























Epirtor’s Note

A number of people have taken a helpful interest in this book before
it was a book. But for Mrs. John C. Adams of Ithaca I should never
have heard of Agnes Hunt, and I might well have overlooked Walter
Raleigh. Harry Taber of Wilmington, Delaware, contributed gener-
ously from his store of learning and judgment. George Herbert Clarke
of Kingston, Ontario, made many searching comments, and brought
me A. Neil Lyons’ Cottage Pie tenderly, on a piece of old Spode. Wil-
liam Strunk of Ithaca had many happy thoughts, the A. E. Housman
verses among others. M. L. W. Laistner of Ithaca remembered, for our
benefit, Kinglake’s Interview with a Pasha. Angela Thirkell’s descrip-
tion of the evacuees was the idea of Mrs. Clark McBurney of Ithaca.
There were many others who took fire at the idea of a collection of
British humor, and who gave lavish advice and criticism. I cannot
mention all, but I should like to render especial thanks to Peter Monro
Jack, Earle H. Balch, and Mrs. Fred T. Marsh of New York, Maurice
Gorham of London, John C. Schroeder of New Haven, Romeyn Berry
of Jacksonville, N. Y., and Mrs. Roy Harris and Miss Julia Eaton of
Ithaca. And also to the courageous publisher, and to his indomitable
aide, Miss Rose Dobbs. And to my wife, whose critical motto is
castigare ridendo Morris.

M. B.
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InTRODUCTION

Before we undertake the wearisome task of analyzing British humor,
it would be well to define our terms. What is humor? What is Brit-
ish? In fact, what is a definition?

A definition has been satisfactorily defined by Samuel Butler, in his
Note-Books. “Dehinitions,” he says, “are a kind of scratching, and gen-
erally leave a sore place more sore than it was before.”

“British” is easy. Anyone who has lived and done his significant
work within the Empire is British. You will find in these pages a good
number of Scots and Irish, four Canadians, two South Africans, one
New Zealander, one Barbadoan, and one American domiciled in
England.

But “humor” is the hard one. Humor has been much and labori-
ously defined. I think that after all the best rule is that humor is what
makes people laugh, or experience a muscular quake premonitory of
laughter. This is philosophically and psychologically unsatisfactory, but
so are the conclusions of the philosophers and psychologists.

Man has been defined as the laughing animal, because he is the
only animal that laughs, except the hyena. But if man is a laughing
animal, may we conclude that all men laugh? Evidently not. Saint
Ignatius Loyola urged his followers to abstain from all laughter and
from words which might provoke a laugh. Certain Indians of the
Texas coast were known as “weepers”; on meeting, they would sit
speechless for half an hour, shedding mutual tears. Gaiety shuns the
temple, the tomb, the cells of the condemned. Laughter has its places;
it has also its times. The Elizabethan age was loud with laughter, of
a snorting, thigh-slapping sort, and the Cavaliers carried on the tradi-
tion. Sir Thomas Urquhart, the great translator of Rabelais, died in a
laughing fit when he heard that Charles II was restored to the Eng-
lish throne. It is true that seventeenth-century humors rouse in us more
wonder than sympathetic mirth. I choose a curious example of the
comic sense of those days, from the autobiography of William Taswell.
This country clergyman visited, in 1675, Wilton House, the seat of

the Earl of Pembroke. “In the gardens of this were very curious water-
xiii
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works. There was a rock with a bird sitting on it on one side; on the
other side were some waters conveyed through pipes, which on its
rising and falling resembled the warbling of birds. In another place
there was a looking-glass, in which, if any lady beheld her face, a
pipe under her feet was sure to convey the water to her thighs. If a
man was curious in that way too, a pipe constructed behind him
would convey the water into his breeches.”

In the eighteenth century such high humors ceased, at least among
the polite. Our contributor, Professor F. L. Lucas (vide post, p. 647),
notes that Lord Chesterfield never laughed in the course of his adult
life. And when Fontenelle was asked if he ever laughed, he pondered
a moment and replied: “No; I never go ‘Hah! Hah! Hah!"” I see old
Fontenelle, opening his mouth wide to bare his rare yellow eighteenth-
century teeth, laboriously heaving his diaphragm, and expelling a
harsh, spasmodic breath.

Thus social pressure may still the laughter in our throats. You will
grant, however, that most people laugh, and that what they laugh at
is humor. You will grant, too, that there are differences in humor.
People are proud of laughing when others are silent, and to every
chorused roar there is a silvery murmur of “I don’t see what there
is to laugh at in that.” Happily married couples develop a family sense
of humor; the unhappily married laugh separately. Every nation has
its body of comic tradition and comic literature. As each particular
culture progresses, historians arise who define and limit their national
humor and sneer at the national humor of their neighbors.

Thus it is commonly accepted that humor is evanescent and vari-
able. It is accepted further that our nation and our time possess true
humor, and that our neighbors laugh, if at all, in the wrong places.
For example, the extraordinary belief is current in America that the
English are unhumorous, that they do not understand a joke.

Certainly there are variations in humor. But the remarkable thing, I
think, is not that humor varies, but that the variations are so small.
We have dwelt enough on the localism and particularity of humor;
let us rather dwell on its universality. A good joke rises above space
and time into the infinite.

Here is a Greek joke: The orator Isocrates was making a speech in
Athens. His rival, in spite, climbed on a soapbox at the rear of the
crowd and silently held up a dead fish. One or two people turned
around and stared. They nudged their neighbors. Soon the audience
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was abuzz. All faced about and looked at the mute sage holding
aloft the dead fish. Isocrates faltered and was silent. And the rival
proclaimed: “See how a dead fish is more interesting than Isocrates!”

How modern! How American!

Here is a Latin joke: A friend said to Cato the Elder: “It’s a scan-
dal that no statue has been erected to you in Rome! I am going to
form a committee ...”—“No,” said Cato, “I would rather have people
ask, ‘Why isn’t there a statue to Cato?’ than ‘Why is there one?’”

How modern! How middle-western! How Joe Cannon!

Rabelais, Moli¢re, and Voltaire make American college students
bellow with laughter. Dostoevski’s description of Yulia Mihailovna’s
féte in The Possessed is one of the funniest sustained bits of broad
comedy in literature. There is a sixteenth-century Chinese novel called
Chin P'ing Mei which is terrific, and if you haven’t read it (there is a
fine translation by Bernard Miall) I urge you to get a copy as soon
as you finish this book. A witty German, Dutchman, or Swede is
witty in the narrowest American sense, and a lot of his anecdotes
about the town character of Rothenburg or Upsala are the same anec-
dotes we tell about our uncle in Sandy Creek. A music-hall comic
travels from country to country, setting his audiences in a monotonous
roar. Laurel and Hardy wow them in Bolivia, Charles Chaplin in
Chinese Turkestan.

The several national traditions of humor are variations, relatively
minute, on the great species of universal humor. American humor is a
minute variation on British humor.

With all the current hurly-burly about Americanism there has been
a tendency, amounting almost to a trend, to regard American litera-
ture as something separate from European literature, and a like tend-
ency to regard American humor as something individual and distinct.
I think this is a mistake. In my reading of the humorous literature of
Britain, I have been constantly impressed by the identity of the Britons’
humorous devices with those of the Americans. If you want to make
a classification of humor, you had better make it horizontally, and not
vertically. That is, don’t say Jokes: British; and Jokes: American; but
Jokes: Mother-in-Law; and Jokes: Cheese. A cheese joke is the same on
both sides of the Atlantic, except that Limburger substitutes for
Stilton; it evokes the same hoarse blood-curdling glee on the BBC and
on your favorite radio station. The cheese joke may represent the
lower level of humor. The upper level, which may be called the
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“refined,” or “super-cheese,” level, is likewise independent of national
boundaries. We laugh with Dickens, the English laugh with Mark
Twain. The New Yorker has an important. clientele in England; it
is more read and relished in London, I suspect, than in Kansas City.
The English subscriber to the New Yorker never sees Tit-Bits. Simi-
larly, or contrariwise, Punch is more enjoyed in a Boston club or a
Long Island country house than it is in a Lancashire mill town.

We befool ourselves, I fear, by our habit of taking what is most ad-
mirable and exceptional in our civilization and calling it “typically
American” (as the English call the corresponding thing “character-
istically English,” and the Germans, “echt deutsch”). Take our great,
unique American master, Mark Twain. No one could be more typi-
cally American, certainly? He was endowed, evidently by Nature,
with a rare intelligence, which was shaped by his contacts with the
people of the frontier and by his reading of English literature. But sup-
pose that by some bizarre fate Mark Twain’s family had transported
him, at the age of sixteen, to an English village. My guess is that
Mark Twain, or Samuel Clemens, would have become a great Eng-
lish humorous writer. We should not have had Roughing It, or
Innocents Abroad; but we should have had some superb pictures of
raffish life on the English roads, and an immortal characterization of
a carefree tinker’s boy named, perhaps, Whortleberry Finn. Samuel
Clemens, eventually Sir Samuel Clemens, though formed in America,
would have been known as “typically English” because his subject mat-
ter was typically English. But the mind of Mark Twain would have
revealed itself in forms essentially similar to those we know.

No one writes more typically English humor than Logan Pearsall
Smith, who left America for England at the age of twenty-three. No
one is more typically American, in his sense of absurdity, his genial
satire, his artful manipulation of the English language, than Ludwig
Bemelmans in his magical tales of the Hotel Splendide. Bemelmans
came here from Germany when he was about sixteen, and went to
work as a bus boy in a New York hotel.

The fact is—or I think the fact is—that the truly humorous mind is
superior to its moment and milieu. Literary critics have been making a
great deal recently of the influences of a given period upon a writer.
Maybe they have made too much of the influences and not enough
of the writer. Certainly the comics of the past who are still comic are
rare. Ordinary humor represents the humor of the times; the great
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humorists are those who forecast future humor—our own. These great
humorists are few, and they appear strangely isolated. Chaucer, for
instance. You would naturally think that a society which could pro-
duce so accomplished, so complete a humorist as Chaucer must have
produced a lot of little Chaucers. But if so, they are lost beyond the
reach of even the most dogged researcher. And don’t go muttering
“Hoccleve” and “Lydgate” in your beard, please. Too much beard-
muttering around here, anyway. Too many beards, in fact.

Usually the people of any time recognized their great comics, but
did not recognize their uniqueness. Take the Rev. Sydney Smith. Al-
most everything Sydney said was good, and some of his things were
wonderful. But try to read the witticisms of his contemporaries, of
equal fame in their day! For example:

“I know you, Mr. Jerrold, but you shall not make a butt of me!”
said a stranger to the great wit, Douglas Jerrold. “Then don’t bring
your hog’s head in here,” was the prompt reply. ... The conversation
at Holland House turning on first love, Thomas Moore compared it
to a potato, because “it shoots from the eyes.” “Or rather,” exclaimed
Lord Byron, “because it becomes less by pairing.” ... And this is
wonderful: “When Foote was on his way to France, for a change of
air, he went into the kitchen at the inn at Dover, to order a particular
dish for dinner. The true English cook boasted that she had never set
foot out of her country. On this, the invalid gravely observed: ‘Why,
cookey, that is very extraordinary, as they tell me upstairs that you
have been several times all over grease!’ “They may tell you what they
please above or below stairs,” replied the cook, ‘but I was never ten
miles from Dover in my life’ ‘Nay, now, that must be a fi5,” says
Foote, ‘for I have myself seen you at Spithead!” The next day (Oc-
tober 21, 1777) the exhausted wit ‘shuffled off this mortal coil.””

(As I interpret the jest which crowned and concluded a life devoted
to double meanings, Foote wished to imply that cookey had been at
the town of “Spithead,” distant more than ten miles from Dover,
because she had been seen at the Aead of a roasting-spiz! Get it?)

These examples are intended to prove merely that the average humor
of the late eighteenth and early nineteenth centuries inspires in us
something between a kindly shudder and actual nausea. But not be-
cause the examples are British. One has only to examine the humorous
products of America in the same age to recognize that American wit
was positively emetic. My distinguished colleagues, E. B. and Katha-
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rine White, found no one of this period except Franklin and Irving
to put in their monumental Subtreasury of American Humor.

I maintain, therefore, that the differences between American and
British humor are slight. But I do not go so far as to say that there are
no differences at all. -

Harold Nicolson, in a shrewd article in his Small Talk, alleges that
“the tendency of the best British humor is to render the rational ridicu-
lous, whereas the tendency of the best American humor is to render
the ridiculous rational.” This is excellent, but I suspect that the proof
must lie in the examples one chooses to admit as “the best.” What
fits Mr. Nicolson’s thesis is “the best”; what does not, is not. I should
say that Lewis Carroll, W. S. Gilbert, and John Collier render the
ridiculous rational, while Frank Moore Colby, Cornelia Otis Skinner,
Clarence Day render the rational ridiculous.

My erudite and subtle friend, Harry P. Taber, of Wilmington, Dela-

ware, writes me on this theme:

Sympathy is the motivation of humor, and humor in and of it-
self is not necessarily laughable. In it there is no corrosive bitterness
as there is in wit—of which acridity is an essential part....

Quoting one bit of British humor may better explain what I'm
driving at. It is a part of Lewis Carroll’s introduction to The Hunt-
ing of the Snark:

“If—and the thing is wildly possible—the charge of writing non-
sense were ever brought against the author of this brief but instruc-
tive poem, it would be based, I feel convinced, on the line, “Then
the bowsprit got mixed with the rudder sometimes.” In view of
this painful possibility, I will not (as I might) appeal indignantly
to my other writings as a proof that I am incapable of such a deed:
I will not (as I might) point to the strong moral purpose of this
poem itself, to the arithmetical principles so cautiously inculcated
in it, or to its noble teachings in Natural History—I will take the
more prosaic course of simply explaining how it happened.

“The Bellman, who was almost morbidly sensitive about appear-
ances, used to have the bowsprit unshipped once or twice a week
to be revarnished; and it more than once happened, when the time
came for replacing it, that no one on board could remember which
end of the ship it belonged to. They knew it was not of the slightest
use to appeal to the Bellman about it—he would only refer to his
Naval Code, and read out in pathetic tones Admiralty Instructions
which none of them had ever been able to understand—so it gen-
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erally ended in its being fastened on, anyhow, across the rudder.
The helmsman used to stand by with tears in his eyes: e knew
it was all wrong, but alas! Rule 42 of the Code, ‘No one shall speak
to the Man at the Helm, had been completed by the Bellman him-
self with the words ‘and the Man at the Helm shall speak to no
one.” So remonstrance was impossible, and no steering could be
done till the next varnishing day. During these bewildering inter-
vals the ship usually sailed backwards.”

And there [continues the admirable Taber] you have as perfect
an example of British humor as you’ll find in many a long day’s
journey. The word “humor” does not explain its peculiar appeal;
nor does “facetious” or “funny”; not even “laughable,” and most
certainly not “wit” or “witticism,” for these latter imply disparage-
ment. I shall have to go back to the Priestley phrase: “odd pathos,”
and that does not completely satisfy me. One word which means
“perfect sympathetic understanding” is what I want, and it must,
too, contain some element suggesting pity. ... In her introduction to
her Letters of Edward Lear, Lady Strachey quotes Carlyle: “True
humor is sensibility in the most catholic and deepest sense; but it
is the sport of sensibility; wholesome and perfect therefore.” And
Lady Strachey continues: “It is said that humor is allied to sadness,
and it is this quality which defines it from its kindred quality,
wit....”

All this is well said. The odd pathos is indeed a frequent component
of humor, tears hide in laughter, tragedy puts on the comic mask.
But I don’t see that pathos is a necessary or even a usual component
of humor. And I don’t see that it is specifically British. How about
Cervantes? And Musset? And Karel Capek?

Another frequent distinction between the two humors, an impres-
sive after-dinner antithesis, is the statement that British humor de-
pends on understatement, American humor on overstatement. The
best thing about this distinction is that it permits the distinguisher to
tell some of his favorite jokes. Thus Harry Taber chooses this “indi-
rect, solemn, effective” bit from an old Punch: The picture shows the
exterior of the United Service Clubs on a snowy, windy night. A
fiercely medaled general approaches a waiting cab. GENERaL: “Nasty
night, what?” Cassy: “I give you my word, sir, I "aven’t seen a butter-
fly orl day.”

And I would cite this, also from an old Punch: Picture of a crowded
omnibus. The conductor has obviously been thrown on a well-dressed
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passenger by a lurch of the bus. WeLL-DrESSED PassEncer: “I say, con-
ductor, can’t you keep off a person’s feet?” Conpucror: “Wot d'yer
expect for a penny fare? Pavlover?”

In illustration of American humor by exaggeration, one may allege
the Paul Bunyan saga, or the tall stories of the West, some of which
filtered into Mark Twain’s juvenilia. I like the story of Singleshot
Johnson, as reported by Desmond Powell of Colorado College. Single-
shot Johnson was hoeing his corn patch when he was attacked by a
horned snake. Using his hoe as a pole, he vaulted out of danger; the
snake buried his horn in the hoe handle. Singleshot dispatched the
snake with a single shot from his forty-four. Then the hoe handle
began to swell. When it stopped swelling, Singleshot sawed enough
boards out of it to build a fair-sized smokehouse. Something in the
snake’s venom conveyed a miraculous flavor to the hams cured in that
smokehouse. It was something like hog crossed with wood pigeon;
old Doc Schmuck, a learned neighbor, compared it rather to the flesh
of the phoenix or the gumperz. A restaurant man came from San
Francisco, and immediately took an option on all the ham Singleshot
could smoke. But unfortunately Singleshot incurred the enmity of
old Doc Schmuck by proving, in response to a challenge, that with a
single shot he: could raise a furrow of dust on top of the Doc’s silk
hat without injuring the hat. The Doctor, his dignity ruffled, sneaked
over to the smokehouse one night and poured over it a bottle of his
famous liniment which would wizen a wen or take the pride out of a
senator. And in the morning the smokehouse had shrunk to a pile of
match-sticks.

That story, like the rest of the tall tales, certainly depends on over-
statement. But it is not essentially American. It is related in style and
technique to the Gargantua cycle of France and to all the tall stories
of the European folk tradition. It is simply a folk story. And if the folk
story and its method of overstatement have been regarded as typically
American, no doubt the reason is that a half century ago such stories
were closer to the literary surface than they were in England. But to
the average American today they are as piquantly strange as they are
to the average Englishman.

As overstatement is not typically American, no more is understate-
ment exclusively English. If you will take your copy of 4 Subtreasury
of American Humor in hand, you will find that the device of under-
statement is constantly used, by Frank R. Stockton, Anita Loos, Dor-
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othy Parker, etc., etc. There is some overstatement too, but it is em-
ployed mostly by the older group, Washington Irving, Mark Twain,
George Ade.

It is our duty to examine one more distinction between the two
humors. It is frequently said in England that the English joker makes
his jokes short, snappy, and to the point, whereas the American’s
jokes seem to last forever, winding sluggishly through lush marsh-
lands toward the Point, a lighthouse long glimpsed and desired from
afar.

But this distinction is based on a misconception. The English joke
is compared, not with the American joke, which is snappy enough for
any taste, but with the Story. The Story, perhaps a native American
genre, is a giant anecdote. It should be told only by a skilled raconteur.
Its virtue consists not so much in the Point as in the decorative detail
with which the raconteur adorns its innumerable convolutions. In its
literary aspect, it is the American Short Story, of which O. Henry
was the great practitioner. It is not to be confused nor compared with
the Joke.

No, we aren’t going to find any valid distinction between the two
humors here. In fact (not to waste any more time about it) we aren’t
going to find any valid distinction. We are going to reach this sound-
ing conclusion:

The substance and technique of British and American humor are
essentially the same. What difference there is lies, naturally, in the
subject matter. It lies also in the point of view which the humorist
adopts, in order to assure the sympathy of his reader. British humorists
have commonly adopted an aristocratic attitude, while the Americans
have been usually anti-aristocratic.

Typically, the elder British humorist was, or pretended to be, an
Etonian or Harrovian and a Senior Wrangler in the Big Little Greats
at Oxford or Cambridge. He nearly died laughing at the bounder who
used a false quantity in quoting his Horace, or who passed the port
counterclockwise, or who wore a gray bowler instead of a cocked hat
on the hunting field, or who shouted “Yoicks” instead of “Tally-ho”
when the hare sprang out of its covert in the paddock at Epsom, Brit-
ish humorists are forever stepping into their billiard rooms for a quiet
game after dinner. Billiard rooms indeed! I'll wager most of them
step into the local for a game of darts.

Almost until our own times British humorists would not admit that
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they or their readers could be anything less than landed gentry. Even
Dickens, who went to work in a blacking warehouse at the age of
nine, treats his lower-class characters as quaint and laughable figures in
an upper-class world. For all his sympathy with certain of the virtuous
poor, he did not identify himself with them, nor permit his readers to
make such an identification. Most of his commoners, with their freak-
ish physique, dress, mannerisms, and language, were intended to amuse
readers who were pleasantly conscious of having no peculiarities at
all. You and I always pass the port clockwise.

This genteel point of view was normal also among American humor-
ists of the earlier nineteenth century. Oliver Wendell Holmes,
Nathaniel P. Willis, John G. Saxe, assumed that their readers pos-
sessed breeding and an income. The same assumption was made by the
editors of the popular magazines. The aristocratic attitude persists
today, especially in scholarly humor. Curiously, it is visible, I should
say, in the New Yorker, which presumes that its readers are well edu-
cated, traveled, comfortably well off, and intelligently skeptical. Its
readers like that.

But from the time of the American Revolution, the anti-aristocratism
of the people began to express itself in mockery of the well dressed and
the well educated, and this anti-aristocratism became the characteristic
attitude of American humor. The humorist, from Seba Smith through
Will Rogers, pretended that he and his readers were powerful country-
men in cowhide boots, possessed of a heart of gold and a penetrating
intelligence—David Harums, in short, or at least the city-dwelling
sons of David Harum. (True, Will Rogers revealed a certain dis-
trust by chewing gum instead of tobacco.) Though much of our demo-
cratic wit was directed against the English, it was relished by the
English themselves. One need only recall the great vogue of Artemus
Ward, Mark Twain, and Will Rogers himself in England.

In England, however, the aristocratic tradition of humor remained
dominant. Today Punch represents this tradition. Punch has, to be
sure, lost or hidden some of its hoity-toity airs. But at least until the
current war it laughed at profiteers, Jews, Americans, musicians, the
commoner who attempts to hunt and who always comes a cropper
on stone walls which gentlemen clear, the provincial in a restaurant
which is too good for him, the charwoman trying to use language
which is too good for her, the pert parlormaid who is getting above
herself. These are all fine comic figures. I for one find Punch very
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funny. I keep it in the gun room, with the heads I brought home from
Africa.

But you can’t base a theory of British humor on Punch, any more
than you can take the New Yorker as a miniature of American humor.
The interesting thing is that there has been in England a rebellion
against Punch and against aristocratic humor in general.

Naturally this is not new. Democratic English humor goes back at
least to the Norman Conquest, which introduced into England a
ruling class identical with a ruling race. “When Adam delved and
Eve span, Who was then the gentleman?” sang the churls. You will
find in this collection some curious examples of the anti-aristocratic
humor of Robert B. Brough (b. 1828). But by and large the mockery
of the gentleman did not find much humorous expression until the
time of H. G. Wells (b. 1866). And the tendency became clearly de-
fined immediately after the first World War. On the high literary level
Aldous Huxley and Evelyn Waugh and all the disintegrators derided
the vanity, futility, and vice of the well born and gently bred. P. G.
Wodehouse, certainly without any social purpose, draws a picture of
genteel inanity which will some day be the subject of horrifying socio-
logical studies.

On the lower literary level the revolution has been most visible. In
the music halls the idiot gentleman is the audience’s favorite butt. The
Old School Tie, the Straight Bat, Play the Game, Cads, are always
good for a laugh. Low’s Colonel Blimp was a symbol and an omen,
and Low’s announcement of his death is another symbol. The great
popular newspapers, the Daily Mail, the Express, the Herald, have
developed their New Humor. Those incomparable comics, J. B. Mor-
ton (“Beachcomber”), D. B. Wyndham Lewis, and Nathaniel Gubbins,
are anti-aristocrat, anti-Punch, anti-Tory. I don’t know about their
politics, but their rise has coincided with the rise of the Labour Party
as an intellectual force. They may represent, on the plane of humor,
something new and very important. They are the expression of a new
England, strange to Americans who have known, from visits abroad
or from their reading, the old England. They may represent, even, the
England that is to be, the England of the coming millennium.

In choosing the examples of British humor in this volume, I have
had a few guiding principles, which I have followed in a fidgety way:
(1) Every selection must have made me (a) laugh out loud; (b)
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chuckle; (¢) smile broadly. No item which failed to pass this require-
ment could be admitted, no matter how famous its author.

(2) Among an author’s various works, I have chosen the less known
in preference to the well known.

(3) The old standard comic pieces that everyone knows have been
omitted.

(4) The mere joke and the anecdote have been banned, also uncon-
scious humor, and also the parody, in the strict sense. Parodists, says
Salvador de Madariaga, are literary cockroaches, and, while I think
this is a little harsh, I find most of them painful, like horrible children
doing “imitations.”

(5) Indecency has been eschewed, except in a few rare examples
from privileged authors. Ed Wynn is right-——indecency is usually the
recourse of the comic who can’t get a laugh by other means.

These rules have got me into a good deal of trouble. There are
omissions which will astound and grieve nice judges. A snarl will be
heard in the colleges: “Where is Laurence Sterne? And Tobias Smol-
lete? And Charles Lamb? And Surtees? And Lever and Lover? And
The Diary of a Nobody? And that wonderful story in the Strand
Magazine in 1888?7”

I am sorry. I felt that I must have the courage of my sense of humor.
I read Sterne without a smile; his famous sly digs leave me black and
blue. I dislike Charles Lamb personally; he breathes on me; he stut-
ters on purpose to make people listen to his silly jokes. I thought that
I would put in a lot of the minor Elizabethans, but there wasn’t a
laugh in a barrel of them, except some bits of Thomas Heywood.
They just didn’t seem funny to me. I am sorry.

Some of the glaring omissions are not to be blamed on my perverse
sense of humor. Fielding, for instance; I think Fielding is marvelous,
but his comedy depends on character and situation, and on the tone
of the whole, which needs the build-up of the novel. Thackeray, again.
I have gone through all Thackeray’s works, without finding a humor-
ous prose selection that fitly represents him. His casual papers for
Punch are too casual; and I found nothing in the great novels that
would lift out without bruising. Read, for instance, Becky Sharp’s let-
ter to Amelia, describing her arrival at Queen’s Crawley. It is a humor-
ous masterpiece when you are already acquainted with the charac-
ters. But if you don’t know them, you don’t quite see what the fuss is
about. So much humor in novels and plays is cumulative.



INTRODUCTION XXv

As I just remarked, I have omitted passages that are too well known.
It seemed a pity to give up my precious pages to Alice in Wonderland,
or Dogberry and the Watch, or the opening pages of Pickwick. And
yet there are some things I couldn’t bear to leave out, well known as
they are: Falstaff, for instance, and Calverley’s Lovers and a Reflec-
tion, and Gilbert’s Etiquette. This is inconsistent, you will object. You
are right. This is inconsistent.

I haven’t begun to answer your objections. However, I think I have
good reason for all of my selections. As for my omission of some-
thing you would have included, either (1) I didn’t think it was funny;
or (2) I thought it was funny, but too long, or short, or indecent, or
cruel, or something; or (3) the author or publisher made trouble about
reproducing it; or (4) I never heard of it.

If you are dissatisfied, I can only suggest, with all good will, that
you make your own anthology. You will find it a delightful occupa-
tion, and a shield against the world’s woe and evil. Everyone should
make his own anthology. Indeed, everyone is, in a way, an Anthology.

M. B.
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Anonymous

There must have been plenty of British humor during the Middle
Ages. On the Continent there was comedy enough, in Latin and the
vartous vernaculars, and some of it very funny too. But the English
apparently were ashamed of their own laughter. They had the reputa-
tion of making merry sadly. “Ils se réjouissaient tristement selon la
coutume de leur pays,” said Froissart in the fourteenth century. At any
rate, most specimens of medieval English humor amuse only anti-
quaries, who have very hollow laughs at best.

