tasted Happiness sincere. 

To you the Sweets of Love were only shown; 

The sure succeeding bitter Dregs unknown ; 

You had not yet the fatal Change deplor'd, 

The tender Lover for th' imperious Lord ; 

Nor felt the Pains that jealous Fondness brings, 

Nor wept the Coldness from Possession springs : 

Above your Sex distinguish'd in your Fate ; 

You trusted — yet experienc'd no Deceit. 

Soft were your Hours, and wing'd with Pleasure flew, 

No vain Repentance gave a Sigh to you ; 

And if superior Bliss Heaven can bestow, 

With Fellow Angels you enjoy it now. 












OCCASION'D BY THE FOREGOING.



THO' all the World knows 

The Fate of poor B—, 

Yet Writers about it do vary ; 

Some Folks make a Face, 

And pity her Case, 

'Tis the Envy of the good Lady Mary. 



She says, she don't know, 

How Heaven can bestow 

Any Joy like the Death of that Bride ; 

Whence some People say, 

Could she chuse her own Way, 

E'er now she had certainly dy'd. 



But here's the Mistake, 

If her Mind she would speak, 

The Meaning appears very plain ; 

She would ever be trying, 

But to B— leave the Dying, 

Her Choice is to live in the Pain. 











EPITAPH.



HERE lies a Lady, who, if not bely'd, 

Took wise St. Paul's Advice, and all Things 
try'd : 

Nor stopt she here ; but follow'd thro' the rest, 

And always stuck the Longest to the Best. 











ON A COMPANY OF BAD DANCERS TO GOOD MUSIC.

By Mr. BUDGEL.
 



HOW ill the Motion with the Music suits ! 

So Orpheus fiddled, and so danc'd the Brutes.











EPITAPH ON AN UNKNOWN PERSON.




WIthout a Name, for ever senseless, dumb, 
 
Dust, Ashes, nought else, lies within this 
Tomb.
 
Where e'er I liv'd, or dy'd, it matters not ; 

To whom related, or by whom begot :

I was, but am not ; ask no more of me ; 

It's all I am, and all that thou shalt be. 











TO MR. —, ON HIS COMPLIMENTING MR. C— ON HIS POETRY.


C—, you say, writes well, suppose it true, 

You pawn your Word for him ; — he'll vouch 
for you : 

So two poor Knaves, when once their Credit fail, 

To cheat the World, become each other's Bail. 











THE LOVER'S LEGACY.



UNHAPPY Strephon, dead and cold, 

    His Heart was from his Bosom rent, 

Embalm'd, and in a Box of Gold, 

    To his beloved Kitty sent. 

Some Ladies might, perhaps have fainted, 

    But Kitty smil'd upon the Bauble ; 

A Pin-cushion, said she, I wanted, 

    Go put it on the Dressing-Table.
 











A DIALOGUE BETWEEN TWO VERY BAD POETS.

By Mr. CONCANNEN.
 


SAYS Richard* to Joe‡ thou'rt a very sad Dog, 

And thou can'st write Verses no more than a Log. 

Says Joseph to Dic, Prithee Ring-Rhime get hence, 

Sure my Verse, at least, is as good as thy Sense. 

Was e'er such a Contest recorded in Song ? 

The one's in the Right, and t'other's not wrong. 

* Savage.        ‡ Mitchel.












ON THE LATE SALLY SALISBURY.




HERE flat on her Back, but unactive at last, 

Poor Sally lies under grim Death ; 

Thro' the Course of her Vices she gallop'd so fast, 

No Wonder she's now out of Breath.


To the Goal of her Pleasures she drove very hard,

But was tripp'd up e'er half Way she ran ;

And tho' every Body fancied her Life was a Yard,

Yet it prov'd to be less than a Span.













A SIMILE



WOMEN to Cards may be compar'd: We play 

A Round or two ; when us'd, we throw away, 

Take a fresh Pack ; nor is it worth our grieving, 

Who cuts and shuffles with the dirty Leaving. 












TO A LADY WHO HAD VERY BAD TEETH.



OVID, who bid the Ladies laugh, 

Spoke only to the Young and Fair ;
 
For thee his Council were not safe, 

Who of sound Teeth have scarce a Pair. 



If thou the Glass, or me believe, 
 
Shun Mirth, as Foplings do the Wind ; 

At Pinkey's Face affect to grieve, 

And let thy Eyes alone be kind. 



Speak not, tho' 'twere to give Consent, 

For he that sees those rotten Bones, 

Will dread their monumental Scent, 

And fly your Sighs, like dying Groans.
 

If thou art wise see dismal Plays, 

And to sad Stories lend thy Ear ; 

With the Afflicted spend thy Days, 

And laugh not above once a Year. 











[WHO CAN BELIEVE....]


A French Gentleman dining with some Company on a Fast 
Day, call'd for some Bacon and Eggs: The rest were 
very angry, and reproved him for so  heinous a Sin : 
Whereupon he writ the following Lines extempore,  
which are here translated. 




PEUT on croire avec bon sens 

Qu'un lardon le mit en colere ; 

Ou, que manger un harang 

C'est un Secret pour luy plair ? 

En sa gloire envelopé 
 
Songe t'il bien de nos soupé. 


In English : By DEAN SWIFT.



WHO can believe, with common Sense, 

A Bacon-slice gives God Offence! 

Or, how a Herring hath a Charm 

Almighty Anger to disarm ? 

Wrapt up in Majesty divine, 

Does he regard on what we dine ! 












EPITAPH UPON COUNSELLOR GILL.



HERE lies the Body of Counsellor Gill, 

Who, before he died, had made his last Will; 

Which was, Imprimis, That he might have made 

A Grave, seven Foot deep, with an Iron Spade ; 

So as to hold full Ten Gallons of Gin, 

Six Pounds of Tobacco, with Pipes put therein ; 

These being his only Wishes, and earnest Request, 

Pray add a young Damsel, if you think it best ; 

He thought it, when living, both fitting and just, 

To have what he lov'd, when laid in the Dust. 












ON AN OLD WOMAN WITH FALSE HAIR.





THE Golden Hair that Galla wears, 

Is her's : Who would have thought it ? 

She swears 'tis her's, and true she swears; 

For I know where she bought it. 











ON A GENTLEMAN WHO DIED THE DAY AFTER HIS LADY.


SHE first departed ; he for one Day try'd 

To live without her ; like it not, and dy'd. 









TO A LADY WHO MARRIED HER FOOTMAN.


By Colonel P—.
 



DEAR Cousin, think it no Reproach ; 

(Thy Virtue shines the more) 

To take Black JOHN into the Coach, 

He rode behind before. 












EPITAPH ON A CERTAIN NOBLEMAN, WHO DIED BY TAKING CANTHARIDES.




HERE old Grubbinol lies, 

Upon very odd Terms ; 

First a Prey to the Flies, 

Now a Prey to the Worms. 

Let those that grieve for him not wonder he's flown, 

For the Carcass must rot when the Flesh is Fly-blown. 

Yet this may be said in his Praise, 

Tho' Death, cruel Death, from us tore him, 

He died, endeavouring to raise 

His Friend who was dead long before him. 














ON CHLOE.
 



HERE Chloe lies 

Whose once bright Eyes 

Set all the World on Fire ; 

And not to be 

Ungrateful, she 

Did all the World admire. 











TO A LADY WHO DESIRED TO KNOW IN WHAT THE GOODNESS OF AN EPIGRAM CONSISTS.




AN Epigram's good, when like you, Mistress 
Frail,

'Tis pretty and short, with a Sting in its Tail.











SILVIA.




SILVIA makes a sad Complaint she has lost her 
Lover : 

Why nothing strange I in that News discover. 

Nay, then thou'rt dull ; for here the Wonder lies, 

She had a Lover once!— don't that surprize ? 











ON A HANDSOME IDIOT.




WHEN Lesbia first I saw so heavenly fair, 

With Eyes so bright, and with that awful Air, 

I thought my Heart, which durst so high aspire, 

As bold as his, who snatch'd celestial Fire ; 

But soon as e'er the beauteous Idiot spoke, 

Forth from her coral Lips such Folly broke ; 

Like Balm the trickling Nonsense heal'd my Wound, 

And what her Eyes enthrall'd, her Tongue unbound. 











WROTE BY A YOUNG LADY ON ONE OF THE WINDOWS IN NOTTINGHAM-CASTLE.





YE Heavens ! if Innocence deserves your Care, 

Why have ye made it fatal to be Fair ? 

Base Man, the Ruin of our Sex was born, 

The Beauteous are his Prey, the Rest his Scorn ; 

Alike unfortunate, our Fate is such, 

We please too little, or we please too much. 











TO A YOUNG GENTLEMAN WHO LOVED TO DRIVE HARD WITH A SORRY PAIR OF HORSES.



THY Nags, the leanest Things alive, 

So very hard thou lov'st to drive, 

I heard thy anxious Coachman say, 

It costs thee more in Whips than Hay. 












ON A LADY'S WEARING A PATCH.




THAT little Patch upon your Face, 

Would seem a Foil on one less Fair ; 

On you it hides a charming Grace, 

And you, in Pity plac'd it there. 











WRITTEN ON THE CHAMBER-DOOR OF KING CHARLES II.

By the Earl of ROCHESTER.



HERE lies the Mutton-eating King, 

Whose Word no Man relies on ; 

Who never said a foolish Thing, 

Nor ever did a wise one. 











TO A BAD FIDLER.



OLD Orpheus play'd so well, he mov'd old Nick,

While thou mov'st nothing but thy Fiddle-stick.









PHILLIS'S AGE. 

By Mr. PRIOR.
 



HOW old may Phillis be, you ask, 

Whose Beauty thus all Hearts engages. 

To answer is no easy Task ; 

For she really has two Ages. 



Stiff in Brocade, and pinch'd in Stays, 

Her Patches, Paint, and Jewels on ; 

All Day let Envy view her Face, 

And Phillis is but Twenty-one. 



Paint, Patches, Jewels laid aside, 

At Night Astronomers agree, 

The Evening has the Day bely'd ; 

And Phillis is full Forty-three. 











TO AN OLD WOMAN WHO USED ART.



LEAVE off thy Paint, Perfumes, and youthful 
Dress, 

And Nature's Failing honestly confess ; 

Double we see those Faults which Art would mend, 

Plain downright Ugliness would less offend. 











ON CHLOE.


PRithee is not Miss Chloe's a comical Case ? 

She lends out her Tail, and she borrows her Face. 












A DECLARATION OF LOVE.




YOU I love, nor think I joke, 

More than Ivy does the Oak ; 

More than Fishes do the Flood ; 

More than Savage Beasts the Wood ; 

More than Merchants do their Gain ; 

More than Misers to complain ; 

More than Widows do their Weeds ; 

More than Friars do their Beads ; 

More than Cynthia to be prais'd ; 

More than Courtiers to be rais'd ; 

More than Brides the Wedding Night ; 

More than Soldiers do a Fight ; 

More than Lawyers do the Bar ; 

More than 'Prentice-Boys a Fair ; 

More than Topers t'other Bottle ; 

More than Women Tittle-tattle ; 

More than Rakes a willing Lady ; 

More than Nancy does her Baby ; 

More than Jaylors do a Fee ; 
 
More than all Things I love thee. 











A MARRIAGE CERTIFICATE.

By Dean SWIFT.


UNDER this Hedge, in stormy Weather, 

I join'd this Whore and * Rogue together ; 

And none but him who made the Thunder, 

Can put this Whore and Rogue asunder. 

* She was big with Child, when the Ceremony pass'd. 











A TRUE MAID.




NO, no, for my Virginity, 

When I lose that, says Rose, I'll die : 

Behind the Elms, last Night, cry'd Dick, 

Rose, were you not extremely sick ? 











A CHARACTER OF SCOTLAND,

taken from a Pane of Glass in an Inn in the Northern Road.




WHoe'er he is desires to see 

A barren Land, without a Tree, 

The rankest Beggary and Pride, 

As close as Nits and Lice ally'd, 

Be poison'd when he eats and drinks, 

Or flavour'd with all Kinds of Stinks, 

Whoe'er would bite, or would be bit, 

Would get the Itch, or be besh—t, 

Let him to Scotland but repair, 

He'll find all these Perfections there. 











TRUTH TOLD AT LAST.



SAYS Colin in Rage, contradicting his Wife, 

'You never yet told me one Truth in your Life.'
 
Vext Fanny no Way could this Thesis, allow, 

'You're a Cuckold, says she, do I tell you Truth now ?' 











ADVICE TO THE REV. DR. T—,

on his Translation of VIRGIL.



MIND but thy preaching, T—, translate no further : 

Is it not written, Thou shalt do no Murther ? 












ON A CERTAIN POET.



THY Verses are eternal, O my Friend !

For he who reads them, reads them to no End.











TO CHLOE.

From MARTIAL, Book III. Epig. liii.
 
By Mr. MOTTLEY.
 



THY Eyes and Eyebrows I could spare ; 

Nor for thy Nose do I much care ;  

I could dispense too with thy Teeth ;  

And with thy Lips, and with thy Breath ;  

And with thy Breasts, and with thy Belly,  

And with that which I, won't tell ye;  

And, to be short — hark, in thy Ear,  

Faith I could spare thee All, my Dear.
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A  DESCRIPTION  OF  LONDON.
 


HOuses,  churches  mixt  together, 

Streets  unpleasant  in  all  weather, 

Prisons,  palaces  contiguous, 

Gates,  a  bridge,  the  Thames  irriguous. 


Gaudy  things  enough  to  tempt  ye, 

Showy  outsides,  insides  empty  ; 

Bubbles,  trades,  mechanic  arts, 

Coaches,  wheelbarrows,  and  carts. 


Warrants,  bailiffs,  bills  unpaid, 

Lords  of  laundresses  afraid  ; 

Rogues  that  nightly  rob  and  shoot  men. 

Hangmen,  aldermen,  and  footmen. 


Lawyers,  poets,  priests,  physicians, 

Noble,  simple,  all  conditions  : 

Worth,  beneath  a  thread-bare  cover, 

Villainy,  bedawb'd  all  over. 


Women,  black,  red,  fair,  and  grey, 

Prudes,  and  such  as  never  pray ; 

Handsome,  ugly,  noisy,  still, 

Some  that  will  not—more  that  will.
 

Many  a  beau  without  a  shilling, 

Many  a  widow  not  unwilling  ; 

Many  a  bargain,  if  you  strike  it, 

This  is  London  !—How  d'ye  like  it  ? 














DESCRIPTION    OF   DUBLIN.
 



MASS-houses,  churches,  mixt  together  ; 

Streets  unpleasant  in  all  weather. 

The  church,  the  four  courts,  and  hell  contiguous ; 

Castle,  College  green,  and  custom-house  gibbous. 


Few  things  here  are  to  tempt  ye  : 

Tawdry  outsides,  pockets  empty  : 

Five  theatres,  little  trade,  and  jobbing  arts  ; 

Brandy,  and  snuff-shops,  post-chaises,  and  carts. 


Warrants,    bailiffs,  bills  unpaid  ; 

Masters  of  their  servants  afraid  ; 

Rogues  that  daily  rob  and  cut  men  ; 

Patriots,  gamesters,  and  footmen. 


Lawyers,  Revenue-officers,   priests,  physicians; 

Beggars  of all  ranks,  age,  and  conditions ; 

Worth  scarce  shews  itself  upon  the  ground  ; 

Villainy  both  with  applause  and  profit  crown'd. 


Women,  lazy,  dirty,  drunken,  loose; 

Men  in  labour  slow,  of  wine  profuse  : 

Many  a  scheme  that  the  public  must  rue  it  :
 
This  is  Dublin,  if  ye  knew  it. 















A    SKETCH    OF    PARIS. 




LADIES,  whose  dress,  wit,  sprightliness,  and  air, 

Charm,  till  their  plaister'd  cheeks  like  spectres scare ;

Men,  learn'd,  polite,  and  yet  so  much  the  prig, 

Their  genius  seems  quite  center'd  in  their  wig; 

Ferries  and  ferrymen,  begrim'd  like  Charon, 

Plump,  chuckling  priests,   dress'd  gorgeously  as 
Aaron ; 

Pulpit  enthusiasts,  foaming  like  mad  Tom  ; 

Coarse  vixens,  ogling  lewd  in  Notre  Dame  ; 

Pert,  sallow,  slip-shoed  damsels,  loosely  dress'd, 

As  risen  from  bed,  and  panting  to  be  press'd  ;
 
Shades,  which  the  gazer  for  Elysium  takes, 

'Till  his  stung  nose  suspects  the  neighb'ring  jakes ;
 
Nuns  joking  now,  now  sighing,  'Fless  is  grass  ;'
 
Friars  who  catches  roar,  and  toast  a  lass  ; 

An  opera-house,  large  as  our  city  halls, 

Fine  action,  words,  scenes,  dresses—dismal  squalls !
 
Round  from  Pont  Neuf,  the  view  superb  and  rich  ;
 
Grand  keys  ;  the  river  a  genteel  Fleet-ditch  ; 

Lame  hackney  horses,  as  their  drivers  lean  ;

Figures  unnumber'd,  anti's  to  the  spleen  ; 

Old,  wither'd  cronies,  in  gaudy  silks  display'd  : 

Monks  with  toupees,  and  tonsors  in  brocade  ; 

Tawdry,  patch'd  sempstresses,  besmear'd  with  snuff ;
 
Long-rapier'd  pigmies,  hid  behind  a  muff; 

Shoe-boys   with   ruffles ;    lacqueys,    dress'd  like 
qual— ; 

Such  oddities  !  the  town  seems  all  a  droll  : 

Turn  where  we  will,  our  eyes  new  splendors  greet, 

Whilst  half  the  city  glares  a  Monmouth-street. 

Still  motlier,  vanity,  had  been  thy  fair, 

If  the  fam'd  painter  Bunyan  had  been  there. 














IN       THE 
ABOVE    NOBLE   LORD'S 
BEAUTIFUL  GARDENS    AT    STOWE,    IS  THE   FOLLOWING 
SINGULAR    INSCRIPTION. 


To  the  memory 

of 

SIGNIOR   FIDO, 

an  Italian  of  good  extraction  ; 

who  came  into  England, 

not  to  bite  us,  like  most  of  his  countrymen, 

but  to  gain  an  honest  livelihood. 

He  hunted  not  after  fame, 

yet  acquired  it ; 

regardless  of  the  praise  of  his  friends, 

but  most  sensible  of  their  love. 

Tho'  he  liv'd  amongst  the  great, 

he  neither  learn'd  nor  flatter'd  any  vice. 

He  was  no  bigot, 

Tho'  he  doubted  of  none  of  the  39  articles. 

And,  if  to  follow  nature, 

and  to  respect  the  laws  of  society, 

be  philosophy, 

he  was  a  perfect  philosopher ; 

a  faithful  friend, 

an  agreeable  companion,
 
a  loving  husband, 

distinguish'd  by  a  numerous  offspring, 

all  which  he  lived  to  see  take  good  courses. 

In  his  old  age  he  retir'd 

to  the  house  of  a  clergyman  in  the  country, 

where  he  finish'd  his  earthly  race, 

And  died  an  honour  and  an  example  to  the  whole  species. 

Reader, 

This  stone  is  guiltless  of  flattery, 

for  he  to  whom  it  is  inscrib'd 

was  not  a  man, 

but  a 

Grey-hound. 














AN    APOLOGY    FOR   MR. P—.
 


THE Tories  'od  rat  'em 

    Abuse  my  lord  Ch—m, 

For  what—for  commencing  a  peer  ? 

    But  is  it  not  hard 

    He  should  lose  his  reward, 

Who  has  purchas'd  a  title  so  dear  ? 


In  every  station 

    Mr.  P—  serv'd  the  nation, 

With  a  noble  disdain  of  her  pelf : 

    Then  where's  the  great  crime, 

    When  he  sees  a  fit  time, 

If  a  man,  should  for  once,  serve  himself. 














A      NEW      AND      HUMOUROUS      METHOD    OF    READING 
THE    NEWS-PAPERS. 


FOR  several  months  past  I  have  resided  in  the 
country,  with  a  very  agreeable  family,  about 
forty  miles  from  London.  The  environs  were  most 
delightful,  and  we  had  plenty  of  shooting,  fishing, 
walking,  and  riding.  But  as  the  weather  was  frequently such  as  obliged  us  to  keep  within  doors, 
we  then  endeavoured  to  amuse  ourselves  with  cards 
and  news-papers.  Cards  to  those  who  love  play, 
are  a  vast  fund  of  amusement.  Every  time  the  spots 
and  pictures  are  shuffled,  they  afford  fresh  entertainment; but  this  is  by  no  means  the  case  with 
regard  to  news-papers ;  for  when  you  have  once 
perused  the  four  pages  of  unconnected  occurrences, 
and  miscellaneous  advertisements,  the  abrupt  transitions  from  article  to  article,  without  the  smallest 
connection  between  one  paragraph  and  another, 
overload  and  confuse  the  memory  so  much,  that, 
when  you  are  questioned,  you  can  never  give  a  tolerable
account  of  what  you  have  been  reading.  Hence 
it  is,  that  one  so  often  sees  people  peruse  two  or 
three  news-papers,  and  throw  them  down,  one 
after  another,  with  the  constant  complaint  of,  Not 
a  syllable  of  news—Nothing  at  all  in  the  papers,  to 
the  great  discredit  of  those  daily  vehicles  of  intelligence, and  the  great  detriment  of  you,  Sir,  and 
the  rest  of  your  brethren.  Now,  this  is  extremely 
unjust ;  for  the  fault  (as  already  hinted)  is  not  in 
the  news-papers,  but  in  the  readers  having  taken 
too  copious  a  dose,  consisting  of  an  olio,  or  mixed 
composition  of  politics,  religion,  picking  of  pockets, 
puffs,  casualties,  deaths,  marriages,  bankruptcies, 
preferments,  resignations,  executions,  lottery-tickets, India  bonds,  Scotch  pebbles,  Canada  bills, 
French  chicken-gloves,  auctioneers,  and  quack-doctors.  What  a  curious  jumble  is  this,  and  what 
wonder  is  it,  that  four  folio  pages  of  it,  consisting 
of  four  columns  each,  should  prove  too  potent  a  dose 
for  the  memory  of  most  readers  ?  But  in  pursuing 
this  matter,  I  had  almost  lost  sight  of  the  point  I 
had  originally  in  view,  when  I  began  this  letter ; 
which  was  to  shew,  that  news-papers,  as  well  as 
cards,  were  capable  of  affording  a  variety  of  entertainment. At  present  I  shall  only  mention  one  improvement in  reading  the  papers,  which  we  practised 
in  the  country  with  great  success  ;  and  that  was, 
after  we  had  read  the  paper  in  the  old  trite  vulgar 
way,  i.  e.  each  column  by  itself  downwards,  we 
next  read  two  columns  together  onwards  ;  and  by 
this  new  method  found  much  more  entertainment 
than  in  the  common  way  of  reading,  with  a  greater 
variety  of  articles,  curiously  blended,  or  strikingly 
contrasted.  In  more,  blind  chance  brought  about 
the  strangest  connections,  and  frequently  coupled 
persons  and  things  the  most  heterogeneous,  things 
so  opposite  in  their  nature  and  qualities,  that  no 
man  alive  would  ever  have  thought  of  joining  them 
together. 


—placidis  coeunt  immitia,—

Serpentes  avibus  geminantur,  tigribus  agni.
 

As  I  always  carry  a  pencil  in  my  pocket,  I  used 
to  set  down  those  that  were  most  remarkable  ;  and 
now  send  you  a  collection  of  them,  to  be  inserted 
in  your  paper.  I  hope  my  very  good  friend  and 
patron  the  public  will  receive  this  attempt  with  his 
usual  candour  and  indulgence,  as  it  tends  to  promote the  practice  of  reading,  and  to  enlarge  the 
circle  of  innocent  amusement, 


PAPIRIUS   CURSOR. 




The  sword  of  state  was  carried —

before    Sir    John     Fielding,   and    committed   to Newgate. 


Last  night,  the  princess  royal  was  baptized

Mary,  alias  Moll  Hacket,  alias  Black  Moll. 


This  morning  the  Right  Hon.  the  Speaker — 

was  convicted  of  keeping  a  disorderly  house. 


This  day  his  Majesty  will  go  in  state  to 

fifteen  notorious  common  prostitutes. 


Their  R.  H.  the  dukes  of  York  and  Gloucester 

were  bound  over  to  their  good  behaviour. 


At  noon  her  R.  H.  the  Princess  Dowager  was 

married  to  Mr.  Jenkins  an  eminent  taylor. 


Lord  Chatham  took  his  seat  in  the  house  of 

And  was  severely  handled  by  the  populace. 


Friday  a  poor  blind  man  fell  into  a  saw-pit, 

to  which  he  was  conducted  by  Sir  Clement  Cottrel—
 

'Tis  said  that  a  great  opposition  is  intended 

—Pray  stop  it,  and  the  party—
 

A  certain  commoner  will  he  created  a  peer. 

*** No  greater  reward  will  be  offered. 


John  Wilkes,  Esq ;  set out for  France, 

being  charged  with  returning  from  transportation. 


Last  night  a  most  terrible  fire  broke  out, 

And  the  evening  concluded  with  the  utmost  festivity. 


At  a  very  full  meeting  of  common  council 

the  greatest  shew  of  horned  cattle  this  season. 


Removed  to  Marybone,  for  the  benefit  of  the  air, 

The  city  and  liberties  of  Westminister. 


Lately  came  out  of  the  country, 

the  Middlesex  hospital,  enlarged  with  a  new  wing. 


The  Free-Masons  will  hold  their  annual  grand  lodge 

N.  B.  The  utmost  secrecy  may  be  depended  on. 


Yesterday  the  new  Lord  Mayor  was  sworn  in, 

afterwards  tossed  and  gored  several  persons. 


When  the  honour  of  knighthood  was  conferred on  him 

to  the  great  joy  of  that  noble  family. 


A  fine  turtle,  weighing  upwards  of  eighty  pounds, 

was  carried  before  the  sitting  alderman. 


Sunday  a  poor  woman  was  suddenly  taken  in  labour, 

the  contents  whereof  have  not  yet  transpired. 


Whereas  the  said  barn  was  set  on  fire  by 

an  incendiary  letter  dropped  early  in  the  morning. 


The  king  of  Prussia  has  wrote  to  our  court, 

'If  yow  dant pote  fife  powns  in  a  sartin  place'
 

This  morning  will  be  married  the  lord  viscount 

and  afterwards  hung  in  chains  pursuant  to  his  sentence.


He  was  examined  before  the  sitting  alderman, 

and  no  questions  asked. 


The  executors  of  the  late  Dr.  Ward  continue 

At  the  horse  infirmary  near  Knightsbridge. 


By  order  of  the  commissioners  for  paving 

An  infallible  remedy  for  the  stone  and  gravel. 


To  be  disposed  of,  greatly  under  prime  cost, 

Nothing  under  full  price  will  be  taken. 


The  creditors  of  Mary  Jones  are  desired  to  meet 

I  will  pay  no  debts  of  her  contracting. 






Any  lady  desirous  of  lying  in  privately 

Will  be  delivered  at  any  part  of  the  town. 


Colds  caught  at  this  season  are 

The  companions  to  the  playhouse. 


Wants  a  place  of  all  work 

A  strong-bodied  mare,  mistress  of  16  stone,
 

Wanted  an  house-keeper  to  an  elderly  gentleman, 

warranted  sound,  wind  and  limb,  free  from  blemish. 


Wanted,  to  take  care  of  an  elderly  gentlewoman, 

An  active  young  man,  just come  out  of  the  country. 

To  be  let,  and  entered  on  immediately, 

A  young  woman,  that  will  put  her  hand  to  any  thing.
 

To  be  sold  to  the  best  bidder, 

My  seat  in  parliament  being  vacated. 


I  have  long  laboured  under  a  complaint 

For  ready  money  only. 


The  Turk's-head  bagnio  is  now  opened, 

Where  may  be  had,  price  5s.  in  sheets. 


One  of  his  majesty's  principal  secretaries  of  state 

fell  off  the  shafts,  being  asleep,  and  the  wheels went over  him. 


'Tis  said  the  ministry  is  to  be  new  modell'd ; 

The  repairs  of  which  will  cost  the  public  a  large sum annually. 


This  has  occasion'd  a  cabinet  council  to  be  held 

at  Betty's  fruit-shop  in  St.  James's  street. 


Being  St.  Patrick's  day,  the  tutelary  saint  of  Ireland, 

the  standing  committee  will  sit  at  twelve; 


Aged  76  was  married  to  a  young  girl  of  eighteen  ; 

The   reason  of  his  committing  this  rash  action  is not  known, 

'Tis  said  that  A—n  B—d  will  not  go  to  the South  of  France,
 
Another  wild  beast  having  appeared  in  the  Gevaudan. 


To  be  disposed  of  by  private  contract, 

In  the  room  of  their  late  member  created  a  peer; 


'Tis  thought  the  election  will  be  warmly  contested, 

In  order  to  preserve  unanimity  in  the  county. 


He  has  just  open'd  a  house  for  inoculation ; 

† † † Be  careful  to  have  the  right  sort. 


Genteel  places  in  any  of  the  public  offices, 

So  much  admired  by  the  nobility  and  gentry. 
















TWO EXTRAORDINARY   ADVERTISEMENTS 
FROM   THE   LONDON  EVENING  POST  OF  DECEMBER    12, 
AND  22,     1767. 


December  6th,  1767.
 

WHereas  a  person,  who  stiles  himself  major 
Brereton,  has  falsly  and  scandalously  aspersed  the  characters  of  several  gentlemen,  members 
of  the  Jockey  Club ;  it  is  unanimously  agreed,  at 
a  general  meeting  of  the  Jockey  Club,  held  this  day 
at  the  Star  and  Garter  tavern,  Pall  Mall,  that  the 
said  Brereton  be  expelled  the  new  coffee-room  at 
Newmarket ;  a  society  instituted  purposely  to  exclude all  persons,  except  those  whose  conduct  and 
characters  intitle  them  to  be  received  into  the  company of  gentlemen. 



	Grafton,	Robert Pigott, jun.

	Ancaster,	Fr. Naylor,

	Kingston,	C. Boothby Skrymsher,
 
	Northumberland,	Bolingbroke,
 
	Up.  Ossory,	T. Charles Bunbury,

	Ashburnham,	Waldegrave,

	G.  Selwyn,	Robert Brudenell,

	Tho. Penton, jun.	George Cavendish,
 
	John  Scot,	George Lane Parker,
 
	Richard  Cox,	Barrymore,
 
	John  Calvert,	Bridgewater,
 
	March  and  Ruglen,	Gower,

	Orford,	Granby,
 
	Tho.  Shirley,	J. S. Douglas.



WHereas  an  advertisement  has  been  published 
in  this  paper,  signed  by  twenty-eight persons 
(many  of  whom  are  of  high  rank  and  distinction) 
to  inform  the  world  that  they  thought  fit  to  expel 
me  the  new  coffee-room  of  Newmarket,  as  unworthy 
to  be  received  into  the  company  of  gentlemen,  because  I  have  (as  some  of  them  say)  falsely  and 
scandalously  aspersed  the  characters  of  several  members of  the  Jockey  Club  :  I  think  it  incumbent  on  me 
to  declare  (for  the  further  information  of  the  public) 
that  the  supposed  false  and  scandalous  aspersion 
therein  alluded  to,  is  my  having  told  his  grace  the 
duke  of  Northumberland  and  lord  Ossory,  that  certain members  of  that  club  had  cheated  them  and  me 
at  cards,  at  the  last  meeting  at  Newmarket :  I  told 
them  publicly,  because  I  saw  it  with  my  own  eyes. 
I  told  them  so,  not  in  secret,  but  in  the  presence  of 
the  accused,  the  same  day  in  which  they  had 
cheated.  I  still  insist  upon  the  truth  of  what  I  have 
said,  and  am  ready  to  attest  it  upon  oath.  I  do  not 
here  mention  the  names  of  the  persons  who  were 
guilty  of  cheating,  because  I  should  thereby  incur  a 
prosecution,  which,  I  have  no  doubt,  those  gentlemen would  take  the  advantage  of :  but  being  now  in 
London,  and  finding  it  the  only  safe  way  of  publishing my  case,  I  take  this  method  to  declare,  that 
I  am  ready  to  inform  any  gentlemen  whom  these 
persons  are,  together  with  all  the  circumstances  of 
their  behaviour. 


WILLIAM BRERETON.


F      I      N      I      S.
 












THE   PRESENT   AGE.
 


NO  more,  my  friend  !  of  vain  applause, 

    Nor  complimental  rhymes  : 

Come,  Muse,  let's  call  another  cause, 

    And  sing  about  the  times. 


For,  of  all  ages  ever  known, 

    The  present  is  the  oddest  ; 

As  all  the  men  are  honest  grown, 

    And  all  the  women,  modest. 


No  lawyers  now  are  fond  of  fees, 

    Nor  clergy  of  their  dues, 

Few  people  at  the  play  one  sees, 

    At  church,  what  crowded  pews  ! 


No  courtiers  now  their  friends  deceive 

    With  promises  of  favour  : 

For  what  they  make  'em  once  believe, 

    They  faithfully  endeavour. 


Our  nobles !—Heav'n  defend  us  all ! 

    I'll  nothing  say  about  'em  : 

For  they  are  great,  and  I'm  but  small, 

    So,  Muse,  jog  on  without  'em. 


Our  gentry  !  what  a  virtuous  race  ! 

    Despising  earthly  treasures  : 

Fond  of  true  honour's  glorious  chace, 

    And  quite  averse  to  pleasures. 


The  ladies  dress  so  plain,  indeed, 

    You'd  think  'em  quakers  all  : 

Witness  the  wool-packs  on  their  head, 

    So  comely  !  and  so  small  ! 





What  tradesman  now  forsakes  his  shop, 

    For  politics,  or  news  ? 

Or  takes  his  dealer  at  a  hop, 

    Through  interested  views  ? 


No  soaking  sot  his  spouse  neglects 

    For  mugs  of  mantling  nappy; 

Nor  madly  squanders  his  effects, 

    To  make  himself  quite  happy. 


Our  frugal  taste  the  state  secures, 

    Whence,  then,  can  woe  begin  ? 

For  lux'ry's  all  turn'd  out  of  doors, 

    Frugality  took  in. 


Hence  all  the  plenty  of  the  times  ! 

    Hence  all  provisions  cheap  ! 

Hence  dearth  of  follies  and  of  crimes ? 

    Hence  all  complaints  asleep  ! 


Vile  cuckold-making  is  forgot ; 

    No  ladies  now  in  keeping ;
 
No  debtors  in  our  prisons  rot !
 
    No  creditors  a  weeping  ! 


(So  frequent  once)  the  French  disease 

    Is  grown  near  out  of  knowledge  ; 

And  doctors  take  but  mod'rate  fees 

    In  country,  town,  or  college. 


No  pleasure-chaises  fill  the  streets, 

    Or  crowd  the  roads  on  Sunday  : 

So,  horses  lab'ring  through  the  week, 

    Obtain  a  respite  one  day. 


See  !  gamesters,  jugglers,  swearers,  lyars, 

    Despis'd,  and  out  of  fashion; 

And  modern  youth,  grown  self-deniers, 

    Fly  all  unlawful  passion. 


Happy  the  nation  thus  endow'd  ! 

    So  void  of  want  and  crimes  ! 

All  zealous  for  their  neighbour's  good  ; 

    Oh  these  are  glorious  times  ! 


Your  character  !   (with  wond'ring  stare  ! 

    Says  Tom,)  is  mighty  high,  Sir! 

But  pray  forgive  me,  if  I  swear, 

    I  think  'tis  all  a  LYE,  Sir  ! 


Ha  !  think  you  so  ?  my  honest  clown  ! 

    Then  take  another  light  on't ; 

    Just  turn  the  picture  upside-down, 

I  fear  you'll  see  the  right  on't. 


O. W.














ON  THE   SCOTCH  PAVEMENT.




HAD  paving  London  streets  in  taste 

Been  left  to  me  alone, 

On  Scotchmen's  heads  we  might  have  trod, 

And  B—  the  corner  stone. 


 











THE   THANE'S   DANCE.




LEAD  up,  join  Hands, 

    Then  turn  about ; 

The  thane  commands, 

    Ye  now  go  out. 


Another  sett 

    The  dance  begin  ; 

The  thane,  in  pet, 

    Takes  others  in. 


Another  still 

    The  thane  employs  ; 

Obey  my  will, 

    The  tyrant  cries. 


'Mind  that  ye  prance 

    Just  as  I  play, 

Or  ye  shan't  dance 

    Another  day.' 














EPIGRAM




SAYS    great  Will–m  P–t,    with  his   usual 
emotion, 

The  peers  are  no  more  than  a  drop  in  the  ocean. † 

The  city  adore  him,  how  charming  a  thing  ! 

To  pull  down  the  peers,  and  to  humble  the  k–g ; 

But  summon'd  to  court,  he  reflects  on  his  words, 

And  to  balance  the  slate,  takes  a  seat  with  the 
lords. 


†  Vide  the  wisest  speech  he  ever  made.














ON  A  LATE  WHIMSICAL  EVENT
 

THAT  BEFEL  SIR — — AT  THE  CASTLE  INN 
AT  MARLBOROUGH, IN  THE  MONTH  OF  FEB.  1767.
 



AT  Marlbro'  inn  oblig'd  to  flop, 

    My  tir'd  mare,  and  bait  her  ;
 
While  eating  of  my  mutton  chop, 

    I  thus  address'd  the  waiter : 


Who's  on  my  right  ?  I  hear  a  moan  ; 

    —In  state  Sir  Robert  lying. 

Who's  on  my  left  ?  I  hear  a  groan  : 

    —In  state  L—  C— dying. 


Then prithee  tell  me  what's  to  pay, 

    (Deuce  take  your  introduction) 

For  I  no  longer  here  will  stay 

    Between  death  and  destruction. 

S.














THE  FOLLOWING  COPY  OF  VERSES


are  to  be  seen  on  a  small  cottage  or  building,  in  the 
rustic taste,  intended  as  a  place  of  retirement,  built 
by  — Powis,  Esq ;    in   a  grove  by   the   river 
Severn,  about  a  mile  from  Little  Walcot,  in  the 
county  of  Salop.
 



STAY  passenger,  and  tho'  within, 

Nor  gold  nor  glitt'ring  gems  are  seen, 

    To  strike  thy  dazzl'd  eye,
 
Yet  enter,  and  thy  ravish'd  mind 

Beneath  this  humble  roof  shall  find 

    What  gold  will  never  buy. 


Within  this  solitary  cell, 

Calm  thought  and  sweet  contentment  dwell, 

    Parents  of  bliss  sincere  : 

Peace  spreads  around  her  balmy  wings, 

And  banish'd  from  the  courts  of  kings, 

    Has  fix'd  her  mansion  here. 















THE  E–L  OF  N–'S  TOAST,
 

ON  THE  SEVERAL  CHANGES   IN  THE  MINISTRY.
 




WHAT  that  Rogue  loses,  this  Rogue  wins ; 

Both  are  birds  of  a  feather ; 
'Here's  damn  the  Outs,
and  damn  the  Ins, 

'And  damn  them  all  together.'














THE  MIRROUR  OF  KNIGHTHOOD. 


A  TRUE  TALE—WRITTEN  IN  THE  YEAR  1734. 




RIbbons  and  stars,  and  courtly  toys, 

Attract  the  wond'ring  vulgar's  eyes, 

Who  an  implicit  homage  pay 

To  ev'ry  thing  that's  glitt'ting  gay
 
A  dunce,  or  what's  inanimate, 

A  golden  ass,  or  coach  of  state  : 

But  the  discerning  few,  the  wife,
 
Trust  not  intirely  to  their  eyes. 

For  they  consider  honour's  badges 

Are  not  true  merit's  constant  wages. 

Examples  in  all  lands  abound, 

Except  our  own,  where  few  are  found  : 

And  therefore,  to  avoid  reflection, 

A  foreign  tale  is  my  election. 


An  English  merchant*,  who  for  trade 

His  residence  Oporto  made, 
 
Liv'd   in  a  house  of  structure  odd, 

One  wing  extending  to  the  road, 

Which  made  a  nook:,  where  people  stood, 

The  fountains  of  a  briny  flood, 

Sol  here  intensely  darts  his  beams, 

And  raises  suffocating  steams. 

Our  merchant,  who  could  not  endure 

The  nuisance,  studied  for  a  cure. 

Should  he  desire  them  to  forbear  ; 

A  show'ry  sky  as  soon  would  hear  : 

For  they  but  small  regard  would  show 

A  foreigner,  their  church's  foe. 

This  brought  to  mind  their  superstition ;

(A  lucky  thought  in  his  condition) 

With  that  he  for  a  workman  sends, 

Bids  him  forthwith  the  corner  cleanse,
 
And  in  it  then  a  cross  erect, 

(Object  of  catholicks  respect) 

'Tis  done ;  the  passengers  no  more 

Infest  the  corner  as  before ; 

But  kneeling  there  the  cross  adore. 

Their  king  soon  after  hapt  to  dub, 

With  knighthood,  a  notorious  scrub  : 

(Ye  Britons  take  my  story  right 

'Twas  Portugal  that  own'd  the  knight) 

So  ill-bestow'd  a  grace,  became 

Of  conversation  general  theme  : 

When  at  our  merchant's  table  one, 

On  the  same  subject  thus  begun  ;
 
'I  must  confess,  I'm  at  a  loss, 

'How  the  king  came  to  give  the  cross 

'To  such  a  wretch,    the  public  scorn  !' 

(The  cross  there  badge  of  knighthood  worn) 

Our  merchant  with  a  smile  replies, 

' 'Tis  done  with  reason.     Kings  are  wise 

'The  same  I've  to  my  corner  done, 

'That  it  might  not  be  piss'd  upon.' 



† The  late  Sir  Robert  Godschall.












THE   CURSE    OF   AVARICE.
 

A      SONG. 




WHAT  man  in  his  wits  had  not  rather  be  poor 

    Than  for  lucre  his  freedom  to  give  ? 

Ever  busy  the  means  of  his  life  to  secure, 

    And  so  ever  neglecting  to  live. 


Environ'd  from  morning  to  night  in  a  croud, 

    Not  a  moment  unbent  or  alone  ; 

Constrain'd  to  be  abject,  tho'  never  so  proud, 

    And  at  every  one's  call  but  his  own. 


Still  repining,  and  longing  for  quiet  each  hour, 

    Yet  studiously  flying  it  still ; 

With  the   means  of  enjoying  his  wish in   his 
pow'r, 

    But  accurs'd  in  his  wanting  the  will. 


For  a  year  must  be  pass'd,  or  a  day  must  be  come 

    Before  he  has  leisure  to  rest  ; 

He  must  add  to  his  store  this  or  that  pretty  sum, 

    And  then,  will  have  time  to  be  blest. 



But  his  gains,  more  bewitching  the  more  they 
increase, 

    Only  swell  the  desires  of  his  eye  : 

Such  a  wretch  let  mine  enemy  live,  if  he  please, 

    Let  not  even  mine  enemy  die. 














THE   HONEST   CONFESSION.
 



IT  happen'd  in  a  healthful  year, 

(Which  made  provision  very  dear, 

    And  physic  mighty  cheap  ;) 

A  doctor,  sore  oppress'd  with  want, 

On  business  turning  out  so  scant, 

    Was  one  day  seen  to  weep. 


A  neighbour  ask'd  him,  why  so  sad. 

And  hop'd  no  dangerous  illness  had 

    To  any  friend  befel —

O  Lord !  you  quite  mistake  the  case, 

(Quoth  Blister)  Sir,  this  rueful  face 

    Is  'cause  my  friends  are  well. 














TO    THE    EDITOR. 


SIR,
 

DINING  at  lady  Ramble's  the  other  day, 
it  was  proposed,  after  dinner,  by  her  ladyship's sister,  to  hear  Miss,  who  is  a  fine  girl  of 
about  eleven  years  of  age,  concerning  some  points 
she  had  been  instructed  in  relative  to  her  duty  in 
life ;  which  being  agreed  to,  her  ladyship  desired 
Miss  to  stand  up,  and  then  asked  the  questions, 
and  received  the  answers  following  ;  and  as  they 
may  be  of  service  to  other  young  ladies  of  quality, I  have  transmitted  them  to  you, 


SOCRATISSA. 


L.  R.  My  dear  !  pray  tell  me  what  you  was 
brought  into  the  world  for  ?
 

MISS.   A  husband. 


L.  R.  O  my  dear  !  you  mould  say,  to  be  admired. 


AUNT.  Well,  I  vow  I  think  my  niece  has  given 
a  better  answer;  as  she  came  to  the 
point  directly,  and  brought  the  matter 
home  at  once. 


L.  R.  What  is  the  duty  of  an  husband  ? 


MISS.  To  please  his  wife. 


L.  R.  What  is  the  duty  of  a  wife  ? 


MISS.  To  please  herself. 


L.  R.  What  are  the  principal  objects  on  which 
a  fine  lady  should  fix  her  attention  ? 


MISS.     Dress  and  Admiration. 


L.  R.  What  is  the  chief  use  of  a  fine  lady's  eyes  ? 


MISS.    To  stare  and  ogle  at  the  men. 


L.  R.  What  is  the  business  of  a  fine  lady  ? 


MISS.  To  play  at  cards,  go  to  routs,  balls, 
plays,  operas,  &c.,  and  carry  on  intrigues. 


L.  R.   What  is  the  religion  of  a  fine  lady  ? 


MISS.  To  pay  her  devotions  at  court,  and  make 
her  curt'sies  in  the  drawing-room. 


L.  R.  May  a  fine  lady  ever  go  to  church  ? 


MISS.  Very  seldom  ;  and  then  she  must  be  sure  to 
sleep  there,  or  to  talk  very  loud,  and 
slander  some  of  her  acquaintance. 


L.  R.  Which  is  the  best  book  in  the  world  ? 


MISS.  Hoyle  on  quadrille. 


L.  R.  From  whence  come  the  politest  fashions, 
and  the  best  silks ?


MISS.    From  France. 


L.  R.    Who  make  the  best  servants  ? 


MISS.    The  French. 


L.  R.  Very  well,  my  dear  !  you  don't  forget  I 
find. 


AUNT.  I  vow  my  niece  is  very  perfect  in  her 
education,  and  will  make  a  fine  accomplished woman.
 











A  MODERN  GLOSSARY.
 

ANGEL.      The  name  of  a  woman,    commonly of  a  very  bad  one. 

AUTHOR.    A  laughing  stock.     It  means  likewise  a  poor  fellow,  and  in  general  an  object  of 
contempt. 


BEAR.  A  country  gentleman ;  or  indeed,  any 
animal  upon  two  legs  that  doth  not  make  a 
handsome  bow. 


BEAUTY.  The  qualification  with  which  women generally  go  into  keeping. 


BEAU.    With  the  article  A  before  it,  means  a 
great  favourite  of  all  women. 


BRUTE.  A  word  implying  plain-dealing  and 
sincerity;  but  more  especially  applied  to  a 
philosopher. 


CAPTAIN. COLONEL. Any  stick  of  wood  with  a  head 
to  it,  and  a  piece  of  black  ribband upon  that  head. 



CREATURE.  A  quality  expression,  of  low  contempt, properly  confined  only  to  the  mouths 
of  ladies  who  are  right  honourable. 


CRITIC.  Like  homo,  a  name  given  to  all  the 
human  race. 


COXCOMB.  A  word  of  reproach,  and  yet  at 
the  same  time,  signifying  all  that  is  most 
commendable. 


DAMNATION.  A  term  appropriated  to  the 
theatre  :  though  sometimes  more  largely  applied to  all  works  of  invention. 


DEATH.  The  final  end  of  man ;  as  well  of 
the  thinking  part  of  the  body,  as  of  all  the 
other  parts. 


DRESS.  The  principal  accomplishment  of  men 
and  women. 


DULNESS.  A  word  applied  by  all  writers  to 
the  wit  and  humour  of  others. 


EATING.    A  science. 


FINE.  An  adjective  of  a  very  peculiar  kind, 
destroying,  or,  at  least,  lessening  the  force 
of  the  substantive  to  which  it  is  joined,  as 
fine  gentleman,  fine  lady,  fine  house,  fine 
deaths,  fine  taste  !—in  all  which,  fine  is  to 
be  understood  in  a  sense  somewhat  synonymous 
with  useless. 


FOOL.  A  complex  idea,  compounded  of  poverty, honesty,  piety,  and  simplicity. 


GALLANTRY.    Fornication  and  adultery. 


GREAT.  Applied  to  a  thing,  signifies  bigness  : 
when  to  a  man,  often  littleness,  or  meanness. 


GOOD.  A  word  of  as  many  different  senses  as 
the  Greek  word εκω  or  as  the  latin  Ago ;  for 
which  reason  it  is  but  little  used  by  the  polite. 


HAPPINESS.    Grandeur. 


HONOUR.    Duelling. 


HUMOUR.  Scandalous  lyes,  tumbling  and 
dancing  on  the  rope. 


JUDGE.  JUSTICE.     An old woman. 



KNAVE.  The  name  of  four  cards  in  every 
pack. 


KNOWLEDGE.  In  general,  means  knowledge of  the  town  ;  as  this  is,  indeed,  the  only 
kind  of  knowledge  ever  spoken  of  in  the  polite world. 


LEARNING.    Pedantry. 


LOVE.  A  word  properly  applied  to  our  delight in  particular  kinds  of  food  ;  sometimes 
metaphorically  spoken  of  the  favourite  objects 
of  all  our  appetites. 


MARRIAGE.  A  kind  of  traffic  carried  on  between the  two  sexes,    in  which  both  are  constantly  endeavouring  to  cheat  each  other,  and 
both  are  commonly  losers  in  the  end. 

MISCHIEF.    Fun,  sport,  or  pastime. 

MODESTY.    Aukwardness,  rusticity. 


NO-BODY.     All  the  people  in  Great  Britain, except  about  1200. 

NONSENSE.    Philosophy,   especially  the  philosophical  writings  of  the  ancients,   and  more especially  of  Aristotle. 

OPPORTUNITY.    The  season  of  cuckoldom. 

PATRIOT.    A  candidate  for  a  place  at  court. 

POLITICS.    The  art  of  getting  such  a  place. 

PROMISE.    Nothing. 

RELIGION.  A  word  of  no  meaning :  but 
which  serves  as  a  bugbear  to  frighten  children 
with. 


RICHES,  The  only  thing  upon  earth  that  is 
really  desirable,  or  valuable. 


ROGUE.  RASCAL.     A  man  of  a  different  party  from yourself.



SERMON.    A  sleepy  dose. 


SUNDAY.    The  best  time  for  playing  at  cards. 


SHOCKING.  An  epithet  which  fine  ladies  apply to  almost  any  thing.  It  is,  indeed,  an interjection  (if  I  may  so  call  it)  of  delicacy. 


TEMPERANCE. Want  of  spirit. 


TASTE.    The  present  whim  of  the  town,  whatever it  be. 

TEASING.    Advice ;  chiefly  that  of  a  husband. 


VIRTUE.  VICE.   Subjects of  discourse. 


WIT.  Prophaneness,  indecency,  immorality, 
scurrility,  mimickry,  buffoonery.  Abuse  of 
all  good  men,  and  especially  of  the  clergy. 


WORTH.    Power,  rank,  wealth. 


WISDOM.    The  art  of  acquiring  all  three. 


WORLD.    Your  own  acquaintance. 












STANZAS    TO    THE   LADIES,
 

ON  THEIR  HEAD-DRESS  FOR  THE  YEAR  1768.
 
Tot premit ordinibus, tot adhuc compagibus altum

Ædificat caput ; Andromachen a fronte videbis,

Post minor est, aliam credas.







HAVE ye  never  seen  a  net 

Hanging  at  your  kitchen  door, 

Stuff'd  with  dirty  straw,  beset 

With  old  skewers  o'er  and  o'er  ? 


If  ye  have—it  wonder  breeds 

    Ye  from  thence  should  steal  a  fashion, 

And  should  heap  your  lovely  heads 

    Such  a  deal  of  filthy  trash  on. 


True,  your  tresses  wreath'd  with  art 

    (Bards  have  said  it  ten  times  over) 

Form  a  net  to  catch  the  heart 

    Of  the  most  unfeeling  lover. 


But  thus  robb'd  of  half  your  beauty, 

    Whom  can  ye  induce  to  sigh  ? 

Or  incline  for  love  to  suit  t'ye 

    By  his  nose,  or  by  his  eye  ? 


When  he  views,  (what  scarce  I'd  credit 

    Of  a  sex  so  sweet  and  clean, 

But  that  from  a  wench  I  had  it, 

    Of  all  Abigails  the  queen) 


When  he  views  your  tresses  thin, 

    Tortur'd  by  some  French  friseur, 

Horse-hair,  hemp,  and  wool  within, 

    Garnish'd  with  a  di'mond  skewer. 


When  he  scents  the  mingled  steam 

    Which  your  plaster'd  heads  are  rich  in, 

Lard  and  meal,  and  clouted  cream, 

    Can  he  love  a  walking  kitchen  ? 


SQUOXAM.















THE  BACHELOR'S  CHOICE  OF  A 
WIFE. 



IF  e'er  I  wed,  my  wife  shall  not  be  old, 

Deform'd,  nor  ugly,  handsome,  nor  a  scold ;  

She  sha'n't  be  pale,  nor  red,  nor  shall  she  paint ; 
 
Shall  be  religious  too,  but  not  a  saint :  

She  shall  have  sense  ;  if  not  a  wit,  I'll  take  her ;  

Give  such  a  wife,  ye  gods,  I'll  ne'er  forsake  her. 
















THE   FEMALE    COMPLAINT.
 



CUSTOM,  alas!  does  partial  prove, 

    Nor  gives  us  even  measure  ;
 
A  pain  it  is  to  maids  to  love, 

    But  'tis  to  men  a  pleasure. 


They  freely  can  their  thoughts  disclose, 

    But  ours  must  burn  within  ; 

Tho'  nature  eyes  and  tongues  bestows, 

    Yet  truth  from  us  is  sin. 


Men  to  new  joys  and  conquests  fly, 

    And  yet  no  hazards  run  ; 

Poor  we  are  left,  if  we  deny  ; 

    And,  if  we  yield,  undone. 


Then  equal  laws  let  custom  find, 

    Nor  thus  the  sex  oppress  ; 

More  freedom  grant  to  woman-kind, 

    Or  give  to  mankind  less. 















ON    A    YOUNG    LADY,
 

BY    A   WILFUL  MISTAKE  READING  'RUBIES'  FOR 
'B–BB–S.'




WHEN  wife  philosophers  explain 

How  gravity  attracts, 

The  weighty  pow'r  they  still  maintain, 

All  in  the  center  acts. 


Thus  tho'  of  earth  the  smallest  part,
 
The  heavy  impulse  owns, 

Poize  but  the  middle  point  with  art, 

You  balance  all  the  zones.
 

Hence  sages,  when  of  spheres  they  write, 

At  centers  fix  a  letter, 

And  wisely  call  the  body  by't, 

Take  A,  or  chuse  a  better. 


If  then  on  things  we  fix  a  name 

We  borrow  from  the  middle, 

How  Mira's  reading's  not  to  blame 

No  longer  is  a  riddle. 


For  tho',  that  white  as  hills  of  snow 

A  b–bby  is,  most  true  be, 

Peep  slily  thro'  the  gauze,  'twill  shew 

The  middle  is  a  ruby.

E.  L.














MISSING,
 


SUpposed  to  be  stolen  from  a  boarding-school 
near —,  a  beautiful  young  lady,   aged 
seventeen,  daughter  of  the  late  earl  of —, 
and  heiress  to  thirty  thousand  pounds,  independent of  her  mother.     She  was  observed  to  walk 
in  the  back  garden  after  dinner  with  Mr.  Macmulla  the  dancing-master,  and  is  supposed  to 
have  made  her  escape  with  him  through  the  yew 
hedge.  She  took  nothing  with  her  but  a  bottle 
of  aqua  vitæ  from  her  governess's  china  closet, 
the  second  volume  of  Pamela,  and  the  marriage-service  torn  out  of  her  common-prayer  book.
 

If  offered    to  be  married   to  Mr.  Macmulla, pray  stop  her. 












NOW  SELLING  OFF  AT  PRIME  COST,
 

THE  remainder  of  the  stock  in  trade  of  an 
eminent  clergyman  leaving  off  business, 
and  retiring  to  a  B—k  ;  consisting  of  a  complete set  of  manuscript  sermons  for  the  whole 
year,  with  the  fasts  and  festivals,  including  a 
deification  of  king  Charles  for  the  30th  of  January ;  a  culverin  charged  and  primed  for  the 
5th  of  November,  with  a  rod  for  the  whore  of 
Babylon  ;  the  sins  of  the  nation  described,  in  a 
discourse  fit  for  the  next  solemn  fast;  charity, 
accession,  antigallican,  and  small-pox  sermons, 
some  half-finished  tracts  against  the  Athanasian 
Creed,  the  marriage  act,  and  the  thirty-nine 
articles,  with  several  other  curious  particulars  ; 
the  whole  to  be  viewed  till  the  time  of  sale, 
which  will  begin  punctually  at  twelve  o'clock. 












AN     EPISTLE
 

TO    THE    GROWN    GENTLEWOMEN,
 
THE    MISSES    OF    *   *  *  * 
 
BY  THE  SAME. [ANTONY SHANDY]


La  musica  et  gli  abiti  fono  della  vagha  invencione  di  Bartolomeo  
Cogliane,  poeta  lirico  et  virtuoso  della  camera  della  fua  excellenza  la  Signora  Contessa  * * * *  procuratrice  di  San  Giacomo, 




LADIES,  I  love  you  dearly, 

And  for  a  proof  I  send  this  letter ;
 




To  deal  with  you  sincerely, 

I  dare  not  offer  any  better.
 
Many  of  your  Mamas 

Would  look  upon  it  as  a  sin, 

Because 

They  and  their  daughters  are  so  near  akin, 

It  would  be  wading  both  through  thick  and  thin. 

Time  also,  the  best  tutor  of  all  others, 

Has  open'd  my  deluded  eyes ; 

I  have  made  fools  enow  amongst  your  mothers, 

I  wish  it  was  as  easy  to  make  you  wise. 

This,  says  Miss  Notable,  is  positive  grimace, 

He  thinks  to  rub  the  mould  off  an  old  face, 

By  being  smart  and  fly ; 

Just:  as  a  housewife  thinks  you'll  eat 

Her  fusty  meat 

When  it  is  season'd  in  a  pye. 


Miss  Notable,  you  are  a  cynick, 

And  though  in  Greek  it  means  a  bitch, 

I  only  mean  you  are  a  mimick, 

When  you  set  up  to  be  a  witch. 

Can  you  imagine  me  so  queer 

An  engineer 

To  think  of  making  my  advances 

By  fancies  ? 

I  know  that  an  approach  is  made 

Sideways  and  by  insinuation ; 

I  know  my  trade, 

But  not  by  a  rhetorical 

Or  metaphorical 

Or  verbal  disputation, 

But  by  a  real  zig-zag  operation. 

I  would  as  soon  attempt  to  take  a  city 

With  sugar-plumbs 

Instead  of  bombs, 

As  take  a  miss  by  being  witty : 

Or  to  take  you, 

When  you're  in  cue 

To  romp  and  grapple, 

Like  Eve, 

Taking  you  only  by  the  sleeve, 

And  pulling  out  an  apple. 

A  miss  that's  brought  up  in  a  boarding  school, 

Or  in  a  cloyster, 

Is  like  a  stool, 

And  like  an  oyster. 

For  though  a  bungler  can't  get  at  her, 

An  oyster-monger  who  has  thought  on't  well, 

And  understands  the  matter, 

Contrives  a  way  into  the  shell, 

Like  any  eel, 

Into  a  wheel, 

Of  wicker, 

Gobbling  the  oyster  and  the  liquor. 


The  reason  why  she  is  like  a  stool,   methinks
 
Is  this ; 

(I  do  not  mean  a  stool  that  stinks) 

That  never  can  be  like  a  mifs  ;
 
I  mean  a  stool, 

Not  in  the  nature  of  a  chair, 

But  a  mere  tool, 

Placed  in  a  corner  here  and  there 

With  an  intent 

Not  to  be  useful—but  for  ornament ; 

Just  like  the  image  of  a  Chinese  lubbard, 

Sitting  upon  a  chimney-piece  or  cupboard. 

Yet  when  a  drawing  room  is  full, 

Or  when  a  company  draws  near 

That  blessed  sphere, 

Where  all  are  happy  that  are  dull, 

And  they  are  taken  up  with  some  debater, 

You  clap  you  down  slipping  aside, 

And  so  your  stool  is  occupy'd 

Sooner  or  later. 

And  so  a  miss  that's  thrown  aside  like  lumber, 

Altho'  they  watch  her, 

Will   find  occasions  without  number, 

If  any  one's  inclin'd  to  catch  her. 


When  a  man's  saying  all  he  has  to  say, 

And  something  comes  across  the  way, 

Without  a  provocation, 

I  do  not  call  it  a  digression, 

But  a  temptation 

Which  requires  discretion.

And  therefore  I  petition 

For  leave  to  give  a  definition 

Of  the  word  reputation  ; 

'Tis  an  impression  or  a  seal 

Engrav'd,  not  upon  steel, 

On  a  transparent  education, 

Which,  held  up  to  the  light, 

Discovers  all  the  strokes  and  touches 

That  mark  the  lady  of  a  knight, 

A  mantua-maker,  or  a  duchess. 

A  miss  brought  up  in  fairy  courts, 

Practis'd  in  sublunary  sports, 

And  contemplations  in  the  dark, 

Is  apt  to  be  surpris'd 

By  a  superior  power,  disguis'd 

Like  an  attorney's  clerk  ; 

Oft  in  the  darkest  night,  when  every  head 

Is  wrapp'd  in  sleep,
 
And  free  from  cares, 

He  sallies  from  the  deep. 

Stealing  up  the  back  stairs, 

And  without  dread, 

He'll  creep 

Upon  you  unawares 

Into  your  bed. 

A  fairy  is  a  cunning  elf, 

And  seldom  meditates  a  rape 

In  any  shape 

That  you  suspect  yourself. 

Sometimes  in  front  he  will  appear 

Just  like  a  barber's  block, 

And  sometimes  hang  upon  your  rear, 

Dress'd  in  your  footman's  frock. 

When  once  you  are  enchanted, 

You  are  commonly  possess'd  all  night, 

Like  any  house  that's  haunted, 

And  like  a  haunted  house,  a  priest  must  set  you 
right. 

And  then  by  reason  of  your  tender  age 

You  are  no  less  in  danger 

From  HAMLET  and  RANGER, 

The  enchanters  of  the  stage. 

You  are  not  open  to  so  many  snares, 

From  dancers, singers, 

And  fiddle-stringers, 

As  from  players. 

Players  make  love  by  letters  patent, 

All  other  artists  are  excluded, 

But  now  and  then  it  has  so  happened, 

The  law  has  been  eluded  ; 

And  by  a  trick  of  a  logician, 

No  lawyers  whim, 

For  instance,  if  the  artist's  a  musician, 

You  must  convert  the  proposition, 

That  is,  you  must  make  love  to  him. 

I  do  not  mean,  my  dears, 

To  alarm  you  with  my  fears, 

Though  I  could  bring  examples  recent, 

And  make  reflections, 

To  shew  that  such  amours  are  neither  decent, 

Nor  good  for  your  complexions. 

Let  but  a  single  spark  of  fire  fall 

Into  a  powder  magazine, 

It  blows  up  all, 

Quite  and  clean. 

So  when  you  have  finish'd  a  neat  billet-doux, 

All  but  the  stopping, 
 
And  you're  in  raptures  leaning, 

A  drop  of  ink,  you  know  not  how, 

Comes  dropping, 

And  blots  out  all  the  meaning. 

If  you  delight  in  slops 

And  will  be  always  tasting  and  touching, 

You  may  meet  slops  where  a  few  drops 

Will  blot  your  scutcheon  : 

Your  face  breaks  out  in  spots,  or  you're  inflate. 

To  a  degree,

So  as  to  be 

Homunculated. 

I  quite  forgot  I  was  in  such  a  trance 

To  give  a  hint, 

Asquint, 

About  a  country  dance. 

Dancing  contributes  greatly,  'tis  confess'd, 

To  open  and  dilate  your  chest, 

And  is  exceeding  good 

To  purify  the  blood 

And  humours. 

But  if  you  sit  too  long,  and  cool  too  quick, 

Your  hand  is  seiz'd  and  you  fall  sick. 

It  feels  as  if  it  felt—all  over—tumours, 

Shaking,  as  if  you  shook  a  stick, 

Tingling  and  numb, 

Finger  and  thumb, 

Paralitic. 


If  people  would  but  stick  to  their  professions, 

You  would  be  dancing, 

Not  fitting  and  romancing, 

Like  an  old  justice  at  a  sessions, 

Supposing  now  you  have  escaped  all  rocks, 

Not  without  many  shocks 

Amongst  the  shoals  of  calumny  and  rancour, 

Thank  heaven  you  are  not  stranded  ; 

Throw  out  your  anchor, 

And  then  do  what  you  please  when  you  are  landed. 

Sure  I speak  plain  enough,  you  understand 

That  I  would  have  you  marry  out  of  hand  ; 

Whether  you  wed  a  coxcomb  or  a  sloven, 

By  fair  means  or  by  covin  ; 

Marriage  resembles  a  perpetual  oven. 

Your  chief  expence  and  trouble's  in  the  making, 

Which  need  not  be  repeated, 

Unless  you  are  cheated, 

From  the  first  time  you  put  a  cake  in. 

For  after  that  without  being  heated, 

It  will  continue  fit  for  baking  ; 

Constantly  ready  night  and  day, 

If  you  don't  bake  at  home,  your  neighbour  may. 

Do  but  contemplate  a  pudding's  end, 

There  is  a  string  goes  round  about 

Her  snout. 

The  string  is  very  much  the  pudding's  friend, 

He  keeps  her  within  bounds,  or  else  she  would  be 
spoil'd, 

And  by  his  means  she  gets  well  boil'd.

Look  at  that  spit  again, 

What  is  it  keeps  your  meat  from  burning ; 

It  is  a  chain 

That  humours  it  in  turning ; 

And  by  that  means,  as  you  have  often  boasted, 

Your  meat  is  always  nicely  roasted. 

Just  such  another  tye  is  marriage  ; 

I  take  the  marriage-noose,  or  wedding-ring, 

If  you  are  prudent  in  your  carriage 

To  be  a  pudding-string. 

And  for  the  marriage-chain,  'tis  prov'd  as  clear 
as  glass, 

To  be  but  a  jack-chain—a  chain for a jack-ass. 

'Tis  all  made  out  as  fine  as  silk, 

Now  attend  my  lovely  lasses. 

And  I'll  provide  you  all  with  asses. 

—You  shall  not  want  for  asses  milk. 


I  wish  a  miss  was  like  a  leek, 

Whose  head  is  long 

And  strong, 

Altho'  the  tail 

Be  frail 

And  weak. 

I  could  say  in  three  words  all  that  I  have  to  speak, 

Dissemble 

Whether  you  resemble 

The  proud  or  weak.
 
Meekness  and  pride  alike  inflame  desire,  

A  truth  well  known  among  the  wenchers  ; 

So  oil  or  brandy  thrown  into  the  fire, 

Are  neither. of  them  quenchers. 

Take  that  which  suits  you  best,  my  gentle  dames, 

Either  will  do  to  set  a  house  in  flames. 

'Tis  not  sufficient  to  inflame, 

You  must  provoke,  but  you  must  tame. 

Observe  the  anglers, 

They  don't  take  every  fish  that  comes  ; 

So  many  of  your  danglers, 

Are  but  bull-heads  and  miller's  thumbs. 

A  captain  or  some  pretty  fellow, 

May  dangle  with  you  at  a  Rout ; 

Juft  as  they  fish  for  salmon  with  a  menow, 

Or  a  red  clout. 

But  when  you  walk  with  Strephon  arm  in  arm, 

And  feel  all  over  new-milk  warm, 

Whilst  he  complains  of  penalties  and  pains ;
 
You'll  seem 

Like  an  iced  cream 

If  you  have  any  brains. 


Adam  was  weary  of  a  single  life, 

And  seeing  Eve  bashful  and  nice. 

He  thought  her  fitter  for  a  wife, 

Than  any  beast  in  paradise. 

So  when  a  'squire  sees  a  maiden  coy, 

He  makes  a  jointure  ; 

And  in  a  fit  of  joy, 

Prefers  her  to  a  pointer. 

Milton's  delay,  it  is  no  word  of  my  inventing, 

Lies  in  a  point, 

If  you  can  hit  the  joint, 

Between  forbidding  and  consenting. 

Just  like  the  cream  of  which  you  have  been  told, 

Delicious,  when  'tis  not  too  cold. 

All  smalls  delays  are  right, 

They  make  folks  keen, 

Whether  they  mean 

To  play  or  fight. 

So  at  a  battle  and  a  cocking, 

The  combatants  before  they  let  them  go, 

Stand  a  little  while  and  crow. 

And  when  you  throw  the  stocking,
 
After  the  bride  and  bridegroom's  bedded ;

The  bride  encouraged  by  that  pause, 

Yields  to  the  laws 

And  is  beheaded. 
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TWO OF A    TRADE.
 

When Sir  Elijah  Impey,  the  India  judge,  was  on  his 
passage  home,  as  he  was  one  day  walking  the  deck,  it 
having  blowed  pretty  hard  the  preceding  day,  a  shark  was 
playing  by  the  side  of  the  ship.  Having  never  seen  such 
an  object  before,  he  called  to  one  of  the  sailors  to  tell 
hnn  what  it  was,  'Why,'  replied  the  tar ; 'I  don't  know 
what  name  they  know  them  by  ashore,  but  here  we  call 
them  sea-lawyers.'
  















AN    ANTAGONIST    FOR    BONAPARTE. 


An  honest  Yorkshireman  amusing  himself  in  poaching, 
had  his  gun  taken  from  him  by  a  justice  of  the  peace.  Soon 
after,  he  was  unfortunate  enough  to  be  informed  against  for 
sedition,  in saying  he  wished  Bonaparte  would  land  in 
Yorkshire. 
  

Being  brought  before  the  bench  of  magistrates, 
of  which  the  aforesaid  justice  was  chairman,  he  acknowledged the  words;  'but,'  said  he,  'my  reason  for  saying 
so  was,  that  I  thought  your  worship  would  take  his  gun 
from  him.' 















A    POWERFUL    PREACHER.
 

While  an  eastern  priest  was  preaching  in  a  mosque,  one 
of  the  hearers  seemed  greatly  affected.  Proud  of  this  circumstance, the  preacher  asked  the  man  how  his  discourse 
had  affected  him  so  much.  'O  sir,'  said  he,  'it  is  not  that ; 
but  your  long  beard  put  me  so  much  in mind of a  favourite 
goat  I  lost  that  I  could  not  help  crying.' 















THE  PLEASURES  OF  BATH.
 


To  drink  without  thirst,  and  to  ask  your  physician 

A  thousand  odd  questions  to  mend  your  condition  ; 

To  raise  up  your  spirits  against  wind  and  tide. 

With  a  hundred  sick  people  just  close  to  your  side ; 

To  sit  down  to  dinner  with  persons  who  grumble 

At  ev'ry  new  dish,  which  they  hardly  can  mumble ; 

And,  when  this  delightful  repast  is  gone  by, 

For  something  to  do  next  you  yawn  and  you  sigh. 

'Tis  too  hot  to  walk  out,  and  you  doze  in  your  seat 

Till  the  cool  of  the  evening  succeeds  to  the  heat ; 

A  nap  then  comes  on,  and  you  lose  then  the  pow'r 

To  enjoy  the  delight  of  the cool  balmy  hour. 

For  joy,  on  the  next  day  your  fancy  you  cast : 

When  it  comes,  you  mis-spend  it  as  bad  as  the  last. 

















MATRIMONIAL    CONCORD.
 


(By  Ben  Johnson.) 



Who  says  that  Giles  and  Joan  at  discord  be ? 


Th'  observing  neighbours  no  such  mood  can  see. 


Indeed  poor  Giles  repents  he  married  ever; 


But  that  his  Joan  doth  too.     And  Giles  would  never 


By  his  free  will  be  in  Joan's  company  :
 

No  more  would  Joan  he  should.     Giles rises early,
 

And  having  got  him  out  of  doors  is  glad  ; 


The  like  is  Joan.     But  turning  home  is  sad  : 


And  so is  Joan.     Oft-times,  when  Giles  doth  see 


Harsh  sights  at  home,  Giles  wisheth he  were  blind :


All  this  doth  Joan.     Or  that  his  long-yearn'd  life 


Were  quite  outspun.     The  like  wish  hath  his  wife. 


The  children  that  he  keeps,  Giles  swears  are  none 


Of  his  begetting  ;  and  so  swears  his  Joan. 


In  all  affections  she  concurreth  still. 


If  now,  with  man  and  wife,  to  will  and  nill 


The  self-same  things,  a  note  concord  be, 


I  know  no  couple  better  can  agree. 

















PROFFESSIONAL   PRACTICE. 


When  Dr.  Zimmerman  was  at  the  court  of  Berlin,  Frederic II.  asked  him  one  day  in  conversation,  if  he  could 
ascertain  how  many  he  had  killed  in  the  course  of  his 
practice. 'That  is  an  arduous  task,'  replied  the  doctor, 
'but  I  think  I  may  venture  to  say,  not  half  so  many  as 
your  majesty.' 















TO  A  LADY,  WITH  A  BLOOD-SHOT  EYE. 



Oh !  be  not  afraid,  though  your  eye  is  all  red, 

While  your  cheeks,  my  dear  Sal  are  so  ruddy ; 


For  so  many  die  by  the  stroke  of  that  eye, 

No  wonder  the  weapon  is  bloody. 


















MAJESTY   IN  THE  WRONG.
 

Louis  the  Fourteenth,  playing  at  backgammon,  had  a 
doubtful  throw ;  a  dispute  arose,  and  the  surrounding 
courtiers  all  remained  silent.  The  Count  de  Grammont 
happened  to  come  in  at  that  instant.  'Decide  the  matter,' said  the  King  to  him.  'Sire,'  said  the  count  at 
once,'  your  majesty  is  in  the  wrong—'—'How !' replied 
the  King,  'can  you  thus  decide,  without  knowing  the 
question ?'—'Because,'  said  the  count,  'had  the  matter 
been  doubtful, all  these  gentlemen  would  have  given  it  for 
your  majesty.'
















PUNCTILIOS  OF  HONOUR. 


Two  Gascon  officers  disputing  on  some  particular  subject, one  of  them  unhandsomely  contradicted  the  other, 
by  saying,  'That's  not  true.'  The  asserter  of  the  fact 
instantly  replied  :  'You  are  very  bold,  Sir,  to  dare  to  give 
me  the  lie  :  if  I  were  a  little  nearer  to  you  I  would  box  your 
ears  to  teach  you  better  manners;  and  you  may  consider 
the  blow as  already  given.'  Their  brother  officers  present 
were  alarmed  tor  the  consequence;  but  the  other,  assuming  a  serious  air,  rejoined,  'And  I,  Sir,  to  punish  you  for 
your insolence,  would  run  you  through  the  body ;  so  consider  yourself  dead.'















PLAYING   A  SURE  GAME. 


Tetzel,  a  Dominican,  who  was  a  retailer  of  indulgences 
had,  by  his  traffic  in  this  way,  picked  up  a  large  sum  of 
money  at  Leipsic.  A  gentleman  of  that  city,  who  pretended to  have  a  veneration  for  these  superstitions,  went  to 
Tetzel,  and  enquired  if  he  could  sell  him  an  indulgence  beforehand, for  a  crime  which  he  would  not  specify,  but 
which  he  intended  to  commit.  Tetzel  said  yes,  provided 
they  could  agree  about  the  price.  The  bargain  was  struck, 
the  money  paid,  and  the  absolution  delivered  in  due  form. 
Soon  after  this,  the  gentleman,  having  information  that 
Tetzel  was  about  to  leave  Leipsic  well  loaded  with  cash, 
way-laid  him,  robbed  him,  cudgelled  him,  and  told  him  at 
parting  that  this  was  the  crime  for  which  he  had  purchased an  absolution.  George,  Duke  of  Saxony,  hearing 
of  the  robbery,  was  at  first  very  angry  ;  but  having  afterwards heard  the  whole  story,  he  laughed  very  heartily,  and forgave the  criminal. 
















MODESTY  OF  TRUE  LEARNING.
 

A  mussulman  doctor  being  asked  a  question  in  the  way 
of  his  profession,  replied,  'he  did  not  know  any  thing  of 
the  subject.'  'Indeed !'  rejoined  the  enquirer,  'does  not 
the  caliph  allow  you  a  salary  for  your  learning ?' —'He pays  me,'  replied  the  doctor,  very  calmly,  'for  what  I
know,  and  the  stipend  is  handsome ;  but  if  he  wished  to 
reward  me  for  what  I  do  not  know,  I  question  whether  his 
treasures  would  supply  the  demand.' 















A    ROWLAND  FOR  AN  OLIVER.
 

'Dog,  why   dost  thou  bark  ?'  cried  a  graceless  fellow 
of  antiquity  to  one  of  the  philosophers  surnamed  cynics  or 
snarlers,  in  the  middle  of  one  of  his  lectures.  'Because  I 
see a thief,'  was  the  reply.

  













THE  ABLE  DECYPHERER.
 

A  person  went  to  a  scribe,  and  desired  him  to  write  a 
letter  for  him ;  but  the  other  excused  himself,  having  a  sore 
foot.  'What  has  that  to  do  with  it ?'  said  the  man ;  'I 
don't  want  you  to  carry  it.'  'Perhaps  not,'  replied 
he ;  'but  when  I  write  a  letter  for  any  one,  I  am  always 
sent  for  to  read  it,  as  nobody  else  can  make  it  out.'  This 
man  might  with  truth  be  called,  though  an  able  decypherer 
only  a  lame  writer. 
















A    BLAZE. 


The  fat  Stephen  Kemble  was  one  day  mentioning  in 
company  something  he  had  done,  for  which  he  was  likely 
to  be  hauled  over  the  coals.  'Then,'  said  Ralph  Wewitzer, 
'all  the  fat  would  be  in  the  fire.'















A    MIRACLE    ENHANCED.
 

A  painter,  intending  to  describe  the miracle of  the  fishes, 
listening  to  the  preaching  of  St.  Antony  of  Padua,  painted 
the  lobsters  stretching  out  of  the  water  red ;  having  probably never  seen  them  in  their  native  state.  Being  questioned on  this,  and  asked  how  he  could  justify  his  representing the  lobsters  as  boiled,  he  extricated  himself  by  observing, that  the  miracle  was  the  greater. 















MATRIMONIAL DIALOGUE WITH A CLIMAX.

Mrs.  Souchong.  I  wish  you  would  take  me  to  Margate, 
my  dear. 

Mr. Souchong.     I  had  much  rather  not,  my duck. 

But  why  not,  my  love  ?

Because  I  don't  chuse  it, my  sweet. 

Not  choose  it,  my  darling !

I  can't  afford  it,  my precious. 

Why  not  afford  it,  Mr.  Souchong. 

Because  it  is  very  expensive,  Mrs. Souchong. 