But the Irish were lads for a joke. Here is a curious bit about the
Great Bardic Association, which flourished in the seventh century.
According to its editor, Owen Connellan, it was probably written in
the same century, by an enemy of the Great Bardic Association. From
my own Rnowledge of bards, I should say that the author had probably
been blackballed by the Association.

THE PROCEEDINGS OF THE GREAT
BARDIC ASSOCIATION (Selection)

A noble, worthy king ruled Oirgiall at one time whose name was
Hugh, son of Duach the Dark. Contemporaneous with him was Hugh
the Fair, son of Fergus, son of Muredagh Mal, King of Brefney, and
these two were at strife. In every good act performed by one, the other
would endeavour to excel him; yet both were not equally circum-
stanced; for one was a hundred fold more wealthy, just, and prosper-
ous, namely Hugh the Fair; whilst the other was valiant and warlike,
namely Hugh the son of Duach the Dark, King of Oirgiall. It was,
indeed, far easier for him to be the more warlike of the two, for he
had a shield, and the name of the shield was Duv-Gilla, and one of
its properties was this, that whosoever was opposed to it in the field of
battle became as enfeebled as an old woman, and all fled before it in
every conflict it entered into, even when there was present but the
shield itself and its bearer.

It was at this very period and time that Eohy the Chief Professor

3
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of the Great Bardic Association was staying with Hugh the Fair, and
this was Dallan Forguil. He was accompanied by a numerous profes-
sional body, and the quarter he liked best was Brefney, for numerous
were its flocks and cattle herds. ...

[Hugh the Fair sends Dallan Forguil, the Chief Professor, to obtain
the shield from Hugh the Dark.]

“I will not stay,” says Dallan to Hugh the Dark, “dll I know
whether I shall obtain my request.” “What is the request?” asked the
King. “Thy shield,” replied Dallan, “namely Duv-Gilla.” “That is not
the request of a truly learned man,” said the King, “and if it were
thou shouldst obtain it.” “I have brought you a poem for it,” said
Dallan. “I would like to hear your poem,” said the King. He then re-
cited the poem as follows:

A hero of fortune art thou, O Hugh,
Thou daring, determined foe;

Thy goodness is as the great ocean.
‘Thou canst not be subdued,

Thou canst not be impeded,

O Hugh, son of Duach the Dark.
Good and great is his substance,
Without censure, and without reproach,
Thou sun after leaving its stars,
Which is awful to me,

Thou white chessboard.

We will return, O hero.

“That is a good poem,” says the King, “whoever could understand
it. But I will not give you the shield.” “I will satirize you,” said Dal-
lan. “Nothing will save you from being satirized by me; and it is no
satisfaction to me to satirize you except I do so in your presence.” And
this is what he said:

O Hugh, son of Duach the Dark,
Thou pool not permanent;
Thou pet of the mild cuckoos;

Thou quick chafferer of a blackbird;

Thou sour green berry;
Swarms of bees will suck the herbs;
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Thou green crop like fine clothes,
A candlestick without light;

Thou cold wooden boat,

Thou bark that will give dissatisfaction,
Thou disgusting black chafer;

Thou art more disgusting, O Hugh.

“We must confess,” said Hugh, “that we do not know whethker that
is better or worse than the first poem you composed.” ‘“No wonder
for a man of your intellect to say so,” said Dallan. “Be done, O Dallan,”
said the King, “do not satirize me any more in my presence, for I will
now excuse you from further professional attendance.” ...

[Dallan and the professors leave; Dallan dies. The Great Bardic
Association elects Seanchan Chief Bard. The entire Association goes to
visit Guaire, son of Colman, who had never been reproached or
satirized for illiberality.]

Seanchan continued for a day and night without food or drink.
Bridget, the daughter of Onithcerne, desired her maidservant to give
Seanchan her spare food. “What leavings hast thou?” enquired Sean-
chan. “A hen egg,” replied Bridget. “It is almost enough for me,” said
Seanchan, “and it will suffice for the present.” The maidservant went
for the egg, Beaidgill was her name, and she searched for the remnant
of the food a long time and did not find it. Seanchan said, “I believe it
is thyself that art eating the leavings.” “Not I, O Chief Bard,” replied
Beaidgill, “but the nimble race that have eaten it, namely the mice.”
“That was not proper for them,” said Seanchan; “nevertheless there
is not a king or chief, be he ever so great, but these mice would wish to
leave the traces of their own teeth in his food, and in that they err,
for food should not be used by any person after the prints of their
teeth, and I will satirize them,” said Seanchan; and he began to
satirize them, and he said:

The mice, though sharp are their beaks,
Are not powerful in the battles of warriors.
Venomous death I'll deal out to the tribe

In avengement of Bridget’s leavings.

Mousk: Small were the leavings you left,
It was not abundance you retired from;
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Receive payment from us, receive compensation,
Don’t satirize us all, O learned bard.

Brineer: Thou mouse that art in the hole,
Whose utterance is opposition,
*Twas thou, whose claws are not short,
That ate my leavings in your ambling.

Mouse: My own son Bianan of the white breast,
Thou art the non-observer of ordinances;
To the mighty and luxurious bardic body
Is the knowledge of it, thou little doomed being.

Seancuan: Clear ye out of your spacious abodes,
As we are prepared to convict you,
Come ye all out of the hole, or burrow,
And lie down here, O ye mice!

And it is stated that ten mice fell dead in the presence of Seanchan;
and Seanchan said unto them, “It is not you that I ought to have
satirized but the party whose duty it is to suppress you, namely the
tribe of cats; and now I will satirize them effectually.”

[ Transactions of the Ossianic Society for the year 1857]



Geoffrey Chaucer

Chaucer knew practically every trick of the humorist; indeed, prac-
tically every device of the storyteller and the poet. Then why didn’t
others learn with him or from him? Why wasn’t fourteenth-century
England a nest of mocking birds? I do not know why.

Since many cultivated readers go through hell trying to pronounce
Chaucer in the original, I quote the spirited translation by William
Van Wyck.

THE WIFE OF BATH’'S FIFTH HUSBAND

...“At the next month’s end,
This Jenkin, whom gay Love to me did send,
Wedded me with a great solemnity.
I gave him all the land, and every fee
That ever had been given me before.
But later I repented me, and sore.
He never suffered me to have my way.
By God, he struck me on the ear, one day,
For taking from his book a little page!
And I grew deaf, thereon, for his wild rage.
But I was stubborn as a lioness,
And something of a chatterbox I guess.
I visited as I had done before,
From house to house, although my Jenkin swore
He’d break me of it. How that chap would preach
At me! And Roman tales he tried to teach
Against my will. How Gallus left his wife
Alone for the remainder of his life;
Because she was bareheaded when he saw
Her one day gazing from the cottage door.

“Another Roman (I forget his name)
Who, when his wife went to the summer-game
Without his knowledge, let the woman go,

7
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And proved as just and right, her pain and woe,
And sought a saying from Ecclesiastes

That tells us that a wife must ever haste to please
And do her man’s command nor gad about.

He would have spoken thus without a doubt:

‘Who-so would build his house of sallows*
Or jump a blind horse over fallows,
Or let his wife go seeking hallows*
Should be hanged on the highest gallows.

But all for naught, I didn’t care a haw
For either his old proverb or his saw.
Nor would I let myself be thus corrected,
Or told of vices or be disrespected.
No woman will allow this for displeasure.
And he was wild with me and beyond measure.
And I would tolerate him in no way.
“Now by Saint Thomas it’s the truth I say!
That’s why I went and took a little leaf
From out his book, and why he struck me deaf.
This damned book he was reading night and day.
It was his only pleasure, I would say.
I think the thing was called Valerius.
About the book he made a dreadful fuss.
It seems there was one time, a clerk of Rome,
A cardinal that was called Saint Jerome.
He wrote opposing good Jovinian.
His book included old Tertullian,
Chrysippus, Trotula, and Héloise,
An abbess nigh to Paris if you please.
Also there were the works of Solomon,
And Ovid’s Arz. And books, a many a one.
And all of these were bound in one great tome,
Which he read every night when he came home
And had the leisure when on his vacation
From all his other worldly occupation.
He loved to read his work on wicked wives.

1 Willows.
2 Hallowed things; pilgrimages.
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He knew more legends and he knew more lives
Of them than can be found in Holy Writ.
But you know too that not one little bit
Of good will any clerk tell you of wives.
Concerning holy saints they write their lives.
But not of women will they ever say.
As conqueror, who paints the lion, pray?
By God, if women had writ half the stories
That clerks do in their musty oratories,
They would have written of more wickedness,
Than all the men from Adam could redress.
Venus’s child, and that of Mercury,
Are as contrary as they well may be.
Mercury ever seeks for wisdom’s level,
And Venus loves all luxury and revel.
Although each of them has a different station,
Each falls into the other’s exaltation.
And God knows Mercury is desolate
In Pisces wherein Venus is in state.
When Venus falls, then Mercury arises.
A clerk, therefore, no kind of woman prizes.
And when a clerk is old, he cannot do
For Venus what is worth a worn-out shoe.
Then down he sits and writes, when he is old,
Because in bed no woman can he hold.
“But now I'll tell you, Sirs, the reason why
I was so beaten, till I thought I'd die.
One night, my Jenkin had a great desire
To read his book as he sat by the fire.
He read of Eve, who for her wickedness,
Brought every one of us to great distress,
For which Lord Jesus Christ Himself was slain,
That He redeem us with His blood again.
Within this vile and stinking book you’ll find
That woman’s the perdition of mankind.
“Then he read me how Samson lost his hair,
Which was cut off by his false wench and fair.
And for this treason he lost both his eyes.
“He read to me, I swear I tell no lies,
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Of Hercules and lovely Deianir

Who caused the wretch to set himself on fire.
“Nor did he fail to tell the pain and woe

Of Socrates, who found much hurt also,

When his Xantippe ~’d upon his head.

This simple man sat quiet as one dead,

And wiped his skull, and nothing did he say,

Save: ‘After thunder, rain must come alway.’

Then he told of the evil queen of Crete,

As though this doleful tale were very sweet.

I'll say no more. It is a grisly thing,

For her desire had a frightful sting.

He spoke of Clytemnestra’s lechery

Who falsely caused her husband not to be.

And this he read with great devotion too.
“He told me for some reason, I tell you,

Of Theban Amphiaraus, when his life

Was blotted out forever by his wife

Eriphylé and for a brooch of gold.

In private, to the Greeks, she went and told

Where he was hidden in a certain place.

Therefore, at Thebes he found but little grace.
“Of Lucia and Livia, I learned

How hate came to the one; the other yearned.

Both of them killed their husbands, let me state.

Livia on an evening, very late,

Killed her good man. She was his dire foe.

Passionate Lucia loved her husband so,

In order that he'd love as hot as she,

Gave him a philtre, and then rapidly

The man was dead, indeed, before the morrow.

And so it is that husbands have much sorrow.
"“And then he told me how Latumeus

Complained unto his fellow, Arrius,

That in his garden grew a certain tree

On which (he told him) that his wives, all three,

Had hanged themselves because of pain and woe.

‘O my dear brother,” Arrius spoke so,

‘Give me a cut of this same blessed tree,
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And in my garden, planted it will be.

“Of wives of latter days, he also read.
How one had slain the husband that she wed,
And let her lover lie with her that night.
The corpse lay on the floor, a fearful sight.
Another drove a nail into the brain
Of her poor sleeping husband. He was slain.
And some were given poison in a drink.
He told more instances than mind could think,
And knew more proverbs, did this cheerful one,
Than there is grass beneath a summer sun.
‘It’s better that your habitation be
With lions or with dragons foul, quoth he,
‘Than that with angry jade a life be spent.
Better,” he said, ‘an attic or a tent
Than the best room shared with an angry wife,
Who's wicked and contrary, on my life!
Women hate husbands who love them, I claim.’
He said: ‘A woman casts away her shame,
Casting her smock away. And this I know,
A lovely woman, if she’s chaste also,
Is like a golden ring in some sow’s nose.
And none of you could in the least suppose
What pain and sorrow lay within my heart.

“And when I saw that he would never part
From his old book which was a frightful bore;
Then suddenly, three of the leaves I tore
Out of the thing, although my heart went weak.
And with my fist, I took him on the cheek.
Backwards into the fire fell the lad,
And then he started like a lion mad,
And with his fist he whacked me on the head.
I lay upon the floor, a woman dead.
And when he saw how white and ill I lay,
He was aghast and would have run away.
I came out of my swoon, to his relief,

And cried out: ‘You have killed me, you false thief!

It's for my land, I think, you've bashed my head.

Give me one little kiss ere I be dead.

II
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“He knelt down by my side when he came near,
And said: ‘So help me God, my sister dear,
No more against you will I lift my hand,

As I have done. This you must understand.
Forgive me, darling. Speak, I beg you, speak.’
But once again I banged him on the cheek,
And said he was a thief to do to me

Such harm; that I might die, maybe.

And finally, but with much care and woe,
We made it up between ourselves. And so
He put the reins and bridle in my hand,

And bade me run his house and all his land.
I ran his tongue and hand, in this our home,
And made him burn his rotten, filthy tome.
At last when I had gotten unto me

The mastership and all the sovereignty,

He said to me: ‘My own, my darling wife,
Do as you will with me for all your life.
You hold my honour, you keep my estate.”
From that day, we were never at debate.

So help me God, 1 was as good and kind
As any wife could be from Wales to Ind.
And I was true to him. And true to me
He was, by God Who sits in majesty!

And may God bless him through His mercy dear.
Now, I shall tell my tale, if you will hear.”

[From The Canterbury Tales]






William Shakespeare

I put in one of the tremendous Falstaff passages because I could
hardly leave out the greatest comic creation in English literature, and
the Thersites passages because most people never get around to reading
Troilus and Cressida. Elizabethan humor consisted largely of abuse,
which was elevated to a kind of lyrical drama. Notice that when an
Elizabethan was called, for instance, a “whoreson indistinguishable
cur,” he did not reply with fist or sword; he was too busy preparing
his rebustal: “thou green sarcenet flap for a sore eye,” and so forth.
Thersites is also a wonderful study of the man mishandled by Nature,
who turns jealous and vindictive; but that is by the way.

FALSTAFF REPORTS TO PRINCE HENRY

Scene: The Boar’s Head Tavern in Eastcheap. Prince HenrY and
Poins, one of his low companions, are on the stage. Enter Sk JoHN
Favsravr and his mates, GabsuiLL, BarooLrH, and Peto. Francis, the
inn servant, follows with wine.

Poins: Welcome, Jack: where hast thou been?

Favsrarr: A plague of all cowards, I say, and a vengeance too! marry,
and amen! Give me a cup of sack, boy. Ere I lead this life long,
I'll sew nether stocks and mend them and foot them too. A
plague of all cowards! Give me a cup of sack, rogue. Is there no
virtue extant? (He drinks.)

Prince: Didst thou never see Titan® kiss a dish of butter—pitiful-
hearted Titan—that melted at the sweet tale of the sun’s? if thou
didst, then behold that compound.

FaLstarr: You rogue, here’s lime in this sack too: there is nothing but
roguery to be found in villainous man: yet a coward is worse than
a cup of sack with lime in it. A villainous coward! Go thy ways,
old Jack; die when thou wilt, if manhood, good manhood, be not
forgot upon the face of the earth, then am I a shotten herring.

1 Titan: the sun.
14
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There lives not three good men unhanged in England; and one
of them is fat, and grows old: God help the while! a bad world,
I say. I would I were a weaver; I could sing psalms or any thing.
A plague of all cowards, I say still.

Prince: How, now, wool-sack! what mutter you?

- Faustarr: A king’s son! If I do not beat thee out of thy kingdom with
a dagger of lath, and drive all thy subjects afore thee like a flock
of wild geese, I'll never wear hair on my face more. You Prince
of Wales!

Prince: Why, you whoreson round man, what's the matter?

FavLstarr: Are not you a coward? answer me to that: and Poins there?

Poins: "Zounds, ye fat paunch, an ye call me coward, by the Lord, I'll
stab thee.

Favstarr: I call thee coward! I'll see thee damned ere I call thee
coward: but I would give a thousand pound I could run as fast
as thou canst. You are straight enough in the shoulders, you care
not who sees your back: call you that backing of your friends?
A plague upon such backing! give me them that will face me. Give

| me a cup of sack: I am a rogue, if I drunk today.

~ Prince: O villain! thy lips are scarce wiped since thou drunkest last.

FavLstarr: All's one for that. (He drinks.) A plague of all cowards,
still say L

Prince: What's the matter?

Favstarr: What's the matter! there be four of us here have ta’en a
thousand pound this day morning.

Prince: Where is it, Jack? where is it?

Favstarr: Where is it! taken from us it is: a hundred upon poor four
of us.

Prince: What, a hundred, man?

FavLstarr: I am a rogue, if I were not at half-sword with a dozen of
them two hours together. I have ’scaped by miracle. I am eight
times thrust through the doublet, four through the hose; my
buckler cut through and through; my sword hacked like a hand-
saw—ecce signum! 1 never dealt better since I was a man: all
would not do. A plague of all cowards! Let them speak: if they
speak more or less than truth, they are villains and the sons of
darkness.

Prince: Speak, sirs; how was it?

GapsuiLL: We four set upon some dozen—
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Favstarr: Sixteen at least, my lord.

GapsuiL: And bound them.

Pero: No, no, they were not bound.

Fatstarr: You rogue, they were bound, every man of them; or I am a
Jew else, an Ebrew Jew.

GapsHIiLL: As we were sharing, some six or seven fresh men set upon
us—

Favstarr: And unbound the rest, and then come in the other.

Prince: What, fought you with them all?

Favstarr: Alll T know not what you call all; but if I fought not with
fifty of them, I am a bunch of radish; if there were not two or
three and fifty upon poor old Jack, then am I no two-legged
creature.

Prince: Pray God you have not murdered some of them.

Favstarr: Nay, that’s past praying for; I have peppered two of them;
two I am sure I have paid, two rogues in buckram suits. I tell thee
what, Hal, if I tell thee a lie, spit in my face, call me horse. Thou
knowest my old ward; here I lay, and thus I bore my point. Four
rogues in buckram let drive at me—

Prince: What, four? thou saidst but two even now.

Favstarr: Four, Hal; I told thee four.

Poins: Ay, ay, he said four.

Favrstarr: These four came all a-front, and mainly thrust at me. I made
me no more ado but took all their seven points in my target, thus.

Prince: Seven? why, there were but four even now.

Favstarr: In buckram?

Poins: Ay, four, in buckram suits.

Favstarr: Seven, by these hilts, or I am a villain else.

Prince: Prithee, let him alone; we shall have more anon.

Favstarr: Dost thou hear me, Hal?

Prince: Ay, and mark thee too, Jack.

Favstarr: Do so, for it is worth the listening to. These nine in buck-
ram that I told thee of—

PrINcE: So, two more already.

Favstarr: Their points being broken—

Porns: Down fell their hose.

Favstarr: Began to give me ground: but I followed me close, came in
foot and hand; and with a thought * seven of the eleven I paid.

2 With a thought: in an instant.



A TREASURY OF BRITISH HUMOR 17

Prince: O monstrous! eleven buckram men grown out of two!

Favstarr: But, as the devil would have it, three misbegotten knaves in
Kendal green came at my back and let drive at me: for it was so
dark, Hal, that thou couldst not see thy hand.

Prince: These lies are like their father that begets them: gross as a
mountain, open, palpable. Why, thou clay-brained guts, thou
knotty-pated fool, thou whoreson, obscene, greasy tallow-catch—

Favstare: What, art thou mad? art thou mad? is fiot the truth the
truth?

Prince: Why, how couldst thou know these men in Kendal green,
when it was so dark thou couldst not see thy hand? come, tell us
your reason; what sayest thou to this?

Poins: Come, your reason, Jack, your reason.

Favstarr: What, upon compulsion? "Zounds, an I were at the strap-
pado, or all the racks in the world, I would not tell you on com-
pulsion. Give you a reason on compulsion! if reasons® were as
plentiful as blackberries, I would give no man a reason upon com-
pulsion, I.

Prince: I'll be no longer guilty of this sin; this sanguine coward, this
bedpresser, this horseback-breaker, this huge hill of flesh—

Favstarr: 'Sblood, you starveling, you elf-skin, you dried neat’s
tongue, you bull’s pizzle, you stock-fish! O for breath to utter
what is like thee? you tailor’s-yard, you sheath, you bow-case, you
vile standing-tuck *—

Prince: Well, breathe a while, and then to it again: and when thou
hast tired thyself in base comparisons, hear me speak but this.

Poins: Mark, Jack.

Prince: We two saw you four set on four and bound them, and were
masters of their wealth. Mark now, how a plain tale shall put
you down. Then did we two set on you four; and, with a word,
out-faced you from your prize, and have it; yea, and can show
it you here in the house: and, Falstaff, you carried your guts away
as nimbly, with as quick dexterity, and roared for mercy, and still
run and roared, as ever I heard bull-calf. What a slave art thou,
to hack thy sword as thou-hast done, and then say it was in fight!
What trick, what device, what starting-hole, canst thou now find
out to hide thee from this open and apparent shame?

3 Reasons: a pun on “raisins.” The two words were pronounced the same.
4 Standing-tuck: small rapier on end.
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Poins: Come, let’s hear, Jack; what trick hast thou now?

Favsrarr: By the Lord, I knew ye as well as he that made ye. Why,
hear you, my masters: was it for me to kill the heir-apparent?
should I turn upon the true prince? why, thou knowest I am as
valiant as Hercules; but beware instinct; the lion will not touch
the true prince. Instinct is a great matter; I was now a coward on
instinct. I shall think the better of myself and thee during my
life; I for a‘valiant lion, and thou for a true prince. But, by the
Lord, lads, I am glad you have the money. Hostess, clap to the
doors: watch tonight, pray tomorrow. Gallants, lads, boys, hearts
of gold, all the titles of good fellowship come to you! What, shall
we be merry? shall we have a play extempore?

Prince: Content; and the argument shall be thy running away.

Farstarr: Ah, no more of that, Hal, an thou lovest me!

(Enter HosTess.)

Hosrgss: O Jesu, my lord the prince!

Prince: How now, my lady the hostess! what sayest thou to me?

Hosress: Marry, my lord, there is a nobleman of the court at door
would speak with you; he says he comes from your father.

Prince: Give him as much as will make him a royal man, and send
him back again to my mother.

Farstarr: What manner of man is he?

Hostess: An old man.

Favstarr: What doth gravity out of his bed at midnight? Shall I give
him his answer?

Prince: Prithee, do, Jack.

Favsrarr: Faith, and I'll send him packing.

(Exit.)

Privce: Now, sirs: by’r lady, you fought fair; so did you, Peto; so did
you, Bardolph: you are lions, too, you ran away upon instinct,
you will not touch the true prince; no, fiel

Barporpr: Faith, I ran when I saw others run.

Prince: Faith, tell me now in earnest, how came Falstaff’s sword so
hacked?

Pero: Why, he hacked it with his dagger, and said he would swear
truth out of England but he would make you believe it was done
in fight, and persuaded us to do the like.

Baroorrn: Yea, and to tickle our noses with spear-grass to make them
bleed, and then to beslubber our garments with it and swear it
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was the blood of true men. I did that I did not this seven year
before, I blushed to hear his monstrous devices.

Prince: O villain, thou stolest a cup of sack eighteen years ago, and
wert taken with the manner, and ever since thou hast blushed
extempore. Thou hadst fire and sword on thy side, and yet thou
rannest away: what instinct hadst thou for it?

BaroorLer: My lord, do you see these meteors? do you behold these
exhalations?

Prince: I do.

Barborpr: What think you they portend?

Prince: Hot livers and cold purses.

Barooren: Choler, my lord, if rightly taken.

Prince: No, if rightly taken, halter. (Re-enter FaLstarr.) Here comes
lean Jack, here comes bare-bone. How now, my sweet creature of
bombast! How long is’t ago, Jack, since thou sawest thine own
knee?

Favstarr: My own knee! When I was about thy years, Hal, I was not
an eagle’s talon in the waist; I could have crept into any alder-
man’s thumb-ring: a plague of sighing and grief; it blows a man
up like a bladder. There’s villainous news abroad: here was Sir
John Bracy from your father; you must to the court in the morn-
ing. That same mad fellow of the north, Percy, and he of Wales,
that gave Amamon the bastinado, and made Lucifer cuckold,
and swore the devil his true liegeman upon the cross of a Welsh
hook—what a plague call you him?

Poins: Oh, Glendower.

Favstarr: Owen, Owen, the same; and his son-in-law Mortimer, and
old Northumberland, and that sprightly Scot of Scots, Douglas,
that runs o’ horseback up a hill perpendicular—

Prince: He that rides at high speed and with his pistol kills a spar-
row flying.

Favstarr: You have hit it.

Prince: So did he never the sparrow.

Favrsrarr: Well, that rascal hath good mettle in him; he will not run.

Prince: Why, what a rascal art thou then, to praise him so for run-
ning!

Favstarr: O horseback, ye cuckoo; but afoot he will not budge a foot.

Prince: Yes, Jack, upon instinct.
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Favstarr: 1 grant ye, upon instinct. Well, he is there too, and one
Mordake, and a thousand bluecaps more: Worcester is stolen away
tonight; thy father’s beard is turned white with the news: you
may buy land now as cheap as stinking mackerel.

Prince: Why, then, it is like, if there come a hot June and this civil
buffeting hold, we shall buy maidenheads as they buy hobnails,
by the hundreds.

Favsta¥r: By the mass, lad, thou sayest true; it is like we shall have
good trading that way. But tell me, Hal, art not thou horrible
afeard? thou being heir-apparent, could the world pick thee out
three such enemies again as that fiend Douglas, that spirit Percy,
and that devil Glendower? art thou not horribly afraid? doth
not thy blood thrill at it?

Prince: Not a whit, i’ faith; I lack some of thy instinct.

Favstarr: Well, thou wilt be horribly chid tomorrow when thou
comest to thy father; if thou love me, practise an answer.

Prince: Do thou stand for my father, and examine me upon the par-
ticulars of my life.

Favstarr: Shall I? content: this chair shall be my state, this dagger
my sceptre, and this cushion my crown.

Prince: Thy state is taken for a joined-stool, thy golden sceptre for a
leaden dagger, and thy precious rich crown for a pitiful bald
crown!

Favstarr: Well, an the fire of grace be not quite out of thee, now shalt
thou be moved. Give me a cup of sack to make my eyes look red,
that it may be thought I have wept; for I must speak in passion,
and I will do it in King Cambyses’ vein.

Prince: Well, here is my leg.

FavLstarr: And here is my speech. Stand aside, nobility.

Hosress: O Jesu, this is excellent sport, i’ faith!

Favstarr: Weep not, sweet queen; for trickling tears are vain.

Hostess: O, the father, how he holds his countenance!

Favstarr: For God’s sake, lords, convey my tristful queen;

For tears do stop the flood-gates of her eyes.

Hosrtess: O Jesu, he doth it as like one of these harlotry players as
ever I seel i

Favstarr: Peace, good pint-pot; peace, good tickle-brain. Harry, I do
not only marvel where thou spendest thy time, but also how thou
art accompanied: for though the camomile, the more it is trodden
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on, the faster it grows, vet youth, the more it is wasted, the sooner
it wears. That thou art my son, I have partly thy mother’s word,
partly my own opinion, but chiefly a villainous trick of thine eye,
and a foolish hanging of thy nether lip, that doth warrant me.
If then thou be son to me, here lies the point: why, being son to
me, art thou so pointed at? Shall the blessed sun of heaven prove
a micher ® and eat blackberries? a question not to be asked. Shall
the son of England prove a thief and take purses? a question to
be asked. There is a thing, Harry, which thou hast often heard of,
and it is known to many in our land by the name of pitch: this
pitch, as ancient writers do report, doth defile; so doth the com-
pany thou keepest: for, Harry, now I do not speak to thee in
drink but in tears, not in pleasure but in passion, not in words
only, but in woes also: and yet there is a virtuous man whom
I have often noted in thy company, but I know not his name.

Prince: What manner of man, an it like your majesty?

Farstarr: A goodly portly man, i’ faith, and a corpulent; of a cheerful
look, a pleasing eye, and a most noble carriage; and, as I think,
his age some fifty, or, b’r lady, inclining to three score; and now
I remember me, his name is Falstaff: if that man should be lewdly
given, he deceiveth me; for, Harry, I see virtue in his looks. If
then the tree may be known by the fruit, as the fruit by the tree,
then, peremptorily I speak it, there is virtue in that Falstaff: him
keep with, the rest banish. And tell me now, thou naughty varlet,
tell me, where hast thou been this month?

Prince: Dost thou speak like a king? Do thou stand for me, and I'll
play my father.

Favstarr: Depose me? if thou dost it half so gravely, so majestically,
both in word and matter, hang me up by the heels for a rabbit-
sucker or a poulter’s hare.

Prince: Well, here I am set.

Favstarr: And here I stand: judge, my masters.

Prince: Now, Harry, whence come you?

Favstarr: My noble lord, from Eastcheap.

Prince: The complaints I hear of thee are grievous.

Farstarr: 'Sblood, my lord, they are false: nay, I'll tickle ye for a
young prince, i’ faith.

5 Micher: truant.
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Prince: Swearest thou, ungracious boy? henceforth ne’er look on me.
Thou art violently carried away from grace: there is a devil haunts
thee in the likeness of an old fat man; a tun of man is thy com-
panion. Why dost thou converse with that trunk of humours,
that bolting-hutch of beastliness, that swollen parcel of dropsies,
that huge bombard of sack, that stuffed cloak-bag of guts, that
roasted Manningtree ox with the pudding in his belly, that rever-
end vice, that grey iniquity, that father ruffian, that vanity in
years? Wherein is he good, but to taste sack and drink it? wherein
neat and cleanly, but to carve a capon and eat it? wherein cun-
ning, but in craft? wherein crafty, but in villainy? wherein vil-
lainous, but in all things? wherein worthy, but in nothing?

Favstarr: I would your grace would take me with you: whom means
your grace?

Prince: That villainous abominable misleader of youth, Falstaff, that
old white-bearded Satan.

Favustarr: My lord, the man I know.

Prince: I know thou dost.

Favstarr: But to say I know more harm in him than in myself, were
to say more than I know. That he is old, the more the pity, his
white hairs do witness it; but that he is, saving your reverence, a
whoremaster, that I utterly deny. If sack and sugar be a fault, God
help the wicked! if to be old and merry be a sin, then many an
old host that I know is damned: if to be fat be to be hated, then
Pharaoh’s lean kine are to be loved. No, my good lord; banish
Peto, banish Bardolph, banish Poins: but for sweet Jack Falstaff,
kind Jack Falstaff, true Jack Falstaff, valiant Jack Falstaff,
and therefore more valiant, being, as he is, old Jack Falstaff,
banish not him thy Harry’s company, banish not him thy Harry’s
company: banish plump Jack, and banish all the world.

Prince: I do, T will.

(A knocking heard. Exeunt HostEss, Francis, and BarboLrH.
Re-enter BarooLpH, running.)

Baroorr: O my lord, my lord! the sheriff with a most monstrous
watch is at the door.

Favsrarr: Out, ye rogue! Play out the play: I have much to say in
the behalf of that Falstaff.

(Re-enter HostEss.)
Hosress: O Jesu, my lord, my lord!—
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Prince: Heigh, heigh! the devil rides upon a fiddlestick: what’s the
matter ?

Hostess: The sheriff and all the watch are at the door: they are come
to search the house. Shall I let them in?

FaLstarr: Dost thou hear, Hal? never call a true piece of gold a
counterfeit: thou art essentially mad, without seeming so.

Prince: And thou a natural coward, without instinct.

Favstarr: I deny your major: if you will deny the sheriff, so; if not,
let him enter: if I become not a cart as well as another man, a
plague on my bringing up! I hope I shall as soon be strangled
with a halter as another.

Prince: Go, hide thee behind the arras: the rest walk up above. Now,
my masters, for a true face and good conscience.

Favstarr: Both which I have had: but their date is out, and therefore
I'll hide me.

Prince: Call in the sheriff. (Exeunt all except the PrINCE and PEto.
Enter Sueriry and the CarriEr.) Now, master sheriff, what is
your will with me?

SHErIFF: First, pardon me, my lord. A hue and cry
Hath follow’d certain men unto this house.

Prince: What men?

SuEerIFF: One of them is well known, my gracious lord,

A gross fat man.

Carrier: As fat as butter.

Prince: The man, I do assure you, is not here;
For I myself at this time have employ’d him.
And, sheriff, I will engage my word to thee
That I will, by tomorrow dinner-time,

Send him to answer thee, or any man,
For anything he shall be charged withal:
And so let me entreat you leave the house.

SuEriFF: I will, my lord. There are two gentlemen
Have in this robbery lost three hundred marks.

Prince: It may be so: if he have robb’d these men,

He shall be answerable; and so farewell.

Suerirr: Good night, my noble lord.

Prince: I think it is good morrow, is it not?

SueriFr: Indeed, my lord, I think it be two o’clock.

(Exeunt SHERIFF and CARRIER.)
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Prince: This oily rascal is known as well as Paul’s.
Go, call him forth.

Pero: Falstaff!—Fast asleep behind the arras, and snorting like a horse.

Prince: Hark, how hard he fetches breath. Search his pockets. (He
searcheth his pockets, and findeth certain papers.) What hast thou
found?

Pero: Nothing but papers, my lord.

Prince: Let’s see what they be: read them.

Pero (reads): Item, A capon, 2s. 2d.
Item, Sauce 4d.
Item, Sack, two gallons 5s. 8d.
Item, Anchovies and sack after supper  2s. 6d.
Item, Bread ob.°

Prince: O monstrous! but one half-pennyworth of bread to this intoler-
able deal of sack! What there is else, keep close; we'll read it at
more advantage; there let him sleep till day. I'll to the court in
the morning. We must all to the wars, and thy place shall be
honourable. T'll procure this fat rogue a charge of foot; and I
know his death will be a march of twelve-score. The money shall
be paid back again with advantage. Be with me betimes in the
morning; and so, good morrow, Peto.

Pero: Good morrow, good my lord.
(Exeunt.)

[From Henry IV, Part One, Act II, Scene iv]

—————

THERSITES

Scene: The Grecian camp. Enter Ayax and THERSITES.

Ajax: Thersites!

THersiTEs: Agamemnon—how if he had boils—full, all over, gener-
ally?

Ajax: Thersites!

TuersiTEs: And those boils did run?—Say so,—did not the general run
then? were not that a botchy core?

6 Ob.: obolus, a halfpenny.
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Ajyax: Dog!

Trersites: Then would come some matter from him; I see none now.

Ajyax: Thou bitch-wolf’s son, canst thou not hear? Feel then. (Strikes
him.)

Tuersites: The plague of Greece upon thee, thou mongrel beef-witted
lord!

Ajax: Speak then, thou vinewed’st” leaven, speak: I will beat thee
into handsomeness.

Tuerstes: I shall sooner rail thee into wit and holiness: but, I think,
thy horse will sooner con an oration than thou learn a prayer
without book. Thou canst strike, canst thou? a red murrain o’
thy jade’s tricks!

Ajax: Toadstool, learn me the proclamation.

THersrTEs: Dost thou think I have no sense, thou strikest me thus?

Ajax: The proclamation!

Trersites: Thou art proclaimed a fool, I think.

Ajax: Do not, porpentine, do not; my fingers itch.

Traersites: 1 would thou didst itch from head to foot, and I had the
scratching of thee; I would make thee the loathsomest scab in
Greece. When thou art forth in the incursions, thou strikest as
slow as another.

Ajax: I say, the proclamation!

Tuersites: Thou grumblest and railest every hour on Achilles, and
thou art as full of envy at his greatness as Cerberus is at Proser-
pina’s beauty, ay, that thou barkest at him.

Ajyax: Mistress Thersites!

Tuersites: Thou shouldst strike him.

Ajax: Cobloaf!

THersiTes: He would pun thee into shivers with his fist, as a sailor
breaks a biscuit.

Ajax (beating him): You whoreson cur!

TrersiTEs: Do, do.

Ajax: Thou stool for a witch!

TrersiTES: Ay, do, do; thou sodden-witted lord! thou hast no more
brain than I have in mine elbows; an assinego ® may tutor thee:
thou scurvy-valiant ass! thou art here but to thrash Trojans; and
thou art bought and sold among those of any wit, like a barbarian

" Vinewed’st: most mouldy.
8 Assinego: donkey.
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slave. If thou use to beat me, I will begin at thy heel and tell
what thou art by inches, thou thing of no bowels, thou!

Ayax: You dog!

TuersiTEs: You scurvy lord!

Ajax (beating him): You cur!

THersiTES: Mars his idiot! do, rudeness; do, camel, do, do.

(Enter AchiLLes and PatrocLus.)

AcuiLLes: Why, how now, Ajax! Wherefore do ye thus? How now,
Thersites! what’s the matter, man?

TuersiTes: You see him there, do you?

AcHILLES: Ay; what’s the matter?

THersiTEs: Nay, look upon him.

AcHities: So I do: what's the matter?

Tuersties: Nay, but regard him well.

Acuiries: “Welll” why, so I do.

THersiTEs: But yet you look not well upon him; for, whosoever you
take him to be, he is Ajax.

AcHiLigs: I know that, fool.

TuersiTES: Ay, but that fool knows not himself.

Ajax: Therefore I beat thee.

Tuersttes: Lo, lo, lo, lo, what modicums of wit he utters! his evasions
have ears thus long. I have bobbed his brain more than he has
beat my bones: I will buy nine sparrows for a penny, and his piz
mater is not worth the ninth part of a sparrow. This lord, Achilles,
Ajax, who wears his wit in his belly and his guts in his head,
I'll tell you what I say of him.

AcHILLEs: What?

Tuersires: 1 say, this Ajax— (Ajax offers to strike him.)

AcHiLLes: Nay, good Ajax.

THersiTEs: Has not so much wit—

Acuiiies: Nay, I must hold you.

ThersrTes: As will stop the eye of Helen’s needle, for whom he comes
to fight.

AcHiLLEs: Peace, fool!

Tuerstres: 1 would have peace and quietness, but the fool will not: he
there: that he: look you there!

Ayax: O thou damned cur! I shall—

AcuirLes: Will you set your wit to a fool’s?

TrersiTEs: No, I warrant you; for a fool’s will shame it.
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PatrocLus: Good words, Thersites.

AcHirLes: What's the quarrel?

Ajax: I bade the vile owl go learn me the tenour of the proclamation,
and he rails upon me.

THersiTES: I serve thee not.

Ajax: Well, go to, go to.

TrersiTes: I serve here voluntary.

Acniiies: Your last service was sufferance, ’twas not voluntary; no
man is beaten voluntary: Ajax was here the voluntary, and you
as under an impress.

Tuersites: E'en so; a great deal of your wit too lies in your sinews,
or else there be liars. Hector shall have a great catch, if he knock
out either of your brains: a’ were as good crack a fusty nut with
no kernel.

Acuiires: What, with me too, Thersites?

Tuersites: There’s Ulysses and old Nestor, whose wit was mouldy
ere your grandsires had nails on their toes, yoke you like draught-
oxen, and make you plough up the wars.

AcuiLLes: What? what?

TuersiTEs: Yes, good sooth: to, Achilles! to, Ajax, to!

Ajax: I shall cut out your tongue.

Tuersires: "Tis no matter; I shall speak as much as thou afterwards.

PatrocLus: No more words, Thersites; peace!

Trersites: [ will hold my peace when Achilles’ brooch bids me,
shall I?

AcHiLies: There’s for you, Patroclus.

Tuersites: I will see you hanged, like clotpoles, ere I come any more
to your tents: I will keep where there is wit stirring, and leave the
faction of fools. (Exit.)

[From Troilus and Cressida; Act 11, Scene 1]

Scexe: The Grecian camp. Before Achilles’ tent. Enter AcHILLES and
PatrocLus. ‘

Acnrres: I'll heat his blood with Greekish wine tonight,
Which with my scimitar I'll cool tomorrow.
Patroclus, let us feast him to the height.
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PatrocLus: Here comes Thersites.
(Enter THERSITES.)

AcHiLLes: How now, thou core of envy!

Thou crusty batch of nature, what’s the news?

Tuersrtes: Why, thou picture of what thou seemest, an idol of idiot-
worshippers, here’s a letter for thee.

AcuiiLes: From whence, fragment?

Tuersites: Why, thou full dish of fool, from Troy.

PatrocLus: Who keeps the tent now?

Trersrtes: The surgeon’s box, or the patient’s wound.

PatrocLus: Well said, adversity! and what need these tricks?

THersiTEs: Prithee, be silent, boy; I profit not by thy talk; thou art
thought to be Achilles’ male varlet.

PatrocLus: Male varlet, you rogue! what’s that?

Tuersrtes: Why, his masculine whore. Now, the rotten diseases of the
south, the guts-griping, ruptures, catarrhs, loads o’ gravel i’ the
back, lethargies, cold palsies, raw eyes, dirt-rotten livers, wheezing
lungs, bladders full of imposthume, sciaticas, limekilns i* the
palm, incurable bone-ache, and the rivelled fee-simple of the tetter,
take and take again such preposterous discoveries!

PatrocLus: Why, thou damnable box of envy, thou, what mean’st thou
to curse thus?

Tuersrres: Do I curse thee?

PatrocLus: Why, no, you ruinous butt; you whoreson indistinguish-
able cur, no.

Tuersites: No! why art thou then exasperate, thou idle immaterial
skein of sleave silk, thou green sarcenet flap for a sore eye, thou
tassel of a prodigal’s purse, thou? Ah, how the poor world is
pestered with such waterflies, diminutives of nature!

Patrocrus: Out, gall!

Tuersites: Finch-egg!

Acuries: My sweet Patroclus, I am thwarted quite
From my great purpose in tomorrow’s battle.

Here is a letter from Queen Hecuba,

A token from her daughter, my fair love,

Both taxing me and gaging me to keep

An oath that I have sworn. I will not break it:
Fall Greeks; fail fame; honour or go or stay;
My major vow lies here, this I'll obey.
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Come, come, Thersites, help to trim my tent:
This night in banqueting must all be spent.
Away, Patroclus!

(Exeunt AcHiLLEs and PartrocLUS.)

Tuersites: With too much blood and too little brain, these two may
run mad; but, if with too much brain and too little blood they do,
I'll be a curer of madmen. Here’s Agamemnon, an honest fellow
enough and one that loves quails; but he has not so much brain
as ear-wax: and the goodly transformation of Jupiter there, his
brother, the bull, the primitive statue and oblique memorial of
cuckolds; a thrifty shoeing-horn in a chain, hanging at his
brother’s leg—to what form but that he is, should wit larded with
malice and malice forced with wit turn him to? To an ass, were
nothing; he is both ass and ox: to an ox, were nothing; he is both
ox and ass. To be a dog, a mule, a cat, a fitchew, a toad, a lizard,
an owl, a puttock, or a herring without a roe, I would not care;
but to be Menelaus! I would conspire against destiny. Ask me
not what I would be, if I were not Thersites; for I care not to be
the louse of a lazar, so I were not Menelaus. Hoy-day! spirits and
fires!

[From Trodus and Cressida; Act V, Scene 1]



John Davies

GULLING SONNET

The sacred muse that first made love divine
Hath made him naked and without attire;
But I will clothe him with this pen of mine,
That all the world his fashion shall admire:
His hat of hope, his band of beauty fine,
His cloak of craft, his doublet of desire;
Grief, for a girdle, shall about him twine;
His points of pride, his eyelet-holes of ire,
His hose of hate, his codpiece of conceit,
His stockings of stern strife, his shirt of shame,
His garters of vainglory gay and slight,

His pantofles of passion I will frame;
Pumps of presumption shall adorn his feet,
And socks of sullenness exceeding sweet.

Robert Herrick

TO THE SOUR READER

If thou dislik’st the piece thou light’st on first,

Think that, of all that I have writ, the worst;

But if thou read’st my book unto the end,

And still dost this and that verse reprehend,

O perverse man! if all disgustful be,

The extreme scab take thee and thine, for me.
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Thomas Randolph

STRAPHYLA’S LULLABY

Quiet sleep, or I will make

Erinnys whip thee with a snake,

And cruel Rhadamanthus take

Thy body to the boiling lake,

Where fire and brimstone never slake.
Thy heart shall burn; thy head shall ache,
And every joint about thee quake.

And therefore dare not yet to wake.

Quiet sleep, or thou shalt see

The horrid hags of Tartary,

Whose tresses ugly serpents be;
And Cerberus shall bark at thee,
And all the furies that are three,
The worst is call’d Tisiphone,

Shall lash thee to eternity.

And therefore sleep thou peacefully.
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Alexander Brome

THE MAD LOVER

I have been in love, and in debt, and in drink,
This many and many a year;
And those three are plagues enough, one would think,
For one poor mortal to bear.
"Twas drink made me fall into love,
And love made me run into debt,
And though I have struggled and struggled and strove,
I cannot get out of them yet.
There’s nothing but money can cure me,
And rid me of all my pain;
*Twill pay all my debts,
And remove all my lets,
And my mistress, that cannot endure me,
Will love me and love me again,—
Then I'll fall to loving and drinking amain.
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John Aubrey

BISHOP RICHARD CORBET

After he was Doctor of Divinity, he sang ballads at the Cross at Abing-
don on a market-day. He and some of his comrades were at the tavern
by the Cross (which, by the way, was then the finest of England. I
remember it when I was a freshman; it was admirable curious Gothic
architecture, and fine figures in the niches, ’twas one of those built
by a king for his queen). The ballad-singer complained he had no
custom; he could not put off his ballads. The jolly Doctor puts off
his gown, and puts on the ballad-singer’s leathern jacket, and being a
handsome man, and had a rare full voice, he presently vended a great
many, and had a great audience. ...

His conversation was extreme pleasant. Dr. Stubbins was one of his
cronies; he was a jolly fat Doctor and a very good housekeeper;
parson in Oxfordshire. As Dr. Corbet and he were riding in Lob Lane
in wet weather (’tis an extraordinary deep, dirty lane), the coach
fell; and Dr. Corbet said that Dr. Stubbins was up to the elbows in
mud, he was up to the elbows in Stubbins.

He was made Bishop of Oxford, and I have heard that he had an
admirable, grave, and venerable aspect.

One time, as he was confirming, the country people pressing in to
see the ceremony, said he: “Bear off there, or I'll confirm ye with my
staff!” Another time, being to lay his hand on the head of a man very
bald, he turns to his chaplain, Lushington, and said: “Some dust, Lush-
ington!” (To keep his hand from slipping.) There was a man with
a great venerable beard; said the Bishop: “You, behind the beard!”

His chaplain, Dr. Lushington, was a very learned and ingenious
man, and they loved one another. The Bishop sometimes would take
the key of the wine cellar, and he and his chaplain would go and lock
themselves in and be merry. Then first he lays down his episcopal
hat—*“There lies the Doctor.” Then he puts off his gown—"“There lies
the Bishop.” Then ’twas: “Here’s to thee, Corbet!” and “Here’s to thee,
Lushington!” The last words he said were: “Good night, Lushington.”

[From Brief Lives]
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Matthew Prior

To Matt Prior and to the eighteenth century in general, the amorous
misdemeanor was the one really funny thing on earth. The nineteenth
century looked deeper, and grieved for the tears succeeding joy. The
twentieth century, looking still deeper, coolly explores love’s monstrous
psychology. However we may deplore the light view of the eighteenth
century, there may be something in it.

FATAL LOVE

Poor Hal caught his death standing under a spout,
Expecting till midnight when Nan would come out,

But fatal his patience, as cruel the dame,

And curs’d was the weather that quench’d the man’s flame.

Whoe’er thou art, that read’st these moral lines,
Make love at home, and go to bed betimes.

A BETTER ANSWER

Dear Chloe, how blubbered is that pretty face!
Thy cheek all on fire, and thy hair all uncurled!

Prithee quit this caprice, and (as old Falstaff says)
Let us €’en talk a little like folks of this world.

How canst thou presume thou hast leave to destroy
The beauties which Venus but lent to thy keeping?

Those looks were designed to inspire love and joy;
More ordinary eyes may serve people for weeping.

To be vexed at a trifle or two that I writ,
Your judgment at once and my passion you wrong;
34
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You take that for fact which will scarce be found wit:
Od’s life! must one swear to the truth of a song?

What'T speak, my fair Chloe, and what I write, shows
The difference there is betwixt nature and art:
I court others in verse, but I love thee in prose;

And they have my whimsies, but thou hast my heart.

The god of us verse-men (you know, child), the sun,
How after his journeys he sets up his rest;

If at morning o’er earth ’tis his fancy to run,
At night he reclines on his Thetis’s breast.

So when I am wearied with wandering all day,
To thee, my delight, in the evening I come:

No matter what beauties I saw on my way,
They were but my visits, but thou art my home.

Then finish, dear Chloe, this pastoral war,
And let us like Horace and Lydia agree;
For thou art a girl as much brighter than her

As he was a poet sublimer than me,

AN EPITAPH

Interred beneath this marble stone

Lie sauntering Jack and idle Joan.
While rolling threescore years and one
Did round this world their courses run,
If human things went well or ill,

If changing empires rose or fell,

The morning passed, the evening came,
And found this couple just the same.
They walked and ate, good folks. What then?
Why, then they walked and ate again.
They soundly slept the night away;
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They did just nothing all the day.
And having buried children four,
Would not take pains to try for more.
Nor sister either had, nor brother;
They seemed just tallied for each other.

Their moral and economy

Most perfectly they made agree.

Each virtue kept its proper bound,

Nor trespassed on the other’s ground.

Nor fame nor censure they regarded;

They neither punished nor rewarded.

He cared not what the footmen did;

Her maids she neither praised nor chid;

So every servant took his course,

And, bad at first, they all grew worse.
Slothful disorder filled his stable,

And sluttish plenty decked her table.

Their beer was strong, their wine was port;
Their meal was large, their grace was short.
They gave the poor the remnant meat,

Just when it grew not fit to eat.

They paid the church and parish rate,

And took, but read not, the receipt,

For which they claimed their Sunday’s due
Of slumbering in an upper pew.

No man’s defects they sought to know,
So never made themselves a foe.

No man’s good deeds did they commend,
So never raised themselves a friend.

Nor cherished they relations poor,

That might decrease their present store.
Nor barn nor house did they repair:
That might oblige their future heir.
They neither added nor confounded;
They neither wanted nor abounded.
Each Christmas they accounts would clear;
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And wound their bottom round the year.
Nor tear nor smile did they employ

At news of public grief or joy.

When bells were rung and bonfires made,
If asked, they ne’er denied their aid;
Their jug was to the ringers carried,
Whoever either died or married.

Their billet at the fire was found,
Whoever was deposed or crowned.

Nor good, nor bad, nor fools, nor wise,

They would not learn, nor could advise.
Without love, hatred, joy, or fear,

They led—a kind of—as it were;

Nor wished, nor cared, nor laughed, nor cried.
And so they lived, and so they died.

EPIGRAM

“My Lord, there’s a christening,” the officer said;

“The gossips are ready, the cushions are laid.”

“What? Without my leave asked?” said the prelate, inlamed;
“Go lock up my font; let the infant be damned!”



Jonathan Swift

Dean Swift's persistent scatology pleases few moderns, besides D. H.
Lawrence. And much of his famous wit is cruel and repellent. I had
thought of printing his admired proposal for ending Ireland’s distresses
by fattening the surplus babies for food. But it is really painful.
Strange; the British, a squeamish and decorous race, love to jest about
cannibalism and seasickness. They overdo it, to our taste. No doubt
most humor has a core of horror, the bitters in the cocktail, the civet
in the sweet perfume. But Swift really puts in too much civet.

Of course, he was witty. Here are a few examples, relatively un-
familiar.

GOD’S REVENGE AGAINST PUNNING

Showing the Miserable Fates of Persons Addicted to This
Crying Sin, in Court and Town

Manifold have been the judgments, which heaven, from time to time,
for the chastisement of a sinful people, has inflicted on whole nations.
For when the degeneracy becomes common, ’tis but just the punish-
ment should be general. Of this kind, in our own unfortunate country,
was that destructive pestilence, whose mortality was so fatal, as to
sweep away, if Sir William Petty may be believed, five millions of
Christian souls, besides women and Jews.

Such also was that dreadful conflagration ensuing, in this famous
metropolis of London, which consumed, according to the computa-
tion of Sir Samuel Morland, one hundred thousand houses, not to men-
tion churches and stables.

Scarce had this unhappy nation recovered these funeste disasters,
when the abomination of playhouses rose up in the land; from hence
hath an inundation of obscenity flowed from the court and overspread
the kingdom; even infants disfigured the walls of holy temples with
exorbitant representations of the members of generation; nay, no
sooner had they learnt to spell, but they had wickedness enough to
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write the names thereof in large capitals: an enormity observed by
travellers to be found in no country but England.

But when whoring and popery were driven hence by the happy
Revolution, still the nation so greatly offended, that Socinianism,
Arianism, and Whistonism triumphed in our streets, and were in a
manner become universal.

And yet still, after all these visitations, it has pleased Heaven to visit
us with a contagion more epidemical, and of consequence more fatal:
this was foretold to us, first, by that unparalleled eclipse in 1714: sec-
ondly, by the dreadful coruscation in the air this present year: and
thirdly, by the nine comets seen at once over Soho Square, by Mrs.
Katharine Wadlington and others; a contagion that first crept in
among the first quality, descended to their footmen, and infused itself
into their ladies: I mean the woful practice of PUNNING. This does
occasion the corruption of our language, and therein of the word of
God translated into our language, which certainly every sober Chris-
tian must tremble at.

Now such is the enormity of this abomination, that our very nobles
not only commit punning over tea, and in taverns, but even on the
Lord’s day, and in the king’s chapel: therefore, to deter men from this
evil practice, I shall give some true and dreadful examples of God’s
revenge against punsters.

The right honourable ——, but it is not safe to insert the name of an
eminent nobleman in this paper, yet I will venture to say that such a
one has been seen; which is all we can say, considering the largeness of
his sleeves: this young nobleman was not only a flagitious punster him-
self, but was accessory to the punning of others, by consent, by provo-
cation, by connivance, and by defence of the evil committed; for which
the Lord mercifully spared his neck, but as a mark of reprobation
wryed his nose.

Another nobleman of great hopes, no less guilty of the same crime,
was made the punisher of himself with his own hand, in the loss of
five hundred pounds at box and dice; whereby this unfortunate young
gentleman incurred the heavy displeasure of his aged grandmother.

A third of no less illustrious extraction, for the same vice, was per-
mitted to fall into the hands of a Delilah, who may one day cut off his
curious hair and deliver him up to the Philistines.

Colonel F——, an ancient gentleman of grave deportment, gave in
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to this sin so early in his youth, that whenever his tongue endeavours
to speak common sense, he hesitates so, as not to be understood.

Thomas Pickle, gentleman, for the same crime banished to Minorca.

Muley Hamet, from a healthy and hopeful officer in the army,
turned a miserable invalid at Tilbury Fort.

—— Eustace, Esq., for the murder of much of the king’s English
in Ireland is quite deprived of his reason, and now remains a lively
instance of emptiness and vivacity.

Poor Daniel Button* for the same offence deprived of his wits.

One Samuel an Irishman, for his forward attempt to pun, was
stunted in his stature, and hath been visited all his life after with bulls
and blunders.

George Simmons, shoemaker at Turnstile in Holborn, was so given
to this custom, and did it with so much success, that his neighbours
gave out he was a wit. Which report coming among his creditors, no-
body would trust him; so that now he is a bankrupt, and his family
in a miserable condition. it

Divers eminent clergymen of the university of Cambridge, for hav-
ing propagated this vice, became great drunkards and Tories.

A Devonshire man of wit, for only saying in a jesting manner I get
up pun a horse, instantly fell down, and broke his snuff-box and neck,
and lost the horse.

“From which calamities, the Lord in his mercy defend us all, &c.
&c.” So prayeth the punless and pennyless J. Baker, knight.?

MARY THE COOK-MAID’S LETTER TO
DOCTOR SHERIDAN

Well; if ever 1 saw such another man, since my mother bound my
head,

You a gentleman! Marry come up, I wonder where you were bred?