Expensive !  why  there  is  neighbour  Jenkins  and  his 
whole  family  there  now,  man. 

Neighbour  Jenkins  is  a  fool,  and  his  wife  no  better  than 
she  should  be,  woman.
 
I  think,  however,  you  need  not  go  to  abuse  my  friends, 
sir. 

I  shall  not  imitate  the  example  of  your  friends,  ma'am. 

Then  if  you  won't  go,  I will ;  that's  poz,  husband !

And  if  you  go ;  you  don't  have  a  penny  from  me ;  that's 
poz,   wife. 

'The  force  of  language  could  no  further  go !' 















HOW-D'Y'-DO    AND    GOOD-BYE.



One  day  Good-bye  met  How-d'y'-do 

Too  close  to  shun  saluting  ; 

But  soon  the  rival  sisters  flew 

From  kissing,  to  disputing.



Away !  says  How-d'y'-do,  your  mien 

Appals  my  chearful  nature ; 

No  name  so  sad  as  yours  is  seen 

In  sorrow's  nomenclature. 



Whene'er  I  give  one  sunshine  hour 

Your  cloud  comes  o'er  to  shade  it ;
 
Whene'er  I  plant  one  bosom-flower, 

Your  mildew  drops  to  fade  it. 



Ere  How-d'y'-do  has  tuned  each  tongue 

To  hope's  delightful  measure, 

Good-bye  in  friendship's  ear  has  rung 

The  knell  of  parting  pleasure. 



From  sorrows  past  my  chemic  skill 

Draws  smiles  of  consolation, 

While  you  from  present  joys  distil 

The  tears  of  separation. 



God-bye  replied,  Your  statement's  true, 

And  well  your  cause  you've  pleaded; 

But  pray  who'd  think  of  How-d'y'-do, 

Unless  Good-bye  preceded  ? 



Without  my  prior  influence 

Could  yours  have  ever  flourish'd ? 

And  can  your  hand  one  hour  dispense 

But  those  my  tears  have  nourished  ? 



How  oft,  if  at  the  court  of  Love 

Concealment  be  the  fashion, 

When  How-d'y'-do  has  failed  to  move, 

Good-bye  reveals  the  passion  ! 


How  oft,  when  Cupid's  fires  decline, 

As  every  heart  remembers, 

One  sigh  of  mine,  and  only  mine, 

Revives  the  dying  embers  ! 



Go  bid  the  timid  lover  choose; 

And  I'll  resign  my  charter, 

If  he  for  ten  kind  How-d'y'-do's
 
One  kind  Good-bye  would  barter. 



From  love  and  friendship's  kindred  source 

We  both  derive  existence, 

And  they  would  both  lose  all  their  force 

Without  our  joint  assistance. 



'Tis  well  the  world  our  merit  knows; 

Some  time,  there's  no  denying, 

One  half  in  How-d'y'-doing  goes. 

And  t'other  in  Good-byeing. 

















A    MODEL.


A  lady  meeting  in  the  street  a  gentleman  who  was  frightfully  ugly,  took  him  by  the  hand,  and  led  him  to  the  shop 
of  a  statuary,  to  whom  she  said,  'Just  like  this,'  and  departed. The  gentleman  astonished,  asked  the  meaning  of 
this :  the  statuary  answered,  'The  lady  has  employed  me 
to  make  a  figure  of  the  devil,  and  as  I  had  no  model  she 
promised  to  bring  me  one.' 















HOMOGENEOUS    MATTER.


Some  one  had  written  upon  a  pane  in  the  window  of  an 
inn  on the  Chester  road,  'Lord  M—  has  the  softest 
lips  in  the  universe.'  Mrs.  Abington  once,  returning  from 
Ireland,  saw  this  inscription,  and  wrote  under  it: 


'Then  as  like  as  two  chips 

Are  his  head  and  his  lips.' 















DOUBLE-DEALING.
 

A  woman  in  France,  who  led  a  loose  life,  was  always 
saying,  that  the  money  she  amassed  was  to  introduce  her 
to  a  convent,  'The  lady,'  observed  a  wag,  'reminds  me 
of  barge-men,  who  are  always  looking  one  way  and  rowing 
another.'















EASE    UNDER    DIFFICULTIES.
 

A  man  very  much  in  debt,  being  reprimanded  by  his 
friends  for  his  disgraceful  situation,  and  the  anxiety  of  a 
debtor  being  urged  by  them  in  very  strong  expressions : 
'Ah !  that  may  be  the  case,'  said  he,  'with  a  person  who 
thinks  of  paying.'















THE    PATRIOT.
 

A  person  entering  the  house  of  commons  when  the 
Rump  parliament  was  sitting,  exclaimed,  'These  are 
goodly  gentlemen ;  I  could  work  for  them  all  my  life  for 
nothing.' 'What  trade  are  you,  my  good  friend  ?'  said 
one  of  the  attendants.    'A  rope-maker,'  replied  the  other. 















A    CAUTION.
 

When  Baron  Nieuman  was  once  playing  at  cards  in  a 
large  company,  he  was  guilty  of  an  odd  trick ;  on  which 
the  company,  in  the  warmth  of  their  resentment,  threw 
him  out  of  the  window  of  a  one  pair  of  stairs  room,  where 
they  had  been  playing.  The  baron,  meeting  Foote  some 
time  after,  was  loudly  complaining  of  this  usage,  and 
asked  what  he  should  do.  'Do ?' says  the  wit:  'why, 
never  play so high  again.' 















A    COUNTRY    QUARTER    SESSIONS.
 


Three  or  four  parsons,  full  of  October ; 

Three  or  four  squires,  between  drunk  and  sober ; 

Three  or  four  lawyers,  three  or  four  liars ; 

Three  or  four  constables,  three  or  four cryers ; 

Three  or  four  parishes,  bringing  appeals ; 

Three  or  four  writings,  and  three  or  four  seals ; 

Three  or  four  bastards,  and  three  or  four  w—s ; 

Tag,  rag,  and  bobtail,  three  or  four  scores ; 

Three  or  four  statutes,  misunderstood ; 

Three  or  four  paupers,  all  praying  for  food  ; 

Three  or  four  roads  that  never  were  mended ; 

Three  or  four  scolds—the  session  is  ended.
 
















A    HAND    BILL. 


'May  no  miscarriage 

Prevent  my  marriage.' 


Matthew  Dowsell,  in  Bothell,  Cumberland,  intends  to 
be  married  at  Holm  church,  on  the  Thursday  before  Whitsuntide  next,  whenever  that  may  happen,  and  to  return  to Bothell  to  dine.
 

Mr.  Reed  gives  a  turkey  to  be  roasted ;  Edward  Clementson  gives  a  fat  lamb  to  be  roasted ;  William  Elliot  gives  a 
hen  to  be  roasted ;  Joseph  Gibson  gives  a  pig,  to  be 
roasted.
 

And  in  order  that  all  this  roast  meat  may  be  well  basted—do  you  see, 


Mary  Pearson,  Patty  Hodgson,  Mary  Bushby,  Molly 
Fisher,  Sarah  Briscoe,  and  Betty  Porthouse,  give  each  of 
them a pound of  butter.  The  advertiser  will  provide  every 
thing  else  suitable  for  so  festive  an  occasion. 


And  he  hereby  gives  notice,

To  all  young  women,  desirous  of  changing  their  condition, 
that  he  is  at  present  disengaged ;  and  he  advises  them  to 
consider,  that  although  there  may  he  luck  in  leisure,  yet  in 
this  case  delays  are  dangerous ;  for  with  him,  he  is  determined it  shall  be  first  come,  first  served. 



So  come  along  lasses,  who  wish  to  be  married  ; 

Mat.  Dowsell  is  vex'd  that  so  long  he  has  tarry'd.

















EPIGRAM.
 


'Thou  speak'st  always  ill  of  me ; 

Should  I  speak  always  well  of  thee, 

Spite  of  all  our noise  and  pother, 

The  world  would  believe  nor  one  or  t'other.'

















ANCIENT    AND    MODERN    TIMES.
 

The  following  little  jeu d'esprit  was  ascribed  to  a  friend 
of  Pope,  and  addressed  to  Colly  Cibber: 




'In  merry  old  England  it  once  was  a  rule,
 
For  the  king  to  employ  both  a  poet  and  fool  : 

But  now,  we're  so  frugal,  I'd  have  you  to  know  it,

That  a  laureat  will  serve  both  for fool and for poet.'

















EPIGRAM.



You  beat  your  pate,  and  fancy  wit  will  come :  
 
Knock  as  you  will;  there's  nobody  at  home. 

















THE  COMPLAISANT  PAINTER.
 

Vigee,  taking  the  portrait  of  a  lady,  perceived  that 
when  he  was  working  at  her  mouth  she  was  twisting 
her  features  in  order  to  render  it  smaller,  and  put  her 
lips  into  the  most  extreme  contraction.  'Do  not 
trouble  yourself  so  much,  madam,'  exclaimed  the  painter, 'for  if  you  choose,  I  will  draw  you  without  any  mouth 
at  all.'















PROVINCIAL  THEATRE.
 

To  a  play-bill  published   by  a  country  manager,  was 
added  the  following  attractive  invitation  : 



Let  none  be  afraid  from  the  country  to  come. 

As  the  moon  is  engaged  for  to  light  them  all  home; 

But  should  she  herself  that  honour  decline, 

The  stars  have  agreed  with  more  lustre  to  shine. 

Doors  open  at  six,  begin  about  seven, 

At  home  safe  in  bed  between  ten  and  eleven.

















THE  HEIGHT  OF  AUDACITY.
 

Agesilaus,  seeing  a  malefactor  endure  the  greatest  torments  with  prodigious  constancy,  cried  out  with  indignation, 'What  an  audacious  villain  is  this,  that  dares  employ  patience,  courage  and  magnanimity  in  such  an  impious and  dishonest  cause !'















EASY  STUDY.
 


My  garden  neat 

Has  got  a  seat 

    That's  hid  from ev'ry  eye,  sir : 

There  day  and  night 

I  read  and  write, 

    And  nobody's  the  wiser.
 



















A  NEW  SCHEME. 


Mr.  S—,  one  day  being  dressed  in  a  very  handsome 
pair of  new  boots,  met  a  friend,  when  the  following  conversation ensued.     Friend.    'These   are  handsome  boots, 
Sherry;  who  made  them ?'—S.   'Hoby.' —F.    'How  did 
you  prevail  on  him  ?' —S.  'Guess.'—F. 'I  suppose  you  talked 
him  over  in  the  old  way.'—S.  'No,  that  won't  do  now.'—
F. 'Then  when  they  came  home  you  ordered  half  a  dozen 
more ?'—S.  'No.'—F.  'Perhaps  you  gave  a  check  on  Hammersley,  which  you  knew   would  not    be  honoured.'—S. 
'No,  no,  no;  in  short,  you  might  guess  till  to-morrow  before 
you  hit  it.     I  paid  for  them.'















THE  LAST  RIDE.
 

When  Colonel  Thornton  once  asked  his  coachman,  whether he  had  any  objection  to  go  abroad  with  him ;  'To 
any  place  that  ever  was  created,'  said  the  fellow  eagerly. 
'Would  you  drive  me  to  hell  ?'  said  the  colonel.  'That 
I  would,'  answered  the  fellow.  'Why,  you  would  find  it  a 
hot  birth,  and  you  must  go  in first  yourself.'  'No,  no;  I 
would  back  your  honour  in."















A  PROVERB  EXPLAINED.
 

In  a  company  of  literati,  the  late  James  Boswell  observed, that  many  definitions  had  been  given  of  man;  as  a 
biped  animal,  an  unfeathered  animal,  a  speaking  animal,  a 
rational :  and  yet  all  were  exceptionable,  and  more  or  less 
characteristic  of  other  animals.  'But,'  said  he,  'man 
may,  without  exception,  be  termed  a  cooking  animal,  as  the 
only  one  that  dresses  his  food.'  'This  observation,'  said 
Mr.  Burke,  'explains  a  proverb  which  before  I  could  make 
nothing  of—There  is  reason  in  roasting  eggs.'
















A  TYPE.
 

An  ingenious  writer  has  written  a  treatise  against  the 
use  of  chemicals  and  galenicals,  in which  he  contends  that 
the  woes  consequent  to  the  pouring  out  of  the  vials  in  the 
Revelations  are  typical  of  the  ills  which  arise  from  taking 
physic. 















SHARP WORK.
 

A  person  who,  in  the  course  of  a  tedious  law suit,  had 
given  his  attorney  many  hospitable  invitations,  was  surprised at  last  to  find  as  an  article  in  his  bill,  'dining  with 
you   —   times,  at  6s.   8d.  each'.     Being  indignant  at  this return  to  his  kindness,  he  resolved  to  turn  the  tables  in 
some  degree  on  the  attorney,  and  accordingly  charged  him 
five  shillings  a  time  for  his  dinners  and  wine.  The  man 
of  law  however  was  too  deep  for  him,  and  informed  against 
him  for  selling  wine  without  a  licence. 
















BEST  PAY,  BEST  CUSTOM. 


When  Lord  Kenyon  and  Lord  Loughborough  were  chief 
justices  of  the  King's  Bench  and  Common  Pleas  at  the 
same  time,  one  fishmonger  near  Lincoln's-inn-fields  supplied  the  piscatory  luxuries  of  both  tables,  whose  custom 
it  was  to  ticket  the  principal  article  with  the  name  of  the 
purchaser,  and  hang  it  up  conspicuously  in  his  shop.  One 
day  the  following  labels  appeared  on  the  fish  destined  for 
the  respective  boards  of  these  noble  lords:—'Lord  Loughborough—2 turbots, 6 hen lobsters, 4 dozen smelts, 100 prawns.' 'Lord  Kenyon,  a  haddock.'—A  gentleman  passing by,  observed  to  the fishmonger,  that  there  was  some 
difference  in  the  orders  of  his  noble  friends.  'Yes,  sir,'  replied the  other, 'there  is;  and  yet  it  would  puzzle  the  best 
lawyer  amongst  you  to  tell  me  which  will  prove  the  best 
customer.'















EDUCATION  OF  PRINCES.
 

It  has  been  observed  that  most  princes  are  good  horsemen ; and  indeed  that  riding  is  in  general  the  only  thing 
they  learn  well,  as  horses  do  not  flatter.















SHOP-BILL.
 

James  Williams,  parish-clerk,  saxtone,  town-cryer, 
and  bellman—makes  and  sells  all  sorts  of  haberdasharies, 
groceries,  &c.  likewise  hair  and  whigs  drest,  and  cut,  on  the 
shortest  notice. 


N.B.  I  keeps  an  evening  school,  where  I  teach,  at  reasonable rates,  reading,  writing,  and  singing. 


N.B.  I  play  the  hooboy  occasionally,  if  wanted. 


N.B.  My  shop  is  next  door,  where  I  bleed,  draw  teeth, 
and  shoo  horses  with  the  greatest  scil. 


N.B.  Children  taut  to  dance,  if  agreeable  at  six-pence 
per  week,  by  me  J.  Williams,  who  buy  and  sell  old  iron, 
and  coals—shoos  cleaned  and  mended. 


N.B.  A  hat  and  pair  of  stockings  to  be  cudgelled  for,  the 
best  in  5,  on  Shrof  Tuesday.  For  particulars  enquire  within,  or  at the horse  shoo  and  bell,  near  the church, on t'other 
side  of  the  way. 


N.B.  Look  over  the  door  for  the  sighn  of  the  three  pigeons. 


N.B.  I  sell  good ayle,  and  sometimes  cyder.—Lodgings 
for  single  men.
 














HAND-BILL EXTRAORDINARY. 


As  dancing  is  the  poetry  of  motion,  those  who  wish  to 
sail  through  the  mazes  of  harmony—or  to  'trip  it  on  the 
light  fantastic  toe,'  will  find  an  able  guide  in  John  Wilde, 
who  was  formed  by  nature  for  a  dancing-master. —N.B. 
Those  who  have  been  taught  to  dance  with  a  couple  of  left 
legs,  had  better  apply  in  time,  as  he  effectually  cures  all  bad 
habits  of  the  kind. 















MATRIMONY.
 


I  will  not  have  a  man  that's  tall, 

A  man  that's  little  is  worse  than  all, 

I  will  not  have  a  man  that's  fair, 

A  man  that's  black  I  cannot  bear ; 

A  young  man  is  a  constant  pest, 

An  old  one  would  my  room  infest ; 

A  man  of  sense  they  say  is  proud, 

A  senseless  one  is  always  loud  ; 

A  man  that's  rich I'm  sure  won't  have  me, 

And  one  that's  poor  I  fear  would  starve  me ; 

A  sailor  always  smells  of  tar, 

A  rogue,  they  say,  is  at  the  bar; 

A  sober  man  I  will  not  take, 

A  gambler  soon  my  heart  would  break  ; 

Of  all  professions,  tempers,  ages, 

Not  one  my  buoyant  heart  engages  ; 

Yet  strange  and  wretched  is  my  fate, 

For still  I  sigh  for  the  marriage  state. 

















THE  HANGMAN.
 

Executions  not  being  altogether  so  frequent  in  Sweden  
as  here,  there  are  many  towns  in  that  country  without  an 
executioner.  In  one  of  these  a  criminal  was  sentenced 
to  he  hanged,  which  occasioned  some  little  embarrassment,  as  it  obliged  them  to  bring  a  hangman  from  a  distance  at  a  considerable  expence,  besides  the  customary  fee 
of  two  crowns.  A  young  tradesman,  belonging  to  the  city 
council,  giving  his  sentiments,  said,  'I  think,  gentlemen, 
we  had  best  give  the  malefactor  the  two  crowns,  and  let  him  go  and  be  hanged  where  he  pleases.'  
















A   SONG  OF    CONTRADICTIONS,
 

By  Mac  Laren,  the  Scotch  dramatist. 



Tom  Walker  was  riding,  Jack  Rider  on  foot, 

Sall  Black  was  quite  fair,  Betty  White  was  like  soot, 

Jack  Coward  in  battle  some  hundreds  did  slay, 

Ned Valiant  grew  faint-hearted  and  ran  away. 

Joe  Little  was  tallest  among  many  men, 

Sam  Big  was  in  stature  a  perfect  bit  wren ; 

    But some  have  asserted,  and  I  do  the  same, 

    That  we  never  should  judge  any  man  by  his  name. 


Bill  Swift  in  foot-racing  came  always  behind, 

Dan  Slow  was  in  motion  more  fleet  than  the  wind, 

Dick  Lion  was  harmless,  and  perfectly  tame, 

Jack  Lamb  could  spread  terror  wherever  he  came, 

Matt  Garret  in  cellars  would  oftentimes  lie, 

Ben  Kitchen  took  lodgings  adjoining  the  sky. 

    But  some  have  asserted,  and  I  do  the  same, 

    That  we  never  should  judge  any  man  by  his  name.


 














SIR  GODFREY  KNELLER.
 

Kneller  was  very  covetous,  very  vain,  and  a  great  glutton.     Old  Tonson,  the  bookseller,  got  many  pictures  from him  by  playing  these  passions  against  the  other.  He 
would  tell  Kneller  that  he  was  the  greatest  master  that 
ever  was,  and  send  him  every  now  and  then  a  haunch  of 
venison,  and  a  dozen  of  claret.  'Oh  !'  said  he  once  to  Vandergucht,  'this  old  Jacob  loves  me,  he  is  a  very  good  man : 
you  see  he  loves  me,  for  he  sends  me  good  things ;  the  venison was  fat.'


Kneller  would  say  to  Cock  the  auctioneer,  and  the 
Christie  of  his  age,  'I  love  you,  Mr.  Cock,  and  I  will  do 
you  good;  but  you  must  do  something  for  me  too,  Mr. 
Cock ;  one  hand  can  wash  the  face,  but  two  hands  wash 
one  another.' 


If  you  would  be  tickled,  tickle  first,  seems  to  have  been 
the  maxim  of  Sir  Godfrey;  or,  according  to  the  Latin 
adage,  manus  manum fricat—put  water  in  the  pump. 















DEFINITION  OF  A  DRUNKARD. 


A  pious  divine  of  the  old  school  says—'A  drunkard  is 
an  annoyance  of  modesty,  the  trouble  of  civility,  the  caterpillar of  industry,  the  tunnel  of  wealth,  the  ale-house  benefactor, the  beggar's  companion,  the  constable's  trouble,  the 
woe  of  his  wife,  the  scoff  of  his  neighbour,  his  own  shame, 
a  walking  swill  tub,  the  picture  of  a  beast,  and  the  monster 
of  a  man.' 















THE    BREWER'S    COACHMAN.
 


Honest  William,  an  easy  and  good-natur'd  fellow, 

Would  a  little  too  oft  get  a  little  too  mellow. 

Body  coachman  was  he  to  an  eminent  brewer— 

No  better  e'er  sat  in  a  box  to  be  sure. 

His  coach  was  kept  clean,  and  no  mothers  or  nurses 

Took  that  care  of  their  babes  that  he  took  of  his  horses. 

He  had  these—ay,  and  fifty  good  qualities  more, 

But  the  business  of  tippling  could  ne'er  be  got  o'er ; 

So  his  master  effectually  mended  the  matter, 

By  hiring  a  man  who  drank  nothing  but  water. 

'Now,  William,'  says  he,  'you  see  the  plain  case, 

Had  you  drank  as  he  does,  you'd  kept  a  good  place.' 

'Drink  water !'  quoth  William,  'had  all  men  done  so, 

You'd  never  have  wanted  a  coachman,  I  trow. 

'Tis  soakers,  like  me,  whom  you  load  with  reproaches, 

That  enable  you  brewers  to  ride  in  your  coaches.'


 














CUT    FOR    CUT. 


A  gentleman  at  Paris  amusing  himself  in  the  gallery  of 
the  Palais  Royal,  observed,  while  he  was  carelessly  looking over  some  pamphlets  at  a  bookseller's  shop,  a  suspicious  fellow  stood  rather  too  near  him.  The  gentleman 
was  dressed,  according  to  the  fashion  of  the  times,  in  a 
coat  with  a  prodigious  number  of  silver  tags  and  tassels, 
upon  which  the  thief  began  to  have  a  design ;  and  the  gentleman, not  willing  to  disappoint  him,  turned  his  head 
another  way,  to  give  him  an  opportunity.  The  thief  immediately set  to  work,  and,  in  a  trice,  twisted  off  seven 
or  eight  of  the  silver  tags.  The  gentleman  perceived  it ; 
and,  drawing  out  a  penknife,  caught  the  fellow  by  the  ear 
and  cut  it  off  close  to  his  head.  'Murder !  murder !'  cries 
the  thief.  'Robbery !  robbery !'  cries the  gentleman.—Upon  this  the  thief,  in  a  passion,  throwing  them  at  the 
gentleman,  roared,  'There  are  your  tags  and  buttons.' 
'Very  well,'  says  the  gentleman,  throwing  it  back  in  the 
like  manner, 'there  is  your  ear.'















CLAUDE    SANGUIN.
 

Claude  Sanguin,  a  French  poet,  who  died  at  the  close  of 
the  last  century,  having  had  his  house  consumed  by 
lightning,  sent  the  following  ingenious  card  to  Lewis  XIV. 
on  the  occasion.  The  monarch  at  once  felt  the  delicacy 
of  the  poet's  verses,  and  the  distress of his  situation,  and 
chearfully  ordered  him  the  one  thousand  crowns,  which 
were  the  object  of  his  demand. 



To  engage  in  your  matters  belongs  not  to  me, 

This,  Sire,  inexcusable  freedom  would  be; 

But  yet,  when  reviewing  my miseries past, 

Of your  majesty's  income the total I cast,
 
All  counted  (I've  still  the  remembrance quite  clear,) 

Your  revenue's  one  hundred  millions a year ;
 
Hence  one  hundred  thousand  per day in your pow'r. 

Divided,  brings  four  thousand  crowns to each hour ;
 
To  answer  the  calls  of  my  present  distress, 

Which  lightning  has caus'd in my country recess,
 
May  I  be  allowed  to  request, noble Sire,
 
Of your time fifteen minutes, before I  expire. 

















THE    SINGLE-SPEECHED    PARROT.
 

There  is  an  eastern  story  of  a  person  who  taught  his 
parrot  to  repeat  only  the  words,  'What  doubt  is  there of 
that  ?'  He  carried  it  to  the  market  for  sale,  fixing  the  price 
at  100  rupees.  A  mogul  asked  the  parrot,  'Are  you  worth 
100  rupees  ?'  The  parrot  answered,  'What  doubt  is  there 
of  that ?'  The  mogul  was  delighted,  and  bought  the  bird. 
He  soon  found  out  that  this  was  all  it  could  say:  ashamed 
now  of  his  bargain,  he  said  to  himself,  'I  was  a  fool  to 
buy  this  bird.'  The  parrot  exclaimed  as  usual,  'What 
doubt  is  there  of  that  ?' 















PUN    ON    A    ROBBERY. 


A  thief,  having  stolen  a  cup  out  of  a  tavern,  was  pursued, and  a  great  mob  was  raised  around  him.    A  bye-stander  was  asked,  what  was  the  matter.      'Nothing 
replied  he :  a  poor  fellow  has  only  taken  a  cup  too  much.' 
















UNFORTUNATE    EQUIVOQUE. 


A  woman  being  brought  before  a  justice  for  keeping  a 
house  of  ill-fame,  denied  the  charge  in  the  face  of  many 
evident  proofs.  'I  must  commit  you,  woman,'  exclaimed 
his  worship,  very  angrily ;  'you  do  keep  a  brothel,  and  I 
will  maintain it.'  'Thank  your  worship,'  replied  the  woman ;  'you  were  always  one  of  my  best  friends.'
 














OFTEN    THE    CASE. 


A  person  who  was  considerably  involved  in  debt,  was 
asked  how  he  could  sleep  at  night.  'You  should  rather 
wonder,'  said  he,  'how  my  creditors  sleep.'
 














LAME    AND    BLIND. 


During  the  retreat  of  the  British,  last  war  in  Holland,  a 
soldier  wno  had  lost  a  leg  was  behind  with  another  who  had 
lost  both  eyes.  As  they  were  assisting  each  other  in  their 
misfortune,  a  cry  was  made  that  the  enemy  was  coming  up. 
'Thank  God  !'  said  the  latter,  'I  shan't  see  them.'  'And 
I'll be  damned,'  said  his  comrade, 'if  I  run  away  from 
them.' 















SYNONOMY.
 

A  physician  having  been  out  a  shooting  one  whole 
morning  without  killing  any  thing,  his  servant  begged 
leave  to  go  over  into  the  next  field,  for  he  was  sure  there 
was  some  birds  there :  'and,'  adds  the  man,  'if  there  are, 
I'll  doctor  them.'  'Doctor  them,'  says  the  master:  'what 
do  you  mean  by  that ?'    'Why,  kill  them,  sir.' 
















CARD  EXTRAORDINARY. 


Sampy  Sonnet,  sole  executor  and  residuary  legatee  of 
the  late  Mr.  Jarman,  chimney-sweeper,  begs  leave  to  inform 
the  ladies  and  gentlemen  of  Penzance,  that  he  has  succeeded to  the  brushes  and  brooms,  and  (he  humbly  hopes)  to 
the  abilities  of  his  benefactor.  Sampy  flatters  himself, 
that  those  ladies  and  gentlemen,  who  may  favour  him  with 
their  commands,  will  see  his  efforts  marked  by  the  same 
nicety  of  touch,  dexterity of manner,  precision  of  movement, 
and  harmony  of  handling,  which  distinguished  the  execution of  his  never-to-be-sufficiently  lamented  predecessor. 


Among  his  sires 

In  yonder  grove  the  druid  sleeps; 

But  blaze,  ye  fires, 

For  in  his  room 

A  Sampy  wields  the  broom, 

And  with  a  kindred  skill,  a  kindred  genius  sweeps.
 


N.  B.  Smoky  chimneys  cured  on  count  Rumford's  principles.    Grates  fixed,  and  their  aperient  angles  ascertained 
with  the  greatest  accuracy,  whether  intended  for  culinary 
or  for  vestal  purposes—to  roast  a  goose,  or  warm  an  old 
maid.
 














MUTUAL    HINTS. 


The  captain  of  a  trading  vessel  having  some  contraband 
goods  on  board,  which  he  wished  to  land,  says  to  an  exciseman  who  came  on  board,  'If  I  were  to  put  a  half-crown-piece  upon  each  of  your  eyes,  could  you  see ?'  The 
answer  was—'No,  and  if I  had  another  upon  my  mouth  I 
could  not  speak.'















A    NICE    POINT. 


The  following  impromptu  was  written  on  hearing  that 
a  reverend  gentleman  died  while  his  physician  was  writing 
a  prescription  for  him. 


'How  couldst  thou  thus  so  hasty  be,  O  death  ? 

And  why  be  so  precipitate  with  me  ? 

Why  not  some  moments  longer  spare  my  breath, 

And  let  thy friend,  the  doctor,  get  his  fee. 
















CREDIT.

An  officer  of  a  disbanded  regiment  applying  to  his  agent 
for  his  arrears,  told  him  that  he  was  in  the  most  extreme 
want,  and  on  the  point  of  dying  with  hunger.  The  agent 
seeing  him  of  a  jovial  and  ruddy  aspect,  replied,  that  his 
countenance  belied  his  complaint.    'Good  sir,'  replied  the 
officer,  'for  heaven's  sake,  do  not  mistake;  the  visage  you 
see  is  not  mine,  but  my  landlady's;  for  she  has  fed  me  on 
trust  for  these  two  years.'
 














ENCOURAGEMENT    OF    FRANKNESS. 


Some  years  ago,  says  Richardson,  in  his  Anecdotes  of 
Painting,  a  gentleman  came  to  me  to  invite  me  to  his 
house  : 'I  have,'  says  he,  ' a  picture  of  Rubens,  and  it  is 
a  rare  good  one.  There  is  little  H.  the  other  day  came  to 
see  it,  and  says  it  is  a  copy.  If  any  one  says  so  again,  I'll 
break  his  head.  Pray,  Mr.  Richardson,  will  you  do  me  the 
favour  to  come,   and  give  me  your  real  opinion  of  it ?'















AS    IT    HAPPENS. 


A  plasterer  and  his  boy  being  employed  to  whitewash  a 
house  by  the  day,  were  so  tedious,  that  tiring  the  patience 
of  the  owner,  he  one  day  asked  the  lad,  in  his  master's 
absence,  when  he  thought  they  would  have  done.  The 
boy  bluntly  replied,  that  his  master  was  looking  out  for 
another  job  ;  and  if  he  found  one,  they  should  make  an  end 
of  it  that  week. 















SOLITUDE. 


Madam  de  Stael  considered  it  as  a  vulgar  error,  to  suppose  that  freedom  and  comfort  could  be  enjoyed  at court  or 
in  public,  where  even  the  minute  actions  of  our  lives  are 
observed,  where  our  sentiments  must  be  regulated  by  the 
circumstances  of  those  around  us,  where  every person  assumes the  right  of  scrutinizing  our  character,  and  where 
we  never  have  the  smallest  of ourselves.      'The enjoyment
of  one's  self  (says  she)  can  only  be   found   in  solitude.     It 
was  within  the  walls  of  the   Bastile,  that  I  first  became 
acquainted  with  myself.'
 














EXPEDITION    REWARDED. 


Lewis  the  Fourteenth,  who  loved  a  concise  style,  met 
on  the  road,  as  he  was  travelling  into  the  country,  a  priest, 
who  was  riding  post;  and  ordering  him  to  stop,  asked 
hastily—'Whence  come  you?—Where  are  you  going ?— 
What  do  you  want ?'—The  other,  who  perfectly  well  knew 
the  king's  disposition,  instantly  replied—'From  Burges—to  Paris—A  benefice  !'—'You  shall  have  it,'  replied  the 
King,  and  in  a  few  days  presented  him  with  a  valuable 
living.
 














EPITAPH    ON    A    TRAVELLER. 



The  evil  that  men  do  lives  after  them, 

The  good  is  oft  interred  with  their bones. 

—Shakespeare
 

Here  resteth  the  body  of

T***** B*****,

late  of  Manchester,
 
who  died  on  a  journey  through  Scotland, 

May  3,  1798,  aged  30. 

This  stone  was  placed  here 

by  an  acquaintance, 

who,  after  examining  the  Debits  and  Credits
 
of  his  cash  account, 

found  a  small  balance  in  his  favour. 

His  sickness  was  short,  and  being  a  stranger, 

he  was  not  troubled  in  his  last  moments 

with  the  sight  of  weeping  friends 

but  died  at  an  inhospitable  inn, 

with  the  consent  of  all  around  him. 

He  left  no  mourner  here, 

save  a  favourite  mare,  which 

(if  the  account  of  an  hostler  may  be  credited) 

neither  ate  nor  drank  during  his  indisposition. 

READER!

little  will  be  said  to  perpetuate  his  memory; 

the  fact  is—he  died  poor  : 

the  whole  he  left  behind  would  not  buy  paper  sufficient 

to  paint  half  his  virtues. 

His  chief  mourner  was  sold  by  public  roup, 

to  pay  the  expences  of 

an  over-grown  landlord  and  half-starved  apothecary. 

His  bags  at  once  contained 

his  wardrobe,  patterns,  and  library, 

consisting  of 

two  neckcloths  and  a  clean  shirt ; 

with  samples  of 

fringes,  lace,  lines,  and  tassels, 

whips,  webs,  and  whalebone ; 

also  the  following  curious  collection  of  books : 

A  volume  of  manuscript  poetry, 

(the  offspring  of  his  own  muse) 

Matrimonial  Magazines, 

Ovid's  Art  of  Love—The  Whole  Duty  of  Man, 

and 

Plato  on  the  Immortality  of  the  Soul. 

In  a  snug  pocket  lay 

an  Aberdeen  note  for  five  pounds, 

and  an  unfinished  love  letter ; 

the  latter  evinced  an  eager  desire 

of  a  speedy  marriage : 

for  though  his  family  face  was  an  index  of  an 

hardened  and  unforgiving  temper, 

it  was  at  last  approved  by  the  object  of  his affection, 

and,  if  death  had  spared  him, 

though  nature  had  been  unkind, 

he  might  have  lived  to  have  improved  an  ill-favoured 

stock : 

The  affability  of  his  manners,
 
and  the  susceptibility  of  his  heart, 

gave  appearances  the  lie : 

His  attachment  to  the  fair  sex  was  notorious ; 

to  whom  he  was  so  tenderly  attentive, 

that  the  story  of  a  rude  embrace 

would have  caused  the  'tear  of  Sensibility'

to  trickle  from  his  eye.* 

He  was  ever  happy  when  doing  good  ; 

and  his  liberality  bountifully  extended 

to  the  unfortunate  part  of  the  sex, 

whom  he  always  relieved  to  the  utmost  of  his  power ; 

he  was,  justly  speaking,  a  friend  to  all ; 

an  enemy  to  none  but  himself.
 
BROTHER  TRAVELLER !
 
stop  !  and  reflect  a  moment  on  the  uncertainty  of  this  life 

Five  days  are  not  yet  passed,  since  he  drank  with  glee 

the  well-known  bumper  toast ; 

he  little  thought  it  was 

his  farewel  tribute  to  every  earthly  pleasure  !
 
But  his  last  journey  being  over,  there  is  now 

no  riding  double  stages  to  make  up  lost  time  : 

nor  boxing  Harry 

to  make  up  his  cast  account ! 

who  knows  but  Harry  may  now  be  boxing  him ? 

The  final  balance 

of  the  good  and  evil  actions  of  his  life  is  now  striken  ! 

and  here  he  rests  in  hope, 

that  it  may  be  found  to  his  credit 

on  the  judgment  day, 

in  the  grand  ledger  of  everlasting  happiness. 


*  He  had  only  one.

















ASSOCIATION   OF  IDEAS. 


Lord  Strangford  once  asked  a  clergyman,  at  the  bottom 
of  his  table,  why  a  goose,  if  there  was  one,  was  always 
placed  next  the  parson.      'Really,'  said  he,  'I  can  give  no 
reason  for  it;  but  your  question  is  so  odd,  that  I  shall  never   
see  a  goose  without  thinking of your lordship.' 















A  TREAT. 

A  Lord  Lieutenant  going  over  to  Ireland  with  his  lady 
and  family,  was,  in  his  passage,  overtaken  by  so  violent  a 
storm,  that  the  mariners  themselves  gave  the  vessel  over 
for  lost,  and  expected  every  instant  that  she  would  either 
founder  or  go  ashore.  At  this  juncture  a  sailor  observing 
one  of  the  menial  servants  standing  pale  with  fear  at  the 
cabin  door,  came  up  to  him,  and  asked  him  if  ever  he  had 
lain  with  the  duchess ?  'No,'  says  the  poor  fellow,  frightened  at  such  waggery,  in  such  a  dangerous  time.  'Why 
then,'  says  the  tar,  'you  have  that  pleasure  to  come;  for 
by  G–d,  we  shall  all  lie  with  her  grace  in  less  than  half  an 
hour.'  The  duke,  who  overheard  this,  when  the  storm 
abated,  and  the  danger  was  over,  sent  the  fellow  a  handsome present,  and  forgave  him  the  impudence  of  the  joke 
for  the  sake  of  the  jest.
 














A  CLERICAL  REPARTEE. 


In  a  chapel  not  quite  a  hundred  miles  on  the  other  side 
of  Blackfriar's-bridge,  a  few  Sundays  since,  when  the  psalm 
was  given  out,  the  clergyman  begged  the  clerk,  in  handing 
round  the  music  to  the  singers,  to  say,  he  wished  the  gentlemen not  to  get  into  the  lady's  parts :  The  clerk  with 
great  readiness  enquired  if  he  meant  for  the  whole  night. 
'Oh  !  no,'  replied  the  reverend  gentleman, 'when  the  parts 
are  suited  to  each  other,  then  they  may  enter  into  them  in 
a  proper  way.'















PETER  PINDAR.


A  person  disputing  with  Peter  Pindar,  said,  in  great 
heat,  that  he  did  not  like  to  be  thought  a  scoundrel.  'I 
wish,'  replied  Peter,  'that  you  had  as  great  a  dislike  to 
being  a  scoundrel.'  















LORD    THURLOW. 


Lord  J—y  meeting  Lord  Thurlow,  and  seeing  him  in
a  deep  reverie,  asked  him  what  he  was  thinking  of.  He 
immediately  answered,  'I  was  counting  the  cuckolds  that 
passed  by  as  I  stood;  your  lordship  makes  the  twentieth.' 















A  LOOKING-GLASS.


A  spark  being  brought  before  a  magistrate,  on  a  charge 
of  horse  stealing,  the  justice  the  moment  he  saw  him,  exclaimed,  'I  see  a  villain  in  your  countenance.'    'It  is  the 
first  time,'  said  the  prisoner,  very  coolly,  'that  I  knew  my 
countenance  was  a  looking-glass.'
 














A  PICK-POCKET. 


A  physician  at  Bath,  paying  bis  last  visit  to  a  patient 
who  was  just  expiring,  and  no  attendant  being  in  the  way, 
the  sick  man  bade  the  doctor  put  his  hand  into  his  pocket and  take  out  his  fee.  'But,'  says  he  gaily,  'would 
not  that  be  like  picking  your  pocket,  my  friend  ?'—'Very 
like  indeed,'  faltered  out  the  dying  patient. 















REPARTEE. 



One  day  a  justice  much  enlarged 

On  industry,  whilst  he  discharg'd 

A  thief  from  jail.     'Go  work,' he  said, 

'Go  pr'ythee  learn  some  better  trade. 

Or,  mark  my  words,  you'll  rue  it.' 

'My  trade's  as  good,'  replies  the  knave, 

'As  any  man  need  wish  to  have; 

And  if  it  don't  succeed,  d'ye  see, 

The  fault  sir,  lies  with  you,  not  me—

You  won't  let  me  pursue  it.' 
