I am sure such words do not become a man of your cloth,

1 The keeper of the celebrated Wits’ Coffee-house.
2 Sir James Baker was a noted gambler. Americans will do well to note that
“pun” is the colloquial pronunciation of “pound.”
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I would not give such language to a dog, faith and troth.

Yes, you called my master a knave. Fie, Mr. Sheridan, ’tis a shame

For a parson, who should know better things, to come out with such
a name.

Knave in your teeth, Mr. Sheridan, ’tis both a shame and a sin,

And the dean my master is an honester man than you and all your
kin:

He has more goodness in his little finger, than you have in your whole
body,

My master is a parsonable man, and not a spindle-shanked hoddy
doddy.

And now whereby I find you would fain make an excuse,

Because my master one day in anger called you goose.

Which, and I am sure I have been his servant four years since October,

And he never called me worse than sweetheart drunk or sober:

Not that I know his Reverence was ever concerned to my knowledge,

Though you and your come-rogues keep him out so late in your
College.

You say you will eat grass on his grave: a Christian eat grass!

Whereby you now confess yourself to be a goose or an ass:

But that’s as much as to say, that my master should die before ye,

Well, well, that’s as God pleases, and I don’t believe that’s a true story,

And so say I told you so, and you may go tell my master; what care I?

And I don’t care who knows it, 'tis all one to Mary.

Everybody knows, that I love to tell truth and shame the Devil,

I am but a poor servant, but I think gentlefolks should be civil.

Besides, you found fault with our vittles one day that you was here,

I remember it was upon a Tuesday, of all days in the year.

And Saunders the man says, you are always jesting and mocking,

Mary (said he, one day as I was mending my master’s stocking),

My master is so fond of that minister that keeps the school;

I thought my master a wise man, but that man makes him a fool.

Saunders, said I, I would rather than a quart of ale,

He would come into our kitchen, and I would pin a dishclout to his
tail.

And now I must go, and get Saunders to direct this letter,
For T write but a sad scrawl, but my sister Marget she writes better.
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Well, but I must run and make the bed before my master comes from
prayers,

And see now, it strikes ten, and I hear him coming upstairs:

Whereof I could say more to your verses, if I could write written hand,.

And so I remain in a civil way, your servant to command,

Mary

A COPY OF A COPY OF VERSES

From Thomas Sheridan, Clerk, to
George-Nim-Dan-Dean, Esq.

Written July 15, 1721, at night.

I'd have you t'’know, George, Dan, Dean, 'nd Nim,

That I've learn’d how verse t’compose trim,

Much better b’half th’n you, n’r you, n’r him,

And th’t I'd rid’cule their 'nd your flam-flim.

Ay b’t then, p’rhaps, says you, t’s a merry whim,

With ’bundance of mark’d notes i’th’rim.

So th’t I oughtn’t for t’be morose 'nd tlook grim,

Think n’t your ’p’stle put m'in a megrim;

Though 'n Rep’t’t’on Day, I ’ppear ver’ slim,

Th’ last bowl ’t Helsham’s did m’ head t’ swim,

So th’t I h’d man’ aches ’n *v’ry scrubb’d limb,

"Cause th’ top of th’ bowl I h’d oft us’d t* skim;

And b’sides D’lan swears th’t I h'd swall'w’d s’v’r’l brim—

Mers, 'nd that my vis’ge’s cov’r’d o’er with r’d pim—

Ples; m’r'o’er though m’ skull were (’s ’tisn’t) ’s strong’s tim—

Ber, ’t must have ach’d. Th’ clans of th’ ¢’llege Sanh’drim

Pres’nt the’r humbl’ and ’fect’nate respects; that’s t’ say, D’In’, *chlin,
P. Ludl, Dic’ St'wart, H’lsham, Capt’n P’rr Walmsl’, 'nd Long-
sh’nks Timm.



Richard Steele

SIR ROGER DE COVERLEY’S AMOURS

Tuesday, July 10, 1711
—Haerent infixi pectore vultus. [Virg. Aen. iv. ver. 4]
“Her looks were deep imprinted in his heart.”

In my first description of the company in which I pass most of my
time, it may be remembered that I mentioned a great affliction which
my friend Sir Roger had met with in his youth; which was no less
than a disappointment in love. It happened this evening, that we fell
into a very pleasing walk at a distance from his house. As soon as we
came into it, “It is,” quoth the good old man, looking round him with
a smile, “very hard, that any part of my land should be settled upon
one who has used me so ill as the perverse widow did; and yet I am
sure I could not see a sprig of any bough of this whole walk of trees,
but I should reflect upon her and her severity. She has certainly the
finest hand of any woman in the world. You are to know, this was
the place wherein I used to muse upon her: and by that custom I can
never come into it, but the same tender sentiments revive in my mind,
as if I had actually walked with that beautiful creature under these
shades. I have been fool enough to carve her name on the bark of
several of these trees; so unhappy is the condition of men in love, to
attempt the removing of their passion by the methods which serve only
to imprint it deeper. She has certamly the finest hand of any woman
in the world.”

Here followed a profound silence: and I was not displeased to ob-
serve my friend falling so naturally into a discourse, which I had ever
before taken notice he industriously avoided. After a very long pause,
he entered upon an account of this great circumstance in his life with
an air which I thought raised my idea of him above what I had ever
had before; and gave me the picture of that cheerful mind of his,
before it received that stroke which has ever since affected his words
and actions. But he went on as follows:

43
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“I came to my estate in my twenty-second year, and resolved to fol-
low the steps of the most worthy of my ancestors who have inhabited
this spot of earth before me, in all the methods of hospitality and good
neighbourhood, for the sake of my fame; and in country sports and
recreations, for the sake of my health. In my twenty-third year I was
obliged to serve as sheriff of the county; and in my servants, officers,
and whole equipage, indulged the pleasure of a young man (who did
not think ill of his own person) in taking that public occasion of shew-
ing my figure and behaviour to advantage. You may easily imagine to
yourself what appearance I made, who am pretty tall, ride well, and
was very well dressed, at the head of a whole county, with music
before me, a feather in my hat, and my horse well bitted. I can assure
you, I was not a little pleased with the kind looks and glances I had
from all the balconies and windows as I rode to the hall where the
assizes were held. But when I came there, a beautiful creature in a
widow’s habit sat in court to hear the event of a cause concerning her
dower. This commanding creature (who was born for the destruction
of all who beheld her) put.on such a resignation in her countenance,
and bore the whispers of all around the court with such a pretty un-
easiness, I warrant you, and then recovered herself from one eye to
another, until she was perfectly confused by meeting something so
wistful in all she encountered, that at last, with a murrain to her, she
cast her bewitching eye upon me. I no sooner met it but I bowed like a
great surprised booby; and knowing her cause to be the first which
came on, I cried like a captivated calf as I was, ‘Make way for the
defendant’s witnesses.” This sudden partiality made all the county
immediately see the sheriff also was become a slave to the fine widow.
During the time her cause was upon trial, she behaved herself, I war-
rant you, with such a deep attention to her business, took opportuni-
ties to have little billets handed to her counsel, then would be in such
a pretty confusion, occasioned, you must know, by acting before so
much company, that not only I but the whole court was prejudiced in
her favour; and all that the next heir to her husband had to urge, was
thought so groundless and frivolous, that when it came to her counsel
to reply, there was not half so much said as every one besides in the
court thought he could have urged to her advantage. You must under-
stand, Sir, this perverse woman is one of those unaccountable creatures
that secretly rejoice in the admiration of men, but indulge themselves
in no farther consequences. Hence it is that she has ever had a train
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of admirers, and she removes from her slaves in town to those in the
country, according to the seasons of the year. She is a reading lady,
and far gone in the pleasures of friendship. She is always accompanied
by a confidant, who is witness to her daily protestations against our
sex, and consequently a bar to her first steps towards love, upon the
strength of her own maxims and declarations.

“However, I must needs say, this accomplished mistress of mine has
distinguished me above the rest, and has been known to declare Sir
Roger de Coverley was the tamest and most humane of all the brutes
in the country. I was told she said so, by one who thought he rallied
me; but upon the strength of this slender encouragement of being
thought least detestable, I made new liveries, new-paired my coach-
horses, sent them all to town to be bitted, and taught to throw their
legs well, and move all together, before I pretended to cross the coun-
try, and wait upon her. As soon as I thought my retinue suitable to the
character of my fortune and youth, I set out from hence to make my
addresses. The particular skill of this lady has ever been to enflame
your wishes, and yet command respect. To make her mistress of this
art, she has a greater share of knowledge, wit, and good sense, than
is usual even among men of merit. Then she is beautiful beyond the
race of women. If you will not let her go on with a certain artifice
with her eyes, and the skill of beauty, she will arm herself with her
real charms, and strike you with admiration instead of desire. It is cer-
tain, that if you were to behold the whole woman, there is that dignity
in her aspect, that composure in her motion, that complacency in her
manner, that if her form makes you hope, her merit makes you fear.
But then again, she is such a desperate scholar, that no country gentle-
man can approach her without being a jest. As I was going to tell you,
when I came to her house I was admitted to her presence with great
civility; at the same time she placed herself to be first seen by me in
such an attitude, as I think you call the posture of a picture, that she
discovered new charms, and I at last came towards her with such an
awe as made me speechless. This she no sooner observed but she made
her advantage of it, and began a discourse to me concerning love and
honour, as they both are followed by pretenders, and the real votaries
to them. When she discussed these points in a discourse, which I
verily believe was as learned as the best philosopher in Europe could
possibly make, she asked me whether she was so happy as to fall in
with my sentiments on these important particulars. Her confidant sat
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by her, and upon my being in the last confusion and silence, this
malicious aid of hers, turning to her, says, ‘I am very glad to observe
Sir Roger pauses upon this subject, and seems resolved to deliver all
his sentiments upon the matter when he pleases to speak.” They both
kept their countenances, and after I had sat half an hour meditating
how to behave before such profound casuists, I rose up and took my
leave. Chance has since that time thrown me very often in her way,
and she as often has directed a discourse to me which I do not under-
stand. This barbarity has kept me ever at a distance from the most
beautiful object my eyes ever beheld. It is thus also she deals with all
mankind, and you must make love to her, as you would conquer the
sphinx, by posing her. But were she like other women, and that there
were any talking to her, how constant must the pleasure of that man
be, who would converse with a creature— But, after all, you may be
sure her heart is fixed on some one or other; and yet I have been
credibly informed—but who can believe half that is said! after she had
done speaking to me, she put her hand to her bosom, and adjusted
her tucker. Then she cast her eyes a little down, upon my beholding
her too earnestly. They say she sings excellently; her voice in her
ordinary speech has something in it inexpressibly sweet. You must
know I dined with her at a public table the day after I first saw her,
and she helped me to some tansy in the eye of all the gentlemen in the
county. She has certainly the finest hand of any woman in the world.
I can assure you, Sir, were you to behold her, you would be in the
same condition; for as her speech is music, her form is angelic. But
I find I grow irregular while I am talking of her; but indeed it would
be stupidity to be unconcerned at such perfection. Oh, the excellent
creature! she is as inimitable to all women, as she is inaccessible to all
men.”

I found my friend begin to rave, and insensibly led him towards the
house, that we might be joined by some other company; and am con-
vinced that the widow is the secret cause of all that inconsistency which
appears in some parts of my friend’s discourse; though he has so much
command of himself as not directly to mention her, yet according to
that of Martial, which one knows not how to render into English,
Dum tacet hanc loquitur. 1 shall end this paper with that whole epi-
gram, which represents with much humour my honest friend’s con-
dition:
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Quicquid agit Rufus, nihil est, nisi Naevia Rufo,
Si gaudet, s1 flet, si tacet, hanc loquitur;

Coenat, propinat, poscit, negat, annuit, una est
Naevia; si non sit Naevia, mutus erit.

Scriberet hesterna, patri cum luce salutem,
Naevia lux, inquit, Naevia numen ave.

[Epig. 1, 68.]

“Let Rufus weep, rejoice, stand, sit, or walk,
Still he can nothing but of Naevia talk;
Let him eat, drink, ask questions, or dispute,
Still he must speak of Naevia, or be mute.
He writ to his father, ending with this line,
‘I am, my lovely Naevia, ever thine.””

[From The Spectator]



John Gay

John Gay, author of The Beggar’s Opera, obviously always hummed
as he wrote. One should hum, or even sing, the work of authors who
hum as they write.

MOLLY MOG

Says my uncle: “I pray you, discover
What hath been the cause of your woes,
Why you pine and you whine like a lover?”

“I have seen Molly Mog of the Rose.”

“O nephew! Your grief is but folly!
In town you may find better prog;
Half a crown there will get you a Molly,
A Molly much better than Mog.”

“I know that by wits ’tis recited
That women at best are a clog,
But I'm not so easily frighted
From loving of sweet Molly Mog.

“The schoolboy’s desire is a play-day,
The schoolmaster’s joy is to flog;

The milkmaid’s delight is on May Day,
But mine is on sweet Molly Mog.

“Will-a-wisp leads the Trav’ler a-gadding
Thro’ ditch and thro’ quagmire and bog;
But no light can set me a-madding
Like the eyes of my sweet Molly Mog.

“For guineas in other men’s breeches
Your gamesters will palm and will cog;
But I envy them none of their riches

So I may win sweet Molly Mog.
48
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“The heart, when half wounded, is changing,
It here and there leaps like a frog;

But my heart can never be ranging,
"Tis so fixed upon sweet Molly Mog.

“I feel I'm in love to distraction,
My senses all lost in a fog;

And nothing can give satisfaction
But thinking of sweet Molly Mog.

“A letter when I am inditing,
Comes Cupid and gives me a jog,

And I fill all the paper with writing
Of nothing but sweet Molly Mog.

“If I would not give up the three Graces,
I wish I were hang’d like a dog,

And at Court all the drawing-room faces
For a glance of my sweet Molly Mog.

“Those faces want Nature and Spirit,
And seem as cut out of a log;

Juno, Venus, and Pallas’s merit
Unite in my sweet Molly Mog.

“Were Virgil alive with his Phillis,
And writing another eclogue,

Both his Phillis and fair Amaryllis
He'd give up for sweet Molly Mog.

“When she smiles on each guest, like her liquor,
Then jealousy sets me agog.

To be sure she’s a bit for the Vicar,
And so I shall lose Molly Mog.”



Alexander Pope

ON CERTAIN LADIES

When other fair ones to the shades go down,
Still Chloe, Flavia, Delia, stay in town:

Those ghosts of beauty wandering here reside,
And haunt the places where their honour died.

Isaac Bickerstaffe

AN EXPOSTULATION

When late I attempted your pity to move,
What made you so deaf to my prayers?
Perhaps it was right to dissemble your love,
But—why did you kick me downstairs?
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James Boswell

SALLIES OF SAMUEL JOHNSON

A lady once asked him how he came to define Pastern the knee of a
horse: instead of making an elaborate defence, as she expected, he at
once answered, “Ignorance, Madam, pure ignorance.”

He said, “No man will be a sailor who has contrivance enough to
get himself into a jail: for being in a ship is being in a jail, with the
chance of being drowned.”

“When I was running about this town a very poor fellow, I was
a great arguer for the advantages of poverty; but I was, at the same
time, very sorry to be poor. Sir, all the arguments which are brought
to represent poverty as no evil, shew it to be evidently a great evil. You
never find people labouring to convince you that you may live very
happily upon a plentiful fortune.”

When I called upon Dr. Johnson next morning, I found him highly
satisfied with his colloquial prowess the preceding evening. “Well,
(said he,) we had good talk.” BosweLvL: “Yes, Sir; you tossed and gored
several persons.”

Lord Eldon (at that time Mr. John Scott) has the following
reminiscences of a visit of Dr. Johnson to Oxford:—"I had a walk in
New Inn Hall Garden with Dr. Johnson and Sir Robert Chambers
(Principal of the Hall). Sir Robert was gathering snails, and throwing
them over the wall into his neighbour’s garden. The Doctor reproached
him very roughly, and stated to him that this was unmannerly and
unneighbourly. “Sir,” said Sir Robert, “my neighbour is a Dissenter.”
“Oh!” said the Doctor, “if so, Chambers, toss away, toss away, as hard
as you can.”

[Note by George Birkbeck Hill]
51
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Our conversation turned on a variety of subjects. He thought por-
trait painting an improper employment for a woman. “Publick practice
of any art, (he observed,) and staring in men’s faces, is very indelicate
in a female.”

When I expressed an earnest wish for his remarks on Italy, he said,
“I do not see that I could make a book upon Italy; yet I should be
glad to get two hundred pounds, or five hundred pounds, by such a
work.” This shewed both that a journal of his Tour upon the Con-
tinent was not wholly out of his contemplation, and that he uniformly
adhered to that strange opinion, which his indolent disposition made
him utter: “No man but a blockhead ever wrote, except for money.”

He observed, that a gentleman of eminence in literature had got into

a bad style of poetry of late. “He puts (said he) a very common thing

in a strange dress till he does not know it himself, and thinks other

people do not know it.” BosweLL: “That is owing to his being so much
versant in old English poetry.” Jornson: “What is that to the purpose,

Sir? If I say a man is drunk, and you tell me that it is owing to his

taking much drink, the matter is not mended. No, Sir, — has

taken to an odd mode. For example; he’d write thus:
Hermit hoar, in solemn cell,
Wearing out life’s evening gray.
Gray evening is common enough! but evening gray he'd think fine—
Stay;—we’ll make out the stanza:
Hermit hoar, in solemn cell,
Wearing out life’s evening gray;
Smite thy bosom, sage, and tell,
What is bliss? and which the way?”

BosweLL: “But why smite his bosom, Sir?” Jounson: “Why, to shew
he was in earnest” (smiling).—He at an after period added the
following stanza:

Thus I spoke; and speaking sigh’d;
—Scarce repress’d the starting tear;—

When the smiling sage reply’d—
—Come, my lad, and drink some beer.

In our way, Johnson strongly expressed his love of driving fast in a
post-chaise. “If (said he) I had no duties, and no reference to futurity,
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I would spend my life in driving briskly in a post-chaise with a pretty
woman; but she should be one who could understand me, and would
add something to the conversation.”

I suggested a doubt, that if I were to reside in London, the exquisite
zest with which I relished it in occasional visits might go off, and I
might grow tired of it. Jounson: “Why, Sir, you find no man, at all
intellectual, who is willing to leave London. No, Sir, when a man is
tired of London, he is tired of life; for there is in London all that life
can afford.”

As he opened a note which his servant brought to him, he said,
“An odd thought strikes me: we shall receive no letters in the grave.”



Richard Brinsley Sheridan

THE CRITIC (Act II)

ScenE I: The Theatre, before the Curtain
(Enter DancLE, PurF, and SNEER)

Purr: No, no, sir; what Shakspeare says of actors may be better ap-
plied to the purpose of plays; they ought to be the abstract and
brief chronicles of the time. Therefore when history, and particu-
larly the history of our own country, furnishes anything like a case
in point, to the time in which an author writes, if he knows his
own interest, he will take advantage of it; so, sir, I call my tragedy
The Spanish Armada; and have laid the scene before Tilbury Fort.

S~EER: A most happy thought, certainly!

DancLe: Egad it was—I told you so. But pray now, I don’t understand
how you have contrived to introduce any love into it.

Purr: Love! oh, nothing so easy! for it is a received point among poets,
that where history gives you a good heroic outline for a play, you
may fill up with a little love at your own discretion: in doing
which, nine times out of ten, you only make up a deficiency in the
private history of the times. Now I rather think I have done this
with some success.

Sneer: No scandal about Queen Elizabeth, I hope?

Purr: O lud! no, no;—I only suppose the governor of Tilbury Fort’s
daughter to be in love with the son of the Spanish admiral.

SnEeer: Oh, is that all!

Dancee: Excellent, i'faith! I see at once. But won’t this appear rather
improbable?

Purr: To be sure it will—but what the plague! a play is not to show
occurrences that happen every day, but things just so strange,
that though they never did, they might happen.

Sneer: Certainly nothing is unnatural, that is not physically impossible.

Purr: Very true—and for that matter Don Ferolo Whiskerandos, for
that’s the lover’s name, might have been over here in the train of
the Spanish Ambassador; or Tilburina, for that is the lady’s name,
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might have been in love with him, from having heard his char-
acter, or seen his picture; or from knowing that he was the last
man in the world she ought to be in love with—or for any other
good female reason—However, sir, the fact is, that though she is
but a knight’s daughter, egad! she is in love like any princess!

DancLe: Poor young lady! I feel for her already! for I can conceive
how great the conflict must be between her passion and her duty;
her love for her country, and her love for Don Ferolo Whisker-
andos!

Purr: Oh, amazing!—her poor susceptible heart is swayed to and fro
by contending passions like—

(Enter UnpEr PROMPTER)

Unper PromerEr: Sir, the scene is set, and everything is ready to
begin, if you please.

Purr: Egad, then we'll lose no time.

Unper Promerer: Though, I believe, sir, you will find it very short,
for all the performers have profited by the kind permission you
granted them.

Purr: Hey! what?

Unper Promerer: You know, sir, you gave them leave to cut out or
omit whatever they found heavy or unnecessary to the plot, and
I must own they have taken very liberal advantage of your in-
dulgence.

Purr: Well, well—They are in general very good judges, and I know
I am luxuriant.—Now, Mr. Hopkins, as soon as you please.

Unper Pronerer (20 the Orchestra): Gentlemen, will you play a few
bars of something, just to—

Purr: Ay, that’s right; for as we have the scenes and dresses, egad,
we'll go to't, as if it was the first night’s performance;—but you
need not mind stopping between the acts—(Ex7z UNDER PROMPTER.
—Orchestra plays—then the bell rings.) So! stand clear, gentlemen.
Now you know there will be a cry of Down! down!—Hats off!—
Silence!—Then up curtain, and let us see what our painters have
done for us. (Curtain rises.)

“Scene II: Tilbury Fort
(Two SeNTINELS discovered asleep)”

Dancre: Tilbury Fort—very fine indeed!
Purr: Now, what do you think I open with?
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S~eer: Faith, I can’t guess—

Purr: A clock—Hark{—(Clock strikes) 1 open with a clock striking,
to beget an awful attention in the audience: it also marks the
time, which is four o’clock in the morning, and saves a descrip-
tion of the rising sun, and a great deal about gilding the eastern
hemisphere.

DancLe: But pray, are the sentinels to be asleep?

Purr: Fast as watchmen.

Sneer: Isn’t that odd though at such an alarming crisis?

Purr: To be sure it is,—but smaller things must give way to a striking
scene at the opening; that’s a rule. And the case is, that two great
men are coming to this very spot to begin the piece: now, it is not
to be supposed they would open their lips, if these fellows were
watching them; so, egad, I must either have sent them off their
posts, or set them asleep.

Sneer: Oh, that accounts for it—But tell us, who are these coming?

Purr: These are they—Sir Walter Raleigh, and Sir Christopher Hat-
ton. You'll know Sir Christopher by his turning out his toes—
famous, you know, for his dancing. I like to preserve all the little
traits of character—Now attend.

“(Enter SlR WaLTER RaLEIGH and Sir CHrisToPHER HATTON)
Sir CurisTorHER: True, gallant Raleigh!”—

DancLe: What, they had been talking before?

Purr: Oh, yes; all the way as they came along—(To the Actors):
I beg pardon, gentlemen, but these are particular friends of mine,
whose remarks may be of great service to us—(7To SNEER and
Dancie): Don’t mind interrupting them whenever any thing
strikes you.

“Sir CHrisToPHER: True, gallant Raleigh!
But oh, thou champion of thy country’s fame,
There is a question which I yet must ask:
A question which I never ask’d before—
What mean these mighty armaments?
This general muster? and this throng of chiefs?”

SnEEr: Pray, Mr. Puff, how came Sir Christopher Hatton never to ask
that question before?
Purr: What, before the play began?—how the plague could he?




A TREASURY OF BRITISH HUMOR Cy/

DancLe: That’s true, i’faith!
Purr: But you will hear what he thinks of the matter.

“Sir CurisToPHER: Alas! my noble friend, when I behold
Yon tented plains in martial symmetry
Array’d; when I count oer yon glittering lines
Of crested warriors, where the proud steeds’ neigh,
And valour-breathing trumpet’s shrill appeal,
Responsive vibrate on my listening ear;
When virgin majesty herself I view,
Like her protecting Pallas, veil’d in steel,
With graceful confidence exhort to arms!
When, briefly, all I hear or see bears stamp
Of martial vigilance and stern defence,
I cannot but surmise—forgive, my friend,
If the conjecture’s rash—I cannot but
Surmise the state some danger apprehends!”

SNEER: A very cautious conjecture that.
Purr: Yes, that’s his character; not to give an opinion but on secure
grounds—Now then.

“Sik WALTER: O most accomplish’d Christopher!”—

Purr: He calls him by his Christian name, to show that they are on
the most familiar terms.

“SiR WALTER: O most accomplish’d Christopher! I find
Thy staunch sagacity still tracks the future,
In the fresh print of the o’ertaken past.”

Purr: Figurative!

“Sir WaLTER: Thy fears are just.
Sir CHrisTOPHER: But where? whence? when? and what
The danger is,—methinks I fain would learn.
SIR WALTER: You know, my friend, scarce two revolving suns,
And three revolving moons, have closed their course,
Since haughty Philip, in despite of peace,
With hostile hand hath struck at England’s trade.
Sir CruristopHER: [ know it well.

Stk WALTER: Philip, you know, is proud Iberia’s king!
Sir CuristorHer: He is.
Six WALTER: His subjects in base bigotry

And Catholic oppression held;—while we,
You know, the Protestant persuasion hold.
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Sir CuristorHER: We do.

Sir WALTER: You know, beside, his boasted armament,
The famed Armada, by the Pope baptized,
With purpose to invade these realms—

Sir CHRISTOPHER: ! Is sailed,
Our last advices so report.

Sk WALTER: While the Iberian admiral’s chief hope,
His darling son—

Sir CHRISTOPHER: Ferolo Whiskerandos hight—
Sik WALTER: The same—by chance a prisoner hath been ta’en,
And in this fort of Tilbury—

Stk CHRISTOPHER: Is now

Confined—'tis true, and oft from yon tall turret’s top
I’'ve mark’d the youthful Spaniard’s haughty mien—
Unconquer’d, though in chains.

Sirk WALTER: You also know”—

DancLe: Mr. Puff, as he knows all this, why does Sir Walter go on
telling him?

Purr: But the audience are not supposed to know anything of the
matter, are they?

Sneer: True; but I think you manage ill: for there certainly appears
no reason why Sir Walter should be so communicative.

Purr: ’Fore Gad, now, that is one of the most ungrateful observations
I ever heard!—for the less inducement he has to tell all this, the
more, I think, you ought to be obliged to him; for I am sure you’d
know nothing of the matter without it.

DancLe: That’s very true, upon my word.

Purr: But you will find he was not going on.

“Sir CHristorHER: Enough, enough—tis plain—and I no more
Am in amazement lost!”"—

Purr: Here, now you see, Sir Christopher did not in fact ask any one
question for his own information.

Sneer: No, indeed: his has been a most distinterested curiosity!

DancLe: Really, I find, we are very much obliged to them both.

Purr: To be sure you are. Now then for the commander-in-chief, the
Earl of Leicester, who, you know, was no favourite but of the
queen’s—We left off—in amazement lost!
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“SiR CHRISTOPHER:

SiR WALTER:

Am in amazement lost.
But, see where noble Leicester comes! supreme
In honours and command.
And yet, methinks,
At such a time, so perilous, so fear’d,
That staff might well become an abler grasp.

Sir CuristorHir: And so, by Heaven! think I; but soft, he’s here!”

Purr: Ay, they envy him!

Sneer: But who are these with him?

Purr: Oh! very valiant knights: one is the governor of the fort, the
other the master of the horse. And now, I think, you shall hear
some better language: I was obliged to be plain and intelligible in
the first scene, because there was so much matter of fact in it; but
now, i'faith, you have trope, figure, and metaphor, as plenty as
noun-substantives.

“(Enter EArL

LEICESTER:

OF LEICESTER, GOVERNOR, MASTER OF THE HORSE,
KwicHTs, &c.)

How’s this, my friends! is’t thus your new-fledged zeal
And plumed valour moulds in roosted sloth?
Why dimly glimmers that heroic flame,
Whose reddening blaze, by patriot spirit fed,
Should be the beacon of a kindling realm?
Can the quick current of a patriot heart
Thus stagnate in a cold and weedy converse,
Or freeze in tideless inactivity?

No! rather let the fountain of your valour
Spring through each stream of enterprise,
Each petty channel of conducive daring,
Till the full torrent of your foaming wrath
O’erwhelm the flats of sunk hostility!”

Purr: There it is—followed up!

“SiR WALTER:

LEICESTER:

No more!—the freshening breath of thy rebuke
Hath fillI'd the swelling canvas of our souls!
Aud thus, though fate should cut the cable of
(Al take hands)
Our topmost hopes, in friendship’s closing line
We'll grapple with despair, and if we fall,
We'll fall in glory’s wake!
There spoke old England’s genius!
Then, are we all resolved?
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ALL: We are—all resolved.
LEICESTER: To conquer—or be free?
ALL: To conquer, or be free,
LEICESTER: All?

ALr: All”

DancLE: Nem. con! egad!
Purr: Oh, yesl—where they do agree on the stage, their unanimity
is wonderful!

“LEICESTER: Then let’s embrace—and now— (kneels).”

S~eer: What the plague, is he going to pray?
Purr: Yes; hush!—in great emergencies, there is nothing like a prayer.

“LEICESTER: O mighty Mars!”

Dancre: But why should he pray to Mars?

Purr: Hush!

“LEICESTER: If in thy homage bred,
Each point of discipline I've still observed;
Nor but by due promotion, and the right
Of service, to the rank of major-general
Have risen; assist thy votary now!

GOVERNOR: Yet do not rise—hear me! (Kneels.)

MASTER: And me! (Kneels)

KnicHT: And me! (Kneels)

Sik WALTER: And me! (Kneels)

Sir CuristorHER: And me! (Kneels)”
Purr: Now pray altogether.

“ALL: Behold thy votaries submissive beg,
That thou wilt deign to grant them all they ask;
Assist them to accomplish all their ends,
And sanctify whatever means they use
To gain them!”

SnEeEr: A very orthodox quintetto!
Purr: Vastly well, gentlemen!—Is that well managed or not? Have
you such a prayer as that on the stage?

3y,

1 “Nemine contradicente”: “no one contradicting.”
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Sneer: Not exactly.

Leicester (2o Purr): But, sir, you haven’t settled how we are to get
off here.

Purr: You could not go off kneeling, could you?

Sik WaLter (2o Puff): Oh, no, sir; impossible!

Purr: It would have a good effect, i’faith, if you could exeunt praying!
—Yes, and would vary the established mode of springing off with
a glance at the pit.

S~eer: Oh, never mind, so as you get them off!—I'll answer for it, the
audience won’t care how.

Purr: Well, then, repeat the last line standing, and go off the old way.

“ALL: And sanctify whatever means we use
To gain them. (Exeunt)”

DancLE: Bravo! a fine exit.
Sxeer: Well, really, Mr. Puff—
Purr: Stay a moment!

“(The SENTINELs get up)

I SENTINEL: All this shall to Lord Burleigh’s ear.
2 SENTINEL: "Tis meet it should. (Exeunt)”

DancLe: Hey!l—why, I thought those fellows had been asleep?

Purr: Only a pretence; there’s the art of it: they were spies of Lord
Burleigh’s.

SNEEr: But isn’t it odd they never were taken notice of, not even by
the commander-in-chief?

Purr: O lud, sir! if people who want to listen or overhear, were not
always connived at in a tragedy, there would be no carrying on
any plot in the world.

DanceLe: That’s certain!

Purr: But take care, my dear Dangle! the morning-gun is going to
fire. (Cannon fires)

DancLe: Well, that will have a fine effect!

Purr: I think so, and helps to realise the scene.—(Cannon twice) What
the plague! three morning-guns! there never is but one!l—Ay, this
is always the way at the theatre: give these fellows a good thing,
and they never know when to have done with it—You have no
more cannon to fire?
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Unper ProMPTER (within): No, sir.

Purr: Now, then, for soft music.

SnEERr: Pray, what’s that for?

Purr: It shows that Tilburina is coming;—nothing introduces you a
heroine like soft music. Here she comes!

DancLe: And her confidant, I suppose?

Purr: To be sure! Here they are—inconsolable to the minuet in
Ariadne! (Soft music)

“(Enter TiLBURINA and CONFIDANT)

TILBURINA: Now has the whispering breath of gentle morn
Bid Nature’s voice and Nature’s beauty rise;
While orient Pheebus, with unborrow’d hues,
Clothes the waked loveliness which all night slept
In heavenly drapery! Darkness is fled.
Now flowers unfold their beauties to the sun,
And, blushing, kiss the beam he sends to wake them—
The striped carnation, and the guarded rose,
The vulgar wallflower, and smart gillyflower,
The polyanthus mean—the dapper daisy,
Sweet-william, and sweet marjoram—and all
The tribe of single and of double pinks!
Now, too, the feather’d warblers tune their notes
Around, and charm the listening grove. The lark!
The linnet! chaffinch! bullfinch! goldfinch! greenfinch!
But O, to me no joy can they afford!
Nor rose, nor wallflower, nor smart gillyflower,
Nor polyanthus mean, nor dapper daisy,
Nor William sweet, nor marjoram—nor lark,
Linnet, nor all the finches of the grovel”

Purr: Your white handkerchief, madam!—
Trsurina: I thought, sir, I wasn’t to use that till heart-rending woe
Purr: Oh, yes, madam, at the finches of the grove, if you please.

“TILBURINA: Nor lark,
Linnet, nor all the finches of the grove! (weeps).”

Purr: Vastly well, madam!
Dancre: Vastly well, indeed!

“TILBURINA: For, oh, too sure, heart-rending woe is now

The lot of wretched Tilburina!”
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Dancre: Oh!—’tis too much!
Sxeer: Ohl—it is indeed!

“CONFIDANT: Be comforted, sweet lady; for who knows,
But Heaven has yet some milk-white day in store?
TILBURINA: Alas! my gentle Nora,

Thy tender youth as yet hath never mourn’d

Love’s fatal dart. Else wouldst thou know, that when
The soul is sunk in comfortless despair,

It cannot taste of merriment.”

Dancre: That’s certain!

“CONFIDANT: But see where your stern father comes:
It is not meet that he should find you thus.”

Purr: Hey, what the plague!l—what a cut is here! Why, what is be-
come of the description of her first meeting with Don Whisker-
andos—his gallant behaviour in the sea fight—and the simile of
the canary-bird?

TmsuriNa: Indeed, sir, you'll find they will not be missed.

Purr: Very well, very well!

TiLeuriNa (2o CoNFIDanT): The cue, ma’am, if you please.

“CONFIDANT: It is not meet that he should find you thus.
TILBURINA: Thou counsel’st right; but ’tis no easy task
For barefaced grief to wear a mask of joy.

(Enter GoveRNOR)

GOVERNOR: How’s this!l—in tears?—O Tilburina, shame!
Is this a time for maudling tenderness,
And Cupid’s baby woes?—Hast thou not heard
That haughty Spain’s pope-consecrated fleet
Advances to our shores, while England’s fate,
Like a clipp’d guinea, trembles in the scale?
TILBURINA: Then is the crisis of my fate at hand!
I see the fleets approach—I see—"

Purr: Now, pray, gentlemen, mind. This is one of the most useful
figures we tragedy writers have, by which a hero or heroine, in
consideration of their being often obliged to overlook things that
are on the stage, is allowed to hear and see a number of things that
are not.
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Sneer: Yes; a kind of poetical second-sight!
Purr: Yes—Now then, madam.

“TILBURINA: I see their decks
Are clear’d!—I see the signal made!
The line is form’d!—a cable’s length asunderl—
I see the frigates station’d in the rear;
And now, I hear the thunder of the guns!
I hear the victor’s shouts!—I also hear
The vanquished groan!—and now ’tis smoke—and now
I see the loose sails shiver in the wind!
I see—I see—what soon you’ll see—
GOVERNOR: Hold, daughter! peace! this love hath turn’d thy brain:
The Spanish fleet thou canst not see—because
—It is not yet in sight!”

DancLe: Egad, though, the governor seems to make no allowance for
this poetical figure you talk of.
Purr: No, a plain matter-of-fact man;—that’s his character.

“TILBURINA: But will you then refuse his offer?
GOVERNOR: I must—I will—I can—I ought—I do.
TILBURINA: Think what a noble price.

GOVERNOR: No more—you urge in vain.
TILBURINA: His liberty is all he asks.”

Sneer: All who asks, Mr. Puff? Who is—

Purr: Egad, sir, I can’t tell! 'Here has been such cutting and slashing,
I don’t know where they have got to myself.

TicsuriNa: Indeed, sir, you will find it will connect very well.

- “—And your reward secure.”

Purr: O, if they hadn’t been so devilish free with their cutting here,
you would have found that Don Whiskerandos has been tamper-
ing for his liberty, and has persuaded Tilburina to make this pro-
posal to her father. And now, pray observe the conciseness with
which the argument is conducted. Egad, the pro and con goes as
smart as hits in a fencing-match. It is indeed a sort of small-sword
logic, which we have borrowed from the French.

“TILBURINA: A retreat in Spain!
GOVERNOR: Outlawry here!
TILBURINA: Your daughter’s prayer?

(GOVERNOR: Your father’s oath.
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TILBURINA: My lover!

GOVERNOR: My country!

TILBURINA: Tilburina!

GOVERNOR: England!

TILBURINA: A title!

GOVERNOR: Honour!

TILBURINA: A pension!

GOVERNOR: Conscience!

TILBURINA: A thousand pounds!

GOVERNOR: Ha! thou hast touch’d me nearly!”

Purr: There you see—she threw in Tilburina. Quick, party quarte
with England!—Ha! thrust in tierce @ zitlel—parried by honour.
Ha! a pension over the arm!—put by by conscience. Then flank-
onade with a thousand pounds—and a palpable hit, egad!

“TILBURINA: Canst thou—
Reject the suppliant, and the daughter too?
GOVERNOR: No more; I would not hear thee plead in vain:

The father softens—but the governor
Is fix’d! (Exiz)”

DancLE: Ay, that antithesis of persons is a most established figure.

“TILBURINA: "Tis well,—hence then, fond hopes,—fond passion, hence;
Duty, behold I am all over thineg—

WHISKERANDOS (without): Where is my love—my—

TILBURINA: Hal!

(Enter Don FeroLo WHISKERANDOS)

WhHhiskeranDos: My beauteous enemy!—"

Purr: Oh, dear, ma’am, you must start a great deal more than that!
Consider, you had just determined in favour of duty—when, in a
moment, the sound of his voice revives your passion—overthrows
your resolution—destroys your obedience. If you don’t express all
that in your start, you do nothing at all.

TiusuriNa: Well, we'll try again!

DancLE: Speaking from within has always a fine effect.

SNEER: Very.

“Whiskeranpos: My conquering Tilburina! How! is’t thus
We meet? why are thy looks averse? what means
That falling tear—that frown of boding woe?
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Ha! now indeed I am a prisoner!

Yes, now I feel the falling weight of these

Disgraceful chains—which, cruel Tilburina!

Thy doating captive gloried in before.—

But thou art false, and Whiskerandos is undone!
TILBURINA: O no! how little dost thou know thy Tilburina!l
WaiskeraNDOs:  Art thou then true?—Begone cares, doubts, and fears,

I make you all a present to the winds;

And if the winds reject you—try the waves.”

Purr: The wind, you know, is the established receiver of all stolen
sighs, and cast-off griefs and apprehensions.

“TILBURINA: Yet must we part!—stern duty seals our doom:
Though here I call yon conscious clouds to witness,
Could I pursue the bias of my soul,
All friends, all right of parents, I'd disclaim,
And thou, my Whiskerandos, shouldst be father
And mother, brother, cousin, uncle, aunt,
And friend to me!

Waiskeranpos:  Oh, matchless excellence! and must we part?
Well, if—we must—we must—and in that case
The less is said the better.”

Purr: Heyday! here’s a cut!—What, are all the mutual protestations
out?

Ticsurina: Now, pray, sir, don’t interrupt us just here: you ruin our
feelings. ‘

Purr: Your feelings!—but zounds, my feelings, ma’am!

S~eer: Noj pray don’t interrupt them.

“WHiskerANDOs: One last embrace.

TILBURINA: Now,—farewell, for ever.
‘W HISKERANDOS: For ever!
TILBURINA: Ay, for ever! (Going)”

Purr: *Sdeath and furyl—Gad’s lifel—sir! madam! if you go out with-
out the parting look, you might as well dance out. Here, here!

ConripanT: But pray, sir, how am I to get off here?

Purr: You! pshaw! what the devil signifies how you get off! edge
away at the top, or where you will—(Pushes the CoNFIDANT off).
Now, ma’am, you see—

TisuriNa: We understand you, sir.

“Ay, for ever.
Born: Oh! (Turning back, and exeunt)—Scene closes.”
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DancLe: Oh, charming!

Purr: Hey!—'tis pretty well, I believe: you see I don’t attempt to
strike out any thing new—but I take it I improve on the estab-
lished modes.

Sneer: You do, indeed! But, pray, is not Queen Elizabeth to appear?

Purr: No, not once—but she is to be talked of for ever; so that, egad,
you'll think a hundred times that she is on the point of coming in.

Sneer: Hang it, I think it’s a pity to keep her in the green-room all
the night.

Purr: Oh, no, that always has a fine effect—it keeps up expectation.

DancLE: But are we not to have a battle?

Purr: Yes, yes, you will have a battle at last; but, egad, it’s not to be
by land, but by sea—and that is the only quite new thing in the
piece.

DancLe: What, Drake at the Armada, hey?

Purr: Yes, i'faith—fire-ships and all; then we shall end with the pro-
cession. Hey, that will do, I think?

S~eer: No doubt on't.

Purr: Come, we must not lose time; so now for the under-plot.

Sxeer: What the plague, have you another plot?

Purr: O Lord, yes; ever while you live have two plots to your tragedy.
The grand point in managing them is only to let your under-plot
have as little connection with your main-plot as possible—I flatter
myself nothing can be more distinct than mine; for as in my chief
plot the characters are all great people, I have laid my under-plot
in low life; and as the former is to end in deep distress, I make the
other end as happy as a farce—Now, Mr. Hopkins, as soon as
you please.

(Enter UNpER PROMPTER)

Unper ProMrerER: Sir, the carpenter says it is impossible you can go to
the park scene yet.

Purr: The park scene! no! I mean the description scene here, in the
wood. ’

Unper Pronerer: Sir, the performers have cut it out.

Purr: Cut it out!

Unbper ProMmprER: Yes, sir.

Purr: What! the whole account of Queen Elizabeth?

Unper Promerer: Yes, sir.
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Purr: And the description of her horse and side-saddle?

Unper ProMrrEr: Yes, sir.

Purr: So, so; this is very fine indeed!—Mr. Hopkins, how the plague
could you suffer this?

Mr. Horkins (within): Sir, indeed the pruning-knife—

Purr: The pruning-knife—zounds!—the axe! Why, here has been
such lopping and topping, I shan’t have the bare trunk of my play
left presently!—Very well, sir-—the performers must do as they
please; but, upon my soul, I'll print it every word.

S~eer: That I would, indeed.

Purr: Very well, sir; then we must go on.—Zounds! I would not have
parted with the description of the horse!—Well, sir, go on—Sir,
it was one of the finest and most laboured things—Very well, sir;
let them go on—There you had him and his accoutrements, from
the bit to the crupper—Very well, sir; we must go to the park
scene.

Unper ProMrrer: Sir, there is the point: the carpenters say, that unless
there is some business put in here before the drop, they shan’t have
time to clear away the fort, or sink Gravesend and the river.

Purr: So! this is a pretty dilemma, truly!—Gentlemen, you must ex-
cuse me—these fellows will never be ready, unless I go and look
after them myself.

S~eer: Oh, dear, sir, these little things will happen.

Purr: To cut out this scene!—but I'll print it—egad, I'll print it every
word! (Exeunt)



William Blake

LONG JOHN BROWN AND LITTLE MARY
BT

Little Mary Bell had a Fairy in a Nut,

Long John Brown had the Devil in his Gut;
Long John Brown lov’d Little Mary Bell,

And the Fairy drew the Devil into the Nut-shell.

Her Fairy Skip’d out & her Fairy Skip’d in;

He laugh’d at the Devil saying “Love is a Sin.”
The Devil he raged and the Devil he was wroth,
And the Devil enter’d into the Young Man’s broth.

He was soon in the Gut of the loving Young Swain,
For John eat & drank to drive away Love’s pain;

But all he could do he grew thinner & thinner,

Tho’ he eat & drank as much as ten Men for his dinner.

Some said he had a Wolf in his stomach day & night,
Some said he had the Devil & they guess’d right;

The Fairy skip’d about in his Glory, Joy & Pride,

And he laugh’d at the Devil till poor John Brown died.

Then the Fairy skip’d out of the old Nut-shell,
And woe & alack for Pretty Mary Bell!

For the Devil crept in when the Fairy skip’d out,
And there goes Miss Bell with her fusty old Nut.

TWO EPIGRAMS

Her whole Life is an Epigram, smart, smooth, & neatly pen’d,
Platted quite neat to catch applause with a sliding noose at the end.

A petty Sneaking Knave I knew—

O Mr. Cromek, how do ye do?
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Robert Burns

HOLY WILLIE’'S PRAYER

Mr. Gavin Hamilton, the friend and patron of Burns, had falien
under the censure of the Church for alleged Sabbath desecration. Mr.
Fisher, a farmer near Mauchline, one of the Rev. Mr. Auld’s session,
had taken a prominent part in the prosecution of Mr. Hamilton, and
Burns therefore sought to revenge his patron by this satire. Its subject
well merited the merciless shafts directed against him. A great pre-
tender to sanctity, and a stickler for outward observance, he scrupled
not to “get fou [drunk]”; and when he left Mr. Auld’s session for a
neighbouring one, it was discovered that he had made too free with the
money for the poor. Returning drunk from Mauchline one night, he
fell into a ditch, and died from exposure.

O Thou wha in the heav’ns does dwell,
Wha, as it pleases best Thysel’,
Sends ane to heaven and ten to hell,
A’ for Thy glory,
And no for ony guid or ill
They've done afore Thee!

I bless and praise Thy matchless might,
Whan thousands Thou hast left in night,
That I am here, afore Thy sight,

For gifts an’ grace,
A burnin’ an’ a shinin’ light

To a’ this place.

What was I, or my generation,
That I should get sic exaltation—
I, wha deserve sic just damnation
For broken laws
Five thousand years ’fore my creation,
Through Adam’s cause?
70
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When frae my mither’s womb I fell,

Thou might ha’e plunged me in hell,

To gnash my gums, to weep and wail,
In burnin’ lake,

Whare damneéd devils roar and yell
Chained to a stake.

Yet I am here, a chosen sample,
To show Thy grace is great and ample;
I'm here a pillar in Thy temple,
Strong as a rock,
A guide, a buckler, an example,

To a’ Thy flock.
O L—d, Thou kens what zeal I bear,

When drinkers drink, and swearers swear,
And singing there, and dancing here,
W1’ great and sma’;
For I am keepit by Thy fear
Free frae them a’.

But yet, O L—d, confess I must,

At times I'm fashed wi’ fleshly lust;

And sometimes, too, wi’ wardly trust,
Vile self gets in;

But thou remembers we are dust,

Defiled in sin.

O L—d, yestreen, Thou kens, wi’ Meg—
Thy pardon I sincerely beg;
Oh, may it ne’er be a livin’ plague
To my dishonour!
And TI'll ne'er lift a lawless leg
Again upon her.

Besides, I further maun allow,
Wi’ Lizzie’s lass three times I trow—
But, L—d, that Friday I was fou’
When I came near her,
Or else, Thou kens, Thy servant true
Wad ne’er ha’e steered her.
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Maybe Thou lets this fleshly thorn

Beset Thy servant e’en and morn,

Lest he owre high and proud should turn,
"Cause he’s sae gifted!

If sae, Thy han’ maun e’en be borne

Until Thou lift it.
L—d, bless Thy chosen in this place,

For here Thou hast a chosen race;

But G—d confound their stubborn face,
And blast their name,

Wha bring Thy elders to disgrace
And public shame!

L—d, mind Gawn Hamilton’s deserts!
He drinks, and swears, and plays at cartes,
Yet has sae mony takin’ arts
Wi’ grit and sma’
Frae G—d’s ain priests the people’s hearts
He steals awa’.

An’ whan we chastened him therefor,
Thou kens how he bred sic a splore *
As set the warld in a roar
O’ laughin’ at us;
Curse Thou his basket and his store,
Kail and potatoes!

L—d, hear my earnest cry and prayer,

Against the Presbyt’ry of Ayr;

Thy strong right hand, L—d, mak’ it bare
Upo’ their heads!

L—d, weigh it down, and dinna spare,
For their misdeeds!

O L—d my G—d, that glib-tongued Aiken—

My very heart and soul are quakin’,

To think how we stood groanin’, shakin’,
And swat wi’ dread,

While he wi’ hinging lip and snakin’
Held up his head.

1 Splore: uproar.
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L—d, in the day of vengeance try him!

L—d, visit them wha did employ him!

And pass not in Thy mercy by ’em,
Nor hear their prayer;

But, for Thy people’s sake, destroy ’em,
And dinna spare!

But, L—d, remember me and mine

Wi’ mercies temp’ral and divine,

That I for gear and grace may shine,
Excelled by nane,

An’ a’ the glory shall be Thine.
Amen, amen!

ON A WAG IN MAUCHLINE

Lament him, Mauchline husbands a’—
He aften did assist ye;

For had ye staid whole weeks awa’,
Your wives they ne’er had missed ye.

Ye Mauchline bairns, as on ye pass
To school in bands thegither,
Oh, tread ye lightly on his grass—

Perhaps he was your father.

GUDEEN TO YOU, KIMMER

Tune: “We're a’ noddin’”

Gude’en to you, kimmer,
And how do ye do?
Hiccup, quo’ kimmer,
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The better that I'm fou.
We're a’ noddin’, nid, nid, noddin’,
We're a’ noddin’ at our house at hame.

Kate sits i’ the neuk,
Suppin’ hen broo; ®
De’il tak’ Kate
An’ she be na noddin’ too!

How’s 2’ wi’ you, kimmer,
And how do ye fare?

A pint o’ the best o,
And twa pints mair.

How’s 2’ wi’ you, kimmer,
And how do ye thrive?
How mony bairns ha’e ye?
Quo’ kimmer, I ha'e five.

Are they a’ Johnny’s?
Eh! atweel na;®

Twa o’ them were gotten
When Johnny was awa’.

Cats like milk,
And dogs like broo,
Lads like lasses weel,
And lasses lads too.
We're a’ noddin’, nid, nid, noddin’,
We're a’ noddin’ at our house at hame,

2 Hen broo: chicken broth.
3 Atweel na: indeed not.



Maria Edgeworth

Maria Edgeworth was the first of that great line of British women
writers who have pictured the humdrum life they themselves have
lived with gaiety, humor, and love. Castle Rackrent appeared in 1800,
and inspired Walter Scott to write novels about Scotland. I suppose
people still read Castle Rackrent, since it is included in Everyman's
Library; but they certainly don’t read it enough. Try reading this one
aloud, with a slight brogue. Rackrent, by the way, means an exorbitant
rent, nearly equal to the full annual value of the land.

SIR KIT AND HIS JEWISH WIFE

Having, out of friendship for the family, upon whose estate, praised
be Heaven! I and mine have lived rent-free, time out of mind, volun-
tarily undertaken to publish the Memoirs of the Rackrent Family, I
think it my duty to say a few words, in the first place, concerning
myself. My real name is Thady Quirk, though in the family I have
always been known by no other than “honest Thady,”—afterward, in
the time of Sir Murtagh, deceased, I remember to hear them calling
me “old Thady,” and now I'm come to “poor Thady”; for I wear a
long great coat winter and summer, which is very handy, as I never
put my arms into the sleeves; they are as good as new, though come
Holantide next I've had it these seven years; it holds on by a single
button round my neck, cloak fashion.

[Sir Kit succeeds to the estate, but gambles away his money in Bath.]

Then, in a private postscript, he condescended to tell us, that all
would be speedily settled to his satisfaction, and we should turn over a
new leaf, for he was going to be married in a fortnight to the grandest
heiress in England, and had only immediate occasion at present for
200l., as he would not choose to touch his lady’s fortune for travelling
expenses home to Castle Rackrent, where he intended to be, wind and
weather permitting, early in the next month;...
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I never shall forget the day he came home: we had waited and
waited all day long till eleven o’clock at night, and I was thinking of
sending the boy to lock the gates, and giving them up for that night,
when there came the carriages thundering up to the great hall door.
I got the first sight of the bride; for when the carriage door opened,
just as she had her foot on the steps, I held the lam* full in her face
to light her, at which she shut her eyes, but I had a full view of the
rest of her, and greatly shocked I was, for by that light she was little
better than a blackamoor, and seemed crippled, but that was only
sitting so long in the chariot....

The short and the long of it was, I couldn’t tell what to make of
her; so I left her to herself, and went straight down to the servants’
hall to learn something for certain about her. Sir Kit’s own man was
tired, but the groom set him a-talking at last, and we had it all out
before ever I closed my eyes that night. The bride might well be a
great fortune—she was a Jewish by all accounts, who are famous for
their great riches. I had never seen any of that tribe or nation before,
and could only gather, that she spoke a strange kind of English of her
own, that she could not abide pork or sausages, and went neither to
church or mass. Mercy upon his honour’s poor soul, thought I; what
will become of him and his, and all of us, with his heretic blackamoor
at the head of the Castle Rackrent estate! I never slept a wink all
night for thinking of it: but before the servants I put my pipe in my
mouth, and kept my mind to myself; for I had a great regard for the
family; and after this, when strange gentlemen’s servants came to the
house, and would begin to talk about the bride, I took care to put the
best foot foremost, and passed her for a nabob in the kitchen, which
accounted for her dark complexion and everything.

The very morning after they came home, however, I saw plain
enough how things were between Sir Kit and my lady, though they
were walking together arm in arm after breakfast, looking at the new
building and improvements. “Old Thady,” said my master, just as he
used to do, “how do you do?” “Very well, I thank your honour’s
honour,” said I; but I saw he was not well pleased, and my heart was
in my mouth as I walked along after him. “Is the large room damp,
Thady?” said his honour. “Oh, damp, your honour! how should it
but be as dry as a bone,” says I, “after all the fires we have kept in it
day and night? It’s the barrack-room your honour’s talking on.” “And

1 Flam: flambeau, torch.
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what is a barrack-room, pray, my dear?” were the first words I ever
heard out of my lady’s lips. “No matter, my dear!” said he, and went
on talking to me, ashamed like I should witness her ignorance. To be
sure, to hear her talk one might have taken her for an innocent, for it
was, “What's this, Sir Kit? and what’s that, Sir Kit?” all the way we
went. To be sure, Sir Kit had enough to do to answer her. “And what
do you call that, Sir Kit?” said she, “That, that looks like a pile of
black bricks, pray, Sir Kit?” “My turf stack, my dear,” said my master,
and bit his lip. Where have you lived, my lady, all your life, not to
know a turf stack when you see it? thought I, but I said nothing. Then,
by-and-by, she takes out her glass, and begins spying over the country.
“And what’s all that black swamp out yonder, Sir Kit?” says she.
“My bog, my dear,” says he, and went on whistling. “It’s a very ugly
prospect, my dear,” says she. “You don’t see it, my dear,” says he,
“for we've planted it out, when the trees grow up in summer time,”
says he. “Where are the trees,” said she, “my dear?” still looking
through her glass. “You are blind, my dear,” says he. “What are these
under your eyes?” “These shrubs,” said she. “Trees,” said he. “May be
they are what you call trees in Ireland, my dear,” said she; “but they
are not a yard high, are they ?” “They were planted out but last year, my
lady,” says I, to soften matters between them, for I saw she was going
the way to make his honour mad with her; “they are very well grown
for their age, and you'll not see the bog of Allyballycarricko’shaughlin
at-all-at-all through the screen, when once the leaves come out. But,
my lady, you must not quarrel with any part or parcel of Allybally-
carricko’shaughlin, for you don’t know how many hundred years
that same bit of bog has been in the family; we would not part with
the bog of Allyballycarricko’shaughlin upon no account at all; it cost
the late Sir Murtagh two hundred good pounds to defend his title to it
and boundaries against the O’Learys, who cut a road through it.” Now
one would have thought this would have been hint enough for my
lady, but she fell to laughing like one out of their right mind, and
made me say the name of the bog over for her to get it by heart, a
dozen times—then she must ask me how to spell it, and what was the
meaning of it in English—Sir Kit standing by whistling all the while;
I verily believed she laid the corner stone of all her future misfortunes
at that very instant; but I said no more, only looked at Sir Kit.