A  FIRE. 


The  present  Mr.  Bannister  passing  by  a house which 
had  been  almost  consumed  by  fire,  enquired  whose  it  was  ? 
being  told  it  was  a  hatter's,  'Oh  !'  then  rejoined  he,  'the 
loss  was felt.'















THE  SEAMAN'S RESOLUTION.
 

Sir  Charles  Wager  had  a  sovereign  contempt  for  physicians, though  he  believed  a  surgeon  in  some  cases,  might 
be  of  service.  It  happened  that  Sir  Charles  was  seized 
with  a  fever  while  he  was  out  upon  a  cruise ;  and  the  surgeon,  without  much  difficulty,  prevailed  upon  him  to  lose 
a  little  blood,  and  suffer  a  blister  to  be  laid  on  his  back ; 
by  and  by  it  was  thought  necessary  to  lay  on  another  blister, and  repeat  the  bleeding,  to  which  Sir  Charles  also  consented : the  symptoms  then  abated,  and  the  surgeon  told 
him,  that  he  must  now  swallow  a  few  bolusses,  and  take  a 
draught.  'No,  Doctor,'  says  Sir  Charles,  'you  shall  batter 
my  hulk  as  long  as  you  will,  but  d—n  me,  you  sha'nt  board 
me.'















HAT   AND  WIG. 


A  fellow,  walking  down  Holborn-hill,  on  a  sultry  summer evening,  observed  an  old  gentleman  without  his  hat, 
panting  and  leaning  upon  a  post,  and  courteously  asked 
him  what  was  the  matter ?  'Sir,' says  the  old  man,  'an 
impudent  rascal  has  just  snatched  my  hat  off  and  ran  away 
with  it;  I  have  run  after  him  until  I  have  quite  lost  my 
breath,  and  cannot,  if  my  life  depended  on  it,  go  a  step 
farther.'  'What,  not  a  step ?'  says  the  fellow.  'Not  a 
step,'  returned  he.  'Why,  then,  by  Jupiter,  I  must  have 
your  wig,'  and,  snatching  off  his  fine  flowing  caxon,  the 
thief  was  out  of  sight  with  it  in  a  minute.















HONESTY.


A  knavish  attorney  asked  a  very  worthy  gentleman 
what  was  honesty,  'What  is  that  to  you  ?  meddle  with 
those  things  that  concern  you.'















ANCIENT FAMILY.
 

There  was  much  sound  palpable  argument  in  the  speech 
of  a  country  lad  to  an  idler,  who  boasted  his  ancient  family :—'So much  the  worse  tor  you,'  said  the  peasant,  'as 
we  ploughmen  say,  'The  older  the  seed,  the  worse  the 
crop.'















A  RECIPE  FOR  COURAGE. 


A  gallant  soldier  was  once  heard  to  say,  that  his  only 
measure  of  courage  was  this :  'Upon  the  first  fire  I  immediately  look  upon  myself  as  a  dead  man  ;  I  then  fight 
out  the  remainder  of  the  day,  as  regardless  of  danger  as  a 
dead  man  should  be.  All  the  limbs  which  I  carry  out  of 
the  field  I  regard  as  so  much  gained,  or  as  so  much  saved 
out  of  the  fire.'















A  PASSIONATE   MAN.
 

Fletcher,  of  Sal  town,  is  well  known  to  have  possessed  a 
most  irritable  temper.  His  footman  desiring  to  be  dismissed. 'Why  do  you  leave  me ?'  said he—'Because,  to 
speak  the  truth,  I  cannot  bear  your  temper.'—'To  be  sure, 
I  am  passionate ,  but  my  passion  is  no  sooner  on  than  it  is 
off.'—'Yes,  replied  the  servant,  ' but  then  it  is  no  sooner 
off,  than  it  is  on.'
    















POLITICAL  PRUDENCE. 


Wise  men  say  nothing  in  dangerous  times.  The  lion 
called  the  sheep  to  ask  her  if  his breath  smelt ;  she  said 
'Aye,'  and  he  bit  off  her  head  for  a  fool.  He  called 
the  wolf,  and  asked  him.     He  said,    'No,'  and  he  tore 
him  to  pieces  for  a flatterer.     At  last  he  called  tor  the  fox, 
and  asked  him.     'Truly,'  said  he,   'I  have got  a  cold  and 
cannot  smell.'
 














SWIFT  SPIRIT.



As  Thomas  was  cudgell'd  one  day  by  his  wife,
 
He  took  to  his  heels, and  ran  for  his  life, 

Tom's  three  dearest  friends  came  by  in  the  squabble, 

And  screen'd  him  at  once  from  the  shrew  and  the  rabble ; 

Then  ventur'd  to  give  him  some  wholesome  advice  : 

But  Tom  is  a  fellow  of  honour  so  nice, 

Too  proud  to  take  counsel,  too  wise  to  take  warning,      

That  he  sent  them  all  three  a  challenge  next  morning : 

He  fought  with  all  three,  thrice  he  ventur'd  his  life. 

Then  went  home,  and  was  cudgell'd  again  by  his  wife.

















ASK    FOR    ENOUGH. 


An  old  farmer  on  paying  his  rent,  told  his  landlord  he 
wanted  some  timber  to  build  a  house,  and  would  be  much 
obliged  to  him  if  he  would  give  him  permission  to  cut  down 
what  would  answer  the  purpose  ?  The  landlord  answered 
peremptorily,  'no  !'  ' Why  then,  sir,'  said  he,  'will  you 
give  me  enough  to  build  a  barn ?'  'No.'  'To  make  a 
gate  then  ?'  'Yes.'  'That's  all  I  wanted,'  said  the  farmer, 'and  more  than  I  expected.' 
 














ECLIPSE    POSTPONED.
 

One  day  Swift  observed  a  great  rabble  assembled  before  the  deanery  door  in  Kevin-street,  and  upon  enquiring  the  cause,  was  told  it  was  to  see  the  eclipse.  He  immediately sent  for  the  beadle,  and  gave  him  his  lesson
what  he  should  do.  Away  ran  Davy  for  his  bell,  and 
after  ringing  it  some  time  among  the  croud,  bawled  out, 
'Oh  yes,  oh  yes,  all  manner  of  persons  concerned,  are 
desired  to  take  notice,  that  it  is  the  Dean  of  St.  Patrick's 
will  and  pleasure,  that  the  eclipse  be  put  off  till  this 
hour  to-morrow.  So  God  save  the  King,  and  his  reverence 
the  Dean.'
 














A    MODERN    PHILOSOPHER. 



Whilst  Tom  will  say  with  impious  notion,

That  ignorance  begets  devotion  ;

His  own  example  makes  the  doubt, 

For  Tom  by  no  means  is  devout.

















THE    DANGER    OE     DISSEMINATING     FREE-THINKING 
OPINIONS. 


Mallet  was  so  fond  of  being  thought  a  sceptic,  that  he 
indulged  this  weakness  on  all  occasions.  His  wife,  it  is 
said,  was  a  complete  convert  to  his  doctrines,  and  even 
the  servants  stared  at  their  master's  bold  arguments, 
without  being  poisoned  by  their  influence.  One  fellow, 
however,  who  united  a  bad  heart  to  an  unsettled  head, 
was  determined  to  practice  what  Mallet  was  so  solicitous 
to  propagate,  and  robbed  his  master's  house.  Being 
pursued,  and  brought  before  a  justice,  Mallet  attended, 
and  taxed  him  severely  with  ingratitude  and  dishonesty. 
'Sir,'  said  the  fellow,  'I  have  often  heard  you  talk  of 
the  impossibility  of  a  future  state;  that,  after  death,  there 
was  neither  reward  for  virtue,  nor  punishment  for  vice, 
and  this  tempted  me  to  commit  the  robbery.'  'Well, 
but,  you  rascal,'  replied  Mallet,  'had  you  no  fear  of 
the  gallows ?'—'Master,'  said  the  culprit,  looking  sternly at  him,  'What  is  it  to  you,  if  I  had  a  mind  to  venture 
that ?  You  had  removed  my  greatest  terror;  why  should  I 
fear  the  less  ?' 















SHREWD    REMARK. 


Marivaux  being  one  day  in  company  with  Lord  Bolingbroke,  who  had  professed  himself  an  infidel  in  religion, 
though  he  had  mentioned  as  true  many  dubious  historical 
facts,  'Well,  my  lord,'  said  he,  'if  you  are  an  infidel,  I see 
it  is  not  for  want  of  faith.' 















A    TERRIBLE    FRIGHT. 


A  man  of  fashion  travelling  in  Spain,  was  shewn  the 
Escurial,  and  the  stupendous  convent  of  St.  Jerome.     The 
prior  told  him,  that  this  building   was  erected  in  consequence  of  a  vow,  made  by  Philip,  at  the   battle  of  St. Quintra,  in  case  he  became  victorious.     'The  King,'  replied the  traveller  drily,  looking  round  the  immense  edifice, 
'must  have  been  confoundedly  frighted.'















TRUE    RICHES. 



Iris,  though  wanting  gold  and  lands, 

    Lives  cheerful,  easy,  and  content ; 

Corvus,  a  wretch,  with  many  hands, 

    Employed  to  count  his  yearly  rent. 


Sages  of  Lombard !  tell  me  which 

    of  these  you  think  possesses  more ! 

One  with  his  poverty  is  rich. 

    The  other  with  his  wealth  is  poor. 


















THE     PHYSICIAN    AND    HIS    PATIENT.—TRANSLATED 
FROM    THE    FRENCH. 



'Doctor,  for  one  short  moment's  ease,
 
Ere  death  his  fated  victim  seize, 

    Permit  me  to  salute  my  lass !' 
 
The  doctor  shakes  his  sapient  pate, 

And  gives  the  negative  of  fate. 

    Allow  me  then  a  cheerful  glass, 

And  converse  of  some  social  friend  !' 

'Neither,  if  e'er  you  hope  to  mend  !' 

    Three  shakes  prophetic  loudly  cry. 

'Then,  doctor,  clip  my  mortal  time. 

For  kept  from  friends,  from  love,  and  wine,

    It  matters  not  how  soon  I  die.'


















THE    PRECAUTION.
 

A  man  in  the  habit  of  travelling,  complained  to  his 
friend,  that  he  had  often  been  robbed,  and  who  was  afraid  of 
stirring  abroad,  was  advised  to  carry  pistols  with  him  on 
his  journey.    'Oh !  that  would  be  worse,'  replied  the  hero, 
'the  thieves  would  rob  me  of  them  also.' 















A    REPLY  IN  A  PROPER  PLACE. 


Two  persons  of  a  satiric  turn  met  a  neighbour,  and  said, 
'Friend,  we  have  been  disputing,  whether  you  are  more 
fool  or  rogue.'    The  man  took  each  of  the  querists  by  the 
arm,  and  walking  in  the  middle,  after  some  hesitation 
replied,  'Why,  faith,  I  believe  I  am  between  both.'
 














HOW  TO  BE  A  CONNOISSEUR. 


A  lady,  to  whom  a  painter  had  promised  the  best  picture in  his  collection,  knew  not  which  to  take,  and  hit 
upon  this  stratagem :—She  sent  a  person  to  the  painter, 
who  was  from  home,  to  tell  him  that  his  house  was  on 
fire.  'Take  care  of  my  Cleopatra,'  exclaimed  the artist. 
The  next  day  the  lady  sent  for  the  Cleopatra. 















ON   A   LADY'S  GIRDLE. 




That  which  her  slender  waist  confined. 

Shall  now  my  joyful  temples  bind ; 

No  monarch  but  would  give  his  crown  

His  arms  might  do  what  this  has  done. 

It  was  my  heav'n's  extremest  sphere, 

The  pall  which  held  that  lovely  dear;  

My  joy,  my  grief,  my  hope,  my  love,  

Did  all  within  this  circle  move. 

A  narrow compass  !  and  yet  there 

Dwelt  all  that's  good,  and  all  that's  fair ! 

Give  me  but  what  this  ribbond  bound, 

Take  all  the  rest  the  Sun  goes  round. 


















DANGER    OF   A  JOKE. 


Philip  I.  of  France,  frequently  exercised  his  wit  at  the 
expence  of  William  the  Conqueror's  fat  paunch;  and  once 
in  particular,  when  the  latter  was  reading  at  Rouen,  he 
jocularly  enquired  of  one  of  William's  courtiers  when  his 
master  would  lie  in ?  The  conqueror  did  not  relish  the 
jest,  and  gave  Philip  to  understand,  that  as  soon  as  he 
should  get  abroad,  he  would  acknowledge  his  kind  enquiries at  Paris,  with  ten  thousand  lances  in  his  train. 















SEVERE    REPROOF. 


Cardinal  Dubois  had  no  great  order  in  private  affairs, 
nor even  in  the  great  detail  of  public  business  which  he 
took  upon  him.  He  used  frequently,  in  searching  after 
anything  he  wanted,  to  swear  excessively.  One  of  his 
clerks  told  him,  'Your  eminence  had  better  hire  a  man  to 
swear  for  you,  and  then  you  will  gain  so  much  time.' 
















THE CUNNING PRIEST.


A  Norman  priest,  whose  parishioners  had  many  of  them 
not  made  the  most  honourable  exit  out  of  this  bad  world, 
insisted,  when  he  was  baptising  one  of  their  children,  to 
be  paid  the  nuptial  and  burial  fees,  as  well  as  those  of 
baptism;  and  when  the  parents  asked  the  reason  of  this 
extraordinary  demand,  he  replied,  'because  I  know,  as 
soon  as  he  is  grown  up,  he  will  cheat  me  of  my  dues,  by 
going  to  Paris  to  be  hanged.' 
















MISS    SEWARD.
 

When  Mr.  R—n,  whose  malevolent,  and  waspish,  disposition is  so  well  known,  died  a  short  time since,  and  it 
was reported  by  some  people  that  he  had  poisoned  himself. 
'What!'  replied  Miss  Seward,  'Sure  he  must  have  bit  his own
tongue !'















BON    MOT.
 

A  certain  dramatic  M.  P.  inquiring  recently  of  his  son 
what  side  of  politics  he  should  espouse  on  his  inauguration 
to  St.  Stephen's  chapel;  the  son  replied,  'that  he  intended 
to  vote  for  those  who  offered  best,  and  that  in  consequence 
he  should  wear  on  his  forehead  a  label,  'to  let'  ;  to  which 
the  facetious  critic  rejoined,  'I  suppose,  Tom,  you  mean  to 
add,  unfurnished.'
 














THE  WILL  OF  JOHN   HEDGES,    ESQ.
 
Secretary  to  His  Royal  Highness,  Frederick,  Prince  of 
Wales. 



This  fifth  day  of  May, 

Being  airy  and  gay, 

To  hip  not  inclin'd, 

But  of  vigorous  mind, 

And  body  in  health, 

I'll  dispose  of  my  wealth, 

And  all  I'm  to  leave 

On  this  side  the  grave, 

To  some  one  or  other, 

And  I  think  to  my  brother : 

But  because  I  foresaw 

That  my  brethren-in-law 

If  I  did  not  take  care, 

Would  come  in  for  a  share, 

Which  I  no  wise  intended, 

Till  their  manners  were  mended, 

(And  God  knows  there's  no  sign :) 

I  do  therefore  enjoin, 

And  strictly  command, 

(Of  which  witness  my  hand,) 

That  nought  I  have  got 

Be  brought  to  hotch-pot ; 

But  I  give  and  devise, 

As  much  as  in  me  lies, 

To  the  son  of  my  mother, 

My  own  dearest  brother, 

To  have  and  to  hold 

All  my  silver  and  gold,  
 
As  the  affectionate  pledges 

Of  his  brother        JOHN HEDGES. 




This  will  was  proved  at  Doctors'  Commons,  and  deemed 
good  in  a  court  of  law. 
















COMPARATIVE  HONESTY.


Some  soldiers  once  fell  upon  a  watchman  in  a  small 
town,  in  a lonely  street,  and  took  away  his  money  and 
coat. He  immediately  repaired  to  the  captain  of  the regiment,  to  complain  of  his  misfortune.  The captain asked 
him  whether  he  had  on  the  waistcoat  he  then  wore, when
he  was  robbed  by  the  soldiers.  'Yes,  sir,'  replied  the  poor 
fellow. 'Then,  my  friend,'  rejoined  the  captain,  'I  can 
 assure  you  they  do  not  belong  to  my  company;  otherwise 
they would  have  left  you  neither  waistcoat  nor  shirt.' 
















KEEN  SATIRE. 


A  facetious  Abbé,  having  engaged  a  box  at  the  Opera-house,  at  Paris,  was  turned  out  of  his  possession    by  a 
Mareschal,  as  remarkable  for  his  ungentlemanly 
behaviour,  as  for  his  cowardice  and  meanness.     The  Abbé,  for 
his  unjustifiable   breach    of  good   manners,    brought  his  
action  in  a  court  of  honour,  and  solicited  permission  to  be  
his  own  advocate,  which  was  granted.     When  he  pleaded 
to  the   following  effect:     ' 'Tis not  of  Monsieur  Suffrein, 
who  acted  so  nobly  in  the  East  Indies,  that  I  complain ; 
it  is  not  of  the  Duke  de  Crebillon,  who  took  Minorci,  that 
I  complain ;  it  is  not  of  the  Comte  de  Grasse,  who  so 
bravely  fought  Lord  Rodney,  that  I  complain ;   but  it  is  of 
Mareschal,  who  took  my  box  at  the  opera-house,  and 
never  took  anything  else.'  This  most  poignant  stroke  of 
satire  so  sensibly  convinced  the  court  that  he  had  already 
inflicted  punishment  sufficient,  that  they  refused  to  grant 
him  a  verdict.    A  fine  compliment  to  the  Abbé's  wit. 















THE     MUSHROOM. 


Sir  Watkin  Williams  Wynne  talking  to  a  friend  about 
the  antiquity  of  his  family,  which  he  carried  up  to  Noah, 
was told  that  he  was  a  mere  mushroom.  'Aye,'  said  he, 
'how  so,  pray ?'  'Why,'  replied  the  other,  'when  I  was 
in  Wales,  a  pedigree  of  a  particular  family  was  shewn  to 
me;  it  filled  up  above  five  large  skins  of  parchment,  and 
near  the  middle  of  it  was  a  note  in  the  margin ;—'About  this 
time  the  world  was  created.'
 















PROGRESS OF A MODERN TRADESMAN. 


Take  a  shop  and  stock  it  well  with  haberdashery,  butter, 
and  cheese,  or  tobacco,  chiefly  purchased  with  bills  of  your 
own,  or  others  as  good.  About  a  month  after  you  have 
opened  a  shop,  keep  a  horse,  and  dine  out  every  Sunday 
at  Highgate,  Dulwich,  or  Shooter's-hill.  In  a  little  time 
clap  a  whisky  to  the  horse;  presently  afterward  get  another horse,  and  buy  yourself  a  phaeton,  and  then  have  a 
footman  to  ride  after  you.  As  soon  as  you  can  do  this, 
take  a  country-house  at  Mary-bone,  Mile-end,  or  Deptford-road.  You  must  then  have  a  coach  or  a  chariot  to 
carry  you  out  of  town  on  the  Friday  afternoon ;  and  bring 
you  back  again  on  Tuesday  morning.  All  this  may  be 
done  in  the course  of  a  twelvemonth,  when  a  commission 
of  bankruptcy  comes,  like  an  extinguisher,  and  puts  an  end 
to  the  whole. 















ADVERTISEMENT EXTRAORDINARY. 


'To  be  disposed  of,  for  the  benefit  of  the  poor  widow,  a 
blind  man's  walk  in  a  charitable  neighbourhood,  the 
comings-in  between  twenty-five  and  twenty-six  shillings  a 
week,  with  a  dog  well  drilled,  and  a  staff  in  good  repair. 
A  handsome  premium  will  be  expected.  For  further  particulars, inquire  at  No.  40,  Chiswell-street.'















SUETT.


A  gentleman  who  had  neither  voice  nor  skill,  once  attempting  to  sing  in  company,  when  he  had  come  to  a  conclusion, Suett  said,  'By  G–d,  sir,  your  song  is  like  the 
small-pox.' 'How  is  that  ?'  said  the  company, 'explain, 
explain.'     'Why  a  d—d  good  thing  when  it  is  over.'
 














THE YORKSHIRE CALF. 


A  facetious  farmer  of  Yorkshire,  who  had  a  mind  to  be 
witty  at  the  expence  of  decorum,  lately  received  a  rebuff, 
which  was  taken  with  as  much  good  humour  as  it  was 
given.  A  lady  had  been  walking  with  him  over  her  farm, 
and  shewing  him  her  sheep  and  other  stock ;  on  their 
return,  just  as  they  were  entering  the  house,  the  lady  exclaimed, 'Dear  me,  you  have  not  seen  my  calf,  sir.'  'No, 
ma'am,'  said  the  farmer,  'I  never  saw  higher  than  your 
ancle.'  The  lady,  of  course,  felt  herself  rather  confused  at 
this  unexpected  sally  ;  but  soon  recollecting  herself,  observed, 'that  she  should  never  see  a  calf  again  without 
thinking  of him.'

















THE DESPAIRING LOVER. 




Distracted  with  care, 

For  Phyllis,  the  fair, 

Since  nothing  could  move  her, 

Poor  Damon,  her  lover, 

Resolves  in  despair 

No  longer  to  languish, 

Nor  bear  so  much  anguish ; 

But,  mad  with  his  love, 

To  a  precipice  goes, 

Where  a  leap  from  above 

Would  soon  finish  his  woes. 

But  when  he  came  there, 

Beholding  how  steep 

The  sides  did  appear, 

And  the  bottom  how  deep : 

His  torments  projecting, 

And  sadly  reflecting, 

That  a  lover  forsaken 

A  new  love  may  get ; 

But  a  neck,  when  once  broken,
 
Can  never  be  set ; 

And  that  he  could  die 

Whenver  he  would, 

While  that  he  could  live 

But  as  long  as  he  could :
 
How  grievous  soever 

The  torment  might  grow, 

He  scorn'd  to  endeavour 

To  finish  it  so. 

But  bold,  unconcerned, 

At  thoughts  of  the  pain, 

He  calmly  return'd 

To  his  cottage  again. 



















THREAT EFFECTED.
 

An  eminent  painter,  who  had  suffered  under  the  common malady  of  his  profession,  viz.  to  paint  portraits  of 
persons  who  neither  paid  for  them,  or  took  them  away, 
had  pourtrayed  a  gentleman  of  a  very  dark  complexion. 
This  person,  though  satisfied  with  the  painter's  similitude 
delayed  to  pay  for  it  till  the  artist  sent  him  word,  that  he 
was  in  treaty  for  the  picture  with  the  landlord  at  the  Blackamore's  Head. 















A FACETIOUS LANDLADY.


A  captain,  chatting  with  his  hostess,  in  an  amorous
humour  was  resolved  to  give  her  a  hint  of  his  wishes.  He 
placed  a  guinea  upon  one  of  his  eyes,  and  with  the  other 
performed  most  significant  ogles.  The  landlady,  not 
unused  to  such  sparks,  soon  guessed  his  meaning,  and 
replied,  'Captain,  you  have  forgotten  your  learning:  you 
know  Love  was  blind  in  both  eyes.'
 














REAL MODESTY. 


A  young  lady,  with  her  eldest  sister,  was  in  company 
where  stories  of  gallantry  were  told  with  very  minute  details. The  eldest  girl  took  her  sister  aside,  and  said,  'Are 
you  able  to  hear  such  stories  with  so  much  attention,  and 
not  blush ?' 'Indeed,  sister,'  said  the  younger  vestal,   
somewhat  archly,  'indeed,  I  see  nothing  to  blush  at;  but  you 
may  understand  the  stories  better  than  I,  perhaps.'















THE LAST FOLLY. 


A  very  volatile  young  lord,  whose  conquests  in  the 
female  world  were  numberless,  at  last  married.  'Now  my 
lord,'  said  the  countess,  'I  hope  you'll  mend.'  'Madam,' 
says  he,  'you  may  depend  on  it,  this  is  my  last  folly.'















EPIGRAM.



Full  oft  does  Mat  with  Topaz  dine, 

Eats  baked  meats,  and  drinks  Greek  wine ; 

But  Topaz  his  own  work  rehearseth, 

And  Mat  must  praise  what  Topaz  verseth ; 

Now,  sure  as  priest  did  e'er  shrive  sinner, 

Full  hardly  earneth  Mat  his  dinner. 

















THE MISER. 



Avaro  grieves  when  the  bright  sun, 

Thro'  the  blue  sky  his  course  has  run ; 

Avaro  grieves  not  that  the  night 

Closes  the  beauteous  orb  of  light : 

Or,  that  fair  nature's  charms  are  hid 

Under  night's  cloudy  coverlid : 

He  grieves  not  that  he's  thus  benighted ; 

But,  that  his  candle  must  be  lighted.

















SUBTLE ANSWER. 


An  astrologer  having  predicted  the  death  of  a  woman 
with  whom  Louis  was  in  love,  and  which  the  chapter  of 
accidents  had  been  so  kind  as  to  verify,  the  prince  sent  for 
him,  and  sternly  asked  him,  'You,  sir,  who  foretel  every 
thing,  pray  when  shall  you  die ?'  The  astrologer  coolly 
replied,  'I  shall  die,  sire,  three  days  before  your  majesty.' 
This  reply  so  alarmed  the  king,  that  he  ordered  him  to  be 
lodged  in  one  of  his  palaces,  and  particular  care  to  be 
taken  of  him.















REPARTEE OF DANTE. 


This  charming  poet  lived  very  poor  and  an  exile,  at 
Verona,  on  a  small  pension  from  prince  Scaliger.  At  the 
same  court  was  a  baffoon,  who  lived  most  magnificently. 
'How  happens  it,'  says  the  latter  to  Dante,  one  day,  'that 
with  all  your  genius  you  remain  so  poor,  whilst  such  a 
blockhead  and  a  fool  as  I  am,  abound  in  all  things ?'  'I 
should  be  rich  too,'  said  the  indignant  poet,  'had  I  your 
luck  to  find  a  prince  with  a  character  so  like  my  own.' 















THE HAPPY COUPLE. 




We  lived  one-and-twenty  years 

    As  man  and  wife  together ; 

I  could  no  longer  keep  her  here ; 

    She's  gone  I  know  not  whither. 


Her  body  is  bestowed  well, 

    A  decent  grave  doth  hide  her : 

I'm  sure  her  soul  is  not  in  hell, 

    For  the  de'il  could  not  abide  her. 


I  rather  think  she's  up  aloft, 

    For  in  the  last  great  thunder, 

Methought  I  heard  her  very  voice 

    Rending  the  clouds  asunder. 

















FRIENDLY WARMTH. 


Addison  and  Mr.  Temple  Stanyan  were  very  intimate. 
In  the  familiar  conversations  which  passed  between  them, 
they  were  accustomed  freely  to  dispute  each  other's  opinions. Upon  some  occasion,  Mr.  Addison  lent  Stanyan 
five  hundred  pounds.    After  this,  Mr.  Stanyan  behaved 
with  a  timid  reserve,  deference,  and  respect ;  not  conversing with  the  same  freedom  as  formerly,  or  canvassing 
his  friend's  sentiments.  This  gave  great  uneasiness  to 
Mr.  Addison.  One  day  they  happened  to  fall  upon  a  subject on  which  Mr.  Stanyan  had  always  been  strenuous  to 
oppose  his  opinion  ;  but  even  upon  this  occasion,  he  gave 
way  to  what  his  friend  advanced,  without  interposing  his 
own  view  of  the  matter.  This  hurt  Mr.  Addison  so  much, 
that  he  said  to  Mr.  Stanyan,  'either  contradict  me,  or  pay 
me  the  money.' 















EPIGRAM.—TO BONAPARTE. 



Who  calls  thee  vicious,  is  a  blund'ring  elf: 

Thou'rt  not  a  vicious  man,  but  Vice  itself.
 

















BOMBAZEEN.
 


As  Jack,  above  a  draper's  shop, 

    Saw  written  'Bombazeen,' 

'Here,  Bet,'  says  he,  'I  pray  thee  stop,
 
    'And  tell  what  that  may  mean.' 


'It  means  fair  lady's  dress,'  she  cried, 

    'Who  now  go  naked  nearly, 

'For  'tis  so  thin,  and,  drawn  aside, 

    ' 'Tis  Bum-be-seen  most  clearly.'


'That's  true,  dear  Bet,  it  is  no  less,'
 
    (Said  Jack,  the  simple-hearted,) 

'And  Bum-be-seen's  the  mourning  dress
 
    'For  modesty—departed.'


 














A MODERN CUPID. 



Say,  what  did  Antiquity  purpose  to  show, 

By  giving  young  Cupid  his  arrows  and  bow ? 

Go  ask  the  next  amorous  sparrow  or  dove, 

If pierc'd  to  the  heart,  they  should  feel  any  love.

In  these  days  young  Cupid  is  grown  somewhat  wiser ;

No  archer  is  he,  but  a  curmudgeon  miser ;

His  quiver a settlement  roll'd  up  so  tight ;

His  arrows  the  quills  with  which  notories  write ; 

His  bandage  is  off—he  sees  very  clear 

How  much  love  is  mix'd  with  a  thousand  a-year ; 

He  inspects  every  rent-roll—examines  the  coffers, 

And  then  tells  the  lover  'tis  time  to  make  offers. 

















THE PROVIDENT FAIR ONE.
 


Helen  was  just  stept  into  bed, 

    Her  eye-brows  on  the  toilet  lay ; 

Away  the  kitten  with  them  fled, 

    As  fees  belonging  to  her  prey. 

For  this  misfortune  careless  Jane, 

    Assure  yourself,  was  loudly  rated ; 

And  madam,  getting  up  again, 

    With  her  own  hands  the  mouse-trap  baited. 

On  little  things,  as  sages  write, 

    Depend  our  human  joy  and  sorrow ; 

If  we  don't  catch  a  mouse  to-night, 

    Alas !  no  eye-brows  for  to-morrow. 


















PARLIAMENTARY    PATIENCE. 


A  gentleman  some  years  since  being  obliged  to  ask 
pardon  of  the  House  of  Commons  upon  his  knees,  when 
he  rose  up,  brushed  the  knees  of  his  breeches,  saying,  
'I never  was  in  so  dirty  a  house  in  my  life.'
 














A  FRENCH  BEAU.
 


Turk's  pantaloon,  a  Dutchman's  stockings 

The  Prussian  hat  all  martial  cocking, 

Hungarian  cravet  round  the  throat,
 
The  Roman  wig,  an  English  coat, 

With  strutting  air  so  fierce  and  sp—ky, 

Compose  a  Paris  beau  (or  monkey.) 

















CARD-TABLE EPITAPH.


On  a  Lady  ruined  by  a  frequenter  of  clubs.



Clarinda  reign'd  the  queen  of  hearts, 

Like  sparkling  diamonds  were  her  eyes, 

Till  through  the  knave  of  club's  false  arts, 

Here  bedded  by  a  spade  she  lies. 


















STERLING     HUMANITY. 


Louis  XIV.  was  once  haranged  by  a  very  indifferent 
orator,  to  whom  his  majesty  paid  a  handsome  compliment. 
A  lady  who  was  present  appeared  surprised  at  the  civil 
things  that  Louis  said  to  him.  'I  think  indeed,  madam, 
as  you  do  of  the  speaker,'  said  the  monarch,  'but  if  a 
civil  word  or  two  render  a  man  happy,  he  must  be  a  wretch 
indeed  who  will  not  give  them  to  him.'
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 24. AMBASSADORS.
  An  Italian  prince,  remarkable  for  pride  and  ill-humour,  once  walking  to  the  window  of  his  presence-chamber  with  a  foreign  ambassador,  said  to  him,  'Do 
you  know,  sir,  that  one  of  my  ancestors  forced  a  person 
of  your  description  from  this  balcony  into  the  street  ?' 
'It  might  be  so,' was  the  reply,  'but  probably  it 
was  not  the  fashion  then,  as  it  is  now,  for  ambassadors 
to  wear  swords.'
 

















 29. ANACHARSIS.
 'The  sight  of  a  man  intoxicated,  gives  the  best 
lesson  of  sobriety.'


















 30. ANACHARSIS.
 'Laws  are  like  spiders'  webs,  which  entangle 
flies,  but  cannot  retain larger  creatures.'
 

















 34. MICHAEL ANGELO.
 His  father,  not  being  pleased  with  his  great 
attachment  to  painting,  used  to  scold,  when  he  saw 
him  engaged  in  his  darling  employment.  One  day  he 
threw  himself  into  a  violent  rage.  The  enthusiastic 
son,  instead  of  saying  a  word  in  answer  to  the  old 
man's  reproaches,  fixed  his  eyes  attentively  upon  him, 
and  exclaimed,  'What  an  admirable  subject  for  the 
pencil  is  my  father  in  this  fine  passion  !'
 


















 36. ARIOSTO.


This  great  poet  built  himself  a  small  and  plain 
house  at  Ferrara,  and  adjoining  to  it  was  a  little  garden, where  he  usually  walked  and  composed  his  verses. He  was  asked  why  he  did  not  build  a  more 
splendid  residence,  since  he  had  so  beautifully  described in  his  Orlando  Furioso  many  large  palaces, 
fine  porticos,  and  pleasant  fountains.  His  reply  was, 
'It  is  much  more  easy  to  collect  words  than  stones.'


 In  the  front  of  his  house  was  this  inscription,  which, 
though  concise,  well  expressed  the  sentiments  of  contentment and  independence  : 




Parva  sed  apta  mihi,  sed  nulli  obnoxia,  sed  non 

Sordida  parta  meo  sed  tamen  ære,  domus.
 

'This  cot,  both  small  and  neat, 's  design'd
 
To  speak  its  master's  humble  mind  ; 

'Twas  purchas'd  at  his  own  expence, 

And  gives  to  neighbours  no  offence.'




The  emperor  Charles  V.  crowned  Ariosto  with  laurels, the  year  before  he  died,  as  a  token  of  honour, 
and  a  presage  of  the  perennial  fame  of  his  poems. 


















 39. ARISTIPPUS.
  Diogenes,  washing  some  cabbages,  and  seeing 
Aristippus  approach,  said,  'If  you  knew  how  to 
live  upon  cabbages,  you  would  not  pay  court  to  kings.' 
'And  if  you,'  replied  Aristippus,  'knew  how  to  live 
with  kings,  you  would  not  wash  cabbages.'
 


















 43. ARISTON.
 A  CERTAIN  Athenian  pronounced  an  oration  in 
praise  of  some  of  his  countrymen  who  had  fallen  in  a 
battle  in  which  the  Spartans  were  victorious.  'If 
your  countrymen,'  said  Ariston,  one  of  the  kings  of 
Sparta,  to  him,  'were  so  praiseworthy,  what  say  you 
of  us  who  beat  them  ?'
 

















47. PIOVANO  ARLOTTO.
 

He  was  a  native  of  Tuscany,  and  flourished  in  the 
fourteenth  century.  When  only  a  poor  curate,  his 
humble  condition  did  not  depress  his  vivacity,  nor 
check  the  sallies  of  his  wit  and  humour. 


As he  was  once  preparing  to  go  a  journey,  several of  his  friends  requested  him  to  make  purchases 
for  them  in  the  town  to  which  he  was  going  ;  but  all, 
except  one,  neglected  to  supply  him  with  money  for 
the  purpose.  He  only  executed  the  commission  of 
this  one  ;  so  that  on  his  return,  the  others  called  upon 
him,  and  reproached  him  for  his  inattention  to  their 
wishes.  'You  must  know,  my  friends,'  said  Arlotto, 
that  in  the  course  of  my  journey,  I  came  to  the  side 
of  a  river,  and  there  I  took  out  the  papers  that  contained your  commissions,  to  look  them  over  ;  on  a  sudden a  gust  of  wind  arose,  and  carried  all  the  papers 
down  the  stream,  except  one,  which,  as  it  had  money 
in  it  was  too  heavy  to  be  blown  away.'
 

















  56. SIR  NICHOLAS  BACON.
  Queen  Elizabeth  made  him  lord  chancellor 
and  secretary  of  state.  The  queen,  when  she  visited 
him  at  Hertford,  said,  'This  house  is  too  small  for  a 
man  like  you.'  'Madam,'  replied  the  chancellor, 
'it  is  your  majesty's  fault,  for  you  have  made  me  too 
large  for  my  house.'


















 74. ROBERT   BIGOD,  EARL  OF  NORFOLK.
  When  Edward  I.  king  of  England,  commanded 
several  of  his  lords  to  go  to  the  wars  in  France,  they 
all  made  apologies  to  excuse  themselves.  They  represented they  were  not  obliged  to  go  to  war  out  of 
their  own  country,  unless  his  majesty  went  in  person  ; 
in  that  case,  they  would  attend  him,  but  not  otherwise. 
Whereupon  the  king,  in  a  great  rage,  said  to  Robert 
Bigod,  earl  of  Norfolk  :  'By  God,  sir  earl,  you  shall 
either  go,  or  hang.'  'By  God,  sir  king,'  was  the 
answer,  'I  will  neither  go  nor  hang.'  And  so  he 
went  away  without  leave,  assembled  many  noblemen 
and  other  friends,  and  stood  in  his  own  defence  ;  and 
the  king,  like  a  prudent  prince,  who  knew  his  times, 
insisted  no  more  upon  that  matter.


















 106. ARTHUR  LORD  CAPEL.
 One  of  Lord  Capel's  sayings  was,  'Sharp  and 
bitter  jests  are  blunted  more  by  neglecting  than  by 
responding,  except  they  be  suddenly  and  wittily  retorted ;  but  it  is  no  imputation  to  a  man's  wisdom  to  use  a 
silent  scorn.'
  

















 107. CARISSIMI.
 

Carissimi,  a  famous  composer  of  music,  being 
praised  tor  the  ease  and  grace  of  his  melodies,  used  to 
exclaim,  Ah,  questo facile  quanto  e  difficile  !  'Ah,  with 
what  difficulty  is  this  ease  acquired !'
 

















 110. ANNIBAL  CARRACHI.


Annibal  Carrachi  censured  the  pictures  of  Josephin,  a  rival  artist,  who,  desirous  to  be  revenged 
upon  the  critic,  challenged  him  to  fight  with  swords. 
Annibal  took  a  painting-brush,  and  showing  it  to  the 
incensed  Josephin,  said  with  coolness,  'I  challenge 
you  to  fight  with  this  weapon,  and  with  this  I  mean  to 
conquer  you.'


















 111. MR.  JOHN  CARTER.
 MR. JOHN CARTER,  the  incumbent  of  Bramford 
in  Suffolk,  who  had  a  great  share  of  learning  and  no 
less  modesty  to  conceal  it,  dining  among  others  of  the 
clergy  at  an  alderman's  house  in  Ipswich,  one  of 
the  company  boasted  of  his  own  extraordinary  genius and  knowledge,  and  defied  any  one  present  to 
start  a  question  in  theology  or  philosophy,  to  which  he 
could  not  give  a  ready  and  a  satisfactory  answer.  All 
present  were  silent  for  a  time  ;  and  when  Mr.  Carter 
saw  that  no  one  else  would  accept  this  arrogant  challenge, he  said  'My  plate  furnishes  me  with  a  question 
to  pose  you.  Here  is  a  fish  that  has  always  lived  in 
salt  water  ;  pray  tell  me  why  he  should  come  out  a 
fresh  fish,  and  not  a  salt  one  ?'  This  short  question  put 
the  impertinent  babbler  to  silence,  and  he  was  exposed 
to  the  derision  of  all  the  company.
 

















  115. RENE DES CARTES.


A  petit-maitre  one  day  seeing  Des  Cartes  at  a 
feast,  said,  'Do  philosophers  regale  themselves  with 
dainties  ?'  'Why  not  ?'  said  Des  Cartes  ;  'do  you 
suppose  that  nature  has  provided  all  good  things  for 
none  but  fops  ?'
 

