There were no balls, no dinners, no doings; the country was all
disappointed—Sir Kit’s gentleman said in a whisper to me, it was all



78 A TREASURY OF BRITISH HUMOR

my lady’s own fault, because she was so obstinate about the cross.
“What cross?” says I; “is it about her being a heretic?” “Oh, no such
matter,” says he; “my master does not mind her heresies, but her
diamond cross, it’s worth I can’t tell you how much; and she has
thousands of English pounds concealed in diamonds about her, which
she as good as promised to give up to my master before he married,
but now she won’t part with any of them, and she must take the con-
sequences.”

Her honey-moon, at least her Irish honey-moon, was scarcely well
over, when his honour one morning said to me, “Thady, buy me a
pig!” and then the sausages were ordered, and here was the first open
breaking-out of my lady’s troubles. My lady came down herself into
the kitchen, to speak to the cook about the sausages, and desired never
to see them more at her table. Now my master had ordered them, and
my lady knew that. The cook took my lady’s part, because she never
came down into the kitchen, and was young and innocent in house-
keeping, which raised her pity; besides, said she, at her own table,
surely, my lady should order and disorder what she pleases; but the
cook soon changed her note, for my master made it a principle to have
the sausages, and swore at her for a Jew herself, till he drove her fairly
out of the kitchen; then, for fear of her place, and because he threat-
ened that my lady should give her no discharge without the sausages,
she gave up, and from that day forward always sausages, or bacon, or
pig meat in some shape or other, went up to table; upon which my
lady shut herself up in her own room, and my master said she might
stay there, with an oath; and to make sure of her, he turned the key
in the door, and kept it ever after in his pocket. We none of us ever
saw or heard her speak for seven years after that: he carried her dinner
himself. Then his honour had a great deal of company to dine with
him, and balls in the house, and was as gay and gallant, and as much
himself as before he was married; and at dinner he always drank my
Lady Rackrent’s good health, and so did the company, and he sent out
always a servant, with his compliments to my Lady Rackrent, and the
company was drinking her ladyship’s health, and begged to know if
there was anything at table he might send her; and the man came
back, after the sham errand, with my Lady Rackrent’s compliments,
and she was very much obliged to Sir Kit—she did not wish for any-
thing, but drank the company’s health. The country, to be sure, talked
and wondered at my lady’s being shut up, but nobody chose to inter-



A TREASURY OF BRITISH HUMOR 79

fere or ask any impertinent questions, for they knew my master was a
man very apt to give a short answer himself, and likely to call a man
out for it afterwards; he was a famous shot; had killed his man before
he came of age, and nobody scarce dared look at him whilst at Bath.
Sir Kit’s character was so well known in the country, that he lived in
peace and quietness ever after, and was a great favourite with the
ladies, especially when in process of time, in the fifth year of her
confinement, my Lady Rackrent fell ill, and took entirely to her bed,
and he gave out that she was now skin and bone, and could not last
through the winter. In this he had two physicians’ opinions to back
him (for now he called in two physicians for her), and tried all his
arts to get the diamond cross from her on her death-bed, and to get
her to make a will in his favour of her separate possessions; but there
she was too tough for him. He used to swear at her behind her back,
after kneeling to her to her face, and call her in the presence of his
gentleman his stiff-necked Israelite, though before he married her, that
same gentleman told me he used to call her (how he could bring it out,
I don’t know) “my pretty Jessica!” To be sure, it must have been hard
for her to guess what sort of a husband he reckoned to make her.
When she was lying, to all expectation, on her death-bed of a broken
heart, I could not but pity her, though she was a Jewish; and consid-
ering too it was no fault of hers to be taken with my master so young
as she was at the Bath, and so fine a gentleman as Sir Kit was when
he courted her; and considering too, after all they had heard and seen
of him as a husband, there were now no less than three ladies in our
county talked of for his second wife, all at daggers drawn with each
other, as his gentleman swore, at the balls, for Sir Kit for their part-
ner,—I could not but think them bewitched; but they all reasoned
with themselves, that Sir Kit would make a good husband to any
Christian but a Jewish, I suppose, and especially as he was now a
reformed rake; and it was not known how my lady’s fortune was
settled in her will, nor how the Castle Rackrent estate was all mort-
gaged, and bonds out against him, for he was never cured of his
gaming tricks; but that was the only fault he had, God bless him!

My lady had a sort of fit, and it was given out she was dead, by mis-
take; this brought things to a sad crisis for my poor master,—one of
the three ladies showed his letters to her brother, and claimed his
promises, whilst another did the same. I don’t mention names. Sir Kit,
in his defence, said he would meet any man who dared to question his
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conduct, and as to the ladies, they must settle it amongst them who
was to be his second, and his third, and his fourth, whilst his first was
still alive, to his mortification and theirs. Upon this, as upon all former
occasions, he had the voice of the country with him, on account of the
great spirit and propriety he acted with. He met and shot the first
lady’s brother; the next day he called out the second, who had a
wooden leg; and their place of meeting by appointment being in a
new-ploughed field, the wooden-leg man stuck fast in it. Sir Kit, seeing
his situation, with great candour fired his pistol over his head; upon
which the seconds interposed, and convinced the parties there had
been a slight misunderstanding between them; thereupon they shook
hands cordially, and went home to dinner together. This gentleman, to
show the world how they stood together, and by the advice of the
friends of both parties, to re-establish his sister’s injured reputation,
went out with Sir Kit as his second, and carried his message next day
to the last of his adversaries: I never saw him in such fine spirits as
that day he went out—sure enough he was within ames-ace of getting
quit handsomely of all his enemies; but unluckily, after hitting the
tooth-pick out of his adversary’s finger and thumb, he received a ball
in a vital part, and was brought home, in little better than an hour
after the affair, speechless on a hand-barrow, to my lady. We got the
key out of his pocket the frst thing we did, and my son Jason ran to
unlock the barrack-room, where my lady had been shut up for seven
years, to acquaint her with the fatal accident. The surprise bereaved
her of her senses at first, nor would she believe but we were putting
some new trick upon her, to entrap her out of her jewels, for a great
while, till Jason bethought himself of taking her to the window, and
showed her the men bringing Sir Kit up the avenue upon the hand-
barrow, which had immediately the desired effect; for directly she
burst into tears, and pulling her cross from her bosom, she kissed it
with as great devotion as ever I witnessed; and lifting up her eyes to
heaven, uttered some ejaculation, which none present heard; but I
take the sense of it to be, she returned thanks for this unexpected
interposition in her favour when she had least reason to expect it. My
master was greatly lamented: there was no life in him when we lifted
him off the barrow, so he was laid out immediately, and waked the
same night. The country was all in an uproar about him, and not a
soul but cried shame upon his murderer; who would have been
hanged surely, if he could have been brought to his trial, whilst the
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gentlemen in the country were up about it; but he very prudently
withdrew himself to the continent before the affair was made public. As
for the young lady, who was the immediate cause of the fatal accident,
however innocently, she could never show her head after at the balls
in the county or any place; and by the advice of her friends and physi-
cians, she was ordered soon after to Bath, where it was expected, if
anywhere on this side of the grave, she would meet with the recovery
of her health and lost peace of mind. As a proof of his great popularity,
I need only add, that there was a song made upon my master’s un-
timely death in the newspapers, which was in everybody’s mouth,
singing up and down through the country, even down to the moun-
tains, only three days after his unhappy exit. He was also greatly
bemoaned at the Curragh, where his cattle were well known; and all
who had taken up his bets were particularly inconsolable for his loss
to society. His stud sold at the cant at the greatest price ever known
in the county; his favourite horses were chiefly disposed of amongst
his particular friends, who would give any price for them for his sake;
but no ready money was required by the new heir, who wished not to
displease any of the gentlemen of the neighborhood just upon his com-
ing to settle amongst them; so a long credit was given where requisite,
and the cash has never been gathered in from that day to this.

But to return to my lady:—She got surprisingly well after my mas-
ter’s decease. No sooner was it known for certain that he was dead,
than all the gentlemen within twenty miles of us came in a body, as it
were, to set my lady at liberty, and to protest against her confinement,
which they now for the first time understood was against her own
consent. The ladies too were as attentive as possible, striving who
should be foremost with their morning visits; and they that saw the
diamonds spoke very handsomely of them, but thought it a pity they
were not bestowed, if it had so pleased God, upon a lady who would
have become them better. All these civilities wrought little with my
lady, for she had taken an unaccountable prejudice against the coun-
try, and everything belonging to it, and was so partial to her native
land, that after parting with the cook, which she did immediately upon
my master’s decease, I never knew her easy one instant, night or day,
but when she was packing up to leave us. Had she meant to make any
stay in Ireland, I stood a great chance of being a great favourite with
her; for when she found I understood the weathercock, she was always
finding some pretence to be talking to me, and asking me which way
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the wind blew, and was it likely, did I think, to continue fair for
England. But when I saw she had made up her mind to spend the
rest of her days upon her own income and jewels in England, I con-
sidered her quite as a foreigner, and not at all any longer as part of
the family. She gave no vails to the servants at Castle Rackrent at
parting, notwithstanding the old proverb of “as rick as a Jew,” which
she being a Jewish, they built upon with reason. But from first
to last she brought nothing but misfortunes amongst us; and if it had
not been all along with her, his honour, Sir Kit, would have been now
alive in all appearance. Her diamond cross was, they say, at the bottom
of it all; and it was a shame for her, being his wife, not to show more
duty, and to have given it up when he condescended to ask so often
for such a bit of a trifle in his distresses, especially when he all along
made it no secret he married for money. But we will not bestow an-
other thought upon her. This much I thought it lay upon my con-
science to say, in justice to my poor master’s memory.

[From Castle Rackrent] .



George Canning, George Ellis, and
John Hookham Frere

George Canning, the eminent statesman and friend of South Amer-
ican freedom, was the principal author of The Rovers. It appeared
in his paper, the Anti-Jacobin, in 1798. It is said to be a bitter satire on
French revolutionary principles, but don’t let that put you off. The
Progress of Man is by Canning alone.

THE ROVERS (Act I)

Scenk I: Represents a room at an Inn, at Weimar—On one side of the
stage the bar-room, with jellies, lemons in nets, syllabubs, and part of a
cold roast fowl, etc—On the opposite side a window looking into the
street, through which persons (inhabitants of Weimar) are seen
passing to and fro in apparent agitation—MATILDA appears in a great-
coat and riding habit, seated at the corner of the dinner-table, which is
covered with a clean huckaback cloth—DPlates and napkins, with
buck’s-horn-handled knives and forks, are laid as if for four persons.

Maripa: Is it impossible for me to have dinner sooner?

Lanprapy: Madam, the Brunswick post-waggon is not yet come in, and
the ordinary is never before two o’clock.

MatiLoa (with a look expressive of disappointment, but immediately
recomposing herself): Well, then, I must have patience. (Exit
Lanprapy) Oh, Casimere! How often have the thoughts of thee
served to amuse these moments of expectation! What a difference,
alas! Dinner—it is taken away as soon as over, and we regret it
not! It returns again with the return of appetite. The beef of to-
morrow will succeed to the mutton of today, as the mutton of
today succeeded to the veal of yesterday. But when once the heart
has been occupied by a beloved object, in vain would we attempt
to supply the chasm by another. How easily are our desires trans-

ferred from dish to dish! Love only, dear, delusive, delightful love,
83
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restrains our wandering appetites, and confines them to a par-
ticular gratification! ...
(Post-horn blows—Re-enter LaNDLADY)

Lanprapy: Madam, the post-waggon is come in with only a single
gentlewoman.

Maripa: Then show her up—and let us have dinner instantly; (Lano-
LaDY going) and remember—(after a moment’s recollection, and
with great eagerness)—remember the toasted cheese.

(Exit Lanorapy. CEciLia enters, in a brown cloth riding-dress, as if
just alighted from the post-waggon.)

Maripa: Madam, you seem to have had an unpleasant journey, if I
may judge from the dust on your riding-habit.

CeciLia: The way was dusty, madam, but the weather was delightful.
It recall'd to me those blissful moments when the rays of desire
first vibrated through my soul.

Mariiba (aside) : Thank Heaven! I have at last found a heart which
is in unison with my own. (To CeciLia): Yes, I understand you—
the first pulsation of sentiment—the silver tones upon the yet un-
sounded harp ...

Ceciria: The dawn of life—when this blossom (putting her hand upon
her heart) first expanded its petals to the penetrating dart of love!

Martipa: Yes—the time—the golden time, when the first beams of the
morning meet and embrace one another! The blooming blue upon
the yet unplucked plum!...

CeciLia: Your countenance grows animated, my dear madam.

Maritpa: And yours too is glowing with illumination.

Ceciuia: I had long been looking out for a congenial spirit! My heart
was withered, but the beams of yours have rekindled it.

Maricpa: A sudden thought strikes me; let us swear an eternal friend-
ship.

Ceciuia: Let us agree to live together!

Marwoa: Willingly. (With rapidity and earnestness)

Ceciia: Let us embrace. (They embrace.)

Matiepa: Yes; I too have loved!—you, too, like me, have been for-
saken! (Doubtingly and as if with a desire to be informed)

Cecirias Too true!
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Boru: Ah, these men! these men!

(LanpLaADY enters, and places a leg of mutton on the table, with sour
kraut and prune sauce—then a small dish of black puddings.
CeciLiA and MATILDA appear to take no notice of her.)

MatiLpa: Oh, Casimere!

Ceciuia (aside): Casimere! that name! Oh, my heart, how it is dis-
tracted with anxiety.

MatiLpa: Heavens! Madam, you turn pale.

CeciLia: Nothing—a slight megrim—with your leave, I will retire.

Maripa: I will attend you.

(Exeunt MariLpa and CeciLia. Manent LanoLapy and WAITER
with the dinner on the table.)

Lanprapy: Have you carried the dinner to the prisoner in the vaults
of the abbey?

Warrer: Yes. Pease-soup, as usual—with the scrag-end of a neck of
mutton—the emissary of the Count was here again this morning,
and offered me a large sum of money if I would consent to pecison
him.

Lanorapy: Which you refused? (With hesitation and anxiety)

Warrer: Can you doubt it? (With indignation)

Lanoravy (recovering herself, and drawing up with an expression of
dignity): The conscience of a poor man is as valuable to him as
that of a prince.

Warter: It ought to be still more so, in proportion as it is generally
more pure.

Lanprapy: Thou say’st truly, Job.

Warter (with enthusiasm): He who can spurn at wealth when prof-
fer’d as the price of crime, is greater than a prince.

(Post-horn blows. Enter CASIMERE, in a travelling dress—a light
blue great-coat with large metal buttons—his hair in a long
queue, but twisted at the end; a large Kevenhuller hat; a
cane in his hand.)

Casimere: Here, waiter, pull off my boots, and bring me a pair of slip-
pers. (Exit Warrer.) And heark’ye, my lad, a basin of water
(rubbing his hands) and a bit of soap—I have not washed since I
began my journey.

Warter (answering from behind the door): Yes, sir.
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Castmere: Well, landlady, what company are we to have?

Lanorapy: Only two gentlewomen, sir. They are just stepp’d into the
next room—they will be back again in a minute.

Casivere: Where do they come from?

(All this while the WAITER re-enters with the basin and water,
CasiMere pulls off his boots, takes a napkin from the table,
and washes his face and hands.)

Lanprapy: There is one of them, I think, comes from Nuremburgh.
CasiMErE (aside) : From Nuremburgh; (with eagerness) her name?
LanpLapy: Matilda.
CasiMmere (aside) : How does this idiot woman torment me! (Aloud):
What else?
Lanorapy: I can’t recollect.
Casimere: Oh, agony! (in a paroxysm of agitation).
Warrer: See here, her name upon the travelling trunk—Matilda Pot-
tingen.
Casimere: Ecstasy! ecstasy! (embracing the WAITER).
LanprLapy: You seem to be acquainted with the lady—shall I call her?
Casimere: Instantly—instantly—tell her, her loved, her long lost—tell
her—
Lanprapy: Shall I tell her dinner is ready?
Casimere: Do so—and in the meanwhile I will look after my port-
manteau.
(Exeunt severally.
Scene changes to a subterraneous vault in the Abbey of Quedlinburgh,
with coffins, scutcheons, Death’s heads and cross-bones—Toads, and
other loathsome reptiles are seen traversing the obscurer parts of the
stage —ROGERO appears in chains, in a suit of rusty armour, with his
beard grown, and a cap of a grotesque form upon his head —Beside
him a crock, or pitcher, supposed to contain his daily allowance of
sustenance—A long silence, during which the wind is heard to whistle
through the caverns—RoGERO rises, and comes slowly forward, with
his arms folded.)

Rocero: Eleven years! it is now eleven years since I was first immured
in this living sepulchre—the cruelty of a minister—the perfidy of a
monk—yes, Matilda! for thy sake—alive amidst the dead—chained
—coffined—confined—cut off from the converse of my fellow-men.
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Soft! what have we here? (stumbles over a bundle of sticks). This
cavern is so dark, that I can scarcely distinguish the objects under
my feet! Oh! the register of my captivity. Let me see, how stands
the account? (Takes up the sticks and turns them over with a
melancholy air; then stands silent for a few moments, as if ab-
sorbed in calculation.) Eleven years and fifteen days! Hah! the
twenty-eighth of August! How does the recollection of it vibrate
on my heart! It was on this day that I took my last leave of my
Matilda. It was a summer evening—her melting hand seemed to
dissolve in mine, as I press’d it to my bosom. Some demon whis-
pered me that I should never see her more. I stood gazing on the
hated vehicle which was conveying her away for ever. The tears
were petrified under my eyelids. My heart was crystallized with
agony. Anon, I looked along the road. The diligence seemed to
diminish every instant. I felt my heart beat against its prison, as
if anxious to leap out and overtake it. My soul whirled round as I
watched the rotation of the hinder wheels. A long trail of glory
followed after her, and mingled with the dust—it was the emana-
tion of Divinity, luminous with love and beauty, like the splen-
dour of the setting sun; but it told me that the sun of my joys
was sunk for ever. Yes, here in the depths of an eternal dungeon—
in the nursing cradle of hell—the suburbs of perdition—in a nest
of demons, where despair, in vain, sits brooding over the putrid
eggs of hope; where agony woos the embrace of death; where pa-
tience, beside the bottomless pool of despondency, sits angling for
impossibilities. Yet even Aere, to behold her, to embrace her—yes,
Matilda, whether in this dark abode, amidst toads and spiders, or
in a royal palace, amidst the more loathsome reptiles of a Court,
would be indifferent to me. Angels would shower down their
hymns of gratulation upon our heads—while fiends would envy
the eternity of suffering love. . .. Soft, what air was that? it seemed
a sound of more than * ... warblings. Again (listens attentively
for some minutes)—only the wind. It is well, however; it re-
minds me of that melancholy air which has so often solaced the
hours of my captivity. Let me see whether the damps of this
dungeon have not yet injured my guitar. (Takes his guitar, tunes
1t, and begins the following air, with a full accompaniment of
violins from the orchestra.)
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(Air, Lanterna Magica)
Sone
By RocEero
Whene’er with haggard eyes I view
This dungeon’ that I'm rotting in,
I think of those companions true
Who studied with me at the U—
—niversity of Gottingen,—
—niversity of Gottingen.

(Weeps, and pulls out a blue kerchief, with which he wipes his
eyes; gazing tenderly at it, he proceeds—)
Sweet kerchief, check’d with heavenly blue,
Which once my love sat knotting in!—
Alas! Matilda then was true!l—
At least I thought so at the U—
—niversity of Gottingen—
—niversity of Gottingen.

(At the repetition of this line, RocEro clanks his chains in
cadence.)
Barbs! barbs! alas! how swift you flew,
Her neat post-waggon trotting in!
Ye bore Matilda from my view;
Forlorn I languish’d at the U--
—niversity of Gottingen—
—niversity of Gottingen.

This faded form! this pallid hue!
This blood my veins is clotting in,
My years are many—they were few
When first I entered at the U—
—niversity of Gettingen—
—aniversity of Gottingen.

There first for thee my passion grew,
Sweet! sweet Matilda Pottingen!
Thou wast the daughter of my tu—
tor, Law Professor at the U—
—aniversity of Gottingen—
—niversity of Gottingen.
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Sun, moon, and thou, vain world, adieu,
That kings and priests are plotting in:
Here doom’d to starve on water gru—
el, never shall I see the U—
—niversity of Gottingen—
—niversity of Gottingen.

(During the last stanza, RocEro dashes his head repeatedly
against the walls of his prison; and, finally, so hard as to
produce a visible contusion. He then throws himself on the
floor in an agony. The curtain drops—the music still con-
tinuing to play nll it is wholly fallen.)

THE PROGRESS OF MAN
(Selection)

Let us a plainer, steadier theme pursue—
Mark the grim savage scoop his light canoe;
Mark the dark rook, on pendant branches hung,
With anxious fondness feed her cawing young.—
Mark the fell leopard through the desert prowl,
Fish prey on fish, and fowl regale on fowl;
How Lybian tigers’ chawdrons love assails,
And warms, midst seas of ice, the melting whales;—
Cools the crimpt cod, fierce pangs to perch imparts,
Shrinks shrivell’d shrimps, but opens oysters” hearts;—
Then say, how all these things together tend
To one great truth, prime object, and good end?
First—to each living thing, whate’er its kind,
Some lot, some part, some station is assign’d.
The feather’d race with pinions skim the air—
Not so the mackerel, and still less the bear;
This roams the wood, carniv’rous, for its prey;
That with soft roe, pursues his watery way:—
This slain by hunters yields his shaggy hide;
That, caught by fishers, is on Sundays cried.—
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But each contented with his humble sphere,
Moves unambitious through the circling year;
Nor e’er forgets the fortune of his race,
Nor pines to quit, or strives to change his place.
Ah! who has seen the mailéd lobster rise,
Clap her broad wings, and soaring claim the skies?
When did the owl, descending from her bow'r,
Crop, 'midst the fleecy flocks, the tender flower;
Or the young heifer plunge, with pliant limb,
In the salt wave, and fish-like strive to swim?

The same with plants—potatoes ’tatoes breed—
Uncostly cabbage springs from cabbage seed;
Lettuce to lettuce, leeks to leeks succeed;

Nor e’er did cooling cucumbers presume

To flow’r like myrtle, or like violets bloom.

—Man, only—rash, refined, presumptuous Man,
Starts from his rank, and mars creation’s plan.

Born the free heir of Nature’s wide domain,

To art’s strict limits bounds his narrow reign;
Resigns his native rights for meaner things,

For Faith and Fetters—Laws, and Priests, and Kings.



Sydney Smith

The Reverend Sydney Smith was the perfect diner-out. He could
always be depended upon to say two or three good things, which the
gentlemen present would note down for their memoirs. Diner-out
humour, to be at its best, requires perfect phrasing, perfect timing, and
a perfect dinner. Its greatest representative today is Logan Pearsall
Smith.

Sydney Smith wrote several volumes of serious essays, which are well

spoken of.

GOOD THINGS

“Tell Murray that I was much struck with the politeness of Miss
Markham the day after he went. In carving a partridge I splashed her
with gravy from head to foot; and though I saw three distinct rills of
animal juice trickling down her cheek, she had the complaisance to
swear that not a drop had reached her. Such circumstances are the
triumphs of civilised life.”

“Macaulay,” he said, “was a book in breeches; he not only over-
flowed with learning but stood in the slops; he was laying society
waste with his waterspouts of talk; people in his company burst for
want of an opportunity of dropping in a word; he confounded solilo-
quy and colloquy. The great use of the raised centre, revolving on a
round table, would be to put Macaulay on it and distribute his talk
fairly to the company.” Smith called on Macaulay and found him ill
in bed. He was “more agreeable than I have ever seen him. There
were some -gorgeous flashes of silence.”

He described the country as “a kind of healthy grave,” spoke of “the
serious apoplexy of a country life,” and of “the delusions of flowers,
green turf, and birds; they all afford slight gratification, but not worth
an hour of rational conversation: and rational conversation in suf-
ficient quantities is only to be had from the congregation of a million
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people in one spot. ... You may depend upon it, all lives out of Lon-
don are mistakes, more or less grievous—but mistakes.”

“Luttrell is remarkably well, considering that he has been remarkably
well for so many years.”

“Philosopher Malthus came here last week. I got an agreeable party
for him of unmarried people. There was only one lady who had a
child; but he is a good-natured man, and, if there are no appearances
of approaching fertility, is civil to every lady.”

“What is real piety? What is true attachment to the Church? How
are these fine feelings best evinced? The answer is plain: by sending
strawberries to a clergyman. Many thanks.”

“When a man is a fool, in England we only trust him with the im-
mortal concerns of human beings.”

“The observances of the Church concerning feasts and fasts are
tolerably well kept upon the whole, since the rich keep the feasts and
the poor the fasts.”

“I must believe in the Apostolic Succession, there being no other
way of accounting for the descent of the Bishop of Exeter from Judas
Iscariot.” ;

“My idea of Heaven is, eating pdtés de foie gras to the sound of
trumpets.”

“What a pity it is that we have no amusements in England but vice
and religion!”

In a friend’s house, he was watching a child stroke the shell of a pet
turtle. “Why are you doing that?” asked Sydney. “To please the tur-
tle.” “Why, you might as well stroke the dome of St. Paul’s to please
the Dean and Chapter.”

A lady spoke of the oppressive heat of the preceding week. “Heat,
ma’am! It was so dreadful here that I found there was nothing left
for it but to take off my flesh and sit in my bones.”
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“I don’t like dogs; I always expect them to go mad. A lady asked
me once for a motto for her dog Spot. I proposed ‘Out, damned Spot!’
but strange to say she did not think it sentimental enough.”

He was riding with Leslie, the philosopher, and Lord Jeffrey. Leslie
mentioned the North Pole. “Oh, damn the North Pole!” shouted Jef-
frey, spurring his horse and galloping off. Leslie complained to his com-
panion of Jeffrey’s behaviour. “Oh, my dear fellow,” said Smith, “never
mind. No one cares what Jeffrey says. He is a privileged person; he
respects nothing, absolutely nothing. Why, you will scarcely credit it,
but, strictly between ourselves, it is not more than a week ago that I
heard him speak disrespectfully of the Equator.”

“The sloth, in its wild state, spends its life in trees, and never leaves
them but from force or accident. The eagle to the sky, the mole to
the ground, the sloth to the tree; but what is most extraordinary, he
lives not #pon the branches, but under them. He moves suspended,
rests suspended, sleeps suspended, and passes his life in suspense—like
a young clergyman distantly related to a bishop.”

Francis Jeffrey

ON PETER ROBINSON

Here lies the preacher, judge, and poet, Peter,
Who broke the laws of God, and man, and metre.



Jane Austen

A VISIT TO NORTHANGER ABBEY

[Catherine Morland, taking the waters at Bath, makes the acquaint-
ance of Isabella Thorpe.]

The following conversation, which took place between the two friends
in the Pump-room one morning, after an acquaintance of eight or nine
days, is given as a specimen of their very warm attachment, and of
the delicacy, discretion, originality of thought, and literary taste which
marked the reasonableness of that attachment.

They met by appointment; and as Isabella had arrived nearly five
minutes before her friend, her first address naturally was: “My dear-
est creature, what can have made you so late? I have been waiting
for you at least this age!”

“Have you, indeed?—] am very sorry for it; but really I thought
I was in very good time. It is but just one. I hope you have not been
here long?”

“Oh! these ten ages at least. I am sure I have been here this half hour.
But now, let us go and'sit down at the other end of the room, and
enjoy ourselves. I have an hundred things to say to you. In the first
place, I was so afraid it would rain this morning, just as I wanted to
set off; it looked very showery, and that would have thrown me into
agonies! Do you know, I saw the prettiest hat you can imagine, in a
shop window in Milsom Street just now—very like yours, only with
coquelicot ribbons instead of green; I quite longed for it. But, my
dearest Catherine, what have you been doing with yourself all this
morning 7—Have you gone on with Udolpho?”

“Yes, I have been reading it ever since I woke; and I am got to the
black veil.”

“Are you, indeed? How delightful! Oh! I would not tell you what
is behind the black veil for the world! Are not you wild to know?”

“Oh! yes, quite; what can it be?—But do not tell me—I would not
be told upon any account. I know it must be a skeleton. I am sure
it is Laurentina’s skeleton. Oh! I am delighted with the book! I should
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like to spend my whole life in reading it. I assure you, if it had not
been to meet you, I would not have come away from it for all the
world.”

“Dear creature! how much I am obliged to you; and when you have
finished Udolpho, we will read the Italian together; and I have
made out a list of ten or twelve more of the same kind for you.”

“Have you, indeed! How glad I am!—What are they all?”

“I will read you their names directly; here they are, in my pocket-
book. Castle of Wolfenbach, Clermont, Mysterious Warnings, Necro-
mancer of the Black Forest, Midnight Bell, Orphan of the Rhine, and
Horrid Mysteries. Those will last us some time.”

“Yes, pretty well; but are they all horrid, are you sure they are all
horrid?”

“Yes, quite sure; for a particular friend of mine, a Miss Andrews, a
sweet girl, one of the sweetest creatures in the world, has read every
one of them. I wish you knew Miss Andrews, you would be delighted
with her. She is netting herself the sweetest cloak you can conceive.
I think her as beautiful as an angel, and I am so vexed with the men
for not admiring her!—I scold them all amazingly about it.”

“Scold them! Do you scold them for not admiring her?”

“Yes, that I do. There is nothing I would not do for those who are
really my friends. I have no notion of loving people by halves, it is
not my nature. My attachments are always excessively strong. I told
Captain Hunt at one of our assemblies this winter, that if he was to
tease me all night, I would not dance with him, unless he would allow
Miss Andrews to be as beautiful as an angel. The men think us in-
capable of real friendship, you know, and I am determined to shew
them the difference. Now, if I were to hear anybody speak slightingly
of you, I should fire up in a moment:—but that is not at all likely,
for you are just the kind of girl to be a great favourite with the men.”

“Oh! dear,” cried Catherine, colouring, “how can you say so?”

“I know you very well; you have so much animation, which is ex-
actly what Miss Andrews wants, for I must confess there is something
amazingly insipid about her. Oh! I must tell you, that just after we
parted yesterday, I saw a young man looking at you so earnestly—I
am sure he is in love with you.” Catherine coloured, and disclaimed
again. Isabella laughed. “It is very true, upon my honour; but I see
how it is: you are indifferent to everybody’s admiration, except that of
one gentleman, who shall be nameless. Nay, I cannot blame you—
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(speaking more seriously)—your feelings are easily understood. Where
the heart is really attached, I know very well how little one can be
pleased with the attention of anybody else. Everything is so insipid,
so uninteresting, that does not relate to the beloved object! I can per-
fectly comprehend your feelings.”

“But you should not persuade me that I think so very much about
Mr. Tilney, for perhaps I may never seen him again.”

“Not see him again! My dearest creature, do not talk of it. I am
sure you would be miserable if you thought so.”

“No, indeed, I should not. I do not pretend to say that I was not
very much pleased with him; but while I have Udolpho to read, I
feel as if nobody could make me miserable. Oh! the dreadful black
veill My dear Isabella, I am sure there must be Laurentina’s skeleton
behind it.”

“It is so odd to me, that you should never have read Udolpho before;
but I suppose Mrs. Morland objects to novels.”

“No, she does not. She very often reads Sir Charles Grandison her-
self; but new books do not fall in our way.”

“Sir Charles Grandison! That is an amazing horrid book, is it not?
—I remember Miss Andrews could not get through the first volume.”

“It is not like Udolpho at all; but yet I think it is very entertaining.”

“Do you indeed!—you surprise me; I thought it had not been
readable.”

[Catherine Morland is invited to General Tilney’s seat of Northanger
Abbey.]

The bustle of going was not pleasant—The clock struck ten while
the trunks were carrying down, and the General had fixed to be out
of Milsom Street by that hour. His great coat, instead of being brought
for him to put on directly, was spread out in the curricle in which he
was to accompany his son. The middle seat of the chaise was not
drawn out, though there were three people to go in it, and his daugh-
ter’s maid had so crowded it with parcels, that Miss Morland would
not have room to sit; and, so much was he influenced by this appre-
hension when he handed her in, that she had some difficulty in saving
her own new writing-desk from being thrown out into the street.—At
last, however, the door was closed upon the three females, and they
set off at the sober pace in which the handsome, highly-fed four horses
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of a gentleman usually perform a journey of thirty miles: such was the
distance of Northanger from Bath, to be now divided into two equal
stages. Catherine’s spirits revived as they drove from the door; for
with Miss Tilney she felt no restraint; and, with the interest of a road
entirely new to her, of an abbey before, and a curricle behind, she
caught the last view of Bath without any regret, and met with every
mile-stone before she expected it. The tediousness of a two hours’ wait
at Petty-France, in which there was nothing to be done but to eat with-
out being hungry, and loiter about without anything to see, next fol-
lowed—and her admiration of the style in which they travelled, of
the fashionable chaise-and-four, postillions handsomely liveried, rising
so regularly in their stirrups, and numerous outriders properly
mounted, sunk a little under this consequent inconvenience. Had their
party been perfectly agreeable, the delay would have been nothing; but
General Tilney, though so charming a man, seemed always a check
upon his children’s spirits, and scarcely anything was said but by him-
self; the observation of which, with his discontent at whatever the inn
afforded, and his angry impatience at the waiters, made Catherine
grow every moment more in awe of him, and appeared to lengthen
the two hours into four.—At last, however, the order of release was
given; and much was Catherine then surprized by the General’s pro-
posal of her taking his place in his son’s curricle for the rest of the
journey :—“the day was fine, and he was anxious for her seeing as
much of the country as possible.”

The remembrance of Mr. Allen’s opinion, respecting young men’s
open carriages, made her blush at the mention of such a plan, and her
first thought was to decline it; but her second was of greater deference
for General Tilney’s judgment; he could not propose anything im-
proper for her; and, in the course of a few minutes, she found herself
with Henry in the curricle, as happy a being as ever existed. A very
short trial convinced her that a curricle was the prettiest equipage in
the world; the chaise-and-four wheeled off with some grandeur, to
be sure, but it was a heavy and troublesome business, and she could
not easily forget its having stopped two hours at Petty-France. Half
the time would have been enough for the curricle; and so nimbly were
the light horses disposed to move, that, had not the General chosen to
have his own carriage lead the way, they could have passed it with
ease in half a minute. But the merit of the curricle did not all belong
to the horses;—Henry drove so well,—so quietly—without making any
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disturbance, without parading to her, or swearing at them; so differ-
ent from the only gentleman-coachman whom it was in her power to
compare him with!—And then his hat sat so well, and the innumerable
capes of his great coat looked so becomingly important!—To be
driven by him, next to being dancing with him, was certainly the
greatest happiness in the world. In addition to every other delight,
she had now that of listening to her own praise; of being thanked,
at least on his sister’s account, for her kindness in thus becoming her
visitor; of hearing it ranked as real friendship, and described as creating
real gratitude. His sister, he said, was uncomfortably circumstanced—
she had no female companion—and, in the frequent absence of her
father, was sometimes without any companion at all.

“But how can that be?” said Catherine, “are not you with her?”

“Northanger is not more than half my home; I have an establish-
ment at my own house in Woodston, which is nearly twenty miles
from my father’s, and some of my time is necessarily spent there.”

“How sorry you must be for that!”

“I am always sorry to leave Eleanor.”

“Yes; but besides your affection for her, you must be so fond of
the abbey!—After being used to such a home as the abbey, an ordi-
nary parsonage-house must be very disagreeable.”

He smiled and said, “You have formed a very favourable idea of the
abbey.”

“To be sure I have. Is not it a fine old place, just like what one
reads about?” ;

“And are you prepared to encounter all the horrors that a building
such as ‘what one reads about’ may produce?—Have you a stout heart?
—Nerves fit for sliding panels and tapestry?”

“Oh! yes—I do not think I should be easily frightened, because
there would be so many people in the house—and besides, it has never
been uninhabited and left deserted for years, and then the family
come back to it unawares, without giving any notice, as generally
happens.”

“No, certainly—~We shall not have to explore our way into a hall
dimly lighted by the expiring embers of a wood fire—nor be obliged
to spread our beds on the floor of a room without windows, doors, or
furniture. But you must be aware that when a young lady is (by what-
ever means) introduced into a dwelling of this kind, she is always
lodged apart from the rest of the family. While they snugly repair
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to their own end of the house, she is formally conducted by Dorothy,
the ancient housekeeper, up a different staircase, and along many
gloomy passages, into an apartment never used since some cousin or
kin died in it about twenty years before. Can you stand such a cere-
mony as this? Will not yéur mind misgive you, when you find your-
self in this gloomy chamber—too lofty and extensive for you, with
only the feeble rays of a single lamp to take in its size—its walls hung
with tapestry exhibiting figures as large as life, and the bed, of dark
green stuff or purple velvet, presenting even a funereal appearance.
Will not your heart sink within you?”

“Oh! but this will not happen to me, I am sure.”

“How fearfully will you examine the furniture of your apartment!
—And what will you discern?—Not tables, toilettes, wardrobes, or
drawers, but on one side perhaps the remains of a broken lute, on the
other a ponderous chest which no efforts can open, and over the fire-
place the portrait of some handsome warrior, whose features will so
incomprehensively strike you, that you will not be able to withdraw
your eyes from it. Dorothy meanwhile, no less struck by your appear-
ance, gazes on you in great agitation, and drops a few unintelligible
hints. To raise your spirits, moreover, she gives you reason to suppose
that the part of the abbey you inhabit is undoubtedly haunted, and in-
forms you that you will not have a single domestic within call. With
this parting cordial she curtseys off—you listen to the sound of her
receding footsteps as long as the last echo can reach you—and when,
with fainting spirits, you attempt to fasten your door, you discover,
with increased alarm, that it has no lock.”

“Oh! Mr. Tilney, how frightful—This is just like a book!—But
it cannot really happen to me. I am sure your housekeeper is not
really Dorothy—Well, what then?”

“Nothing further to alarm perhaps may occur the first night. After
surmounting your unconquerable horror of the bed, you will retire
to rest, and get a few hours’ unquiet slumber. But on the second, or at
farthest the zhird night after your arrival, you will probably have a
violent storm. Peals of thunder so loud as to seem to shake the edifice
to its foundation will roll round the neighbouring mountains—and
during the frightful gusts of wind which accompany it, you will prob-
ably think you discern (for your lamp is not extinguished) one part of
the hanging more violently agitated than the rest. Unable, of course, to
repress your curiosity in so favourable a moment for indulging it, you
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will instantly arise, and throwing your dressing-gown around you,
proceed to examine this mystery. After a very short search, you will
discover a division in the tapestry so artfully constructed as to defy the
minutest inspection, and on opening it, a door will immediately appear
—which door being only secured by massy bars and a padlock, you
will, after a few efforts, succeed in opening,—and, with your lamp in
your hand, will pass through it into a small vaulted room.”

“No, indeed; I should be too much frightened to do any such
thing.”

“What! not when Dorothy has given you to understand that there is
a secret subterraneous communication between your apartment and
the chapel of St. Anthony, scarcely two miles off— Could you shrink
from so simple an adventure? No, no, you will proceed into this small
vaulted room, and through this into several others, without perceiving
anything very remarkable in either. In one perhaps there may be a
dagger, in another a few drops of blood, and in a third the remains of
some instrument of torture; but there being nothing in all this out of
the common way, and your lamp being nearly exhausted, you will
return towards your own apartment. In repassing through the small
vaulted room, however, your eyes will be attracted towards a large,
old-fashioned cabinet of ebony and gold, which, though narrowly ex-
amining the furniture before, you had passed unnoticed. Impelled by
an irresistible presentiment, you will eagerly advance to it, unlock
its folding doors, and search into every drawer;—but for some time
without discovering anything of importance—perhaps nothing but a
considerable hoard of diamonds. At last, however, by touching a se-
cret spring, an inner compartment will open—a roll of paper appears:—
you seize it—it contains many sheets of manuscript—you hasten with
the precious treasure into your own chamber, but scarcely have you
been able to decipher ‘Oh! thou—whomsoever thou mayst be, into
whose hands these memoirs of the wretched Matilda may fall'—when
your lamp suddenly expires in the socket, and leaves you in total
darkness.”

“Oh! no, no—do not say so. Well, go on.”

But Henry was too much amused by the interest he had raised, to
be able to carry it farther; he could no longer command solemnity
either of subject or voice, and was obliged to entreat her to use her
own fancy in the perusal of Matilda’s woes. Catherine, recollecting
herself, grew ashamed of her eagerness, and began earnestly to assure
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him that her attention had been fixed without the smallest appre-
hension of really meeting with what he related. “Miss Tilney, she
was sure, would never put her into such a chamber as he had de-
scribed!—She was not at all afraid.”

As they drew near the end of their journey, her impatience for a
sight of the abbey—for some time suspended by his conversation on
subjects very different—returned in full force, and every bend in the
road was expected with solemn awe to afford a glimpse of its massy
walls of grey stone, rising amidst a grove of ancient oaks, with the
last beams of the sun playing in beautiful splendour on its high Gothic
windows. But so low did the building stand, that she found herself
passing through the great gates of the lodge, into the very grounds
of Northanger, without having discerned even an antique chimney.

She knew not that she had any right to be surprized, but there was
a something in this mode of approach which she certainly had not
expected. To pass between lodges of a modern appearance, to find her-
self with such ease in the very precincts of the abbey, and driven so
rapidly along a smooth, level road of fine gravel, without obstacle,
alarm or solemnity of any kind, struck her as odd and inconsistent. She
was not long at leisure, however, for such considerations. A sudden
scud of rain driving full in her face, made it impossible for her to
observe anything further, and fixed all her thoughts on the welfare of
her new straw bonnet:—and she was actually under the abbey walls,
was springing, with Henry’s assistance, from the carriage, was beneath
the shelter of the old porch, and had even passed on to the hall, where
her friend and the General were waiting to welcome her, without feel-
ing one aweful foreboding of future misery to herself, or one moment’s
suspicion of any past scenes of horror being acted within the solemn
edifice. The breeze had not seemed to waft the sighs of the murdered
to her; it had wafted nothing worse than a thick mizzling rain; and
having given a good shake to her habit, she was ready to be shewn into
the common drawing-room, and capable of considering where she was.

An abbey!—yes, it was delightful to be really in an abbey!—but she
doubted, as she looked round the room, whether anything within her
observation, would have given her the consciousness. The furniture
was in all the profusion and elegance of modern taste. The fireplace,
where she had expected the ample width and ponderous carving of
former times, was contracted to a Rumford, with slabs of plain though
handsome marble, and ornaments over it of the prettiest English
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china. The windows, to which she looked with peculiar dependence,
from having heard the General talk of his preserving them in their
Gothic form with reverential care, were yet less what her fancy had
portrayed. To be sure, the pointed arch was preserved—the form of
them was Gothic, they might be even casements—but every pane was
so large, so clear, so light! To an imagination which had hoped for
the smallest divisions, and the heaviest stone-work, for painted glass,
dirt and cobwebs, the difference was very distressing.

The General, perceiving how her eye was employed, began to talk
of the smallness of the room and simplicity of the furniture, where
everything being for daily use, pretended only to comfort, &c., flatter-
ing himself, however, that there were some apartments in the Abbey
not unworthy her notice—and was proceeding to mention the costly
gilding of one in particular, when taking out his watch, he stopped
short, to pronounce it with surprize within twenty minutes of five!
This seemed the word of separation, and Catherine found herself
hurried away by Miss Tilney, in such a manner as convinced her that
the strictest punctuality to the family hours would be expected at
Northanger.

Returning through the large and lofty hall, they ascended a broad
staircase of shining oak, which, after many flights and many landing-
places, brought them upon a long wide gallery. On one side it had a
range of doors, and it was lighted on the other by windows which
Catherine had only time to discover looked into a quadrangle, before
Miss Tilney led the way into a chamber, and scarcely staying to hope
she would find it comfortable, left her with an anxious entreaty that
she would make as little alteration as possible in her dress.

A moment’s glance was enough to satisfy Catherine that her apart-
ment was very unlike the one which Henry had endeavoured to alarm
her by the description of.—It was by no means unreasonably large, and
contained neither tapestry nor velvet—The walls were papered, the
floor was carpeted; the windows were neither less perfect nor more
dim than those of the drawing-room below; the furniture, though not
of the latest fashion, was handsome and comfortable, and the air of
the room altogether far from uncheerful. Her heart instantaneously at
ease on this point, she resolved to lose no time in particular examina-
tion of anything, as she greatly dreaded disobliging the General by
any delay. Her habit therefore was thrown off with all possible haste,
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and she was preparing to unpin the linen package, which the chaise-
seat had conveyed for her immediate accommodation, when her eye
suddenly fell on a large high chest, standing back in a deep recess on
one side of the fireplace. The sight of it made her start; and, forgetting
everything else, she stood gazing on it in motionless wonder, while
these thoughts crossed her:—

“This is strange, indeed! I did not expect such a sight as this!—An
immense heavy chest!—What can it hold ?—Why should it be placed
here?—Pushed back too, as if meant to be out of sight!—I will look
into it—cost me what it may, I will look into it—and directly too—
by daylight—If I stay till evening my candle may go out.” She ad-
vanced and examined it closely: it was of cedar, curiously inlaid with
some darker wood, and raised, about a foot from the ground, on a
carved stand of the same. The lock was silver, though tarnished from
age; at each end were the imperfect remains of handles also of silver,
broken perhaps prematurely by some strange violence; and, on the
centre of the lid, was a mysterious cypher, in the same metal.’ Catherine
bent over it intently, but without being able to distinguish anything
with certainty. She could not, in whatever direction she took it, be-
lieve the last letter to be a T'; and yet that it should be anything else
in that house was a circumstance to raise no common degree of aston-
ishment. If not originally theirs, by what strange events could it have
fallen into the Tilney family?

Her fearful curiosity was every moment growing greater; and seiz
ing, with trembling hands, the hasp of the lock, she resolved at all
hazards to satisfy herself at least as to its contents. With difficulty, for
something seemed to resist her efforts, she raised the lid a few inches;
but at that moment a sudden knocking at the door of the room made
her, starting, quit her hold, and the lid closed with alarming violence.
This ill-timed intruder was Miss Tilney’s maid, sent by her mistress
to be of use to Miss Morland; and though Catherine immediately dis-
missed her, it recalled her to the sense of what she ought to be doing,
and forced her, in spite of her anxious desire to penetrate this mystery,
to proceed in her dressing without further delay. Her progress was not
quick, for her thoughts and her eyes were still bent on the object so
well calculated to interest and alarm; and though she dared not waste
a moment upon a second attempt, she could not remain many paces
from the chest. At length, however, having slipped one arm into her
gown, her toilet seemed so nearly finished, that the impatience of her
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curiosity might safely be indulged. One moment surely might be
spared; and, so desperate should be the exertion of her strength, that,
unless secured by supernatural means, the lid in one moment should
be thrown back. With this spirit she sprang forward, and her con-
fidence did not deceive her. Her resolute effort threw back the lid, and
gave to her astonished eyes the view of a white cotton counterpane,
properly folded, reposing at one end of the chest in undisputed pos-
session!

She was gazing on it with the first blush of surprize, when Miss
Tilney, anxious for her friend’s being ready, entered the room, and to
the rising shame of having harboured for some minutes an absurd
expectation, was then added the shame of being caught in so idle a
search. “That is a curious old chest, is not it?” said Miss Tilney, as
Catherine hastily closed it and turned away to the glass. “It is impos-
sible to say how many generations it has been here. How it came
to be first put in this room I know not, but I have not had it moved,
because I thought it might sometimes be of use in holding hats and
bonnets. The worst of it is that its weight makes it difficult to open.
In that corner, however, it is at least out of the way.”

Catherine had no leisure for speech, being at once blushing, tying
her gown, and forming wise resolutions with the most violent dispatch.
Miss Tilney gently hinted her fear of being late; and in half a minute
they ran down stairs together, in an alarm not wholly unfounded, for
General Tilney was pacing the drawing-room, his watch in his hand,
and having, on the very instant of their entering, pulled the bell with
violence, ordered, “Dinner to be on table directly!”

Catherine trembled at the emphasis with which he spoke, and sat
pale and breathless, in a most humble mood, concerned for his chil-
dren, and detesting old chests; and the General recovering his polite-
ness as he looked at her, spent the rest of his time in scolding his daugh-
ter, for so foolishly hurrying her fair friend, who was absolutely out
of breath from haste, when there was not the least occasion for hurry
in the world: but Catherine could not at all get over the double dis-
tress of having involved her friend in a lecture and been a great
simpleton herself, till they were happily seated at the dinner-table,
when the General’s complacent smiles, and a good appetite of her own,
restored her to peace. The dining-parlour was a noble room, suitable
in its dimensions to a much larger drawing-room than the one in com-
mon use, and fitted up in a style of luxury and expense which was al-
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most lost on the unpractised eye of Catherine, who saw little more
than its spaciousness and the number of their attendants. Of the
former, she spoke aloud her admiration; and the General, with a very
gracious countenance, acknowledged that it was by no means an ill-
sized room; and further confessed, that, though as careless on such
subjects as most people, he did look upon a tolerably large eating-
room as one of the necessaries of life; he supposed, however, “that
she must have been used to much better sized apartments at Mr.
Allen’s?”

“No, indeed,” was Catherine’s honest assurance; “Mr. Allen’s dining-
parlour was not more than half as large”: and she had never seen so
large a room as this in her life. The General’s good-humour increased.
—Why, as he Aad such rooms, he thought it would be simple not to
make use of them; but, upon his honour, he believed there might be
more comfort in rooms of only half their size. Mr. Allen’s house, he
was sure, must be exactly of the true size for rational happiness.

The evening passed without any further disturbance, and, in the
occasional absence of General Tilney, with much positive cheerfulness.
It was only in his presence that Catherine felt the smallest fatigue from
her journey; and even then, even in moments of languor or restraint,
a sense of general happiness preponderated, and she could think of her
friends in Bath without one wish of being with them.

The night was stormy; the wind had been rising at intervals the
whole afternoon; and by the time the party broke up, it blew and
rained violently. Catherine, as she crossed the hall, listened to the
tempest with sensations of awe; and, when she heard it rage round a
corner of the ancient building and close with sudden fury a distant
door, felt for the first time that she was really in an Abbey.—Yes, these
were characteristic sounds;—they brought to her recollection a count-
less variety of dreadful situations and horrid scenes which such build-
ings had witnessed, and such storms ushered in; and most heartily did
she rejoice in the happier circumstances attending her entrance within
walls so solemn!—S4e had nothing to dread from midnight assassins
or drunken gallants. Henry had certainly been only in jest in what he
had told her that morning. In a house so furnished, and so guarded,
she could have nothing to explore or to suffer; and might go to her
bedroom as securely as if it had been her own chamber at Fullerton.
Thus wisely fortifying her mind, as she proceeded up stairs, she was
enabled, especially on perceiving that Miss Tilney slept only two doors
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from her, to enter her room with a tolerably stout heart; and her
spirits were immediately assisted by the cheerful blaze of a wood fire.
“How much better is this,” said she, as she walked to the fender—“how
much better to find a fire ready lit, than to have to wait shivering in the
cold till all the family are in bed, as so many poor girls have been
obliged to do, and then to have a faithful old servant frightening one
by coming in with a faggot! How glad I am that Northanger is what
it is! If it had been like some other places, I do not know that, in such
a night as this, I could have answered for my courage:—but now, to be
sure, there is nothing to alarm one.”

She looked round the room. The window curtains seemed in mo-
tion. It could be nothing but the violence of the wind penetrating
through the divisions of the shutters; and she stept boldly forward,
carelessly humming a tune, to assure herself of its being so, peeped
courageously behind each curtain, saw nothing on either low window
seat to scare her, and on placing a hand against the shutter, felt the
strongest conviction of the wind’s force. A glance at the old chest, as
she turned away from this examination, was not without its use; she
scorned the causeless fears of an idle fancy, and began with a most
happy indifference to prepare herself for bed. “She should take her
time; she should not hurry herself; she did not care if she were the
last person up in the house. But she would not make up her fire; zhat
would seem cowardly, as if she wished for the protection of light after
she were in bed.” The fire, therefore, died away, and Catherine, hav-
ing spent the best part of an hour in her arrangements, was beginning
to think of stepping into bed, when, on giving a parting glance round
the room, she was struck by the appearance of a high old-fashioned
black cabinet, which, though in a situation conspicuous enough, had
never caught her notice before. Henry’s words, his description of the
ebony cabinet which was to escape her observation at first, immedi-
ately rushed across her; and though there could be nothing really in
it, there was something whimsical, it was certainly a very remarkable
coincidence! She took her candle and looked closely at the cabinet. It
was not absolutely ebony and gold; but it was Japan, black and yellow
Japan of the handsomest kind; and as she held her candle, the yellow
had very much the effect of gold. The key was in the door, and she
had a strange fancy to look into it; not, however, with the smallest
expectation of finding anything, but it was so very odd, after what
Henry had said. In short, she could not sleep till she had examined
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it. So, placing the candle with great caution on a chair, she seized the
key with a very tremulous hand and tried to turn it; but it resisted her
utmost strength. Alarmed, but not discouraged, she tried it another
way; a bolt flew, and she believed herself successful; but how strangely
mysterious!—the door was still immoveable. She paused a moment in
breathless wonder. The wind roared down the chimney, the rain beat
in torrents against the windows, and everything seemed to speak the
awfulness of her situation. To retire to bed, however, unsatisfied on
such a point, would be vain, since sleep must be impossible with the
consciousness of a cabinet so mysteriously closed in her immediate
vicinity. Again, therefore, she applied herself to the key, and after
moving it in every possible way for some instants with the determined
celerity of hope’s last effort, the door suddenly yielded to her hand:
her heart leaped with exultation at such a victory, and having thrown
open each folding door, the second being secured only by bolts of less
wonderful construction than the lock, though in that her eye could not
discern anything unusual, a double range of small drawers appeared in
view, with some larger drawers above and below them, and in the
centre, a small door, closed also with lock and key, secured in all proba-
bility a cavity of importance.

Catherine’s heart beat quick, but her courage did not fail her. With
a cheek flushed by hope, and an eye straining with curiosity, her
fingers grasped the handle of a drawer and drew it forth. It was en-
tirely empty. With less alarm and greater eagerness she seized a
second, a third, a fourth; each was equally empty. Not one was left
unsearched, and in not one was anything found. Well read in the art
of concealing a treasure, the possibility of false linings to the drawers
did not escape her, and she felt round each with anxious acuteness in
vain. The place in the middle alone remained now unexplored; and
though she had “never from the first had the smallest idea of finding
anything in any part of the cabinet, and was not in the least disap-
pointed at her ill success thus far, it would be foolish not to examine
it thoroughly while she was about it.” It was some time, however,
before she could unfasten the door, the same difficulty occurring in the
management of this inner lock as of the outer; but at length it did
open; and not vain, as hitherto, was her search; her quick eyes directly
fell on a roll of paper pushed back into the further part of the cavity,
apparently for concealment, and her feelings at that moment were
indescribable. Her heart fluttered, her knees trembled, and her cheeks
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grew pale. She seized, with an unsteady hand, the precious manuscript,
for half a glance sufficed to ascertain written characters; and while she
acknowledged with awful sensations this striking exemplification of
what Henry had foretold, resolved instantly to peruse every line be-
fore she attempted to rest.