 118. CATULUS.

An  indifferent  pleader  asked  Catulus,  'Have  I 
not  succeeded  in  making  a  very  moving  speech  ?' 
'Certainly,'  said  he,  'for  some  of  your  audience 
pitied  you,  and  the  rest  walked  out  of  court.'



















 128. CHARLES V.


 He  one  day  observed  very  shrewdly  to  an  ambassador of  Henry  VIII.  king  of  England,  'Your 
master  would  not  give  himself  the  airs  he  does,  were 
it  not  that  his  dominions  are  surrounded  by  a  herring pond.'


















 137. THE  GREAT  LORD  CHATHAM.
 His  eloquence  was  of  every  kind,  tranquil, 
vehement,  argumentative,  or  moralising,  as  best  suited the  occasion.  In  1764,  he  maintained  the  illegality of  general  warrants  with  great  energy  in  the  house 
of  commons.  'By  the  British  constitution,'  said  he, 
'every  man's  house  is  his  castle  ;  not  that  is  surrounded with  walls  and  battlements,  for  it  may  be  a  straw-built  shed.  Every  wind  of  heaven  may blow  around  it ;
all  the  elements  of  nature  may  enter  in  ;  but  the  king 
cannot,  the  king  dares  not.' 


















 156. CICERO.
  Did  the  author  of  the  following  lines  catch 
the  idea  from  Cicero,  or  was  it  original  ? 


Verses  on  a  celebrated  Cambridge  Beauty,  Miss  Molly Fowle,  by  the  Rev.  Hans  de  Veil.
 


'Is  Molly  Fowle  immortal  ?  No. 

Yes,  but  she  is  ;  I'll  prove  her  so. 

She's  fifteen  now,  and  was,  I  know,
 
Fifteen,  full  fifteen  years  ago.' 




















 161. MR.  CLIFTON.
  KING JAMES said  to  Mr.  Clifton  one  day,  'I 
do  not  know  how  it  is,  but  I  never  knew  a  modest  man 
make  his  way  at  court.'  'Please  your  majesty,'  
asked  Mr.  Clifton,  'whose  fault  is  that  ?'
 

















 163. THE  PRINCE  OF  CONDE.
  An  officious  friend  showed  the  prince  of  Condé  some  libels  written  against  him,  in  which  he  was 
described  as  acting  and  speaking  things  that  were  false. 
'These  rascals,'  said  he,  'make  me  talk  and  act  as 
they  would  do  if  they  were  in  my  place.' 


















 168. COTON.
  HENRY IV.  of  France  asked  the  jesuit  Coton, 
'Would  you  discover  to  me  the  confession  of  a  man 
who  told  you  he   was  determined  to  assassinate  me  ?' 
'No,  I  could  not,'  said  Coton,  ' neither  in  honour,  
nor  conscience  ;  but  I  would  prevent  his  malice,  by 
placing  myself  between  him  and  you.'


















 169. LORD  CHANCELLOR  COWPER.
  HENRIETTA  Lady  Luxborough  remarked, 'I 
remember  once  to  have  heard  lord  chancellor  Cowper say, "If  every  body  knew  as  much  of  the  law  as  I  do, 
they  would  (were  the  cause  ever  so  good)  give  up  half, 
rather  than  embark  in  our  courts.'


















 172. CREBILLON.
 He  was  asked,  why  he  was  fond  of  being 
surrounded  by  a  number  of  dogs.  'I  have  always 
been  so,'  said  he,  'since  I  was  thoroughly  well  acquainted with  mankind.'
 
 

















 173. THE  CRITICS.
 

When  prejudice  once  prevails,  reason  tries  in 
vain  to  recover  her  rights.  Names,  upon  almost  all 
occasions,  carry  greater  weight  than  things.  When 
the  fables  of  de  la  Mothe  first  appeared,  it  was  the 
fashion  to  speak  very  unfavourably  of  them.     At  a  supper  given  by  the  prince  of  Vendome,  the  abbé  Chaulieu,  the  bishop  of  Lucon,  the  abbé  Cointin,  and  other 
highly  reputed  critics  were  present,  and  they  were  all 
very  merry  at  the  expense  of  de  la  Mothe,  and  oppressed the  poor  author  with  their  censures.  Voltaire,  who 
related  the  anecdote,  was  one  of  the  party.  'Gentlemen,' said  he,  with  an  air  of  gravity,  'you  are  all 
perfectly  right  ;  you  judge  according  to  the  rules  ot 
the  most  correct  criticism,  and  of  course  are  sensible 
what  an  infinite  difference  there  is  between  the  style 
of  de  la  Mothe  and  that  of  la  Fontaine !—A  propos, 
Have  you  seen  the  last  edition  of  the  Fables  of  that 
incomparable  writer  ?'  'No,'  said  they.  'Are  you 
not,'  continued  Voltaire,  'acquainted  with  that  most 
beautiful  of  all  the  fables  of  Fontaine,  lately  discovered among  the  papers  of  the  duchess  of  Bouillon  ?' 
He  read  the  fable  to  them.  They  heard  him  with  looks 
of  delight,  and  expressed  their  praise  of  it  in  the  most 
rapturous  terms.  'This  is  nature  itself ;  what  exquisite  simplicity !  what  captivating  grace  !'  'Gentlemen,' said  Voltaire,  with  a  triumphant  sneer, 'let  me 
undeceive  you  ;  the  fable  you  thus  extol  was  not  written by  Fontaine,  but  by  de  la  Mothe  ! !' 


















 185. DEMONAX.
 

Demonax  was  a  Cretan  philosopher  :  he  resembled 
Socrates  in  his  mode  of  thinking,  and  Diogenes  in  his 
way  of  life. He  was  asked,  if  it  was  allowable  for  wise  men 
to  drink  wine.  'Surely,'  said  he,  'you  cannot  think 
that  nature  made  grapes  only  for  fools.' 


















 191. DIOGENES.


Diogenes,  as  a  disciple  of  Antisthenes  the  founder 
of  the  Cynic  sect  of  philosophers,  assumed  the  privilege of  saying  and  doing  whatever  he  pleased.  In  allusion to  the  name  of  cynic,  it  may  be  said  of  him, 
that  he  did  not  fawn  like  a  spaniel,  but  barked  like 
a  mastiff.  What  was  the  elevation  of  his  mind  or  his 
indifference  to  wealth,  pomp,  and  power,  may  be  inferred from  his  reply  to  Alexander  the  Great  ;  and 
what  was  the  high  estimation  in  which  that  monarch 
held  him,  is  equally  clear  from  the  same  conversation. 


Alexander  the  Great  saw  Diogenes  sitting  at 
the  entrance  of  his  tub,  and  basking  in  the  sun.  'What 
benefit  can  I  confer  upon  you  ?'  said  the  potent  sovereign. 'Stand,'  said  Diognes,  'out  of  the  way,  and 
prevent  me  not  from  enjoying  the  sun-shine.'  Admiring the  independent  spirit  that  suggested  this  reply, 
Alexander  said,  'If  I  were  not  Alexander,  I  should 
wish  to  be  Diogenes.' 


















 193. DIOGENES.
  When  Aristippus  returned  from  the  court  of 
Dionysius,  he  said  to  Diogenes,  'If  you  knew  how 
to  flatter  kings,  you  need  not  live  upon  herbs.'  To 
which  Diogenes  replied,  'If  you  knew  how  to  live  on 
herbs,  you  need  not  flatter  kings.'


















 209. QUEEN ELIZABETH.
Whether  she  was  sufficiently  constant  in  her 
attachments  to  her  friends,  and  behaved  with  due 
magnanimity  to  her  enemies,  may  be  questioned.  But 
certain  it  is,  her  reputation  stood  so  high  in  the  reign 
of  her  successor,  from  the  marked  contrast  of  character, that  it  was  common  to  hear  people  talk  of  king 
Elizabeth  and  queen  James. 


















 212. QUEEN ELIZABETH.
  Elizabeth  placed  dissimulation  among  the  qualities necessary  for  sovereigns.  A  bishop  once  took  the 
liberty  to  represent  to  her,  that  in  a  particular  instance 
she  had  acted  more  like  a  politician  than  a  christian. 
'I  see  plainly,  my  lord,'  said  she,  'by  your  remark, 
that  although  you  may  be  well  acquainted  with  the 
other  parts  of  the  Scriptures,  you  have  never  read 
the  Books  of  Kings.'


















 217. KIEN  LONG,  EMPEROR  OF  CHINA.
 

Sir  George  Staunton  used  to  relate  a  characteristic anecdote  of  this  emperor.  He  inquired  of 
sir  George  the  manner  in  which  physicians  were  paid 
in  England,  When  his  majesty  was  made  to  comprehend what  the  practice  was,  he  exclaimed,  'Can  any 
man  in  England  afford  to  be  ill  ?  Now  I  will  inform 
you,'  said  he,  'how  I  deal  with  my  physicians.  I 
have  four,  to  whom  the  care  of  my  health  is  committed, and  a  certain  weekly  salary  is  allowed  to  them  : 
but  the  moment  I  am  ill,  that  salary  is  stopped  till  I 
am  well  again.  I  need  not  inform  you,  that  my  illness 
is  never  of  any  long  continuance.' 


















 438. SIR ISAAC NEWTON.
  Newton  had  a  great  aversion  to  controversy, 
for  he  did  not  like  to  have  the  calm  repose  of  his  life 
interrupted  by  literary  disputes.  When  his  treatise  on 
Optics  were  ready  for  the  press,  on  some  objections 
being  made  to  it,  he  deferred  the  publication  :  'I 
should  reproach  myself,'  said  he,  'was  I  to  sacrifice 
repose  which  is  a  substance,  to  run  after  reputation 
which  is  only  a  shadow.' 


















 444. FREDERICK LORD NORTH.
A  stranger  was  conversing  with  lord  North  in  a 
public  room,  and  opposite  to  them  was  a  party  of  ladies.   'Pray,  my  lord,'  said  the  gentleman, 'who is
that  large  ugly  woman  I  see  yonder ?'  'That,'  said  his 
lordship,  'is  lady  North.'  'My  dear  lord,'  said  the 
gentleman,  confused  at  his  unfortunate  observation,  and 
making  an  effort  to  correct  it,  'I  mean  the  lady  who 
stands  next  her.'  'That  lady,'  said  his  lordship,  'is 
my  daughter.'  The  gentleman  was  now  speechless. 
'Come,  come,'  said  lord  North,  smiling  with  his  usual 
good-nature,  when  he  observed  his  confusion,  'you  have 
made  an  ingenious  but  unfortunate  effort  to  get  out  of  a 
scrape  :  I  forgive  you,  for  I  believe  lady  North  and  I 
are  as  plain  a  couple  as  any  in  England.' 


















 447. FREDERICK LORD NORTH.
At  the  close  of  life  he  was  afflicted  with  the  total loss  of  sight.  At  Bath  he  met  colonel  Barré,  who 
had  been  his  warm  opponent  in  the  house  of  commons, 
and  was  also  blind.  On  being  introduced  to  each  other, lord  North  said, 'Colonel,  you  and  I  have  often  been 
at  variance ;  but  I  believe  there  are  no  people  in  the 
world,  who,  after  all,  would  be  more  glad  to  see  each 
other.' 


















 455. THOMAS  PENNANT.
  This  pleasing  tourist  always  wore  his  own 
hair,  and  had  a  mortal  aversion  to  a  wig.  Dining  one 
day  with  an  officer  who  wore  one,  Pennant  made  rather 
too  free  with  the  bottle,  and  a  friend  who  was  in  company carefully  placed  himself  between  Pennant  and 
the  wig,  to  prevent  mischief.  After  much  patience, 
and  many  a  wistful  look,  Pennant  started  up, seized  the 
wig,  and  threw  it  into  the  fire.  It  was  in  flames  in  a 
moment  ;  and  so  was  the  officer,  who  ran  to  his  sword. 
Down  stairs  ran  Pennant,  and  the  officer  after  him, 
through  all  the  streets  of  Chester.  But  Pennant  escaped, 
from  superior  local  knowledge.  A  wag  called  this, 
'Pennant's  Tour  in  Chester.'


















 463. PHOCYON.
  Phocyon,  the  great  Athenian  general,  having 
finished  a  speech  was  applauded  by  the  populace.  'I 
fear,'  said  he, when  he  heard  their  acclamations,  'I  have 
said  something  foolish.' 



















 464. PIGALLE.
  It  would  be  difficult  to  find  an  anecdote  recorded  more  honourable  to  the  benevolence  of  an  artist, 
or  indeed  of  any  man,  than  the  following.—Pigalle, 
the  celebrated  sculptor,  who  had  laid  by  twelve  louis 
d'ors  for  a  journey  from  Lyons  to  Paris,  seeing  a  man 
who  was  walking  with  visible  marks  of  deep-felt  sorrow in  his  countenance,  accosted  him,  and  asked  if  he 
could  in  any  way  relieve  him.  'Ah,  sir,'  exclaimed 
the  stranger,  'for  want  of ten  louis,  I  must  be  dragged 
this  evening  to  a  prison,  and  be  separated  from  my 
dear  wife  and  helpless  children.'  'Is  that  all  ?'  said 
the  humane  artist :  'follow  me,  I  can  command  the 
sum  you  want,  and  it  shall  be  at  your  service.'  A 
friend  who  met  him  next  day,  asked  if  he  had  relieved  the  distress  of  this  poor  man,  as  was  publicly  reported  in  Lyons.  'Yes,  friend,'  said  Pigalle,  'and 
what  a  delicious  supper  did  I  make  last  night,  upon 
bread  and  cheese,  with  his  family,  who  blessed  me  at 
every  mouthful  they  ate,  and  every  mouthful  was  moistened with  the  tears  of  their  gratitude  !' 


















 470–471. ALEXIS  PIRON.
 

He  was  a  dramatic  writer  of  considerable  repute. 
His  conversation  was  distinguished  by  repartees  always 
quick  and  lively,  and  sometimes  bitter  and  malignant. 
The  exalted  opinion  he  entertained  of  his  own  talents, 
induced  him  to  exercise  great  severity  upon  the  literary productions  of  others. 


The  unbending  temper  and  caustic  raillery  of 
Piron  occasioned  his  expulsion  from  the  French  Academy. 'I  cannot,' said  he,  'compel  thirty-nine  men  to 
think  as  I  do,  nor  can  I  think  with  thirty-nine.' 


He  wrote  his  own  epitaph  in  a  style  of  humility, pointed  with  a  bitter  sarcasm  against  the  French academicians  : 


'Ce git  Piron,  qui  ne fut  rien, 

Pas  meme  Academicien.'


['Here lies Piron, who was nothing,

Not even an Academician.']


















 478. CHRISTOPHER  PITT,  THE  POET.
 

Benson,  who  wrote  a  pamphlet  to  expose  Dryden's  Translation  of  Virgil,  was  fond  of  the  alliteration 
for  which  Pitt  was  remarkable.  Pitt  thought  it  an  excellence far  less  considerable  than  Benson  did  ;  'But,' 
said  he,  'since  you  like  it  so  well,  this  couplet  upon 
cardinal  Wolsey  will  not  displease  you  :—


'Begot  by  butchers,  but  by  bishops  bred, 

How  high  his  honour  holds  his  haughty  head.'


















 480. PLATO.
  Diogenes  paying  Plato  a  visit,  trod  on  his  rich 
carpets  with  his  dirty  feet.  'See,'  said  he,  'how  I 
trample  on  the  pride  of  Plato.'  'True,'  said  Plato, 
'but  with  greater  pride.' 


















 481. PLUTARCH.
His  advice  to  the  unfortunate  is  very  ingenious, 
and  ought  to  be  consolatory.  'Consider,'  says  the  philosopher, 'you  equal  the  happiest  men  in  the  one  half 
of  your  life  at  least  ;  that  half,  I  mean,  which  you 
spend  in  sleep.'


















 488. PROFESSOR PORSON.
So  far  from  lending  an  ear  to  flattery,  be  was 
averse  to  that  praise  which  was  justly  his  due.  An  author, to  whom  in  the  most  obliging  manner  he  had  given some  literary  assistance,  said  to  him  :  'I  wish  to 
make  you  a  public  acknowledgment  in  the  next  edition 
of  my  work.'  'I  decline  your  offer,'  said  Porson  ; 
'for  you  may  say  something  in  compliment  to  me  that 
we  may  both  be  ashamed  ot  ten  years  hence.' 


















 490. PROFESSOR PORSON.
  A  great  admirer  of  Gibbon  commended  his  style 
in  very  high  terms.  The  professor  listened  to  him,  with 
a  sneer  of  disapprobation,  but  for  some  time  said  nothing. On  being  pressed  for  his  opinion  :  'Gibbon,' 
said  he,  'is  too  uniform  ;  he  writes  in  the  same  flowery 
and  pompous  style  upon  every  subject.  He  is  like 
Christie  the  auctioneer,  who  says  as  much  in  praise  of 
a  ribbon  as  of  a  Raphael.' 


















  492. PORTRAITS.
  Many  persons  have  declined  to  have  their  portraits taken  from  pride,  which  sometimes  assumes  the 
dress  of  modesty.  Monsieur  Dassier  the  medallist,  as 
well  as  De  la  Tour  the  painter,  could  not  prevail  on 
baron  Montesquieu  to  sit  for  his  portrait,  till  the  former, with  an  air  of  pleasantry,  said  to  him,  'Do  not  you 
think  there  is  as  much  pride  in  refusing  my  request, 
as  there  would  appear  in  granting  it  ?'  Upon  this  he 
presently  yielded. 


















 493. PRINCE  CHARLES,  COMMONLY CALLED 
THE  PRETENDER.
 

There  is  sufficient  evidence  to  prove,  that  the  Pretender was  in  London  in  the  year  1753.  He  appeared 
at  a  card-party  at  lady  Primrose's  ;  the  servant  observed how  very  like  the  stranger  was  to  the  picture  of  the 
prince,  which  hung  on  the  chimney-piece  in  the  room 
in  which  he  entered. 


He  walked  in  broad  day  in  St.  James's  Park,  and 
was  seen  coming  out,  and  was  recognized  by  several 
persons,  and  among  others  by  Dr.  Smith,  professor  of 
geometry  in  Oxford,  who  mentioned  the  circumstance 
to  several  of  his  friends  in  Oxford  afterwards. 


Mr.  Hume,  the  historian,  told  all  he  had  heard 
upon  the  above  subject  to  lord  Holderness,  who  was 
secretary  of  state  in  1753  ;  and  he  added,  that  probably this  piece  of  intelligence  had  escaped  him.  'By 
no  means,'  said  he  ;  'and  who  do  you  think  first  told 
me  the  Pretender  was  in  London  ?  It  was  the  king  himself :  who  added,  And what  do  you  think,  my  lord,  1 
should  do  with  him  ?'  Lord  Holderness  confessed  he 
was  puzzled  how  to  reply.  The  king  perceived  his 
embarrassment,  and  extricated  him  from  it,  by  saying  : 
'My  lord,  I  shall  just  do  nothing  at  all  ;  and  when  he 
is tired  of  England,  he  will  go  abroad  again.'
 

This  story  ought  to  be  generally  known,  as  a  remarkable  proof  of  the  moderation  and  prudence  of  King 
George  II. 


















 498. PSALMANAZAR.
  He  endeavoured  to  impose  upon  the  public,  by 
pretending  to  be  a  native  of  an  island  he  called  Formosa. One  day  as  he  was  enlarging  upon  its  beauties, 
a  gentleman,  who  had  no  great  relish  for  his  flights  of 
fancy,  remarked  to  him  :  'If  this  island  be  in  the  latitude you  describe,  the  sun  must  shine  perpendicularly 
down  the  chimneys,  and  put  all  the  fires  out.'  'O  sir,' 
said  Psalmanazar  without  any  hesitation,  'the  inhabitants are  aware  of  this  inconvenience,  and  so  all  the 
chimneys  are  built  obliquely.' 


















 500. THE   DUCHESS   OF  QUEENSBURY.
  The  duchess  was  the  patroness  of  Gay,  and 
being  fond  of  the  company  of  his  brother-wits,  invited 
a  party,  consisting  of  Addison,  Pope,  Swift,  and  Arbuthnot,  to  dine  with  him  at  her  table.  Addison  talked 
little  ;  and  what  he  said  was  with  such  embarrassment, 
that  he  could  hardly  finish  a  sentence.  Pope  was  the 
orator  of  the  company  ;    his  voice  was  shrill,   and  he 
made  many  tart  observations.  Swift  was  in  one  of  his 
odd  humours,  and  was  determined  to  tease  the  duchess  ; 
so,  as  soon  as  the  company  were  seated  at  dinner,  he 
complained  he  had  left  his  snuff-box  behind  him,  and 
requested  one  of  the  servants  might  be  sent  for  it.  He 
soon  after  complained  of  the  want  of  his  tooth-pick  case, 
and  a  second  servant  was  despatched  for  that,  which  he 
described  as  an  indispensable  requisite  to  his  comfort. 
He  then  complained  of  the  want  of  his  pocket-book, 
and  a  third  servant  was  sent  for  that :  in  short,  he  contrived to  have  so  many  distinct  wants,  that  not  a  single 
servant  was  left  in  the  room.  The  duchess  looked 
around,  and  seeing  no  servants  ;  'Gentlemen,'  said  she, 
'we  are  reduced  to  such  a  state  that  we  must  wait  upon 
ourselves.  If  I  want  a  piece  of  bread  or  a  clean  plate, 
I  shall  rise  and  help  myself,  and  you  must  do  the  same.' 
Swift,  finding  his  scheme  of  putting  the  duchess  out  of 
humour  had  failed,  sat  in  sullen  silence  ;  but  Gay,  a  fat 
jolly  figure,  threw  himself  back  in  his  chair  in  an  immoderate fit  of  laughter,  delighted  at  his  mortification. 
'I  am  now  fully  convinced,'  said  he,  'of  what  I  have 
often  heard  ;  that  her  grace,  our  noble  hostess,  is  the 
best-natured  woman  in  the  world.' 


















 507. DR.  RADCLIFFE.
  Attending  an  intimate  friend  in  a  dangerous 
illness,  he  declared,  in  an  unusual  strain  of  generosity, 
that  he  would  not  take  a  fee.  At  last  when  the  cure 
was  complete,  and  the  physician  was  taking  his  leave, 
'I  have  put  every  day's  fee,'  said  the  patient,  'in  this 
purse,  my  dear  doctor  ;  nor  must  your  goodness  get  the 
better  of  my  gratitude.'  The  doctor  eyed  the  purse, 
counted  the  days  of  his  attendance  in  a  moment ;  and 
then  extending  his  hand  by  a  kind  of  professional  mechanical motion,  replied  :  'Well,  I  can  hold  out  no 
longer  :  single  I  could  have  refused  the  guineas  ;  but, 
all  together,  they  are  irresistible.' 


















 510. DR.  RADCLIFFE.
  Dr.  Radcliffe  used  to  threaten  some  of  his  brethren of  the  faculty,  'That  he  would  leave  the  whole 
mystery  of  physic  behind  him,  written  on  half  a  sheet 
of  paper.' 


















 526. CARDINAL  RICHELIEU.
  An  officious  informer  came  to  tell  cardinal 
Richelieu  of  certain  free  expressions  that  some  persons 
had  used  in  speaking  of  him.  'Why  how  now  !'  said 
the  cardinal  ;  'do  you  dare  to  come  and  call  me  all 
these  names  to  my  face  under  pretence  of  their  having 
been  said  by  honest  gentlemen  ?'  and,  ringing  his  bell, 
said  to  the  page  in  waiting,  'Kick  that  fellow  down 
stairs.' 


















 529. SIR  GEORGE  ROOKE.
  When  the  gallant  sir George  Rooke  was  making his  will,  some  of  his  friends  expressed  their  surprise 
that  he  had  so  little  to  leave.  'It  is  true,'  said  the  noble admiral,  'I  do  not  leave  much  ;  but  what  I  do  bequeath was  honourably  gained  :  for  it  never  cost  a 
sailor  a  tear,  nor  the  nation  a  farthing.' 


















 552. SENECA.
  This  acute  philosopher  soon  discovered  the 
natural  cruelty  of  his  pupil  Nero  ;  but  knowing  that 
the  stubborness  of  some  dispositions  might  be  softened, 
he  endeavoured  to  correct  what  he  could  not  change. 
With  this  view  he  wrote  his  treatise  on  Clemency.  Seneca, apprehensive  that  Nero  was  going  to  sacrifice  several noble  Romans  to  his  suspicions,  had  the  courage 
to  say  to  him, 'Whatever  be  the  number  of  persons 
you  put  to  death,  know  that  you  cannot  kill  your  successor.'
 


















 553. LORD  SHAFTESBURY.
  The  Life  of  this  nobleman,  in  the  Biographia 
Britannica,  is  a  kind  of  Panegyric,  rather  than  a  history of  him.  Fear  of  his  sovereign  did  not  damp  the 
freedom  of  his  wit.  Charles  II.  said  to  him,  'Shaftesbury,  I  believe  thou  art  the  wickedest  man  in  England.' 
He  bowed,  and  replied,  'For  a  subject,  sir,  perhaps  I 
am.' 


















 557. DR.  SHARP. 


Dr.  Sharp,  of  Hart  Hall,  Oxford,  had  a  trick  of  repeating, in   almost  every  sentence  he  spoke,  the  words 
I say.     To  his  friend,  who  ridiculed  him  for  the  practice, he  made  the  following  speech, 



'I  say  they  say  you  say  I  say  I  say  ; 

I  say,  what  if  I  do  say  I  say  ? 

I  say,  what  business  have  you  to  say  I  say  ?'


 


















 559. DR.  SHERIDAN.
  There  was  a  mutual  attachment  between  the 
doctor  and  miss  Mac  Faden.  He  called  one  morning 
to  take  leave  of  her  for  a  few  days,  before  he  set  out 
on  a  journey.  She  asked  him,  in  a  tone  of  voice  that 
well  expressed  more  than  the  words  that  accompanied 
it,  how  long  he  intended  to  stay  away  :  to  which  he 
immediately  answered, 



'You  ask  how  long  I'll  stay  from  thee, 

    Suppress  those  rising  fears, 

If  you  should  reckon  time  like  me, 

    Perhaps  ten  thousand  years.' 





















 583. SIR  HENRY  SIDNEY.
  He  was  the  virtuous  and  brave  father  of  a  still 
more  renowned  son,  sir  Philip  Sydney.  To  a  friend  of 
a  very  fretful  temper  and  very  querulous,  he  said,  in 
the  genuine  spirit  of  an  ancient  philosopher  :  'Take  it 
from  me,  A  weak  man  complains  of  others,  an  unfortunate man  of  himself,  but  a  wise  man  complains  neither 
of  others  nor  of  himself.'


















 564. SIGISMUND,  EMPEROR  OF  GERMANY.
  Being  one  day  asked  what  was  the  surest  method of  remaining  happy  in  this  world,  replied, 'Only  do 
in  health,  what  you  have  promised  to  do  when  you 
were  sick.'  


















 567. SOCRATES.
  Socrates  being  asked  what  was  the  best  mode 
of  gaining  a  high  reputation,  said,  'To  be  what  you  appear to  be.' 


















 587. DEAN SWIFT.
  He  was  asked  at  court,  what  he  thought  of 
an  ambassador  and  his  train,  who  were  all  embroidery 
and  lace,  full  of  bows,  cringes,  and  gestures.  He  said 
it  was  Solomon's  importation,  'gold   and  ape.' 


















 589. DEAN SWIFT.
Voltaire  related  to  Mr.  Sherlock  an  anecdote 
of  Swift.  Lady  Carteret,  wife  of  the  lord  lieutenant, 
said  to  Swift,  'The  air  of  Ireland  is  very  excellent  and 
healthy.'  'For  God  sake,  madam,'  said  Swift, 
falling  down  on  his  knees  before  her,  'don't  say  so  in 
England  ;  for  if  you  do,  they  will  certainly  tax  it.' 


















 590. DEAN SWIFT.
  Swift  having  dined  with,  a  rich  miser,  pronounced the  following  grace  after  dinner  : 




'Thanks for this  miracle,  it  is  no  less 

Than  finding  manna  in  the  wilderness. 

In  midst    of  famine  we  have  found  relief, 

And  seen  the  wonder of a chine of   beef ! 

Chimneys  have  smok'd, that  never  smok'd  before ; 

And  we  have  din'd,  where  we  shall  dine  no  more.' 





















 610. THE  MARQUIS  DE  TIERCEVILLE. 

A  French  gentleman,  presenting  in  a  jocose 
manner  this  young  marquis  to  a  lady  of  his  acquaintance, 'Madam,'  said  he,  'this  is  the  marquis  de  Tierceville,  and  he  is  not  so  great  a  fool  as  he  looks  to  be.' 
'Madam,'  answered  the  young  marquis,  'this  is  the 
exact  difference  between  this  gentleman  and  me.' 


















 612. A  PICTURE  OF  THE  TIMES.
 

'Sitting  once  in  my  library,'  said  Mr.  Harris, 
' with  a  friend,  a  worthy  but  melancholy  man,  I  read 
him  out  of  a  book,  the  following  passage  :  'In  our  time 
it  may  be  spoken  more  truly  than  of  old,  that  virtue  is 
gone,  the  church  is  under  foot,  the  clergy  is  in  error, 
the  devil  reigneth.'  My  friend  interrupted  me  with  a 
sigh,  and  said, 'Alas,  how  true,  how  just  a  picture  of 
the  times!'  I  asked  him  of  what  times.  'Of  what 
times  ?'  replied  he  with  emotion  ;  'can  you  suppose 
any  other  but  the  present—were  any  before  ever  so 
corrupt,  so  bad ?'  'Forgive  me,'  said  I,  'for  stopping 
you  ;  the  times  I  am  reading  of  are  older  than  you  
imagine  ;  the  sentiment  was  delivered  about  four  hundred years  ago ;  its  author  sir  John  Mandeville,  who died
in  1371.'


















 615. JOHN  HORNE  TOOKE.
  His  opinion  upon  the  subject  of  law  was  admirable.      'Law,'  he  said,  'ought  to  be,  not  a  luxury  for 
the  rich,  but  a  remedy,   to  be  easily,    cheaply,  and 
speedily  obtained  by  the  poor.'      A  person  observed 
to  him  how  excellent  are  the  English  laws,  because 
they  are  impartial,  and  our  courts  of  justice  are  open 
to  all  persons  without  distinction.  'And  so,'  said 
Tooke,  'is  the  London  tavern  to  such  as  can  afford  to 
pay  for  their  entertainment.'


















 669. JOHN  WILKES.
  At  a  city  meeting  John  Wilkes  harangued  the 
assembly  ;  and  on  some  clamour  being  made,  alderman 
Sawbridge  said  to  Wilkes,  'Had  you  not  better  be  silent, as  you  see  the  sense  of  the  assembly  is  against 
you  ?'  'The  sense,'  said  Wilkes,  'may  be  against  me  ; 
but  I  am  determined  to  persevere  in  my  speech,  as  the 
majority  in  such  a  meeting  as  this  is  always  on  the  side 
of  nonsense.'


















 673. TRUE  WITCHCRAFT.
  An  Italian  lady,  the  wife  of  the  marshal  d'Ancre, 
having  had  great  ascendency  over  Mary  de  Medicis 
queen  of  France,  after  her  death  was  brought  to  trial 
on  a  charge  of  witchcraft.  Being  asked  what  potent 
spell  she  had  used  to  fascinate  the  queen  :  'The  potent 
spell,'  she  replied,  'by  which  a  strong  mind  fascinates 
a  weak  one.'


















 676. GENERAL WOLFE.
General  Wolfe  invited  a  Scotch  officer  to  dine 
with  him,  the  same  day  he  was  also  invited  by  some 
brother  officers.  'You  must  excuse  me,'  said  he  to 
them  ;  'I  am  already  engaged  to  Wolfe.'  A  smart 
young  ensign  observed,  he  might  as  well  have  expressed himself  with  more  respect,  and  said  General  Wolfe. 
'Sir,'  said  the  Scotch  officer  with  great  promptitude, 
'We  never  say  General  Alexander  or  General  Caesar.' 
Wolfe,  who  was  within  hearing,  by  a  low  bow  to  the 
Scotch  officer,  acknowledged  the  pleasure  he  felt  at  the 
high  compliment. 


















 678. THE  MAGNANIMITY    OF   WOMEN. 
Tidings  of  the  battle  of  Ramillies,  so  fatal  to 
the  French  arms,  reached  madam  Villeroi.  Her  husband, the  marshal  Villeroi,  had  lost  that  battle  to  John 
the  great  duke  of  Marlborough.  One  of  the  friends  of 
the  above-mentioned  lady  came  to  give  her  comfort, 
and  assured  her  that  the  marshal  had  escaped  unhurt, 
and  was  in  good  health.  'That,'  said  she,  'may  be 
enough  for  me,  but  it  is  not  enough  for  him.'


















 682. ZENO.
 A  person  asked  Zeno  the  philosopher,  if  wise 
men  ever  fall  in  love.  His  answer  was,  'If  wise  men 
do  not  fall  in  love,  beautiful  women  must  be  very  unfortunate.' 


















 691. THE  SPANISH  CHARACTER.
  The  Spaniards  are  marked  by  a  certain  gravity 
of  demeanour,  or  constitutional  phlegm,  which  assumes 
the  appearance  of  pride.  It  is  not  merely  among  persons of  rank  and  fortune  that  this  hauteur  shows  itself ; 
but  a  Spanish  tradesman,  and  even  a  mendicant,  preserves a  lofty  demeanour,  which  raises  him  above  his 
condition.  A  beggar  in  Madrid  solicited  alms  of  a  person, who,  instead  of  relieving,  reproached  him  for  preferring his  idle  way  of  life  to  active  and  useful occupation.  'I  asked  you  for  your  money,  and  not  your  advice,'  said  the  beggar  ;  and  turned  his  back  upon  his 
monitor,  with  the  scornful  air  of  a  genuine  Castilian. 


















 693. FORTITUDE.
  A  man  related  to  his  friend  the  whole  train  of 
his  misfortunes,  and  asked  him  what  he  would  have 
done  under  such  a  pressure.  'I  should  have  put  an 
end  to  my  life,  like  a  hero,'  said  the  friend.  'I  acted 
still  more  like  a  hero,'  said  the  other,  'for  I  had  the 
courage  to  live  on.' 


















698. SHAKSPEARE  A  GOOD  COOK.
  Two  gentlemen  were  talking  in  a  coffee-house, 
of  the  best  method  of  dressing  a  beefsteak.  One  of 
them  observed,  that  of  all  receipts,  that  given  in  the 
words  of  Macbeth,  when  he  deliberates  on  the  intended 
death  of  the  king,  is  the  best  : 



'If  it  were done,  when  'tis  done,  then  'twere well

It were done quickly.'


 

















699. A  GAMBLER.
  'No,'  said  an  Italian  gambler  after  an  intolerable run  of  ill  luck,  ' No,  thou  jade  Fortune,  thou  mayest  indeed  cause  me  to  lose  thousands,  but  I  defy  thy 
utmost  power  to  make  me  pay  them.'


















704. A  DESPERADO.
  A  lady  was  followed  by  a  beggar  who  teased 
her  very  much  to  give  him  alms.  On  her  refusing  him, 
he  quitted  her  with  a  deep  sigh,  saying,  'The  alms  I 
asked  would  have  prevented  me  from  executing  my 
present  resolution.'  The  lady  was  alarmed,  thinking 
the  man  would  make  some  rash  attempt  upon  his  own 
life.  She  called  him  back,  and  gave  him  a  shilling  ; 
and  asked  him  what  he  meant  by  what  he  had  said. 
'Madam,' said  the  fellow,  'I  have  been  begging  all  day 
in  vain,  and  had  it  not  been  for  this  shilling,  I  should 
have  been  obliged  to  work.'


















711. AN  EASTERN  PHILOSOPHER.
  Pride  often  keeps  us  in  ignorance,  by  the  restraint  which  it  imposes  upon  our  minds.  An  Eastern 
philosopher  being  asked  by  what  means  he  had  acquired so  much  knowledge,  answered;  'I  was  never 
prevented  by  shame  from  asking  questions.' 


















713. PROFESSIONAL  MEN.

Men  in  general,  and  particularly  professional  men, 
view  objects  through  the  media  of  their  own  pursuits, 
and  express  themselves  accordingly. A  gentleman  was  thrown  from  a  very  restive 
horse  in  Hyde  Park,  and  had  the  misfortune  to  break 
one  of  his  legs.  A  crowd  instantly  collected  around 
him,  in  which  were  a  riding-master,  a  painter,  a  mathematician, a  lawyer,  and  a  clergyman.  'If  this  unfortunate man,'  said  the  riding-master,  'had  taken  a  few 
lessons  in  my  school,  that  accident  would  not  have  happened.' 'How  finely  the  figure  was  fore-shortened  in 
falling !'  said  the  painter.  'He  made  a  parabolic 
curve,'  said  the  mathematician.   'It  is  a  hundred  to 
one,'  said  the  lawyer,  ' if  he  has  made  his  will.' 'Run 
for  a  surgeon,'  said  the  clergyman,  'and  let  us  assist 
the  poor  man  in  getting  home.' 


















716. THE  CONTENTED  HIBERNIAN.
  The  tempers  of  the  English  and  the  Irish  are 
strongly  contrasted.  The  former  is  reserved,  gloomy, 
and  serious  ;  the  latter  is  lively  and  gay,  and  expresses 
his  thoughts  in  an  animated  and  figurative  style  peculiar to  himself.—An  Englishman  in  company  with  an 
Hibernian  indulged  his  propensity  to  croaking,  by 
complaining  of  the  badness  of  the  weather,  and  the 
unpleasant  place  where  he  resided.  The  Hibernian 
declined  arguing  with  him  on  the  folly  of  his  murmurs, 
but  held  out  to  him  a  picture  of  his  own  contentedness. 
'When  I  have  a  hat  on  my  head,'  said  he,  'my  house 
is  thatched  ;  when  I  have  had  a  dinner,  my  house  is 
furnished  :  as  for  weather,  I  care  not  if  it  rains  or  shines ; 
as  for  place,  I  am  at  home  either  in  London  or  Londonderry :  so  hurrah  !  may  the  shamrock,  and  Erin  the 
little  island  of  saints  and  liberty,  flourish  for  ever !' 


















718. QUAKERS.
  An  address  of  the  Quakers  to  James  II.  on  his 
accession,  preserved  in  Wanley's  Common-place  Book, 
is  highly  characteristic  of  that  shrewd  sect.  'We  come 
to  condole  the  death  of  our  friend  Charles  ;  and  we  are 
glad  that  thou  art  come  to  be  our  ruler.  We  hear  that 
thou  art  a  dissenter  from  the  church  of  England,  and  so 
are  we.  We  beg  that  thou  wouldst  grant  us  the  same 
liberty  that  thou  takest  thyself,  and  so  we  wish  thee 
well.     Farewell.'     [Harl.  MS.  6030.] 


















720. A  TRUE  GHOST.
  A  credulous  clown  went  to  the  clergyman  of 
his  parish,  and  told  him  with  great  symptoms  of  consternation, that  he  had  seen  a  ghost,  'Where  did  you 
see  it  ?'  was  the  question  :  'Why,'  said  Diggory,  'as 
I  were  going,  and  please  your  reverence,  by  the  church. 
right  up  against  the  wall,  I  sees  the  ghost.'  'In  what 
shape  did  it  appear  ?'  'For  all  the  world  like  a  great 
ass.  'Go  home  and  hold  your  tongue,'  said  the  clergyman, 'for  you  are  a  very  timid  creature,  and  have  only 
been  frightened  by  your  own  shadow.' 


















740. OXFORD SCHOLARS OUTWITTED.
From'MERRY  PASSAGES  AND  JESTS.' 
... an  unpublished  manuscript  preserved in  the  British  museum.  [Cotton,  No.  6395.] The  author  was  nephew  to  sir  Roger  le  Strange.
Some  joviall  scholars  at  Oxford  going  to  an  inne 
to  frolicke,  (but  pennilesse,)  when  they  had  well  warm'd 
their  brains  with  clarett,  call'd  in  mine  host  for  a 
parting  cuppe,  and  fell  into  a  long  and  a  deepe 
discourse  about  the  Platonicall  revolution,  much 
inculcating  the  point  into  mine  host  (who  seem'd 
to  relish  it  pretty  well,)  and  directing  their  speech 
often  to  him  :  But,  says  he,  I  doe  not  yet  conceive 
whether  all  this  discourse  should  tend.  Why,  sayd 
they,  the  morall  of  it  is  this  :  The  reckoning  is  great, 
and  we  have  not  one  farthing  about  us,  therefore  we 
must  needs  crave  your  patience  until  this  time  1000 
yeares,  when  we  shall  be  all  here  just  as  we  are  now 
(as  we  have  by  our  conference  made  it  very  evident 
to  you  ;)  you  in  your  chair,  with  that  very  nose  and 
belly,  and  your  tapster  there  with  his  blew  apron. 


'Gentlemen,  says  he,  I  would  willingly  satisfye  you 
in  any  reasonable  courtesie,  but  here  are  two  maine  obstacles :  first,  you  confess  you  shall  all  be  here  this 
time  1000  yeares,  punctually  in  every  circumstance  as 
you  are  now  ;  without  money,  then  necessarily  :  but 
besides,  says  mine  host,  I  doe  very  well  remember, 
that  ye  were  here  this  time  1000  yeares,  and  left  a 
score  unpaid  ;  discharge  that  first,  and  then  I'll  trust 
you  for  the  next. 


















747. AMERICANS.
  The  Americans  are  so  inquisitive,  that  Dr. 
Franklin  tells  us,  when  he  travelled  in  America,  and 
wished  to  ask  his  road,  he  found  it  necessary  to  save 
time  by  prefacing  his  questions  with,—'My  name  is 
Benjamin  Franklin,  I  am  by  trade  a  printer,  I  am  come 
from  such  a  place,  and  am  going  to  such  a  place  ;  and 
now  tell  me  which  is  my  road  ?' 


















 757. BOTANY  BAY.
Some years ago, one  of  the  convicts  in  Botany 
Bay  wrote  a  farce  which  was  acted  with  great  applause 
at the theatre in Port Jackson. The  noted  Barrington furnished the 
 prologue,  which  he   ended  with  these lines :—



'True  patriots  we ;  for  be  it  understood,
 
We  left  our  country,...  for  our  country's  good.' 




















759. THE  ITALIAN  VINEYARD-MAN.

  Per mancamento d'acqua bevo del acqua ;  se  no 
havesse  acqua,  beveri  el  vino.  'For  want  of  water  I 
am  forced  to  drink  water ;  if  I  had  water,  I  would 
drink  wine.'  This  speech  is  a  riddle,  and  here  is  the 
solution:  It  was  the  complaint  of  an  Italian  vineyard-man,  after  a  long  drought,  and  an  extremely  hot  summer,  that  had  parched  up  all  his  grapes.


 
















 769. A  PACK  OF  HOUNDS.
  You  must  go  to  Shakspeare  for  a  general  description of  a  pack  ;  but  if  you  want  the  particular 
names  given  more  than  one  hundred  years  ago,  here 
they  are  in  couples,  taken  from  an  old  song, 
at  the  service  of  any  sportsman  : 



Juno    and  Jupiter,  Tinker  and   Trotter, 

Singwell  and  Merryboy,  Captain  and  Cryer, 

Gangwell  and  Ginglebell,  Fairmaid   and  Fryer, 

Beauty  and  Bonnylass,  Tanner  and  Trouncer, 

Foamer  and  Forrester,  Bonner  and  Bouncer, 

Gander  and  Gundamore,  Jowler  and  Jumper, 

Tarquin  and  Tarmerlane,  Thunder  and  Thumper. 




















 772. A  CLERGYMAN'S  MENACE.
  A  clergyman,  in  the  time  of  Cromwell,  being 
deprived  of  his  living  for  Non-conformity,  said  to  his 
friends,  'That  if  he  was  deprived,  it  should  cost  a  hundred men  their  lives.'  This  strange  speech  being  noised 
abroad,  he  was  summoned  before  a  magistrate,  and 
thus  explained  his  intention:  'Should  I  lose  my  benefice, 
said  he,  'I  am  resolved  to  practise  physic,  and  then  I 
may,  if  I  get  patients,  kill  a   hundred  men.'


















 776. FROM THE CAMBRIDGE MERRY JESTS ;

OR, THE ONLY WAY TO BE WITTY. THE SIXTH EDITION : LONDON.


The  following  [is an  extract]  from  a  curious  and  scarce 
work  with  the  above-mentioned  title,  a  copy  of  which 
is  preserved  in  the  British  Museum.  This  copy  has  no 
date,  but  it  was  probably  published  soon  after  the  Restoration. 


A  pleasant  country-fellow  told  his  companions, 
that  he  could  have  what  weather  he  pleased.  At  which 
they  laughed,  and  said,  'twas  impossible  ;  for  the  planets, as  they  had  heard,  governed  the  world,  and  the 
weather  too  'You  are  fools,'  said  he  ;  'for  what  weather pleases  God,  pleases  me  ;  and  now  I  hope  I  have 
made  it  out.'



















 778. THE  CONNOISSEURS.
  A  painter  was  censured  for  not  taking  good 
likenesses  when  he  printed  portraits.  He  was  piqued 
at  the  censures  of  his  friends,  and  wished  to  ascertain 
if  the  fault  imputed  to  him  was  real  or  not.  He  informed them  he  had  finished  a  portrait  of  a  person  they 
knew  perfectly  well,  which  be  flattered  himself  was 
nature  itself.  They  all  hastened  to  see  the  picture;  and 
all,  without  hesitation,  pronounced  it  to  be  one  of  the 
very  worst  attempts  he  had  ever  made  at  a  likeness. 
'You  are  mistaken,  friends,'  said  a  voice  from  the  head 
of  the  picture,  'it  is  myself.'  These  words  were  spoken by  the  person,  who  had  entered  into  the  stratagem 
of  the  painter,  and  put  his  head  through  the  canvas. 


















 779. VERSES WRITTEN ON A WINDOW IN THE HIGHLANDS OF SCOTLAND.

by  Aaron  Hill.
 


Scotland,  thy  weather's  like  a  modish  wife, 

Thy  winds  and  rains  maintain  perpetual  strife  ; 

So  termagant  awhile  her  thunder  tries, 

And  when  she  can  no  longer  scold  she  cries. 





















 781. 'COFFEE-HOUSE  JESTS.'


The  following  specimen  of  a  publication  with  the 
above  title  is  extracted  from  a  very  scarce  copy  preserved in  the  British  Museum.  The  fifth  edition  of  the 
work  was  printed  in  1688. 


An  Oxonian  meeting  with  a  bully  in  London, 
who  it  seems,  swore  that  he  would  take  the  wall  of  all 
persons  he  met,  the  Oxonian  was  going  between  the  wall 
and  him  ;  with  that  the  bully  began  to  thrust  him  back, 
and  told  him  he  did  not  use  to  give  every  coxcomb  the 
wall.    'No,'  says  the  Oxonian,  'what  good  will  the  wall 
do  me  without  the  house  ?'  'But,'  says  the  bully,  'I 
don't  mean  to  give  every  fool  the  wall.'  'But,  sir,'  replies the  Oxonian,  'I  do.'  And  so  let  him  have  it,  and 
marched  away. A  similar  adventure  and  a  similar  retort  are  attributed to  Dr.  Johnson. 


















 789. THE  CHURCH  OF  ROME.
  A  PROTESTANT  who  had  a  termagant  wife,  being asked  what  the  Church  of  Rome  was  like,  answered, 'Truly  I  think  that  Church  as  much  like  my  wife 
as  any  thing.'  'Why  so  ?'  'Because,'  replied  the 
Protestant,  'She  commands  what  she  pleases,  without 
regard  of  either  God  or  man,  and  then  curses  all  the 
family  to  the  devil,  if  they  give  her  not  instant  obedience.'


















 808. A  DIALOGUE.
The  following  dialogue  between  an  uncle,  and 
his  nephew  was  overheard  in  St.  James'  Park,  in  consequence of  the  party  talking  very  loud. 


Nephew.  My  dear  uncle,  I  have  the  pleasure  to  inform you,  that  I  am  just  returned  from  Perryvale,  one 
of  the  sweetest  villages  imaginable.  The  sun  was  shining with  brilliant  lustre,  the  trees  were  clothed  with  the 
richest  foliage,  the  birds  were  warbling  on  every  spray, 
and  a  silvery  stream  meandered  through  the  valley  : 


'There  every  bush  with  nature's  music  rings,
 
There  every  breeze  bears  health  upon  its  wings.' 


To  complete  my  feelings  of  delight  in  this  new  Arcadia, 
I  called  at  the  manor-house  upon  the  old  squire,  and 
he  introduced  me  to  his  daughter  as  she  was  walking  in 
the  garden.  It  seemed  a  little  paradise,  with  an  Eve 
beautiful  as  innocent  in  it.  Her  eyes  sparkled  with 
living  lustre,  her  cheeks  glowed  with  health  ;  and  she 
gave  me  a  new-blown  rose,  and  smiled  so  sweetly  at 
the  same  time,  that  all  the  arrows  of  Cupid's  quiver 
could  not  have  made  a  deeper  wound  in  my  poor  heart. 
O  what  a  delicious  village  !  O  what  an  enchanting  girl !
 
Uncle. O  what  a  perfect  madcap  !  O  what  a  tedious 
rhapsody  !  These  are  first  impressions  with  a  vengeance !  Why,  boy,  while  you  were  ranting  at  such  a 
rate,  you  put  me  in  mind  of  the  puffing  style  of  an  auctioneer, and  the  gaudy  colouring  of  a  painter  of  signs 
and  tea-boards.  But,  to  be  serious,  I  think  there  is  not 
a  tittle  of  real  matter  of  fact  in  all  you  have  been  saying.   Why,  only  a  few  days  ago  I  passed  through  this 
very  same  place.  I  shall  not  soon  forget  it,  for  I  was 
almost  tired  to  death  with  walking  through  it,  and  so 
cold  that  I  wished  for  a  great-coat.  I  saw  nothing  to 
admire  in  the  village  ;  it  was  like  most  others,  very  still 
and  very  stupid.  You  talk  of  the  trees  and  the  birds  : 
as  to  the  trees,  there  is  hardly  a  stick  of  good  timber 
in  the  whole  place  ;  if  you  were  to  cut  them  down,  they 
would  only  sell  for  fire-wood.  The  only  good  birds  I 
saw  there,  were  a  few  geese  in  a  pond,  and  I  don't  think 
the  whole  lot  would  fetch  a  two-pound  note  in  Leadenhall  market.  I  saw  the  squire's  daughter,  but  felt  none 
of  your  raptures,  I  assure  you.  Indeed  why  should  I  ? 
for  I  know  her  father  cannot  give  her  a  farthing.  After 
all,  there  may  be  some  mistake.  Surely  it  was  not 
Perryvale  you  saw,  but  some  other  place.  I  am  positive I  was  there  ;  and  that  I  might  examine  every  thing 
the  better,  I  hardly  took  off  my  spectacles  the  whole 
day. 


Nephew.  My  dear  uncle,  I  am  certain  we  have  been 
talking  of  the  very  same  place,  and  the  very  same  persons. And  now,  if  you  will  excuse  my  freedom,  I  will 
tell  you  the  reason  why  you  and  I  viewed  these  same 
objects  in  such  different  lights,  I  am  no  Œdipus,  but  I 
solve  the  emigma  thus—I am  young,  and  you  are  old.'
 


















 809. A  MAN  OF  FAMILY.
  'Of  what  family  can  you  boast  of  being  descended ?'  said  a  Castilian  guerilla  to  an  English  grenadier. 'I  am  descended  from  Don  Pedro  Nunez  Velasquez de  Pedrillo,  who  was  chief  trumpeter  to  the 
emperor  Charles  V.  at  the  battle  of  Pavia.' 'I  cannot 
pretend,'  said  the  grenadier,  looking  very  archly  at  the 
don,  'to  trace  my  pedigree  so  far  back  as  you  do  ;  but 
this  I  can  aver,  that  my  parents  made  more  noise  in  the 
world  than  your  boasted  ancestor  don  Pedro,  the  great 
trumpeter ;  for  my  father  was  a  drummer,  and  my 
mother  cried  oysters.' 



















 813. POWER.
'I  can  call  spirits  from  the  vasty  deep,'  said 
the  boasting  Owen  Glendower.  'But  will they come
when  you  call  ?'  was  the  searching  question  to  bring 
his  power  over  the  beings  of  the  invisible  world  to  the 
test. 


















 827. THE  DIFFERENCE  OF  PROFESSIONS.
 A person  observed  to  an  eminent  lawyer,  that 
Buchan's  'Domestic  Medicine'  was  a  good  book,  because it  qualifies  every  man  to be   his  own  physician. 'How  far  that  may  be  the  case,'  observed  the  eminent 
lawyer,  'I will  not  presume  to  determine  ;  but  I  may 
be  allowed  to  speak  decidedly  as  to  my  own  profession ;  and  so  I  hesitate  not  to  pronounce,  that  every 
man  who  is  his  own  lawyer,  has  a  fool  for  a  client.' 


















 843. GASCONADE.
  A  Gascon  and  a  Parisian  had  a  violent  quarrel ; 
but  their dispute  was  soon  adjusted,  as they  were  both  of 
Fallstaff's  way  of  thinking,  that  the  best  part  of  valour 
is  discretion.  'You  are  very  fortunate,'  said  the  Gascon to  the  Parisian,  'not  to  have  roused  me  beyond  a 
certain  degree  of  indignation.  Had  you  teased  me  an 
atom  more,  I  would  have  taken  you  up,  and  tossed  you 
so  high  in  the  air,  that  the  flies  would  have  devoured 
every  particle  of  your  body,  before  it  would  have 
been  possible  for  you  to  fall  to  the  ground.' 
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FEMALE COMPENSATION. 


Woman  is  not  allowed  a  vote,  and  the  consequence  is,  that  she  tries  all  she  can  to 
influence  as  much  as  possible  the  votes  of  others.  The  strongest  argument  that  we 
know  in  favour  of  Vote  by  Ballot  is,  that  it  is  likely  to  protect  the  husband  from 
the  wife.  Many  a  Free  and  Independent  Elector  has  abstained  from  voting  altogether, 
because  he  has  not  dared,  in  consequence  of  female  intimidation,  to  call  his  vote 
his  own.





















A  FEARFUL ENGAGEMENT.


Listz  has  had  another  fearful  engagement  in  Dresden.  The  shock, 
we  are  told,  was  something  terrible.  Not  less  than  two  pianos  were 
killed  under  him,  and  upwards  of  two  dozen  music-stools  severely 
wounded.  The  noise  was  so  intense  that  the  inmates  of  an  entire 
Deaf  Asylum,  at  a  distance  of  a  hundred  leagues,  suddenly  recovered 
their  hearing. 























DEAD  WELLS  AND  DRINKING  FOUNTAINS. 

Put  this  and  that  together.    This  is  part  of  one  letter  in  the  Times  : 


'Sir,  Seeing  a  recommendation  from  SIR JAMES DUKE  to  erect  a  fountain  to  be 
supplied  from  the  well  at  St.  Dunstan's,  Fleet  Street,  I  have  taken  the  liberty  of 
stating  I  saw  that  said  well  filled  up  to  the  brim  with  the  bones  of  the  dead  who 
had  been  buried  in  the  old  Church  ;  therefore  I  think  it  advisable  the  fountain 
should  be  erected  at  some  distance  from  that  sacred  spot.'
 

That—subjoined—is  another  letter  in  the  Times,  printed  immediately 
below  the  preceding ;— 


'Sir,  If  your  Correspondent  "S. J. M."  refers  to  the  Church  on  St.  Dunstan's 
Hill,  E.C.,  I  beg  to  inform  him  that  there  is  at  the  present  moment  a  pump,  the 
water  from  which  is  deliciously  cool,  and  very  extensively  used.'
 

Ugh! 





















THE OVERCROWDED DWELLING-HOUSE ACT.

No house is big enough for two wits to live in together !





















CONJUGATOR  DE  SE.


A  REMARKABLE  appeal  from  the  Court  of  Exchequer  in  Ireland 
came,  the  other  day,  before  the  House  of  Lords.  The  case  was  that  of 
BEAMISH v. BEAMISH,  and  the  point  in  question  was  the  validity  of 
what  may  be  called  a  truly  Irish  marriage.  That  marriage  took  place 
in  1831,  privately,  between  the  REV. SAMUEL SWAYNE BEAMISH  and 
ISABELLA FRASER,  at  the  house  of  one  ANNE LEWIS,  in  the  City  of 
Cork,  and  the  ceremony  was  performed  by  the  reverend  bridegroom 
himself.  Matrimony  and  hanging  are  often  spoken  of  as  mutually 
analogous,  the  parties  in  both  cases  being  said  to  be  'tied  up ;'  but 
though  many  fools  have  hanged  themselves,  very  few  have  ever  thought 
of  marrying  themselves,  and  perhaps  nobody  but  a  clergyman  of  MR. BEAMISH'S  country  could  contemplate  the  rash  act  of  sui-splice. 





















THE HEAT.


We  have  it  upon  the  most  reliable  authority  (as  the 
Morning  Advertiser  is  always  saying  half  a  dozen  times  every  day)  that 
the  keeper  of  the  Koh-i-Noor  diamond,  when  he  went  to  look  at  it  the 
other  day,  about  dinner  time,  found  to  his  astonishment  that  the 
'mountain  of  light'  had  been  turned  by  the  excessive  heat  into  a  heap 
of—the  reader  will  never  believe  it—of  boiled  carats !























HARVEY'S  BONES.
 


A  CORRESPONDENT  of  the  Times,  writing  about  the  remains  of  the 
illustrious  HARVEY,  says :—


'The  person  who  showed  me  the  vault  rattled  the  bones,  apparently  as  part  of 
the  exhibition.'
 

Had  this  knave  a  notion  that  he  was  paying  a  suitable  honour  to  the 
memory  of  an  anatomist,  when  he  rattled  the  bones  of  the  great  discoverer of  the  circulation  of  the  blood  ?  Without  attaching  too  much 
importance  to  bones,  we  may  suggest  that  Harvey's  might  be,  at 
least,  allowed  to  rest,  instead  of  being  rattled.  A  fellow  who  would 
rattle  Harvey's  bones  would  also  rattle  those  of  Shakspeare,  or  play 
at  loggats  with  them,  if  he  were  not  afraid  of  the  malediction  which 
protects  those  relics  from  irreverent  clowns. 























FUMUS  GLORIA  MUNDI. 


In  a  will  case  a  few  days  ago,  SIR CRESSWELL CRESSWELL,  remarking on  an  allegation  that  one  of  a  certain  Lunatic's  habits  was  to 
smoke  a  good  deal,  is  reported  to  have  said  :—


'I  have  a  great  objection  to  smoking,  but  certainly  I  should  not  carry  my  objection so  far  as  to  hold  that  it  was  evidence  of  insanity.'
 

Different  things  are  objectionable  to  different  men.  Mr.  Punch 
happens  to  be  fond  of  his  weed,  but,  if  occasion  arose,  would  probably 
say  this :—


'I  have  a  great  objection  to  lawyers,  but  certainly  I  should  not  carry  my  objection so  far  as  to  refuse  to  dine  with  a  clever  judge,  like  CRESSWELL,  for  instance,  if 
he  asked  me.'
 

After  this,  it  is  only  necessary  for  Mr.  Punch  to  mention  that  he  is 
disengaged  for  Saturday  fortnight. 


[On  second  thoughts,  Mr.  Punch  supposes  that  SIR C. CRESSWELL,  as 
a  Divorce  Judge,  said  his  say  to  please  the  female  world,  which  looks 
up  to  him  with  a  certain  fascinated  admiration.  Probably  he  had  his 
cigar-case  in  his  pocket  in  the  robing-room  all  the  time.] 





















LITERATURE  FOR  LADIES. 



ALTHOUGH,  in  common  with  all  editors,  we  are  supposed  to  be  possessed of  almost  universal  knowledge,  we  are  at  a  loss  to  know  who 
wrote  the  following  advertisement,  which  was  conspicuously  printed 
in  the  Times  of  Thursday  week.  Clearly  it  could  never  have  been 
written  by  a  gentleman,  and  as  certainly,  we  think,  no  lady  could  have 
penned  it :—


TO  AMATEUR  LITERARY  LADIES.—Females  of  good  education, 
are  invited  to  JOIN  A  COMPOSITION  SOCIETY.  No  remuneration  offered, 
and  no  expense  incurred.     Address—. 


Attractive  as  the  first  four  words  of  this  advertisement  may  be,  we 
think  their  influence  must  be  greatly  weakened  by  the  fifth.  It  is  all 
very  well  to  say  that  no  expense  will  be  incurred :  but  no  well  educated lady  would  accept  an  invitation  to  appear  in  a  Society,  at  the 
cost  upon  her  entrance  of  being  called  a  'female.'  From  the  knowledge of  her  dictionary  which  her  'good  education'  would  probably 
have  given  her,  she  would  know  that  the  word  'female'  is  no  synonym 
for  'lady.'  The  term  'lady'  is  applied  exclusively  to  women,  and 
it  is  not  every  woman  who  has  properly  a  claim  to  it.  The  word 
'female'  may,  however,  be  applied  to  other  animals ;  and  to  call 
women  'females'  is  to  speak  of  them  as  part  of  the  inferior  brute 
creation.  Fine  ladies  think  it  vulgar  to  be  spoken  of  as 'women :' 
but  they  had  better  be  called  this  than  bear  a  synonym  with  'creatures,' and  have  a  word  applied  to  them  which  perhaps  may  leave  it 
doubtful  if  they  be  not  even  cats. 























CRABBE'S TALES.
 


In  a  recent  volume  of  travels  it  is  stated  that 
the  monks  of  an  Oriental  convent  had  amused 
themselves  with  taming  and  teaching  a  great 
number  of  crabs.  One  great  crab,  who  had  been 
ten  years  in  the  pond,  could,  it  is  said,  repeat  the 
Apostles'  Creed.  Is  this  such  a  marvel  for  a 
great  crab ?  We  will  bet  that  the  DUKE OF SOMERSET  could  do  it. 





















THE  POPE  AT  HIS  LITTLE  GAME. 


THE POPE  is  indulging  in  his  little  game 
again.  He  threatens  any  one,  who  has  the 
impertinence  to  attack  in  any  manner  the  temporal power  of  the  Roman  Pontiff,  with  'a  major 
excommunication !'  The  threat  is  magnificent ! 
VICTOR EMMANUEL,  when  he  heard  of  it,  must 
have  fallen  on  his  knees,  and  have  humbly  sued 
for  pardon.  It  is  amusing,  when  real  cannon- 
balls  were  rattling  about,  to  see  the  POPE  popping off  his  little  sacerdotal  powder  and  shot. 
We  are  afraid  that  all  'the  thunders  of  the 
Vatican,'  let  them thunder  ever  so  thunderingly, 
until  every  disbelieving  Protestant  is  deafened 
with  the  noise,  will  not  avail  much  by  the  side  of 
Napoleon's  new  artillery,  and  that  not  all  the 
canons  of  the  Church  will  be  able  to  do  as  much 
execution  as  one  of  the  recently-invented  pièces 
de  précision.  Of  course,  it  falls  to  the  duty  of 
these  'canons  of  the  Church'  to  keep  up  a 
constant  supply  of  the  'thunders  of  the 
Vatican.'






















MEDICINE  AND  MORALITY. 


In  no  other  country  is  so  much  medicine  drank  as  in  England. 
When  the  Teetotallers  have  put  down  the  drinking  of  spirits,  they 
must  direct  their  attention  to  the  putting  down  of  the  enormous  consumption of  medicine,  and  try  to  put  that  down ;  for,  in  our  opinion, 
the  one  habit  is  just  as  pernicious  as  the  other,  and  in  its  nauseous 
time  has  perhaps  killed  nearly  as  many.  The  drug-shop  is  almost  as 
destructive  an  agent  as  the  public-house ;  and  where  you  find  the  one, 
you  may  be  pretty  sure  that  the  other  is  not  very  far  off.  A  Medicine 
Pledge  is  fearfully  wanted.  It  seems  that  the  duty  paid  on  patent 
medicines  during  the  last  year  amounted  to  £43,090  14s.  1½d.  Now, 
the  duty  on  every  box  of  magic  ointment,  or  vial  of  infallible  elixir, 
amounts,  we  believe,  to  three-halfpence,  which  sum  will  enable  the 
reader  to  calculate  for  himself  the  exact  number  of  draughts  and  pills 
that  were  consumed  in  patent  medicines  alone  by  the  medicine-taking 
community  in  the  course  of  one  year. 


In  strong  contrast  to  the  above,  the  sum  remitted  during  the  same 
period  to  the  Chancellor  of  the  Exchequer,  as  'conscience- 
money,'  amounted  to  £3,015  9s.  There  seems  to  be  a  great  deal  of 
medicine  to  very  little  conscience  !  The  nation  is  evidently  fonder  of 
the  former  than  the  latter ;  or  are  we  generously  to  take  the  smallness 
of  the  conscience-money  as  a  complimentary  tribute  to  the  virtues  of 
the  people.  The  English  lead  such  a  virtuous,  exemplary  life,  that 
their  consciences  are  perfectly  easy  and  at  rest,  and  they  have  nothing 
to  reproach  themselves  with,  or  pay  for,  on  that  score.  Viewed  by  this 
becoming  light,  the  Englishman's  love  of  medicine  is  only  equalled  by 
his  love  of  morality. 


One  question  more,  and  we  have  done.  We  are  curious  to  know 
how  much  the  above  quacks,  who  sold  the  £43,000  worth  of  pills,  contributed to  the  £3,000  of  conscience-money  ? 






















'GO INTO A BACK ROOM.'

Magistrate's Speech to MR. BABBAGE.

MR.  BABBAGE'S  Calculating  Machine  has  at  last  proved  a  failure. 
He  went  home  from  the  Police  Court,  the  other  day,  and  endeavoured 
to  calculate  the  thickness  of  the  skull  of  the  Magistrate,  who,  being 
asked  to  relieve  him  of  the  intolerable  nuisance  of  a  gang  of  street 
musicians,  did  the  magisterial  best  to  aid  the  ruffians  in  driving  MR. BABBAGE  from  his  chamber  of  study.  The  Machine  is  unable  to  register 
so  great  a  number  of  inches.  However,  it  can  set  down  a  portion,  and 
the  sum  is  Brought-on.
 






















'THE  COMING  MAN.'
 

In  the  imagination  of 
every  young  lady,  the 
coming  man  is  a  handsome 
young  officer  with  pearly 
teeth,  coral  lips,  rosy 
cheeks,  curly  hair,  blue 
eyes,  and  black  moustache, 
who  is  dying  desperately 
in  love  with  her,  and  is 
coming  some  day  on  a 
prancing  grey  horse  with 
a  long  flowing  tail,  to  propose to  her.  Money  is  no 
object,  for  the  thought  of 
money  does  not  vulgarly 
intrude  itself  into  the 
young  lady's  imagination 
in  connection  with  her 
Coming  Man,  only  he  must 
be  beautifully  dressed,  and 
have  a  handsome  riding- 
whip,  and  jingling  spurs, 
and  neatly-rolled  whiskers 
as  tight  as  watch-springs. 
Alas!  how  many  thousands  
are  still  waiting  impatiently, and  yet  confidently, 
for  the  advent  of  this 
Coming  Man ! 





















A HIPPOPHAGISTIC DELICACY.


A  horse-eating  restaurant  has  started 
a  new  equine  delicacy.  It  announces  on  its  plate-glass  windows, 
'Mare's-Nest  Soup  Every  Day.'





















A  BIT  OF  AN  OLD  ENGLISH  BALLAD. 

(WINE MEASURE.)



THE PERSÈ  owt  of  Northumberland  House, 

     And  a  right  good  dede  dyd  he, 

For  he  sent  to  divers  hospitalles 

     Some  buttes  of  old  Sherrie. 


The  choicest  Sherris  to  make  speak  a  cat, 

     He  hadd  ytt  up  and  he  gave  it  all  away, 

By  our  faith  sayd  the  cryples,  and  all  the  sicke  men, 

     We  will  drink  the  Duke  his  health,  gyff  that  we  maye.  























A  PET  FOR  A  PALACE. 



It  saddens  one  to  think  what  losses  are  sustained,  which,  although 
one  has  the  will,  one  has  no  power  to  alleviate.  Here,  for  instance, 
is  a  sample,  which  we  quote  from  the  unfailing  Second  Column  of  the 
Times :—


WHITE  COCKATOO  LOST,  from  77, — Street,  on  Saturday 
last.    Repeats  'Pretty  Cocky'  constantly.    A  liberal  REWARD  is  offered  on 
its  being  returned. 


A  cockatoo  which  is  'constantly'  repeating  'Pretty  Cocky,'  must 
really  be  a  charming  and  invaluable  companion,  and  the  most  liberal 
of  rewards  would  hardly  represent  the  worth  of  it.    At  the  same  time, 
had  the  treasure  chanced  to  fall  into  our  hands,  we  should  not  have 
felt  quite  easy  in  our  mind—nor  in  our  ears—while  such  a   pet   
remained  in  our  unworthy  keeping.    Had  we  failed  in  ascertaining   
its  unhappy  rightful  owner  (who,  no  doubt,  would  have  been  found  to   
be  distracted  by  his  loss),  we  think  we  should  have  sent  it  to  the   
Emperor  of  the  French,  as  being  one  who  would  appreciate  it   
even  more  than  we  could  hope  to  do.    Bored  as  he  must  be  by  the   
parrot-like  repeating  of  his  praises  by  his  ministers,  it  would  no  doubt  
be  a  relief  to  him  to  get  a  cockatoo  to  listen  to,  whose  'large  utterance'  was  limited  to  the  one  phrase,  'Pretty  Cocky !'





















AN UNPARDONABLE OFFENCE.


There  is  one  thing  that  the  most 
successful  man  rarely  succeeds  in—and  that  is  in  making  others  forgive 
him  his  success. 





















TO AN EMINENT WHIG.



The  reporters  say  that  they  must  give  up  taking  down  LORD JOHN RUSSELL  if  he  does  not  mend  his  elocution.  His  voice  has  now  a 
confirmed  habit  of  dropping  at  the  end  of  every  sentence.  Surely  his 
Lordship  must  know  that  the  only  sentence  that  can  properly  have  a 
drop  at  the  end  is  that  of  a  Judge  with  the  black  cap  on. 





















THE STRENGTH OF THE SEX.


A  WOMAN'S  tongue  is  a  sharp  weapon  that 
she  should  never  draw  excepting  in  her  self-defence,  and  then  only  after  the  strongest 
provocation.  That  weapon,  sharp  as  it  is,  is 
never  so  effective,  as  when  tempered  with 
mercy.—The  Hermit  of  the  Haymarket.
 





















'THAT'S THE WAY THE MONEY GOES.'


In  an  article  the  other  day  upon  the  Civil 
Service  Estimates,  the  Times  began  a  sentence by  remarking  that :—


'As  for  the  public  purse,  it  is  a  mere  abstraction.'


Yes,  exactly.  That 's  just  it.  The  public 
purse  is  just  a  'mere  abstraction'  from  our 
private  pockets. 






















PAINFUL SEPARATION IN HIGH LIFE.


It  is  with  feelings  of  the  deepest  regret,  such  as,  in  our present 
afflicted  state,  it  would  be  utterly  impossible  for  us  to  describe,  that 
we  record  the  following  distressing  fact,  which  we  extract  from  one  of 
the  French  telegrams  of  last  week :—


'THE DUKE OF MALAKOFF HAS LEFT NANCY.'
 

What,  let  us  ask  in  the  name  of  outraged  humanity,  has  'NANCY' 
done  to  be  left  by  the  Duke  in  this  brutal  and  public  manner  ? 





















FOR A POET'S CRITIC.



The  Idylls  a  rhymester  asperses— 

    O  Public,  rejoice  and  be  glad ! 

If  he  were  not  abusing  good  verses, 

    He'd  be  busily  writing  some  bad. 
























A  'NOM DE GUERRE'.


FRANCE  can  boast  of  its  MONSIEUR TROPLONG, 
and  can  also  rejoice  now  in  its  MONSIEUR TROPTARD—for  such  is  the  name  that  has  recently been  conferred  on  Prince  Napoleon,  in 
consequence  of  the  unfortunate  habit  he  has 
of  always  arriving  a  day  after  the  battle.
 




















SLANG.

The witless man's wit.





















AN  EPICUREAN  IN  AN  ASYLUM. 


At  Earlswood,  near  Redhill,  there  is  an  Asylum  for 
Idiots ;  a  place  to  which  the  benevolent  reader  doubtless thinks  that  competent  authority  ought  to  send  some 
of  his  acquaintance.  The  idea  of  such  an  institution 
which  most  people  entertain  is,  that  it  is  simply  a  place  of 
comfortable  confinement ;  but  from  an  account  of  a  'Visit 
to  Earlswood,'  by  the  REV. EDWIN SIDNEY,  it  appears  that 
the  asylum  there  situated  is  also  an  abode  for  the  education and  instruction  of  the  weak  and  limited  intellect. 
Thereat  is  practised,  with  considerable  success,  a  plan  for 
making  the  most  of  the  little  mind  possessed  by  the  imbecile; of  expanding  the  contracted  understanding,  so  to 
speak,  or  of  blowing  the  faint  spark  of  mind  into  as  great 
a  blaze  as  possible.  The  instances  of  the  improvement  thus 
effected,  as  related  by  MR. SIDNEY,  are  very  interesting. 
Among  them  may  be  cited  the  subjoined.  In  the  basket- 
room,  where  the  pupils  are  taught  to  make  baskets  of 
wicker-work,  he  says :—


'Here  we  asked  a  diligent  little  fellow  which  he  liked  best,  being 
there  or  at  home.  "Happier  here,"  said  he.  "Why ?"  was  the  next 
question,  and  the  answer  was,  "Have  more  to  eat,  and  nobody  teases 
me."'


This  lad  may,  and  we  suppose  must,  have  been  an  idiot 
once ;  but  surely  he  now  no  longer  deserves  that  appellation, but  a  very  different  one.  What  ordinary  schoolboy, 
questioned  about  happiness,  could  have  expressed  his  sentiments on  that  subject  better,  or  would  have  had  any 
other,  at  least  any  other  more  elevated,  sentiments  to 
express  ?  A  wiser  reply  could  not  be  expected  from  the 
collective  wisdom  of  the  City  of  London,  the  Aldermen 
and  Common-Councilmen  in  Court  assembled.  Many  a 
man  who  moves  in  high  society,  instead  of  being  associated 
with  idiots ;  whose  club  constitutes  the  asylum  to  which 
he  retires,  and  who  thinks  himself,  perhaps  with  justice,  a 
sensible  fellow,  would,  if  asked  why  he  preferred  that 
asylum  to  home,  answer  exactly  in  the  spirit,  and  nearly 
in  the  words,  of  the  above  terse  and  pithy  speech  from 
the  mouth  of  an  idiot  boy,  elevated,  by  the  system  of 
mental  culture  practised  at  the  Earlswood  establishment, into  a  philosopher. 





















HOW TO KEEP FOOD ON A WEAK STOMACH.

Bolt it down.






















HOW  WE   SPEND   OUR   SUNDAYS. 


What  a  mistake  it  is  for  foreigners  to  find  fault,  as  they  do,  with 
our  observance  of  the  Sabbath.  They  say  that  Sunday,  as  we  keep  it, 
is  the  dullest  day  on  earth,—a  day  which  tempts  to  suicide  as  a  way  of 
killing  time.  Triste  people  as  we  are,  we  never  are  so  triste  as  we 
always  are  on  Sundays.  All  we  do  on  Sunday  is,  to  go  to  church,  and 
dine,  and  go  to  church,  and  go  to  bed.  Other  occupations  we  have 
nationally  none,  excepting  when  we  cut  our  throats  for  the  mere  sake 
of  amusement. 


Of  course  every  English  reader  knows  how  false  are  these  impressions, 
but  it  is  not  every  Englishman  who  knows  the  full  extent  of  our  enjoyment of  our  Sundays;  and  though  ignorance  in  this  may  individually 
be  bliss,  it  is  nationally  advisable  to  struggle  for  enlightenment.  A 
case  which  came  on  at  the  Mansion  House  a  day  or  two  ago,  throws  a 
policeman's  bull's-eye  light  on  our  observance  of  the  Sabbath ;  and 
those  who  are  in  the  dark  perhaps  the  flash  may  somewhat  startle. 
Foreigners  who  ask  how  we  amuse  ourselves  on  Sunday,  should  listen 
to  the  evidence  of  Policeman  Six-One-Six :—


'I was in Houndsditch,  and  I  heard  a  row,  and  upon  going  to  Fireball  Court  I 
found  the  inhabitants,  according  to  their  usual  practice  on  Sunday  evenings,  fighting 
by  dozens  together  like  cats  and  dogs,  and  tumbling  over  one  another.  It  is  dreadful to  witness  such  scenes  as  take  place  there,  and  the  prisoner  was  the  worst  of  the 
set.  He  was  laying  about  him  with  his  crutch,  and  it  was  the  second  time  he  had 
been  fighting  that  night,  so  I  took  him  into  custody.'
 

Tumbling,  getting  drunk,  and  fighting  like  a  lot  of  cats  and  dogs, 
these  are  now  our  'usual'  Sunday  evening  practices.  This  is  how  on 
Sundays  we  amuse  ourselves  at  Court,—that  is  to  say,  at  Fireball 
Court ;  and  we  have  many  more  such  Fireballs.  Moreover,  mark, 
O  Foreigner,  these  Sunday  occupations  are  not  illicit  pleasures.  They 
are  sanctioned  by  our  law,  and  only  in  extreme  cases  are  they  stopped 
by  the  Police.  Mark  the  logic  in  the  evidence  of  Policeman  Six-One-Six :  'It  was  the  second  time  the  prisoner  had  been  fighting  that 
night,  so  [observe  the  'so']  I  took  him  into  custody.'  One  scrimmage per  night,  then,  is  the  legalised  allowance.  Anything  beyond  it 
is  a  breaking  of  the  Sabbath,  and  put  down  as  an  excess. 


But  Punch  has  no  cause  to  complain  of  Policeman  Six-One-Six.    As he  had  been  taught  it,  he  doubtless  did  his  duty.  The  question  is, 
however,  are  the  nation  doing  theirs  ?  Might  not  something  more  be 
done  to  stop  the  'usual  practice'  of  fighting  upon  Sundays  than 
simply  stopping  would-be  combatants  from  indulging  in  it  twice  ? 
Might  not  other  occupations  be  publicly  devised  for  Sunday  afternoons, 
which  would  in  some  measure  prevent  these  'usual'  evening  practices ? 
For  instance,  would  it  not  be  well  to  try  the  effect  of  opening  harmless 
places  of  amusement,  by  which  those  not  quite  so  innocuous  might  be 
possibly  shut  up  ?  The  pastime  of  inspecting,  say,  the  Crystal  Palace 
Courts,  would  be  surely  a  not  more  harmful  amusement  for  a  Sunday 
than  the  legalised  amusement  of  street  tumbling  and  fighting,  which 
are  the  'usual'  recreations  in  such  courts  as  Fireball  Court.





















'NEAT AS IMPORTED'


WHY is a promise like wine ?

Because it improves by being kept.


 





















PARADISE    AND    THE    PERRY.
 

A BOY, GEORGE PERRY,  is 
brought  before  MR. HALL,  the  Magistrate, 
charged  with  impudently 
stealing  a  gold  pin  from 
one  of  the  patrons  of  a 
tavern  where  tableaux 
vivants  are  exhibited. 
The  boy's  business  was 
to  turn  the  machinery 
which made these tableaux 
revolve.  The  lad  seems 
to  have  been  very  well 
treated,  and  his  guilt 
was  clearly  proved.  He 
lied  in  his  defence,  and 
has  altogether  deserved 
whatever  may  be  in  store 
for  him.  But  MR. HALL'S 
address  was  so  affecting 
that  Mr.  Punch  must 
immortalise  it :—
 

'MR. HALL  said  it  was  a 
very  bad  case,  and  the  boy 
had  shown  the  worst  possible 
kind  of  ingratitude  by  robbing the  gentleman  whom  it 
was  his  duly  to  assist  in  protecting from  robbery.  He 
(MR. HALL)  congratulated  the 
proprietor  on  having  made 
this  discovery  at  last ;  for  it 
was  a  dreadful  thing  to  have 
a  thief  in  an  establishment 
like  his,  still  enjoying  the 
confidence  of  his  employer. 
(That  the  boy  should  go 
astray  was  inconceivable,  for 
we  are  all  made  what  we  are 
by  education  and  association, 
and  what  vocation  was  so 
likely  to  induce  habits  of  morality  as  that  of  this  lad.  His  work  was  to  be  in  a  tavern  every  night,  turning 
round  and  round  a  machine  which  exhibited  to  a  virtuous  crowd  of  spectators,  groups  of  females  attired 
in  a  garb  as  nearly  that  of  Paradise  itself,  as  the  altered 
circumstances  of  the  world  permitted.  Surrounded  by 
all  that  was  pure  and  proper,  this  evil  boy  fell.  He  must 
repeat  that  it  was  a  dreadful  thing.)  He  should  send  the 
prisoner  for  trial.' 


The  reporter  very  improperly  omitted  the 
words  between  parentheses,  but  MR. HALL  must 
have  said  them. 





















DIFFERENTIAL DUTIES.


'Hope,'  says  Coleridge,  'is  a  Duty.' 
We  mention  this  for  the  information  of  the 
Chancellor  of  the  Exchequer,  so  that 
he  may  be  down  upon  Hope,  and  make  it 
pay  the  duty  at  once.  We  wonder  if  the 
Hope  Duty  would  yield  as  much  as  Hops  ? 





















MARRIAGE  WITHOUT  A  MOTHER-IN-LAW! 


A  GOOD  many  good  arguments  have  from  time  to  time  been  urged 
in  favour  of  a  man's  marrying  his  deceased's  wife's  sister :  but  there 
is  one  that  Mr.  Punch  may  claim  the  credit  of  suggesting,  which,  like 
all  he  ever  does,  is  supereminently  powerful  and  transcendant  to  all 
else.  The  clinching  proof  of  the  advantage  of  marrying  a  wife's  sister 
is,  that  a  man  thereby  may  have  a  second  wife  without  his  having  a 
second  mother-in-law.  The  Mamma  of  his  first  wife  no  doubt  would 
still  continue  to  reside  upon  his  premises,  but  he  would  probably  have 
grown  somewhat  reconciled  and  used  to  her  ;  and  her  presence  would  be 
far  less  irksome  to  put  up  with  than  that  of  a  new  mother-in-law,  whose 
temper  would  be  strange  to  him,  and  whose  tantrums  he  might  find 
it  plaguy  troublesome  to  cure.  Besides,  it  possibly  might  chance 
(though  the  contingency  is  certainly  remote  from  being  probable)  that 
his  first  wife's  mother  might  have  beaten  a  retreat,  and  left  him 
monarch  of  all  that  he  surveyed  in  his  own  house ;  in  the  which  case 
his  felicity  would  be  without  alloy,  and  even  Mr.  Punch  might  envy 
him  his  bliss.*

 

The  only  fear  would  be  that,  were  such  unions  to  be  legalised,  selfish 
husbands  might  be  tempted  to  make  away  with  their  first  wives, for 
the  sake  of  the  delight  of  marrying  again,  without  having  to  maintain 
another  mother-in-law  through  doing  so.  Marriage  and  no  mother-in-law  seems  really  such  a  luxury,  that  few  men  could  deny  themselves 
the  pleasure  of  obtaining  it. 


'The  mothers  who  bore  us'  has  been  long  a  standing  toast,  and  all 
who  sit  in  Parliament  no  doubt  would  gladly  drink  it.  But  were  'The 
mothers-in-law  who  "bore"  us'  proposed  as  the  next  sentiment,  it  is 
possible  that  certain  of  our  M.P.'s  might  not  relish  it.  Had  the  argument which  Mr.  Punch  has  herein  been  adducing  been  used  when  the 
Deceased  Wife's  Sister's  Marriage  Bill  was  brought  before  the  House, 
it  is  doubtful  if  that  measure  would  not  have  been  carried,  and 
marriage  without  a  mother-in-law  have  been  legally  allowed  to  us. 

* Note. 'How can you write such stuff, Sir !—Judy.





















A  TRIFLE   TO  FILL  UP  A  GAP  IN  THE   CONVERSATION. 


How  is  the  Sun  supported  ? 

Why,  by  its  beams,  of  course.























CIVIL  SERVICE  EXAMINATIONS. 


We  understand  that  the  following  arithmetical  question  was  recently 
set  to  a  candidate  for  a  diplomatic  appointment :—


'If  four  clerks  could  copy  a  despatch  of  twenty-four  pages  in  three 
days ;  how  many  days  would  it  take  six  clerks  to  copy  a  despatch  of 
thirty-six  pages  ?  '
 

The  candidate  finding  some  difficulty  in  answering  this  according  to   
the  ordinary  rules  of  arithmetic,  sent  up  the  following  diplomatic   
reply  :—
 

'With  reference  to  this  question,  it  appears  to  me  that  the  answer 
must  depend  entirely  upon  what  kind  of  fellows  the  clerks  were ;  for 
within  my  own  limited  experience  of  the  service,  I  could  undertake  to 
select  six  who  would  never  finish  it  at  all.'
 

We  are  happy  to  be  able  to  state  that  the  Civil  Service  Commissioners immediately  recommended  this  gentleman  to  LORD JOHN RUSSELL  for  a  Secretaryship  of  Legation. 





















IMPORTANT TO LADIES.


Under  the  head  of  'Deaths,'  the  ages  of  the  deceased  are  generally 
stated  by  our  contemporaries.  The  'Births,'  of  course,  speak  for 
themselves,  but  the  'Marriages' are  wholly  silent  on  that  particular, 
the  mention  of  which  would,  in  reference  to  them,  be  generally  read 
with  much  more  interest  than  any  that  is  excited  by  the  revelations 
of  the  obituary. 






















A  FEMALE  RUSH  TO  THE  POLE. 


The  Vice-Chairman  of  the  London  and  District Telegraph  Company  informs  us,  that  their 
staff  will  be  a  kind  of  distaff,  inasmuch  as  it  will 
be  exclusively  in  the  hands  of  females.  The 
hands  engaged  to  work  the  telegrams,  are  those 
of  young  ladies,  and  the  Company  has  already 
fifty-five  pairs  of  them  in  their  employ.  We 
rejoice  over  this  announcement,  as  each  new  dial 
will  open  a  new  circle  of  employment  for  women, 
and  it  is  rather  too  bad  that  all  the  loaves  and 
fishes  of  this  world  should  be  monopolised  by  the 
men,  and  nothing  but  the  bones  and  crumbs 
should  be  left  for  the  women.  The  employment 
augurs  well  for  the  success  of  the  Society,  as  we 
are  told  that  female  society  is  the  best  of  all 
good  company,  and  a  telegraph  company  is  sure 
to  answer  well,  inasmuch  as  we  all  know  from 
experience  that  young  ladies  are  noted  for  their 
readiness  in  always  giving  a  quick  and  happy 
answer.  Those  fifty-five  young  clerks  ought  to  be 
the  happiest  of  their  nimble-fingered  sex,  inasmuch 
as  their  time  will  be  occupied  all  day  in  questioning and  answering—and  the  beauty  is,  that  they 
will  never  have  long  impatiently  to  wait,  as  from 
the  nature  of  things,  they  will  no  sooner  have 
put  the  question,  than  they  will  receive  all  their 
answers  on  the  spot.  Moreover,  the  preference 
of  employment  is  only  due  to  the  acknowledged 
superiority  of  the  sex,  as  it  stands  to  reason 
that  a  woman  must  make  the  best  telegrammarian,  if  we  only  take  into  consideration  how 
much  more  expert  and  industrious  than  a  man 
she  is  in  working  at  the  needle !  In  fact,  we 
expect  in  time  that  the  best  'DISTRESSED NEEDLEWOMAN'S REFUGE' in  this  country,  will 
be  none  other  than  the  Telegraph  Office. 





















AIDS  TO  FEMININE  REFLECTION. 


Chambers,  the  other  day,  contained  a  quantity  of  useful  knowledge, 
some  of  which  may  have  the  effect  of  inducing  habits  of  reflection  in 
the  female  mind.    For  example :—


'The  French  buy  our  old  written  parchments,  and  return  them  to  us  in  the 
form  of  delicate  kid-gloves.'
 

Heretofore,  too  many  a  girl,  in  putting  on  her  glove,  has  only,  in 
eyeing  her  hand  extended  in  that  act,  considered  the  beautiful  fit  of 
the  envelope  to  the  exquisitely  formed  member.  Knowing  that  French 
gloves  are  made  out  of  old  English  parchments,  she  may  now  think, 
not  only  how  well  they  set  her  delicate  hand  off,  but  of  what  interesting 
documents  they  once  formed  part—leases,  indentures,  and  settlements 
of  personal  property  ;  the  deeds  last  named  having  a  peculiar  interest 
for  intelligent  young  ladies.  She  may  meditate  on  the  possibility  that 
her  gloves  may  be  portions  of  some  old  record  of  great  historical  importance, which  has  been  lost  to  the  literature  of  the  country  by 
official  negligence  and  the  want  of  proper  custody  of  public  manuscripts 
and  muniments. 


Ladies  again  may  thank  Chambers  for  informing  them  that—


'There  are  certain  small  brown  domestic  annoyances  which  tidy  housewives 
cannot  endure  to  hear  even  named,  and  which  have  received  the  masquerading  definition of  'B  flats.'  Now,  Australia  has  the  misfortune  to  be  prolific  in  these  B flats, 
and  an  enterprising  colonist  has  devised  the  means  of  obtaining  a  useful  brown  dye 
from  them.'
 

This  piece  of  information  will  enable  the  female  mind  to  moralise 
with  some  degree  of  novelty.  Silk,  in  this  point  of  view,  may  be  said 
to  be  worn  out.  Beauty  and  Fashion  have  long  been  aware  that  their 
finest  apparel  is  the  work  of  'a  poor  worm,'  and  don't  want  to  be 
told  that  any  more.  The  reflection  will  be  new  to  them  that  their  nice 
brown  morning  dress  derives  its  rich  warm  tint  from  the  colouring 
matter  of  a  poor  B  flat,  if  B  flat  is  the  best  of  synonyms  for  the  insect 
in  question,  of  which  the  mordant  qualities  (independent  of  its  dye) 
render  it  perhaps  more  worthy  to  be  called  B  sharp.
 





















AN ORGANIC DEFECT.


We  read  in  the  Paris  Intelligence  that  the  MESSRS. LAUBENIÈRES 
have  'invented  a new  system  of  steam  engine,  which  is  contrived  so 
as  to  work  without  noise.'  We  must  characterise  this  invention  as 
extremely  engine-ious.  We  wish  the  same  gentlemen  would  invent  a 
street-organ  that  could  have  the  same  noiseless  recommendation. 





















HISTORICAL.


A  YOUNG  Prince  of  the  illustrious  House  of  Monaco  was  asked  why 
he  had  married  a  rich  old  woman.  'Ma  foi,'  was  the  gay  young 
Prince's  reply,  'let  me  ask  you,  what  poor  man  in  a  hurry  to  get  an 
enormous  Bank-note  cashed,  troubles  himself  to  look  at  the  date  of  it  ?'





















ON THE POISON DEBATE.



COMPARE  Correspondence  with  Articles.  Never 

Will  reader  incline  to  dispute  these  two  rules  
 
Most  persons  who  write  For  a  journal  are  clever ; 

Most  persons  who  write  To  a  journal  are  fools. 



—TOXICOLOGISTOMASTIX.






















LOVE WITHOUT ALLOY.

The  only  love  in  which  a  man  has  no  rival,  but  has  it  all  to  his  own 
self,  is  in  the  wonderful  Love  he  generally  has  for  himself. 






















HOW TO MAKE GLOVES LAST TWICE AS LONG.

Only  wear  one  at 
a  time.
—A  Scotch  Political  Economist.
























MORE CHIMING THAN CHARMING.


MR. DENISON defends  the  purity  of  Big  Ben.  So  pleased  is  he  with  his  noisy  child,  that 
he  will  not  admit  that  it  has  any  striking  fault.  Its  character  is,  altogether,  without  alloy. 
However,  he  is  ready  to  make this  concession,—'if  not  exactly  true,  at  all  events  Ben  is a 
great  discovery ;  or,  in  more  musical  words,  Se  non  è  vero,  è   Ben  trovato.'  If  the  tone  is 
not  perfectly  pure,  still  it  is  remarkably  well  feigned.  We  suppose  we  must  admit  this  as  'a 
sound  excuse.'
 




















HUMAN SIGHT.


In  youth,  we  look  upon  life  through  the  small  end  of  the  telescope ; 
in  old  age,  through  the  broad.  They  are  the  same  objects,  and  yet  we 
wonder  that  what  once  appeared  so  large,  should  now  seem  so  very 
small.  Alas  !  that  happy  time,  when  all  things  were  sweet  as  confectionery to  our  innocent  taste,  will  never  come  again—nor  shall  we 
care  much,  if  it  never  does.—An  Optician  and  an  Optimist  and  an 
'Ouseholder.
 




















HEALTH OF AN ILLUSTRIOUS PERSONAGE.

'The  extreme  heat  of  the  weather  (that  was)  operated,  we  regret 
to  say,  somewhat  unfavourably  upon  the  Sun,  whose  face  has  come  out 
in  spots  of  considerable  size,  the  last  that  has  appeared  being  about 
sixty  thousand  miles  in  diameter.  Having,  however,  swallowed  a 
couple  of  comets,  overnight,  and  having  taken  a  hurricane-mixture  in 
the  morning,  the  illustrious  luminary  has  perceptibly  amended,  and 
has  been  able  to  rise  at  his  usual  hour.'

'AIREY, M.D.

HERSCHEL, M.D.'

'Greenwich Observatory, Sept. 1.'
 




















PRIDE'S LAST DISH.


Pies  and  Puddings  generally  come  the  last.  The  last  thing  that 
Pride  eats  is  Humble  Pie. 






















SINGULAR ACCIDENT AT THE HOMEOPATHIC HOSPITAL.

 A Patient was  discharged,  last  week,  cured ! 





















BRIGHAM  YOUNG,  PAPA. 


According  to  a  conversation  which  HORACE GREELEY,  of  the  New  York  Tribune,  had  with  the   
High  Priest  or  Archhumbug  of  the  Mormons, 
PIO NONO  has  a  formidable  Antipope  in  BRIGHAM YOUNG.  BRIGHAM  pretends  that  his  Church  is  
not  only  infallible,  but  is  moreover  instructed  by  
direct  revelation,  through  himself  of  course,  so   
that  he  is  not  obliged  to  wait  till  an  opinion  has  
gained  ground  and  become  general  among  the  
Mormonites  before  he  ventures  to  publish  it  as   
a  new  dogma.  BRIGHAM  is  a  cock  that  crows  on   
his  own  peculiar  elevation  to  precisely  the  same   
tune  as  that  of  his  rival  on  the  Seven  Hills.   
Witness  the  following  portion  of  his  dialogue   
with  H.  G. 


'H.  G.  :  Then  I  am  to  understand  that  you  regard   
other  Churches  professing  to  be  Christian  as  the  Church 
of  Rome  regards  all  Churches  not  in  communion  with 
itself—as  schismatic,  heretical,   and  out  of  the  way  of 
salvation ?—B.  Y.  :  Yes,  substantially.'
 

PIUS  says  BRIGHAM  is  not  in  the  way  of  salvation, and  BRIGHAM  says  that  PIUS  is  out  of  it. 
What  is  this  more  than 'Cockadoodledoo !'  on 
the  one  side  and  on  the  other  ?  Only  the  Yankee  
cock  crows  higher  than  the  Italian  one.  The  
POPE  of  Utah,  moreover,  has  much  more  reason  
in  some  of  his  apostolical  versions  and  renderings 
than  the  POPE  of  Rome.    For  example :—


'H.  G.  :  Does  not  the  Apostle  Paul  say  that  a  Bishop 

should  be    'the  husband  of  one  wife ?'—B.  Y.  :  So  we  

hold.    We  do  not  regard  any  but  a  married  man  as  fitted 

for  the  office  of  Bishop.    But  the  Apostle  does  not  forbid  
a  Bishop  having  more  wives  than  one.'
 

A  Bishop,  says  the  text,  as  enlarged  by  POPE BRIGHAM,  should  be  the  husband  of  one  wife  at 
least.  As  retrenched  by  the  other  POPE,  it  is 
consistent  with  a  canon  which  makes  one  wife 
for  a  Bishop  one  too  many.  Is  not  the  Antipope's  
addition  to  the  plain  words  of  the  precept  a  little 
more  reasonable  than  the  POPE'S  subtraction 
from  them  ? 





















THE  DISTURBANCES  IN  THE 
EASTERN  CHURCH. 


We  are  sorry  to  find  that  the  Eastern  Church, 
namely,  St.  George's  in  the  East,  has  become 
infected  with  the  same  follies  and  superstitions 
as  those  which  have  hitherto  been  limited  to  the  
Western  Churches,  particularly  St.  Barnabas's 
and   St.   Paul's.     Clergymen   officiate   in   the 
Eastern  Church  attired  in  the  very  height  of  
Puseyite  fashion,  wearing  vestments  of  gay  and  
gaudy  colours ;  green  for  example,  and,  for  aught 
we  know,  mauve.   They  also  give  themselves  the   
same  ridiculous  airs  and  graces  as  their  brethren, 
we  might  almost  say  their  sisters,  in  the  Churches 
of  the  West.    As  in  the  West  so  in  the  East, 
these  innovations  have  excited  great  tumults   
among  the  laity,  attended  with  manifestations  of 
an  iconoclastic  spirit,  which  reverend  gents  who   
think  fit  to  make  images,  figures,  or  Guys  of 
themselves  had  better  beware  of. 





















ONE-SIDED CONSTRUCTIONS.



Many  of  us,  too  many  of  us,  are  apt  to  attribute  a  bad  motive  to  a 
good  action ;  but  few  of  us,  when  a  poor  devil  has  been  guilty  of  a  bad 
action,  ever  think  of  attributing  a  good  motive  to  it. 





















LIFE  IS  A  MYSTERY. 



The  following  is  beyond  all  number  the  most  extraordinary  phenomenon we  ever  read :—Six  ladies  were  enjoying  themselves  over  the 
tea-table  at  Rotherham,  and,  by  way  of  amusement,  they  began  confiding to  each  other  in  secret  how  old  they  were ;  and  it  was  found 
that  their  united  ages  amounted  to  one  hundred  and  twenty-five  years. 
The  most  singular  thing,  however,  is,  that  the  daughters  of  these  six 
ladies—and  each  lady  had  one—were  in  the  next  room,  trying  over  the 
last  new  Polka ;  and,  upon  calculating  their  united ages,  the  result 
revealed  the  astounding  fact  that,  though  not  yet  married,  still  they 
were  older  than  their  Mammas  by  seven  years,  eleven  months,  and 
fourteen  days  !  The  mystery  is  still  unexplained ;  and  yet  we  should 
be  loth  to  accuse  the  young  ladies,  for  the  purpose  of  gaining  a  victory 
of  no  moment  whatever,  of  having  made  themselves  out  to  be  older 
than  they  really  were. 






















THE WAITER'S EPITAPH.

'Coming, Coming !'





















THE AUCTIONEER'S EPITAPH.

'Going, Going, Gone !'





















JONATHAN'S  JOHNSON. 


The  New  York  Herald,  referring  to  an  election  contest  in  Minnesota, 
says—
 

'So  we must  look  for  all  sorts  of  tricks,  wirepullings,  roorbacks,  and  intrigues  on 
both  sides.'
 

A  not  bad  Yankee  notion  might  be  the  publication  of  an  American 
Annual  Dictionary.  The  Anglo-Saxon  tongue  is  constantly  receiving 
so  many  additions  from  the  Transatlantic  branch  of  the  family,  that 
the  compilation  of  such  a  lexicon  has  become  very  desirable.  'Roorbacks,' now!—What  are  'roorbacks ?'  one  would  like  to  ask  the 
New  York  Herald,  which,  at  least,  should  always  come  out  with  a 
glossary.  Comparative  philologists,  who  derive  the  words  of  all  languages from  certain  primitive  roots,  may  have  some  difficulty  in  tracing 
the  affinity  of  the  American  verbal  coinage  to  the  Queen's  English ; 
much  more  in  attempting  to  make  out  the  relation  of  Yankeeisms  to 
any  of  the  other  Indo-European  languages ;  a  course  of  investigation 
in  which  the  inquirer  would  be  likely  to  find  himself  pumphlusticated. 





















A SIXTH SENSE.

The scents of the Thames—and it is stronger than the other five senses put together.





















THE  BRITISH  PEERAGE. 


At  high  water  the  other  day,  Father  Thames 
was  elevated  to  the  House  of  Peers.  His  reception was  not  of  the  most  cordial  nature,  all 
doors  and  windows  being  unceremoniously  closed 
to  prevent,  if  possible,  his  admission.  The 
Peers,  too,  fled  hastily  in  all  directions  to  avoid 
being  brought  into  contact  with  this  very  superfluous, and  anything  but  agreeable,  addition  to 
their  aristocratic  House.  The  question  is,  what 
can  be  done  to  purify  the  dirty  old  gentleman, 
so  that  he  shall  smell  sweeter  in  the  nostrils  of 
their  offended  Lordships  ;  or,  better  still,  what 
precautionary  measures  can  be  resorted  to  in 
order  to  prevent  for  the  future  similar  unpleasant introductions  ?





















INSURE    YOUR  MEMBERS'   LIVES! 


We  really  think,  when  a  constituency  elects  a  man  for  Parliament, 
the  least  thing  they  could  do  for  him  would  be  to  insure  his  life,  and 
at  their  own  expense  to  keep  up  the  insurance.  Considering  the 
dangers  of  the  service  he  performs  for  them,  they  ought  to  take  steps 
at  the  outset  for  providing  for  his  family.  'Leave  health  behind,  all 
ye  who  enter  here,'  may  now  fairly  be  the  motto  for  the  House  of 
Commons'  doorway ;  and  something  clearly  should  be  done  for  the 
doomed  ones  who  pass  through  it.  If  country  sceptics  have  a  doubt 
of  the  perils  which  are  nightly  undergone  by  their  M.P.'s,  let  them 
hear  what  MR. AYRTON  has  said  upon  the  subject,  and  then  own  themselves converted  to  our  Christian  way  of  thinking :—


'MR. AYRTON  called  attention  to  the  outrageous  system  of  ventilation.  Sometimes when  the  House  was  exceedingly  warm,  very  cold  air  was  pumped  in  at  the 
feet  of  hon.  members.  This  drove  the  blood  to  the  head,  and  produced  headaches 
(a  laugh),  which  often  compelled  him  and  others  to  leave  the  House.  Then,  recently, 
the  most  abominable  odours  had  been  pumped  in  through  the  holes  and  slits  at 
their  feet.  The  smell  of  the  chloride  of  lime  which  was  used  was  pleasant  enough  ; 
but  at  other  times  the  uncorrected  atmosphere  of  the  Thames  was  wafted  through 
the  floor,  and  then  the  effect  was  dreadful  indeed.    (Hear,  hear.)' 


Unfeeling  minds  there  may  be,  which  are  pity-proof,  and  will  in  no 
one  whit  be  moved  by  sorrow  at  this  story.  Still  coarser  minds  there 
may  be,  wherein  the  statement  will  awaken,  not  sympathy,  but 
sarcasm,  and  whence  the  question  will  arise,  as  to  whether  the  'cold-air'  pumps  be  half  as  great  a  nuisance  as  the  many  greater  'pumps' 
upon  whose  feet  the  air  is  pumped.  And  there  is,  besides,  a  climax  of 
brutality  attained  by  those  who  choose  to  moot  the  savage  point,  as 
to  whether  the  production  of  a  headache  by  iced  air  be  half  as  likely 
to  occur  as  its  production  by  iced  drink.  For  our  own  part,  we 
should  scorn  to  make  such  mean  insinuations ;  and  our  benevolence 
inclines  us  to  conclude  as  we  commenced,  by  suggesting  that  each 
Member  should  have  his  life  insured,  against  the  Thames  and  other 
evils  which  each  Members'  flesh  is  heir  to. 






















NOTES  ON  THE  RIVER. 



It  is  truly  said  that  fresh-water  sailors  do  not  know  what  sea-sickness is.  The  effects  of  a  trip  on  the  Thames  are  no  exception  to  this 
rule,  for  the  passengers  on  the  silent  highway  of  London,  improperly 
so  called  because  it  smells  aloud,  are  certainly  not  fresh-water  sailors. 


The  Thames  should  never  be  mentioned  at  meal-times  in  decent 
Society.  If  anybody  makes  it  the  subject  of  remark  at  table  the 
probability  is,  that  he  is  a  medical  student.  






















A  THIRSTY  SOUL. 


'DEAR PUNCH,
 

'As  Drinking-Fountains  are  running  all  over  the  country, 
couldn't  you  get  one  established  for  my  own  particular  benefit  ?  It  is 
so  very  long  since  I  tasted  a  glass  of  pure  fresh  water,  that  I  should 
like  to  know  again  what  the  taste  of  it  was  like.  I  would  give  anything for  a  good  draught  of  the  New  River.  I  am  heartily  sick  and 
tired  of  the  poisonous  stuff  that  I  have  been  for  years  condemned  to 
swallow.  The  wonder  is,  how  I  have  been  able  to  keep  up  my  head 
at  all. 


'Therefore,  dear  Punch,  I  do  beg  of  you,  as  a  favour,  to  exert  vour 
influence  with  MR. GURNEY,  or  MR. MELLY  of  Liverpool,  or  MR. 
LIVESEY  of  Preston,  and  see  whether  a  Drinking-Fountain  cannot  be 
laid  on  for  my  own  especial  use.  The  nearer  it  is  erected  to  my  mouth, 
of  course,  the  better.    I  remain,  dear  Punch, 


'Yours,  very  low  and  confined  to  my  bed, 

'Old  Father  Thames.'

'If  something  is  not  done  for  me,  I  am  sure  I  shall  do  something 
desperate.  I  have  a  good  mind  to  take  to  drinking  African  Port,  even 
though  it  should  be  the  death  of  me.  Do  you  think  it  is  as  nasty  as 
the  water  I  am  compelled  to  drink  ?'


























'OH, THAT SORT OF PERSON !'


There  has  been  a  good  deal  of  sympathy  excited  among  vulgar 
people  in  England,  by  the  account  of  the  stealing  and  restoration  of  a 
baby  in  Paris.  This  interest  was  at  first  shared  by  our  better  classes, 
it  being  stated  that  the  abstracted  infant  had  been  'exquisitely 
dressed,'  but  this  was  destroyed  when  it  came  out  that  the  baby  had 
been  for  some  time  'nursed'     by  its  own  mother. 






















SIRENS   AT   THE    SEA-SIDE. 


MISS MARTINEAU proposes  that  ladies  should  be  taught  to  swim. 
All  the  young  ones  ought  to  be  able  to  swim  naturally,  like  ducks,  as 
they  are ;  and  as  for  the  others,  if  not  ducks,  what  are  they,  for  at  any 
rate  they  are  no  chickens  ?  The  proposition  of  MISS MARTINEAU  suggests certain  additions  which,  when  it  is  adopted,  should  be  made  to 
The  Girl's  Own  Book.  Besides  proper  directions  for  swimming, 
floating,  diving,  treading  water,  &c.,  instructions  should  be  supplied 
for  performing  various  feats  of  elegance,  dexterity,  and  skill.  Aquatic 
waltzes,  polkas,  and  quadrilles  are  evolutions  which  the  fair  swimmers 
might  be  taught  to  perform,  to  their  own  great  delight  and  recreation, 
as  well  as  to  the  diversion  of  all  beholders.  Elegant  bathing-dresses, 
suitable  to  an  aquatic  ball,  would  render  such  a  performance  at  any 
fashionable  watering-place  abundantly  profitable.  The  dresses,  of 
course,  would  be  of  a  very  light  material,  unless,  by  means  of  gutta-percha tubing,  crinoline  of  ordinary  extent  could  be  conveniently 
floated.  Young  ladies  might  also  learn  to  embroider  in  the  water,  hem 
handkerchiefs,  do  crochet,  or  execute  drawings  in  water-colours.  A 
piano,  supported  by  a  little  buoy,  would  afford  peculiar  means  for 
musical  aquatic  exercises ;  and  the  performer,  accompanying  herself  in 
a  song,  would  appear  like  a  regular  mermaid,  with  her  tail  out  of  sight. 
If  young  ladies  generally  could  swim,  and  took  to  swimming,  the  waves 
that  wash  the  beach  of  Albion  would  swarm  every  autumn  with  sea- 
nymphs,  and  the  British  shores  would  be  assuredly  crowded  with 
worshippers  of  those  marine  divinities. 























THE GAME OF PIEDMONT.
 

We  observe  that  a  new  pastime  is  advertised under  this  name.  According  to  our  idea, 
the  game  of  Piedmont  must  resemble  that  of  the 
umpire  who  was  chosen  by  two  gentlemen  playing all-fours,  who  had  considerable  doubts  with 
regard  to  each  other's  honesty.  He  was  to 
receive  so  much  a  game  for  seeing  fair  play,  and 
at  the  close  of  the  evening  proved  to  be  the 
only  winner. 























BOOBIES  OP  BRIGHTON. 



As  Brighton  is  about  to  fill  again,  or  may  be  full  already,  for  what 
Mr.  Punch  knows,  it  may  be  agreeable  and  acceptable  to  the  public, 
and  especially  the  visitors  to  that  watering-place,  to  know  that  medical 
testimony  pronounces  the  sanatory  arrangements  of  the  place  to  be 
simply  Abominable.  A  very  large  number  of  the  smart  houses  are  not 
fit  to  be  inhabited,  because  Drainage  has  not  been  attended  to.  Several 
attempts  have  been  made  to  obtain  the  necessary  powers  for  purifying 
the  town ;  but  these  efforts  have  been  defeated  by  'a knot  of  obstinate 
and  prejudiced  persons,  who  are  incapable  of  understanding  anything 
on  the  subject  except  that  drainage  costs  money.'  These  Beasts—no, 
Punch  withdraws  the  word ;  for  beasts  do  comprehend  and  value  of  cleanliness ;—these  Idiots  insist  on  Brighton's  continuing  to  be  poisoned. 
It  is  no  business  of  Mr.  Punch's ;  but  as  he  has  thousands  of  friends 
who  'use'  Brighton,  he  deems  it  friendly  to  advise  them  to  mind  their 
eyes,  or  rather  another  portion  of  their  faces.  But  who  are  these 
recalcitrant  jackasses  who  hinder  the  purification  of  the  place,  and  of 
whom  the  medical  men  complain  ?  Let  Mr.  Punch  have  all  particulars, 
and  he  pledges  himself  to  make  the  parties  throw  themselves  into  the 
sea  after  a  very  few  applications  of  his  cudgel. 






















EXPERIENTIA DOCET.



Why  bad  drainage  should  frighten 

The  people  from  Brighton, 

Is  what  I  can  hardly  explain. 

I  took  purse  (wife,  and  lodgings) 

And  spite  all  my  dodgings, 

I  found  there  no  end  of  a  drain.
 

PATERFAMILIAS.


























THE  NEW  CUT. 



When  will  innovation  cease  ?  SIR JOHN BOWRING  informs  us  that 
the  celebrated  Happy  Dispatch  of  Japan  is  no  longer  the  elegant 
ceremony  it  used  to  be,  but  that  Reform  has  reduced  it  to  a  mere 
execution.  The  insulted  Japanese  nobleman  does  not  now  enfranchise 
at  once  his  soul  and  his  internals  with  the  famous  'transverse  cuts,' 
but  his  friends  assemble  and  simply  cut  off  his  head.  This  is  offensive 
effeminacy,  and  as  a  sound  Protectionist-Conservative,  Mr.  Punch 
augurs  no  good  to  the  Japanese  kingdom  from  it.  Besides,  suppose  a 
nobleman  has  no  head—suppose,  for  instance,  that  some  Viscount 
Williams  of  Japan  had  been  told  by  a  Japanese  Lord  Palmerston 
to  comprehend  a  subject  before  speaking  upon  it—how  could  the  outraged lord  vindicate  his  honour  ?  Nations  should  keep  in  the  old  ruts 
and  the  old  cuts. 






















THE    CONUNDRUM   THAT    WON    THE    PRIZE    AT    THE   LAST    GRAND    BILLINGS-GATE  FLOWER    SHOW. 


Supposing  you  have  got  a  Fish,  when  is  it  like  a  Flower  ? 

When  you  have  got  a  mignonette  (him  in  your  net).
  
























A  SERIOUS  CLOWN.
 


According  to  a  Bangor  paper—

'The  Derbyshire  Advertiser  states  that  a  young  man,  a  member  of  an  evangelical 
church,  advertises  in  a  local  paper  for  board  in  a  pious  family,  where  his  Christian 
example  would  be  considered  a  compensation.'
 

If  the  advertisement  which  the  Welsh  paper  says  that  the  Derbyshire paper  says  that  the  local  paper  contains,  is  contained  in  that 
paper,  the  evangelical  young  man  who  inserted  it  is  a  youth  who  might 
do  better  than  by  acting  in  private  the  part  of  a  hypocrite.  He  might, 
with  more  emolument  probably,  play  Clown  on  the  stage,  in  a  pantomime, where  the  cool  impudence  which  appears  to  be  his  peculiar  gift, 
might  be  displayed  to  great  advantage  ;  provided  that,  in  addition  to 
that  talent,  he  is  endowed,  as  he  probably  is,  with  a  genius  for  grimace, 
and  can  also  swallow  strings  of  sausages  and  jump  through  windows.
 





















THE SOLDIER'S CALL.
 


It  must  be  confessed  that,  in  the  way  of  flogging,  the  British  Army 
outstrips  every  other  army  in  the  world.  It  is  too  bad  that  the  British 
Soldier,  who  never  allows  the  enemy  to  see  his  back,  should  be  called 
upon  to  exhibit  it  to  his  own  countrymen ! 






















PETER  AND  PAUL.
 

'What  power  on  earth,  save  Rome,'  frantically  demands  a  Roman 
Catholic  journal,  'can  confer  the  glorious  title  of  Saint  ?'
 

Most  Roman  Catholic  journals  are  miserably  ill-informed,  which  is 
of  no  particular  consequence  to  them,  inasmuch  as  their  admirers  are 
usually  a  little  deeper  in  the  misery  of  ignorance.  But  it  is  unfortunate for  ill-informed  persons  to  risk  observations  in  the  presence  of 
Mr.  Punch.
 

He  replies  to  the  above  demand,
 

THE BRITISH PARLIAMENT.


And  taking  up  the  very  first  book  at  hand—it  happens  to  be  CAPTAIN DOD'S  inestimable  Handbook  to  One's  Betters,  Mr.  Punch  cites  proof. 
(Page  488.) 


'ST. PAUL  (2nd  Baronet),  SIR HORACE ST. PAUL.  Born  at,  &c.  &c.  The  first 
Baronet,  SIR HORACE DAVID CHOLWELL ST. PAUL  was  a  Colonel  in  the  Army.  His 
Grandfather  assumed  the  Prefix  of  Saint  by  Act  of  Parliament  in  1768.'


Now  then,  gentlemen  of  Over  the  Mountains.  You  see  that  a  Parliament can  make  quite  as  good  a  Saint  as  a  Pope.  And  we  doubt 
not  that  in  the  entries  of  that  angelic  registrar,  whom  the  Reverend 
LAURENCE STERNE  states  to  be  in  the  habit  of  crying  over  his  ledger, 
the  title  conferred  by  the  Parliament  of  1768  is  written  out  just  as 
large  as  any  one  which  has  ever  been  conferred  by  a  Pope,  from 
ALEXANDER THE SIXTH  to  PIUS OF PERUGIA.
 

You  should  remember,  that  though  you  write  for  ignorant  idiots, 
your  writings  may  get  into  the  hands  of  Mr.  Punch,  and  then  you 
come  to  grief.     Orate  pro  vobis  ! 






















SINGULAR PHENOMENON IN THE CITY.


Last  week,  in  the  Bankruptcy Court,  a  Bankrupt  'left  the  Court  without  the  smallest  stain 
upon  his  character.'  The  phenomenon,  we  are  told,  is  to  be  exhibited 
at  a  shilling  a-head. 
























EXTREMELY  OBJECTIONABLE. 


Mr.  Punch  cannot  accord  unqualified  approbation  to 
the  conduct  of  a  gaol-chaplain's  pet,  who,  on  taking  steps 
to  re-establish  himself  in  the  world,  left  the  following 
impertinent  liberty  with  DR. WATTS  in  the  drawer  of  the 
tradesman  from  whom  (in  his  absence)  the  pet  obtained 
the  means  of  again  starting  in  life. 



Why  should  I  deprive  my  neighbour, 

    Of  his  goods  against  his  will  ?' 

'Cos  to  work,  myself,  is  a  bore, 

    So  I  borrows  from  your  till. 

























CRAZY  BEN.
 



As  soon  as  the  fact  transpired  that  Big  Ben  was  cracked,  everybody 
said  that  he  ought  to  be  sent  to  an  asylum. 






















PRÉCIS
 

OF  THE   CORRESPONDENCE  THAT  HAS  TAKEN    PLACE,  AND  THAT  IS  TO 
TAKE   PLACE,   WITH  REFERENCE  TO   THE   CRACKING  OF  BIG  BEN. 


1.  Letter  from  MR.  E.  B.  DENISON  to  the  Times,  stating  that  MR. 
MEARS  made  the  bell  with  a  flaw  fraudulently  concealed. 


2.  Letter  from  Mr.  MEARS,  stating  that  this  is  a  libel. 


3.  Letter  from  MR.  E.  B.  DENISON,  stating  that  both  MR.  MEARS 
and  the  bell  are  cracked,  and  that  SIR C. BARRY  spoiled  the  bell  by 
hanging  it  badly. 


4.  Letter  from  SIR C. BARRY,  stating  tliat  he  had  nothing  to  do 
with  hanging  the  bell. 


5.  Letter  from  MR.  E.  B.  DENISON,  stating  that  he  saw  SIR C. BARRY  hanging  the  bell,  and  that  he  (BARRY)  told  him  (DENISON) 
that  the  bell  deserved  to  be  hanged. 


6.  Letter  from  SIR C. BARRY,  stating  that  he  never  saw  the  bell,  and 
never  heard  the  bell,  and  that  he  never  saw  or  spoke  to  Mr. DENISON 
in  his  life,  and  does  not  wish  to ;  also  contradicting  in  general  terms 
all  the  statements  made,  or  likely  to  be  made,  by  MR. DENISON  in  the 
present  correspondence. 


7.  Letter  from  a  correspondent,  asking  who  was  responsible  for  the 
bell,  and  the  hanging  of  it. 


8.  Three  replies  to  Letter,  No.  7,  viz. :—


a.  Letter  from  MR. E. B. DENISON,  stating  that  MEARS  'did 
it  all.' 


b.  Letter  from  MR. MEARS,  stating  that  MR. E. B. DENISON 
was  'entirely  responsible.' 

c.  Letter  from  SIR C. BARRY,  stating  that  both  DENISON  and 
MEARS  were  'jointly  responsible.' 


9.  Letter  from  MR. E. B. DENISON,  stating  that  SIR C. BARRY 
'spoiled  everything,'  and  that  he  (DENISON)  is 'not  a — fool.' 


10.  Letter  from  MR.  MEARS,  controverting  the  latter  statement  of 
MR.  DENISON. 


11.  Letter  from  MR. JABEZ JAMES,  stating  that  the  hammer  was  not 
muffled,  and  that  if  it  had  been,  the  bell  would  not  have  cracked. 


12.  Letter  from  MR.  E.  B.  DENISON,  stating  that  the  hammer  was 
muffled,  and  that  if  it  had  not  been,  the  bell  would  not  have  cracked. 


13.  Letter  from  the  hands  of  the  clock,  stating  that  the  face  is  too 
big. 


14.  Letter  from  the  face  of  the  clock,  stating  that  the  hands  are  too 
heavy. 






















TOLL FOR THE BELL ! THE BELL THAT IS NO MORE !
 

Talking  of  Big  Ben,  said  SMITH  to  JONES,—For  all  that  MR. 
DENISON  has  written,  I  don't  believe  that  MESSRS.  MEARS  have  lost 
caste  by  their  casting.'  'Not  a  bit,'  said  JONES.  'DENISON,  you 
know,  was  one  of  the  examiners,  and  if  there  was  a  MEARS  sham,  the 
judges  should  have  "smoked"  it !' 






















THE  BELLS  ON  BIG  BEN. 




Big  Ben's  case  looks  scaly,  say  the  bells  of  Old  Bailey ; 

His  voice  is  quite  gone,  say  the  bells  of  St.  John; 

He's  chock  full  of  holes,  peal  the  bells  of  All  Souls ; 

Must  go  to  the  forge,  chime  the  bells  of  St.  George  ; 

Even  my  voice  is  sweeter,  sneer  the  bells  of  St.  Peter; 

He  ain't  worth  two  fardens,  snarl  the  bells  of  St.  Martin's: 

Case  of  too  many  cooks,  growl  the  bells  of  St.  Luke's  ; 

Don't  know  what  they're  about,  howls  St.  Botolph  Without  ; 

MEARS,  DENISON  chides,  say  the  bells  of  St.  Bride's; 

Well,  d'  ye  think  MEARS  is  wrong  ?  asks  St.  Mary's  ding-dong;
 
I  don't,  if  you  do,  says  the  belfry  at  Kew; 

It 's  a  great  waste  of  tin,  tolls  St.  Botolph  Within ; 

And  the  cash  must  come  from  us,  growl  the  bells  of  St.  Thomas; 

Aye,  every  shilling,  add  the  bells  of  St.  Helen  ; 

And  we're  not  over-rich,  groan  the  bells  of  Shoreditch; 

It  makes  one  feel  ranc'rous,  say  the  bells  of  St.  Pancras  ; 

Yes,  that's  for  sartin,  again  rings  St.  Martin ; 

But  what's  to  be  done,  once  more  peals  St.  John; 

Bang'd  if  I  know,  tolls  the  big  bell  of  Bow.

























FASHIONABLE ANNOUNCEMENT.

MR. MERRIMAN has  arrived  in 
Town  from  a  provincial  tour,  in  a  pair  of  Knickerbockers. 






















TYPES  OF  LONGEVITY  AND  DISEASE. 


The  great  difference  between  the  French  and 
English  Press  is  avertissemens  and  advertisements. By  avertissemens  the  one  dies,—by 
advertisements  the  other  lives.  You  may  call  it 
a  question  of  life  and  death.  The  only  warning 
that  an  English  newspaper  needs  is  the  fact  of 
its  circulation  becoming  less  and  less  every 
week ;  it  then  knows  that  it  is  gradually  sinking. The  French  government  adopts,  with 
regard  to  the  Press,  the  system  vulgarly  attributed to  apoplexy—it  generally  gives  three 
warnings,  and  then  the  life  of  the  poor  patient 
is  suspended.  The  organs  of  the  English  Press 
are  full  of  health  and  vitality,  whereas  the  life  of 
the  French  Press  hangs  upon  a  mere  thread,  that 
can  be  cut  short  by  the  scissors  of  the  Censor 
at  a  moment's  notice. 
























CAB LAW AMENDMENT.


Great  inconvenience  is  often 
experienced  by  the  rider  in  a 
cab,  from  the  want  of  sufficient 
means  of  communication  with 
the  driver.  To  thrust  your  head 
out  of  the  cab-door  and  bawl, 
is  unpleasant,  undignified,  and 
for  a  long  time  ineffectual.  The 
window  behind  the  cabman  generally sticks.  To  remedy  this 
great  nuisance  let  an  improvement of  the  last  Cab  Act  be 
introduced  early  next  Session, 
enacting  that  in  the  absence  of  a  check-string,  it  shall  be  lawful  for  any 
fare  to  break  the  window  in  front  of  him  in  order  to  poke  the  driver. 





















MOTTO FOR A CABMAN.

'Handsome is, as Hansom does not try to "do."'






















THE  CABMANS  PROGRESS. 


'Much  remains  for  us  to  do,  but  the  advance  of  education is  certainly  very  marked.  Classes  once  illiterate 
now  show  a  love  of  literature,  the  taste  for  which  indeed 
has  even  reached  our  Cabmen,  who  in  demeanour  and 
civility  are  not  the  men  they  were.'—Social  Science  Speech, 
October,  1859.
 


AIR—'She  wore  a  Wreath  of  Roses.'


He wore a cape of oilskin
 
The  night  when  first  we  met, 
 
And  rather  husky  seemed  his  voice 
 
With  recent  heavy  wet ;
  
His  cab  was  of  the  shabbiest, 
 
His  horse  mere  skin  and  bone, 
 
For  cruelty  to  animals 
 
No  sentence  then  was  known ; 
 
I  saw  he  was  a  bruiser, 
 
And  timidly  did  bow, 
 
To  an  estimate  of  distance 
 
No  court  would  sanction  now. 


A  flashly  painted  Hansom 
 
When  next  we  met  he  drove, 
 
And  all  his  chums  regarded  him 
 
As  quite  a  nobby  cove  : 
 
I  never  knew  him  condescend 
 
To  take  his  legal  fare, 
 
Save  once,  when  hired  to  Highgate, 
 
For  'he  wanted  change  of  air  :'
  
And  though  he  drove  as  brisk  a  trade 
 
As  any  cab  in  town, 
 
I  never  heard  him  own  that  he 
 
Had  change  for  half-a-crown. 


And  once  again  I  see  that  man, 
 
No  bully  now  is  there, 
 
He  treats  a  lady  civilly, 
 
And  takes  Sixpence  for  his  fare  : 
 
His  cab  no  more  is  windowless, 
 
No  longer  'screw'-propelled, 
 
As  in  the  good  old  time  when  he 
 
The  reins  of  power  held. 
 
I  see  him  as  my  fancy  paints, 
 
And  some  may  live  to  see  : 
 
For  'tis  the  age  of  progress 
 
E'en  with  cabmanity ! 


























A  LONG  LIFE,  AND  ANYTHING  BUT  A  MERRY  ONE.
 

At  a  banquet  given  by  the  MARCHIONESS OF LONDONDERRY  to  her 
tenants  at  Carnlough,  the  farmer  who  proposed  his  good  'landlady's' 
health,  coupled  it  with  the  wish, 'May  she  live  a  thousand  years.' 
This  wish  may  have  been  kindly  meant,  but  we  are  afraid  it  is  almost 
incapable  of  realisation ;  especially  when  we  recollect,  that  no  woman 
was  ever  yet  known  to  live,  at  the  very  outside,  beyond  the  age  of 
thirty-nine.  We  believe  there  was  only  one  exception  ever  known, 
but  then  she  was  an  annuitant.  Nor  do  we  think  that  many  ladies 
would  care  about  accepting  the  gift,  supposing  the  offer  was  made  to 
them.  What  lady  would  have  the  courage  to  look  at  herself  in  the 
glass,  when  she  was  five  hundred  years  old  ?  and  what  chance  would 
there  be  of  her  procuring  a  husband  when  she  was  advancing  towards 
her  900th  birthday ?  She  would  always  be  condemned  to  marry  a 
husband  infinitely  younger  than  herself ;  and  we  all  know  that  such 
matches  never  turn  out  well.  Moreover,  it  would  never  be  possible 
for  her  to  conceal  her  age,  and  to  woman  what  charm  has  life  if  she 
cannot  resort  to  that  little  amiable  deceit,  which  after  all,  to  speak 
charitably,  is  resorted  to  more  to  cheat  herself  than  others.  'To  live 
a  thousand  years'  would,  instead  of  a  blessing,  turn  out  a  bitter  curse, 
which  the  fair  possessor  of  the  gift  would  infallibly  regret  more  and  more 
every  day  of  her  tedious  existence.  Fancy  what  an  unapproachable  old 
bore  the  best  woman  in  the  world  would  be,  when  she  was  touching 
her  999th  year ;  nor  can  we  fancy  she  would  look  very  pretty  at  that 
age !  The  picture  is  too  hideous  to  contemplate—so  let  us  throw  a  veil 
over  it.  No,  the  good  Marchioness  deserves  a  better  reward  than  the 
above,  and  that  is,  to  live,  in  the  grateful  memories  of  those  she  has 
made  happy  and  comfortable  on  her  estates,  for  several  long  bright 
years  to  come.
   






















FRENCH AND ENGLISH ESTIMATES



Ourselves  are  by  the  French  surpassed ; 
    The  stronger  nation  they  have  grown : 

They  have  an  army  far  more  vast, 

    No  smaller  navy  than  our  own. 

Why  are  we  so  ill-armed,  whilst  they 

    Maintain  such  forces,  land  and  sea  ? 

What  heavy  taxes  they  must  pay, 

    Or,  oh,  what  swindled  muffs  are  we  ! 


























'WHAT  TO  EAT,  DRINK,  AND  AVOID.'
 

A  Copy  of  this  little  book  has  been  sent  to  PRINCE ALBERT,  with 
the  compliments  of  one  of  the  Members  of  the  British  Association.  At 
the  same  time,  the  hope  was  expressed  that  the  next  time  the  Association pays  Balmoral  a  visit,  the  Members  may  be  allowed  their  free 
choice  of  the  three  occupations,  and  not  be  restricted,  as  they  were  on 
the  last  occasion,  simply  to  the  third,  and  that  the  least  inviting,  viz. :—'What  to  Avoid.'  We  can  only  say  that  the  remedy  is  a  very  simple 
one,  and  is  in  the  Association's  own  hands.  Since  it  was  puzzled  to 
know  'What  to  Eat  ?'  or  'Drink  ?'  the  next  best  thing  is  to  ascertain 'What  to  Avoid  ?'  and  the  answer  is  plain  enough—Balmoral. 






















ODORIFEROUS  PLANTS  ON  BOW  COMMON.
 

MR. CROLL'S  Metropolitan  Alum  Works,  on  Bow  Common,  have 
escaped  abatement  as  a  nuisance  by  reason  that  they  are  only  one 
great  nuisance  among  a  variety  of  greater  nuisances.  The  operation 
in  which  the  plant  of  MR. CROLL  is  concerned  is  the  extraction  of  alum 
from  the  refuse  liquor  of  gas-works.  In  yielding  alum,  the  gas-liquor 
gives  off  an  insufferable  stench,  insomuch  that  MR. CROLL's  neighbours 
pulled  him  up  in  the  person  of  his  attorney  before  MR. YARDLEY  the 
other  day,  averring,  by  their  own  advocate,  that  really  there  were  such 
nasty  smells  that  came  from  the  Metropolitan  Alum  Works,  that  they 
must  beg  the  Magistrate  to  deodorise  them  by  the  arm  of  the  law.  In 
the  same  way  that  a  gentleman  of  colour  pleaded  that  an  unpleasantness with  which  he  was  personally  chargeable,  was  not  so  bad  as  that 
acquired  by  a  certain  white  person  in  the  exercise  of  a  particular  calling, 
MR. CROLL  defended  the  effluvia  of  his  own  works  by  those  of  adjoining 
establishments ;  and  he  got  off  for  the  present. 


But,  as  the  case  may  be  carried  to  the  Court  above,  it  may  be  advisable 
for  MR. CROLL  to  take  any  measures  that  he  can  to  compel  any  and  all 
complainants  to  stay  proceedings.  There  is  a  plan  that  he  might 
adopt  with  that  view  which  would  more  than  satisfy  those  troublesome 
parties.  From  the  very  liquor  out  of  which  he  gets  alum  attended 
with  foul  exhalations,  Chemistry  is  capable  of  extracting  the  most 
exquisite  scents.  Let  him  combine  Perfume-Works  with  Alum-Works 
and  thus  diffuse  around  his  vicinity  a  sweet  savour  which  shall  overpower all  offensive  emanations.  The  surrounding  inhabitants  will  then 
no  longer  be  under  the  necessity  of  stopping  either  his  works  or  their 
noses,  and,  instead  of  being  poisoned  by  sulphurous  acid  or  sulphuretted 
hydrogen,  will  be  only  ready  to  die  in  aromatic  pain  of  fragrance  more 
delicious  than  that  of  Rondeletia  or  Kiss-Me-Quick. 






















A THOUGHT THAT STRUCK US ON THE LEG ON THE BOULEVARDS.


'By Jove, French women were fair enough before; but now, ever since this abominable Crinoline came in, they are not even passable !'
























FASHIONABLE  ANTHEM.
 


Long  live  our  gracious  QUEEN, 

Who  won't  wear  Crinoline, 

    Long  live  the  QUEEN  ! 

May  her  example  spread, 
 
Broad  skirts  be  narrowed, 

Long  trains  be  shortened ; 

    Long  live  the  QUEEN  ! 


O  storm  of  scorn  arise, 

Scatter  French  fooleries, 

    And  make  them  pall. 

Confound  those  hoops  and  things, 

Frustrate  those  horrid  springs, 

And  India  rubber  rings, 

    Deuce  take  them  all ! 


May  dresses  flaunting  wide 

Fine  figures  cease  to  hide ; 

    Let  feet  be  seen ; 

Girls  to  good  taste  return, 

Paris  flash  modes  unlearn, 

No  more  catch  fire  and  burn. 

    Thanks  to  the  QUEEN  ! 

























ANOTHER LAUREL WREATH AROUND THE IMPERIAL BROW.


It  has  long  been  surmised—and  a  surmise  on  our  part  is  almost 
equal  to  a  fact  by  anybody  else—that  the  MONSIEUR COMMUNIQUÉ, 
who  is,  perhaps,  the  most  liberal  contributor  to  the  French  Press,  for 
the  simple  reason  that  there  is  no  Editor  who  dare  to  refuse  to  insert 
his  articles,  was  no  less  a  personage  than  LOUIS NAPOLEON  himself. Should  this  mighty  wielder  of  the  sceptre  and  the  pen,  however, fall  under  the  displeasure  of  the  POPE,  and  be  threatened,  like 
VICTOR EMMANUEL,  with  all  the  pains  and  penalties  of  excommunication, he  will  be  able  to  add  to  his  other  proud  titles  that  of  MONSIEUR EX-COMMUNIQUÉ.
 





















LOCH  KATRINE  IN  GLASGOW. 



Glasgie's  just  a'  right  the  noo 

She  has  gat  Loch  Katrine  brought  her ; 

Ever  she  had  mountain  dew, 

Now  she  rins  wi'  mountain  water. 

Hech  the  blessin',  ho  the  boon 

To  ilka  drouthie  Glasgie  bodie  !
 
Sin'  there's  water  in  the  toun, 

Oure  eneuch  to  mak'  its  toddie. 


Glasgie  chiels,  a  truth  ye'll  learn 

New  to  mony  a  Scot,  I'm  thinkin' ; 

Water,  aiblins,  ye'll  discern, 

Was  na  gi'en  alane  for  drinkin'. 

Hands  and  face  ye'll  scrub  at  least, 

Frae  ane  until  anither  Monday, 

Gif  nae  Sabbatarian  beast 

Stap your  water-warks  on  Sunday.



























'FEU DE JOIE.'


A  GREAT  deal  of  fuss  has 
been  made  about  the  fact 
of  fifty-six  geese  having 
been  roasted  at  once  before 
the  same  fire,  at  Norwich. 
Why  Punch  roasts  twice 
as  many  every  week,  and 
thinks  nothing  of  it.  He 
has  roasted  over  and  over 
again  the  entire  House  of 
Commons  at  a  single  blow—and  though  they  have 
amongst  them  some  of  the 
very  finest  geese  in  the 
country,  yet  every  Member 
has  been  done  beautifully 
to  a  turn—so  much  so, 
that  many  a  constituency, 
when  their  pet  Solan  has 
been  laid  before  them,  have 
scarcely  recognised  him 
again.  In  the  same  way 
Mr.  Punch  undertakes  to 
roast  at  the  shortest  notice, 
as  many  geese  as  the  legislature and  the  quacks,  the 
theatres  and  the  pulpits, 
the  dissecting-room  and  the 
critics,  choose  to  supply  him 
with ;  and  he  also  promises 
to  do  all  the  plucking  and  I 
basting  and  seasoning  himself.  Quantity  is  no  object; in  fact,  the  greater 
number  of  geese  that  come 
in  Mr.  Punch's  way  the 
greater  his  pleasure  in 
roasting  them.  His  range  
is  wide  enough  to  take  in 
the  whole  world. 























PETER  LAURIE.
 


Jackasses'  brays  are  bonnie, 

    And  sae  are  bagpipes  too, 

And  auld  SIR PETER LAURIE 

    Heehaws  wi'  clangour  true, 

    Heehaws  wi'  clangour  true, 

In  just  the  tunefu'  key ; 

    And  it 's  oh  that  PETER LAURIE 

Sae  doure  a  Jack  should  be ! 


His  wit  is  like  the  snow-drift, 

    When  half  the  Spring  is  gone  ; 

His  speeches  are  the  silliest 

    That  joke  was  e'er  made  on, 

    That  joke  was  e'er  made  on, 

Provoking  mirth  and  glee  : 

    And  therefore  PETER LAURIE 

Becomes  a  butt  for  me. 


Accused  by  a  drunkard  lying, 

    Before  his  judgment-seat, 

An  innocent  bairn  knelt  crying ; 

    For  such  was  Newgate  meet  ? 

    For  such  was  Newgate  meet  ? 

Severe,  absurd  decree ! 

    Fie  for  shame,  SIR PETER LAURIE, 

Ye  cruel  auld  boobie  !
 



























THE MATRIMONIAL CODE.


The Husband reigns, but it is the Wife who governs.























SONG BY A SURGEON.




Take,  take,  blue  pill  and  colocynth : 

    Hey,  Sir !  your  liver  is  much  out  of  order. 

Take,  take,  rhubarb  and  aqua  menth. : 

    Close  on  acute  inflammation  you  border.
 
        Symptoms  about  your  head, 

        Make  me  congestion  dread, 

When  I  take  them  with  the  rest  in  conjunction ; 

        Leave  off  wine,  beer,  and  grog : 

        Arrowroot  all  your  prog, 

Let  organs  rest  to  recover  their  function.

























THE RIGHT OF TRANSLATION RESERVED.


Translate as you will you could never get the BISHOP OF CORK to be considered the same as the EVÈQUE DE LIÈGE.























THE  STAFFORD  STOKING-ROOM.
 

What  has  the  first  of  the  two  sentences  which  constitute the  subjoined  handbill  to  do  with  the  second  ?—
 

'The  Scotch  Express,  leaving  GLASGOW  at  9.45  a.m.,  and  EDINBURGH at  10.0  a.m.,  arriving  at  STAFFORD  at  5.53  p.m.,  remains 
15  minutes  to  dine.  A  HOT  DINNER  provided  daily,  in  a  comfortable Dining  Room,  and  at  a  moderate  charge.'
 

The  Scotch  Express,  certainly,  arriving  at  Stafford  at 
5.53  p.m.,  and  remaining  there  fifteen  minutes  to  dine,  may 
be  capable  of  dining  within  that  time.  A  quarter  of  an 
hour  may  suffice  the  stoker  for  feeding  the  Scotch  Express 
with  coke.  But  by  whom  may  the  hot  dinner,  provided 
daily  in  a  comfortable  dining-room,  be  supposed  to  be 
eaten  ?  One  would  conjecture  that  its  expected  consumers 
would  be  derived  from  the  number  of  passengers  who 
might  happen  to  get  out  of  the  train  at  Stafford,  meaning 
there  to  leave  it.  Who  would  be  such  a  fool  as  to  scald  his 
mouth,  and  render  himself  liable  to  an  attack  of  indigestion, 
by  attempting  to  bolt  a  hot  dinner  in  fifteen  minutes ? 
The  dining-room  in  which  such  a  feat  was  attempted 
might  be  comfortable  enough  in  itself :  but  the  wretches 
endeavouring  to  perform  the  disgusting  exploit  would 
deservedly  experience  the  severest  discomfort  in  their  own 
interiors.























THE  WEAR  AND  TEAR  OF  RAILWAYS.
 

An  interesting  paper  on  railway  statistics  gives  us  the  information 
that  'twenty  thousand  tons  of  iron  require  to  be  replaced  every  year 
on  railways,  owing  to  the  wear  and  tear,  and  twenty-six  million 
wooden  sleepers  require  to  be  replaced  annually  from  the  same  cause.' 
These  sleepers  are  evidently  not  what  are  called 'sound  sleepers,'  or 
else  they  would  not  have  to  be  pulled  out  of  their  beds  after  they  had 
been  lying  down  for  so  short  a  duration  of  time.  However,  there  are 
other  questions  connected  with  the  wear  and  tear  of  railways  that  we 
should  like  to  be  acquainted  with. 


If  a  train  comes  in  an  hour  or  two  hours  late,  what  is  the  effect  of 
the  wear  and  tear  upon  the  patience  of  the  travellers  ?  If  a  lady  finds 
that  her  luggage,  which  she  wants  particularly  that  evening  to  go  to  a 
grand  county  ball,  has  been  carried  to  quite  an  opposite  direction  of 
the  kingdom,  how  does  her  temper  stand  the  wear  and  tear  ?  If  a  first- 
class  traveller  is  obliged  to  associate  with  a  set  of  foul-tongued  short-pipe-smoking  ruffians,  that  are  thrust  into  his  compartment,  because 
there  is  no  room  for  them  in  the  third-class,  is  his  dignity  much  hurt  in 
consequence  of  the  wear  and  tear  to  which  his  fine  cambric,  as  well  as 
his  fine  feelings,  have  during  the  time  been  pitilessly  exposed  ?  Then 
there  is  the  wear  and  tear  of  a  railway-meeting,  when  the  poor  share- 
holders cannot  get  an  explanation  from  their  chairman,  who  simply 
defies  them,  nor  satisfaction  from  any  of  the  officials,  whose  sole  duty 
in  attending  appears  to  be  to  laugh  at  the  questions  put  to  them  by 
any  one  who  has  an  interest  in  the  concern  ?  And  lastly,  there  is  the 
wear  and  tear  of  mind  and  soul  and  pocket  of  the  poor  creatures  who 
have  invested  all  their  savings  in  the  property,  and  cannot  get  the 
smallest  scrap  of  a  dividend  in  return. 
 






















LEAVES AND FLOWERS.


'MR. BOHN,  of  Covent  Garden,  the  eminent  Publisher  and  Floriculturist,  summoned a  Cabman.  .  .  .  The  Cabman  was  convicted.  .  .  .  MR. BOHN  would 
rather  have  paid  £5  than  appear,  but  did  so  on  public  grounds.'—Police  Report.
 


For  punishing  that  Cabman's  scoff, 

    Accept  two  wishes,  Mr.  Bohn. 

Quick  may  your  monthly  rows  go  off,

    Long  may  your  monthly  rose  hold  on.




























LADIES'  LUGGAGE ;  OR  HARD  LINES 
BY  A  BRUTE. 



How  happy  is  the  single  life 

    Of  all  those  priests  and  monks  ! 

Not  one  of  whom  has  got  a  wife 

    To  bother  him  with  trunks, 

And  bandboxes,  a  load  too  great 

    For  man  or  horse  to  bear, 

Which  railways  charge  for,  over-weight, 

    And  cabs  ask  double  fare. 


Fell  care  as  with  your  bride  you  post 

    Distracts  your  anxious  mind, 

Lest  this  portmanteau  should  be  lost, 

    Or  that  be  left  behind : 

Her  baggage  as  you  travel  down 

    Life's  hill,  weighs  more  and  more, 

And  still,  as  balder  grows  your  crown, 

    Becomes  a  greater  bore. 


Outstretched  by  Fashion  vile  and  vain, 

    Hoop-petticoats  and  vests, 

Now  British  females,  to  contain, 

    Require  no  end  of  chests. 

To  which  bags,  baskets,  bundles,  add, 

    Too  numerous  to  name, 

Enough  to  drive  a  poor  man  mad, 

    A  JOB  with  rage  inflame. 


The  cab  keeps  swaying  o'er  your  head, 

    With  luggage  piled  above, 

Of  overturn  you  ride  in  dread, 

    With  her  whom  you  should  love  ; 

Then  you,  the  station  when  you  gain, 

    Must  see  that  lumber  stowed, 

And  fears  about  it  in  the  train, 

    Your  heart  and  soul  corrode. 


Thus  does  your  wife  each  journey  spoil 

    Of  yours  that  she  partakes, 

Thus  keeps  you  on  the  fret  and  broil, 

    Your  peace  and  comfort  breaks. 

With  all  these  boxes,  all  her  things, 

    (How  many !)  to  enclose, 

The  fair  Encumbrance  on  you  brings 

    A  waggon-load  of  woes. 

























A CHEQUERED CAREER.

When one's cheque is continually coming back marked, 'No effects.'























QUESTION FOR MR. PLANCHE.


A  Scottish  lady  who  is  coming  to  town  nest  season, 
writes  to  Mr.  Punch  to  say  that  she  has  been  studying 
the  table  of  'Precedence  among  Women.'  Her  husband 
is  in  a  Highland  Rifle  Corps,  and  she  wishes  to  know 
whether  she  is  not  entitled  to  claim,  in  addition  to  the 
privileges  of  Wives  of  Gentlemen  Entitled  to  Bear  Arms, 
those  of  Wives  of  Gentlemen  Entitled  to  Bare  Legs.
 






















INDIGNANT IMPROMPTU.



Who  is  the  Lord  Lieutenant  of  Kent, 

Whose  business  seems  to  be  to  prevent 

    The  muster  of  Riflemen  plucky  ? 

Mr.  Punch  would  be  very  content 

If  that  ass  of  a  Lord  Lieutenant  of  Kent 

    Were  kicked  from  Kent  to  Kentucky. 



























IT MAKES ALL THE DIFFERENCE.


Visitor. 'Do you mean to say that you took your carriage out in that fearful fog the other day ? Were you not afraid of injuring the horses ?'—Host. 'Oh, no ! not in the least. We job our horses.'























HOMAGE  TO  GERMANY.
 

A  German  has  succeeded  MR. CIPRIANI POTTER  at 
the  English  Royal  Academy  of  Music.  This  election  is 
only  proper,  as  it  is  well  known  that  the  English  know 
nothing  at  all  about  music,  and  the  few  Englishmen  who 
follow  it  as  a  profession  are  not  worth  noticing.  The 
German's  name  is  HERR PAUER,  and,  without  wishing  to 
pay  him  a  compliment,  we  dare  say  he  is  as  well  qualified 
for  the  post  as  any  other  foreigner.  To  be  a  foreigner  is  a 
great  advantage  sometimes,  more  especially  if  you  happen 
to  be  a  German.  What  first-rate  composers  some  of  our 
musicians  would  be  considered,  if  they  had  only  been 
Germans !  It  may  be  that  we  are  both  wrong  and  mean  in 
our  suspicions.  Perhaps  the  Committee  of  the  Royal 
Academy  of  Music  were  kind  enough  to  take  the  German's 
musical  attainments  for  granted,  placing  every  trust  in  the 
old  maxim  that  'Knowledge  is  PAUER.' 
 
























ROMANCE  BY  SIR  JOHN  BOWRING. 


In  the  course  of  an  interesting  lecture  delivered  the  other  evening, 
at  a  Meeting  of  the  Society  of  Arts,  on  China,  SIR JOHN BOWRING 
took  occasion  to  deny  the  immorality  of  the  trade  in  opium,  and  the 
injurious  effects  which  that  drug  has  been  said  to  produce.  In  one 
especially  important  particular,  by  his  account,  the  most  cruel  injustice 
had  been  done  to  opium,  inasmuch  as 


'It  had  been  stated,  as  one  of  the  evil  consequences  of  the  encouragement  of 
opium-eating,  that  it  prevented  the  diffusion  of  Christianity ;  but  this  was  so  far 
from  being  the  case,  that  in  one  district  into  which  opium  had  been  introduced  as 
a  substitute  for  intoxicating  drinks,  the  people  had  been  found  particularly  willing 
to  receive  Christian  Missionaries,  and  had  become  ready  converts.'
 

Come,  SIR JOHN BOWRING,  this  is  the  flight  of  an  arrow  shot  a  little 
too  far.  It  is  notorious  that  Missionaries,  wherever  they  go,  excite  an 
awakening.  How  could  the  narcotic  influence  of  opium  have  prepared 
the  minds  of  the  drug's  consumers  for  that  ?  Sermons  certainly  do 
sometimes  produce  an  effect  resembling  that  of  opium ;  but  coma  must 
not  be  confounded  with  conversion. 

























A  MAN  OF  SHORT  MEMORY.
 

Few  of  our  readers  probably  ever  saw  a  more  remarkable  advertisement than  the  subjoined :— 


TO  HOTEL-KEEPERS  and  CABMEN.—LOST,  the  NAME  of  an 
HOTEL  (supposed  to  be  in  the  neighbourhood  of  Bond  Street),  by  a  gentleman 
who  arrived  shortly  after  12  on  the  night  of  Saturday,  19th,  and  went  out  the  next 
morning  at  about  10.  Left  luggage  consisting  of  a  portmanteau,  carpet-bag,  hatbox, 
and  small  deal  box.  Being  a  stranger  in  London,  and  unacquainted  with  the  name 
of  the  hotel,  he  has  been  unable  to  find  it  himself,  and  will  feel  much  obliged  if  the 
proprietor  or  the  cabman  who  brought  him  will  assist  him.—Address  T.  P.,  15, 
Ebury  Street,  Pimlico. 


One  naturally  wonders  how  the  gentleman  arrived  at  the  Hotel  the 
name  of  which  he  has  forgotten ;  that  is,  if  he  ever  knew  it.  If  he  told 
the  Cabman  to  drive  there  he  must  have  known  it,  unless  he  gave  him 
a  mere  direction  to  stop  at  the  first  Hotel.  His  oblivion  might  be 
accounted  for  by  the  supposition  that  the  Cabman  had  picked  up  his 
fare  in  a  state  of  insensibility,  and  considerately  conveyed  the  unconscious being  to  a  place  at  which  he  would  be  taken  care  of.  In  that 
case,  it  would  be  necessary  further  to  suppose  that  the  gentleman  who 
had  been  drunk  and  incapable  over  night,  had  not  got  quite  right  the 
next  morning ;  for  even  then  he  seems  to  have  been  in  such  a  mental 
condition  as  not  to  have  thought  of  the  expediency  of  ascertaining 
where  he  was  and  had  passed  the  night.  If  he  is  really  a  person 
whose  memory  is  apt  utterly  to  fail  him,  it  is  fortunate  that  he  has 
been  able  to  direct  that  answers  to  his  advertisement  should  be 
addressed  to  'T.  P.,'  if  those  are  his  true  initials.  He  may  not 
always  be  able  at  need  to  make  so  great  a  mnemonic  effort ;  and  he 
should  tattoo  the  letters  in  question  on  the  back  of  his  hand,  where  he 
will  frequently  see  them  :  otherwise,  one  of  these  days,  he  will 
assuredly  forget  his  own  name. 























A POINT IN FAVOR OF AMERICA.


In England there are certain periods of the year specially put aside for shooting, but in America, if we are to judge from the numerous duels and savage assaults that are almost daily taking place with pistols and revolvers, the shooting season seems to continue pretty nearly all the year round.























IMPROMPTU.


On Seeing the two MISSES WILTON at the Strand Theatre.


How  happy  could  I  be  with  IDA,
 
Were  MARIE,  dear  charmer,  away  ! 























WHEN WE MAY EXPECT THE REFORM BILL.


When  Westminster  Bridge  is  completed ;  when  the 
City  coal-tax  is  abolished ;  when  there  is  not  a  turnpike 
within  twenty  miles  of  London ;  when  SIR PETER LAURIE 
has  put  down  everything,  including  himself,  the  National 
Debt,  and  the  organ-boys ;  when  dramatic  authors  write 
original  pieces ;  when  vestrymen  talk  English  ;  when 
playbills,  and  low  comedians,  and  Irish  priests  speak  the 
truth;—then,  and  not  a  day  before,  we  may  expect  the 
long-promised  Beform  Bill.  Let  us  express  the  fervent 
wish  that  the  fond  reader  may  live  to  see  it,  for  we  have 
strong  doubts  ourselves,  whether  we  ever  shall. 























[A FRIGHTFUL ATTEMPT.]

The  following  frightful  attempt  at  wit  was 
perpetrated  this  morning,  just  after  breakfast, 
by  that  man  JONES,  whilst  waiting  with  a  few 
friends  for  the  conveyance  to  Town :—


Q.  When  our  vehicle  is  in  sight,  what  river 
does  it  remind  you  of ? 


A.  Why  the  Buss  for  us,  to  be  sure.
 

As  we  believe  JONES  meant  the  Bosphorus,  we 
don't  intend  to  ride  with  him  again.
























A DISAGREEABLE BED FOR THE PRINCE CONSORT.


We  were  very  sorry  to  learn  from  the  Times'  Cattle  Correspondent's 
account  of  the  Smithfield  Club  Show  this  year,  that  His  R.  H.  F.  M. 
PRINCE ALBERT—not  having  been  successful  with  his  horned  stock—has  been  forced  'to  fall  back  on  his  pigs.'
 

We  trust  that  neither  the  pigs  nor  His  R.  H.  were  injured  in  the 
execution  of  this  manœuvre ;  but  considering  His  R.  H.'s  substantial 
figure,  we  should  fear  the  pigs  had  the  worst  of  it. 























AN INCIDENT IN THE LIFE OF A TAILOR.


SCENE :—A  Cheap  Shop  in  Regent  Street.
 

Shopman,  holding  up  Paletot  (loq.).  Here 's  a  sweet  pretty  thing,  Sir. 
I  can  assure  you  it's  very  much  worn,  Sir. 


Country  Cousin,  indignantly.  Hang  its  being  very  much  worn !  I 
want  something  that's  quite  new.























FINANCIAL REFORM.


A  LAW  is  strongly  wanted  to  punish  very  severely  the  Waiters  in 
the  neighbourhood  of  Leicester  Square,  who  make  a  practice  of  giving 
you  in  change  francs  for  shillings.  It  is  always  a  mistake,  and  they 
are  always  extremely  sorry,  but  the  mistake  is  invariably  in  their 
favour.  Let  you  by  accident  make  the  same  mistake,  and  you  will  see 
how  very  quickly  the  Waiter  will  find  it  out. 
























CONSOLATION UNDER CRITICISM.

(By  a  pachydermatous  author.)—After  all,  according  to  SIR EMERSON TENNENT,  the  elephant  has  no 
real  enemy  but  the  fly.























COMMON  CRIERS.
 

It  is  surprising  how  infectious  tears  are  at  a  wedding.  First  of  all  the  Bride  cries,  because 
she's  going  to  be  married  ;  and  then  of  course  the  Bridesmaids  cry,  perhaps,  because  they  are 
not ;  and  then  the  fond  Mamma  cries,  because  she'll  l–l–lose  her  d–d–darling :  and  then 
the  fond  Papa  cries,  because  he  thinks  it's  proper :  and  then  all  the  ladies  cry,  because 
ladies  as  a  rule  will  never  miss  a  chance  of  crying ;  and  then,  perhaps,  the  Groomsmen  cry, 
to  keep  the  ladies  company  :  and  then  the  old  Pewopener  cries,  to  show  what  deep  (pecuniary) 
interest  she  takes  in  the  proceedings ;  and  then,  perhaps,  the  public  cries,  the  public 
being,  of  course,  composed  exclusively  of  petticoats.  But,  notwithstanding  all  these 
Niobes,  who  make  quite  a  Niagara  of  eyewater  around  him,  we  own  we  never 
yet  have  seen  the  Bridegroom  cry,  and  should  about  as  soon  expect  to  hear  the  Beadle 
blubber.























SOCIAL    SUGGESTIONS.
 

It  may  not  much  improve the  appearance  of 
the  supper-table  if,  when 
it  is  laid  out,  you  let  your 
children  have  the  run  of 
it.  The  practice  is,  however, economical,  although 
the  odds  may  seem  against 
it.  Traces  being  visible 
that  the  sweets  have  all 
been  fingered,  you  may 
depend  on  it  your  guests 
will  be  the  less  disposed 
to  eat  them. 


When  you  catch  gentlemen flirting  with  girls  you 
'have  no  patience  with' 
(because  you  rather  fear 
their  cutting  out  your 
daughters),  do  not  scruple in  the  slightest  to 
interrupt  their  tête-a-têtes, 
and  part  them,  if  you  can, 
by  saying  something  vicious : such
 as,  'Really, 
MR. SPOONER,  MISS PERT 
must  be  bored  with  you ! 
they  say  that  you've  been  talking  to  her  nearly  all  the  evening !' 
A  neatly-used  'they  say'  is  pretty  sure  to  do  her  business  for  her. 
Few  young  men  will  flirt  at  the  risk  of  being  'they  say' 'd  for  it.
 
You  can  easily  avoid  the  expense  of  hired  musicians  by  inviting  one 
or  two  good-natured  passées  girls  who  you  know  can  play  dance-music, 
and  whose  plainness  will,  you  think,  prevent  their  getting  many 
partners. 


Recollect,  the  more  unpleasantly  you  make  the  evening  pass,  the 
more  likely  are  your  guests  to  be  'engaged'  when  you  next  ask  them, 
and  the  less  expense  and  trouble  you  will  then  experience. 

Finally,  before  you  go  to  bed,  be  sure  you  have  the  spoons  counted. 
This  practice  cannot  but  impress  upon  your  servants  the  high  moral 
estimation  in  which  you  hold  your  guests.
 
 





















SEASONABLE   CONUNDRUM. 


Why  is  the  Frost  like  a  Hotel-Boots  ? 

Because  it  changes  one's  shoes  into  slippers. 























WHAT A CONGRESS OF THE GREAT POWERS IS LIKELIEST TO DO WITH THE ITALIAN BOOT.

Put their foot in it.























TOLERABLY SAFE.



The  Duke  of  Somerset  on  pension 

Will  surely  never  dare  insist ; 

For  not  the  most  insane  invention 

Could  put  him  in  a  Civil  List. 

























'SHORT AND (NOT) SWEET.'

JOHN ARTHUR DOGTEAR'EM ROEBUCK, ESQ., once a Bath Chap, and now a Sheffield Blade not always of the best temper.
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