The dimness of the light her candle emitted made her turn to it with
alarm; but there was no danger of its sudden extinction, it had yet
some hours to burn; and that she might not have any greater diff-
culty in distinguishing the writing than what its ancient date might
occasion, she hastily snuffed it. Alas! it was snuffed and extinguished
in one. A lamp could not have expired with more awful effect. Cather-
ine, for a few moments, was motionless with horror. It was done com-
pletely; not a remnant of light in the wick could give hope to the re-
kindling breath. Darkness impenetrable and immoveable filled the
room. A violent gust of wind, rising with sudden fury, added fresh
horror to the moment. Catherine trembled from head to foot. In the
pause which succeeded, a sound like receding footsteps and the closing
of a distant door struck on her affrighted ear. Human nature could
support no more. A cold sweat stood on her forehead, the manuscript
fell from her hand, and groping her way to the bed, she jumped
hastily in, and sought some suspension of agony by creeping far under-
neath the clothes. To close her eyes in sleep that night, she felt must
be entirely out of the question. With a curiosity so justly awakened,
and feelings in every way so agitated, repose must be absolutely im-
possible. The storm too abroad so dreadful! She had not been used to
feel alarm from wind, but now every blast seemed fraught with awful
intelligence. The manuscript so wonderfully found, so wonderfully
accomplishing the morning’s prediction, how was it to be accounted
for’P—What could it contain?—to whom could it relate?—by what
means could it have been so long concealed?—and how singularly
strange that it should fall to her lot to discover it! Till she had made
herself mistress of its contents, however, she could have neither repose
nor comfort; and with the sun’s first rays she was determined to pe-
ruse it. But many were the tedious hours which must yet intervene. She
shuddered, tossed about in her bed, and envied every quiet sleeper.
The storm still raged, and various were the noises, more terrific even
than the wind, which struck at intervals on her startled ear. The very
curtains of her bed seemed at one moment in motion, and at another
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the lock of her door was agitated, as if by the attempt of somebody
to enter. Hollow murmurs seemed to creep along the gallery, and
more than once her blood was chilled by the sound of distant moans.
Hour after hour passed away, and the wearied Catherine had heard
three proclaimed by all the clocks in the house, before the tempest
subsided, or she unknowingly fell fast asleep.

The housemaid’s folding back her window-shutters at eight o’clock
the next day was the sound which first roused Catherine; and she
opened her eyes, wondering that they could ever have been closed, on
objects of cheerfulness; her fire was already burning, and a bright
morning had succeeded the tempest of the night. Instantaneously with
the consciousness of existence, returned her recollection of the manu-
script; and springing from the bed in the very moment of the maid’s
going away, she eagerly collected every scattered sheet which had burst
from the roll on its falling to the ground, and flew back to enjoy the
luxury of their perusal on her pillow. She now plainly saw that she
must not expect a manuscript of equal length with the generality of
what she had shuddered over in books, for the roll, seeming to consist
entirely of small disjointed sheets, was altogether but of trifling size,
and much less than she had supposed it to be at first.

Her greedy eye glanced rapidly over a page. She started at its im-
port. Could it be possible, or did not her senses play her false?—An
inventory of linen, in coarse and modern characters, seemed all that
was before her! If the evidence of sight might be trusted, she held a
washing-bill in her hand. She seized another sheet, and saw the same
articles with little variation; a third, a fourth, and a fifth presented
nothing new. Shirts, stockings, cravats and waistcoats faced her in each.
Two others, penned by the same hand, marked an expenditure scarcely
more interesting, in letters, hair-powders, shoe-string, and breeches-
ball. And the larger sheet, which had enclosed the rest, seemed by its
first cramp line, “To poultice chestnut mare,” a farrier’s billl Such was
the collection of papers (left perhaps, as she could then suppose, by
the negligence of a servant in the place whence she had taken them)
which had filled her with expectation and alarm, and robbed her of
half her night’s rest! She felt humbled to the dust. Could not the ad-
venture of the chest have taught her wisdom? A corner of it catching
her eye as she lay, seemed to rise up in judgment against her. Nothing
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could now be clearer than the absurdity of her recent fancies. To sup-
pose that a manuscript of many generations back could have remained
undiscovered in a room such as that, so modern, so habitable!—or
that she should be the first to possess the skill of unlocking a cabinet,

the key of which was open to all!

[From Northanger Abbey]



John Galt

John Galt (who spent some time in Canada and who had the city
of Galt, Ontario, named after him) was a pre-Walter Scott depicter
of Scottish life and manners. Scottish humor is called pawky.

ANNALS OF THE PARISH
(Selection)

The An. Dom. one thousand seven hundred and sixty was remark-
able for three things in the parish of Dalmailing. First and foremost,
there was my placing; then, the coming of Mrs. Malcolm with her
five children to settle among us; and next, my marriage upon my
own cousin, Miss Betty Lanshaw:—by which the account of this year
naturally divides itself into three heads or portions.

First, of the placing. It was a great affair; for I was put in by the
patron, and the people knew nothing whatsoever of me, and their
hearts were stirred into strife on the occasion, and they did all that
lay within the compass of their power to keep me out, insomuch
that there was obliged to be a guard of soldiers to protect the presby-
tery; and it was a thing that made my heart grieve when I heard
the drum beating and the fife playing as we were going to the kirk.
The people were really mad and vicious, and flung dirt upon us as
we passed, and reviled us all, and held out the finger of scorn at
me; but I endured it with a resigned spirit, compassionating their
wilfulness and blindness. Poor old Mr. Kilfuddy of the Braehill got
such a clash of glar* on the side of his face that his eye was almost
extinguished.

When we got to the kirk door it was found to be nailed up, so as
by no possibility to be opened. The sergeant of the soldiers wanted
to break it; but I was afraid that the heritors would grudge and com-
plain of the expense of a new door, and I supplicated him to let it
be as it was. We were, therefore, obligated to go in by a window,
and the crowd followed us in the most unreverent manner, making

! Clash of glar: lump of mud.

III
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the Lord’s house like an inn on a fair day with their grievous yelly-
hooing. During the time of the psalm and the sermon they behaved
themselves better; but when the induction came on their clamour
was dreadful, and Thomas Thorl, the weaver, a pious zealot in that
time, got up and protested, and said, “Verily, verily, I say unto you,
he that entereth not by the door into the sheepfold, but climbeth
up some other way, the same is a thief and a robber.” And I thought
I would have a hard and sore time of it with such an outstrapolous
people. Mr. Given that was then the minister of Lugton was a jocose
man, and would have his joke even at a solemnity. When the laying
of the hands upon me was adoing, he could not get near enough
to put on his, but he stretched out his staff and touched my head,
and said, to the great diversion of the rest, “This will do well
enough: timber to timber”; but it was an unfriendly saying of Mr.
Given, considering the time and the place, and the temper of my
people.

After the ceremony, we then got out at the window, and it was a
heavy day to me; but we went to the manse, and there we had an
excellent dinner, which Mrs. Watts of the new inns of Irville prepared
at my request and sent her chaise-driver to serve (for he was likewise
her waiter, she having then but one chaise, and that no often called
for).

But, although my people received me in this unruly manner, I was
resolved to cultivate civility among them, and, therefore, the very
next morning I began a round of visitations; but, oh! it was a steep
brae that I had to climb, and it needed a stout heart. For I found
the doors in some places barred against me; in others, the bairns,
when they saw me coming, ran crying to their mothers, “Here’s the
feckless Mess-John!” and then, when I went into the houses, their
parents wouldna ask me to sit down, but with a scornful way said,
“Honest man, what’s your pleasure here?” ...

[By the year 1764 his wife has died.]

So I often walked in the fields, and held communion with nature,
and wondered at the mysteries thereof. On one of these occasions, as I
was sauntering along the edge of Eaglesham-wood, looking at the
industrious bee going from flower to flower, and at the idle butterfly
that layeth up no store but perisheth ere it is winter, I felt as it were a
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spirit from on high descending upon me, a throb at my heart, and
a thrill in my brain; and I was transported out of myself, and seized
with the notion of writing a book. But what it should be about, I
could not settle to my satisfaction. Sometimes I thought of an orthodox
poem, like Paradise Lost by John Milton, wherein I proposed to
treat more at large of Original Sin, and of the great mystery of Re-
demption. At others, I fancied that a connect treatise on the efficacy
of Free Grace would be more taking. But, although I made divers
beginnings in both subjects, some new thought ever came into my
head, and the whole summer passed away and nothing was done. I
therefore postponed my design of writing a book till the winter,
when I would have the benefit of the long nights. Before that, how-
ever, I had other things of more importance to think about. My
servant lasses, having no eye of a mistress over them, wastered every-
thing at such a rate, and made such a galravitching in the house, that,
long before the end of the year, the year’s stipend was all spent, and
I did not know what to do. At lang and length I mustered courage
to send for Mr. Auld, who was then living, and an elder. He was a
douce and discreet man, fair and well-doing in the world, and had a
better handful of strong common sense than many even of the
heritors. So I told him how I was situated, and conferred with him.
He advised me, for my own sake, to look out for another wife, as soon
as decency would allow, which, he thought, might very properly be
after the turn of the year, by which time the first Mrs. Balwhidder
would be dead more than twelve months; and when I mentioned my
design to write a book, he said (and he was a man of good discretion)
that the doing of the book was a thing that would keep, but wasteful
servants were a growing evil. So, upon his counselling, I resolved not
to meddle with the book till I was married again, but employ the
interim, between then and the turn of the year, in looking out for a
prudent woman to be my second wife, strictly intending (as I did
perform) not to mint a word about my choice, if I made one, until
the whole twelve months and a day, from the date of the first Mrs.
Balwhidder’s interment, had run out.

In this the hand of Providence was very visible, and lucky for me
it was that I had sent for Mr. Auld when I did send. The very week
following, a sound began to spread in the parish that one of my
lassies had got herself with bairn,—which was an awful thing to think
had happened in the house of her master, and that master a minister
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of the gospel. Some there were,—for backbiting appertaineth to all
conditions,—that jealoused and wondered if I had not a finger in the
pie: which when Mr. Auld heard, he bestirred himself in such a
manful and godly way in my defence as silenced the clash, telling
that I was utterly incapable of any such thing, being a man of a
guileless heart, and a spiritual simplicity, that would be ornamental
in a child. We then had the latheron summoned before the Session,
and was not long in making her confess that the father was Nichol
Snipe, Lord Glencairn’s gamekeeper. Both she and Nichol were obli-
gated to stand in the kirk; but Nichol was a graceless reprobate,
for he came with two coats,—one buttoned behind him, and another
buttoned before him—, and two wigs of my lord’s, lent him by the
valet-de-chamer,—the one over his face, and the other in the right
way—; and he stood with his face to the church wall. When I saw
him from the poopit, I said to him, “Nichol, you must turn your
face towards me!” At the which he turned round, to be sure; but there
he presented the same show as his back. I was confounded, and did
not know what to say, but cried out with a voice of anger, “Nichol,
Nichol! If ye had been a’ back, ye wouldna hae been there this day;”—
which had such an effect on the whole congregation that the poor
fellow suffered afterwards more derision than if I had rebuked him
in the manner prescribed by the Session.



Lord Byron

IN PRAISE OF THE TURK

He was a Turk, the colour of mahogany;
And Laura saw him, and at first was glad,
Because the Turks so much admire philogyny,
Although their usage of their wives is sad;
"Tis sad they use no better than a dog any
Poor woman, whom they purchase like a pad:
They have a number, though they ne’er exhibit ‘em,
Four wives by law, and concubines “ad libitum.”

They lock them up, and veil, and guard them daily,
They scarcely can behold their male relations,

So that their moments do not pass so gaily
As is supposed the case with northern nations;

Confinement, too, must make them look quite palely:
And as the Turks abhor long conversations,

Their days are either pass’d in doing nothing,

Or bathing, nursing, making love, and clothing.

They cannot read, and so don’t lisp in criticism;
Nor write, and so they don’t affect the muse;
Were never caught in epigram or witticism,
Have no romances, sermons, plays, reviews,—
In harems learning soon would make a pretty schism.
But luckily these beauties are no “Blues”;
No bustling Botherbys have they to show ‘em
“That charming passage in the last new poem,”

No solemn, antique gentleman of rhyme,
Who having angled all his life for fame,
And getting but a nibble at a time,
Still fussily keeps fishing on, the same
115
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Small “Triton of the minnows,” the sublime
Of mediocrity, the furious tame,

The echo’s echo, usher of the school

Of female wits, boy bards—in short, a fool!

Oh, Mirth and Innocence! Oh, Milk and Water!
Ye happy mixtures of more happy days!
In these sad centuries of sin and slaughter,
Abominable Man no more allays
His thirst with such pure beverage. No matter,
I love you both, and both shall have my praise:
Oh, for old Saturn’s reign of sugar-candy!—
Meantime I drink to your return in brandy.

[From Beppo]

DON JUAN ADOLESCENT

Silent and pensive, idle, restless, slow,
His home deserted for the lonely wood,
Tormented with a wound he could not know,
His, like all deep grief, plunged in solitude:
I'm fond myself of solitude or so,
But then, I beg it may be understood,
By solitude I mean a Sultan’s, not
A hermit’s, with a harem for a grot.

“O Love! in such a wilderness as this,
Where transport and security entwine,
Here is the empire of thy perfect bliss,
And here thou art a god indeed divine.”
The bard I quote from does not sing amiss,
With the exception of the second line,
For that same twining “transport and security”
Are twisted to a phrase of some obscurity.
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The poet meant, no doubt, and thus appeals

To the good sense and senses of mankind,
The very thing which everybody feels,

As all have found on trial, or may find,
That no one likes to be disturb’d at meals

Or love—I won’t say more about “entwined”

Or “transport,” as we knew all that before,
But beg “Security” will bolt the door.

Young Juan wander’d by the glassy brooks,
Thinking unutterable things; he threw
Himself at length within the leafy nooks
Where the wild branch of the cork forest grew;
There poets find materials for their books,
And every now and then we read them through,
So that their plan and prosody are eligible,
Unless, like Wordsworth, they prove unintelligible.

He, Juan (and not Wordsworth), so pursued
His self-communion with his own high soul,
Until his mighty heart, in its great mood,
Had mitigated part, though not the whole
Of its disease; he did the best he could
With things not very subject to control,
And turn’d, without perceiving his condition,
Like Coleridge, into a metaphysician.

He thought about himself, and the whole earth,
Of man the wonderful, and of the stars,
And how the deuce they ever could have birth;
And then he thought of earthquakes, and of wars,
How many miles the moon might have in girth,
Of air-balloons, and of the many bars
To perfect knowledge of the boundless skies;—
And then he thought of Donna Julia’s eyes.

In thoughts like these true wisdom may discern
Longings sublime, and aspirations high,

Which some are born with, but the most part learn
To plague themselves withal, they know not why:
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"Twas strange that one so young should thus concern
His brain about the action of the sky;

If you think ’twas philosophy that this did,

I can’t help thinking puberty assisted.

[From Don Juan, Canto 1]

e

DON JUAN’S ARRIVAL IN ENGLAND

Don Juan now saw Albion’s earliest beauties,
Thy cliffs, dear Dover! harbour, and hotel;
Thy custom-house, with all its delicate duties;
Thy waiters running mucks at every bell;
Thy packets, all whose passengers are booties
To those who upon land or water dwell;
And last, not least, to strangers uninstructed,
Thy long, long bills, whence nothing is deducted.

Juan, though careless, young, and magnifique,
And rich in rubles, diamonds, cash, and credit,
Who did not limit much his bills per week,
Yet stared at this a little, though he paid it—
(His Maggior Duomo, a smart, subtle Greek,
Before him summ’d the awful scroll and read it):
But, doubtless, as the air, though seldom sunny,
Is free, the respiration’s worth the money.

On with the horses! Off to Canterbury!
Tramp, tramp o’er pebble, and splash, splash
through puddles;
Hurrah! how swiftly speeds the post so merry!
Not like slow Germany, wherein they muddle
Along the road, as if they want to bury
Their fare; and also pause besides, to fuddle,
With “schnapps”™—sad dogs! whom “Hundsfot,”
or “Verflucter,”
Affect no more than lightning a conductor.
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Now there is nothing gives a man such spirits,
Leavening his blood as cayenne doth a curry,
As going at full speed—no matter where its
Direction be, so ’tis but in a hurry,
And merely for the sake of its own merits;
For the less cause there is for all this flurry,
The greater is the pleasure in arriving
And the great end of travel—which is driving.

They saw at Canterbury the cathedral;
Black Edward’s helm, and Becket’s bloody stone,
Were pointed out as usual by the bedral,
In the same quaint, uninterested tone:—
There’s glory again for you, gentle reader! All
Ends in a rusty casque and dubious bone,
Half-solved into these sodas or magnesias,
Which form that bitter draught, the human species.

[From Don Juan, Canto X]



Richard Barham

NELL COOK
A Legend of the “Dark Entry”

Scene—A back parlour in Mr. John Ingoldsby’s house in the Precinct,
Canterbury.—A blazing fire—Mine Uncle is seated in a high-backed
easy-chair, twirling his thumbs, and contemplating his list shoe—Little
Tom, the “King’s Scholar,” on a stool opposite—Mrs. John Ingoldsby
at the table, busily employed in manufacturing a cabbage-rose [cauli-
flower?] in many-coloured worsteds—Mine Uncle’s meditations are
interrupted by the French clock on the mantelpiece. He prologizeth
with vivacity.

“Hark! listen, Mrs. Ingoldsby,—the clock is striking nine!
Give Master Tom another cake, and half a glass of wine,

And ring the bell for Jenny Smith, and bid her bring his coat,
And a warm bandanna handkerchief to tie about his throat.

“And bid them go the nearest way, for Mr. Birch has said

That nine o’clock’s the hour he’ll have his boarders all in bed;
And well we know when little boys their coming home delay,
They often seem to walk and sit uneasily next day!”

“—Now nay, dear Uncle Ingoldsby, now send me not, I pray,

Back by that Entry dark, for that you know’s the nearest way;

I dread that Entry dark with Jane alone at such an hour,

It fears me quite—it’s Friday night!—and then Nell Cook hath pow’r!”

“And who’s Nell Cook, thou silly child?—and what’s Nell Cook to
thee?

That thou shouldst dread at night to tread with Jane that dark entrée?”

—“Nay, list and hear, mine Uncle dear! such fearsome things they tell

Of Nelly Cook, that few may brook at night to meet with Nell!

120



A TREASURY OF BRITISH HUMOR 121

“It was in bluff King Harry’s days,—and Monks and Friars were then,
You know, dear Uncle Ingoldsby, a sort of Clergymen.
They'd coarse stuff gowns, and shaven crowns,—no shirts,—and no

cravats,
And a cord was placed about their waist—they had no shovel hats!

“It was in bluff King Harry’s days, while yet he went to shrift,
And long before he stamp’d and swore, and cut the Pope adrift;
There lived a portly Canon then, a sage and learned clerk;

He had, I trow, a goodly house, fast by that Entry dark!

“The Canon was a portly man—of Latin and of Greek

And learned lore, he had good store,—yet health was on his cheek.
The Priory fare was scant and spare, the bread was made of rye,
The beer was weak, yet he was sleck—he had a merry eye.

“For though within the Priory the fare was scant and thin,

The Canon’s house it stood without;—he kept good cheer within;
Unto the best he prest each guest with free and jovial look,

And Ellen Bean ruled his cuisine—~He called her ‘Nelly Cook.’

“For soups, and stews, and choice ragoiits, Nell Cook was famous still!
She’d make them even of old shoes, she had such wondrous skill:
Her manchets fine were quite divine, her cakes were nicely brown’d,
Her boil’d and roast, they were the boast of all the ‘Precinct’ round;

“And Nelly was a comely lass, but calm and staid her air,

And earthward bent her modest look—yet was she passing fair;

And though her gown was russet brown, their heads grave people
shook:

—They all agreed no Clerk had need of such a pretty Cook.

“One day, ’twas on a Whitsun Eve—there came a coach and four;—
It pass’d the ‘Green-Court’ gate, and stopp’d before the Canon’s door;
The travel-stain on wheel and rein bespoke a weary way,—
Each panting steed relax’d its speed—out stept a Lady gay.

““Now, welcome! welcome! dearest Niece!’—the Canon then did cry,
Aund to his breast the Lady prest—he had a merry eye,—
‘N 1 I wel I'd Niece! i h, thou’
ow, welcome! welcome! dearest Niece! in sooth, thou'rt welcome
here,
"Tis many a day since we have met—how fares my Brother dear?’—
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“‘Now thanks, my loving Uncle,” that Lady gay replied:
‘Gramercy for thy benison!’—then ‘Out, alas!’ she sigh’d;
‘My father dear he is not near; he seeks the Spanish Main;
He prays thee give me shelter here till he return again!’—

“ ‘Now, welcome! welcome! dearest Niece; come lay thy mantle by!’
The Canon kiss’d her ruby lip—he had a merry eye,—

But Nelly Cook askew did look,—it came into her mind

They were a little less than ‘kin,” and rather more than ‘kind.

. . .

“Three weeks are gone and over—full three weeks and a day,

Yet still within that Canon’s house doth dwell that Lady gay;

On capons fine they daily dine, rich cates and sauces rare,

And they quaff good store of Bordeaux wine,—so dainty is their fare.

“And fine upon the virginals is that gay Lady’s touch,

And sweet her voice unto the lute, you'll scarce hear any such;
But is it ‘O Sanctissimal’ she sings in dulcet tone?

Or ‘dAngels ever bright and fair?’—Ah, nol—it’s ‘Bobbing [oan!’

“The Canon’s house is lofty and spacious to the view;

The Canon’s cell is order’d well—yet Nelly looks askew;

The Lady’s bower is in the tower,—yet Nelly shakes her head—
She hides the poker and the tongs in that gay Lady’s bed!

“Six weeks are gone and over—full six weeks and a day,

Yet in that bed the poker and the tongs unheeded lay!

From which, I fear, it’s pretty clear that Lady rest had none;
Or, if she slept in any bed—it was not in her own,

“But where that Lady pass’d her night, I may not well divine,
Perhaps in pious oraisons at good St. Thomas’ shrine,

And for her father far away breathed tender vows and true—
It may be so—I cannot say—but Nelly look’d askew.
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“And still at night, by fair moonlight, when all were lock’d in sleep,
She’d listen at the Canon’s door,—she’d through the keyhole peep—
I know not what she heard or saw, but fury fill'd her eye—

—She bought some nasty Doctor’s stuff, and she put it in a pie!

“It was a glorious summer’s eve—with beams of rosy red,

The Sun went down—all Nature smiled—but Nelly shook her head!
Full softly to the balmy breeze rang out the Vesper bell—

—Upon the Canon’s startled ear it sounded like a knell!

“ ‘Now, here’s to thee, mine Uncle! a health I drink to thee!
Now, pledge me back in Sherris sack, or a cup of Malvoisie!’—
The Canon sigh’d—but, rousing, cried, ‘I answer to thy call,
And a Warden-pie’s a dainty dish to mortify withall’

“’Tis early dawn—the matin chime rings out for morning pray’r—
And Prior and Friar is in his stall—the Canon is not there!

Nor in the small Refect’ry hall, nor cloister’d walk is he—

All wonder—and the Sacristan says, ‘Lauk-a-daisy-me!’

“They’ve searched the aisles and Baptistry—they’ve searched above—
around—

The ‘Sermon House—the ‘Audit Room’—the Canon is not found.

They only find that pretty Cook concocting a ragodt,

They ask her where her master is—but Nelly looks askew.

“They call for crow-bars—jemmies’ is the modern name they bear—
They burst through lock, and bolt, and bar—but what a sight is there!—
The Canon’s head lies on the bed—his Niece lies on the floor!

—They are as dead as any nail that is in any door!

“The livid spot is on his breast, the spot is on his back!

His portly form, no longer warm with life, is swoln and black!—
The livid spot is on her cheek,—it’s on her neck of snow,

And the Prior sighs, and sadly cries, ‘Well, here’s a pretty Go!’
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“All at the silent hour of night a bell is heard to toll,

A knell is rung, a requiem’s sung as for a sinful soul,

And there’s a grave within the Nave; it’s dark, and deep, and wide,
And they bury there a Lady fair, and a Canon by her side!

“An Uncle—so ’tis whisper’d now throughout the sacred Fane,—
And a Niece—whose father’s far away upon the Spanish Main.—
The Sacristan, he says no word that indicates a doubt,

But he puts his thumb unto his nose, and spreads his fingers out!

“And where doth tarry Nelly Cook, that staid and comely lass?

Ay, where?—for ne’er from forth that door was Nelly known to pass.
Her coif and gown of russet brown were lost unto the view,

And if you mention’d Nelly’s name—the Monks all look’d askew!

“There is a heavy paving-stone fast by the Canon’s door,
Of granite grey, and it may weigh a half a ton or more,
And it is laid deep in the shade within that Entry dark,
Where sun or moon-beam never play’d, or e’en one starry spark.

“That heavy granite stone was moved that night, *twas darkly said,
And the mortar round its sides next morn seem’d fresh and newly laid,
But what within the narrow vault beneath that stone doth lie,

Or if that there be vault or no—I cannot tell—not I!

“But I've been told that moan and groan, and fearful wail and shriek,

Came from beneath that paving-stone for nearly half a week—

For three long days and three long nights came forth those sounds
of fear;

Then all was o’er—they never more fell on the listening ear.

“A hundred years were gone and past since last Nell Cook was seen,

When worn by use, that stone got loose, and they went and told the
Dean—

—Says the Dean, says he, ‘My Masons three! now haste and fix it tight’;

And the Masons three peep’d down to see, and they saw a fearsome
sight.
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“Beneath that heavy paving-stone a shocking hole they found—

It was not more than twelve feet deep, and barely twelve feet round;
—A fleshless, sapless skeleton lay in that horrid well!

But who the deuce ’twas put it there those Masons could not tell.

“And near this fleshless skeleton a pitcher small did lie,

And a mouldy piece of ‘kissing-crust,” as from a Warden-pie!

And Doctor Jones declared the bones were female bones, and ‘Zooks!
I should not be surprised,” said he, ‘if these were Nelly Cook’s!”

“It was in good Dean Bargrave’s days, if I remember right,

Those fleshless bones beneath the stones these Masons brought to light;

And you may well in the ‘Dean’s Chapelle’ Dean Bargrave’s portrait
view,

‘Who died one night,” says old Tom Wright, ‘in sixteen forty-two!’

“And so two hundred years have pass’d since that these Masons three,
With curious looks, did set Nell Cook’s unquiet spirit free;

- That granite stone had kept her down till then—so some suppose,—
—Some spread their fingers out, and put their thumb unto their nose.

“But one thing’s clear, that all the year, on every Friday night,
Throughout that Entry dark doth roam Nell Cook’s unquiet Sprite:
On Friday was that Warden-pie all by that Canon tried;

On Friday died he, and that tidy Lady by his side!

“And though two hundred years have flown, Nell Cook doth still pursue
Her weary walk, and they who cross her path the deed may rue;

Her fatal breath is fell as death—The Simoom’s blast is not

More dire—(a wind in Africa that blows uncommon hot).

“But all unlike the Simoom’s blast, her breath is deadly cold,
Delivering quivering, shivering shocks upon both young and old,
And whoso in that Entry dark doth feel that fatal breath,

He ever dies within the year some dire untimely death!

“No matter who—no matter what condition, age, or sex,

But some ‘get shot,” and some ‘get drown’d,” and some ‘get’ broken
necks;

Some ‘get run over’ by a coach;—and one beyond the seas

‘Got’ scraped to death with oyster-shells among the Caribbees!
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“Those Masons three, who set her free, fell first!—it is averr’d

That two were hang’d on Tyburn tree for murdering of the third:
Charles Storey, too, his friend who slew, had ne’er, if truth they tell,
Been gibbeted on Chatham Downs, had they not met with Nell!

“Then send me not, mine Uncle dear, oh! send me not, I pray,
Back through that Entry dark tonight, but round some other way!
I will not be a truant boy, but good, and mind my book,

For Heaven forfend that ever I forgather with Nell Cook!”

The class was call’d at morning tide, and Master Tom was there;
He look’d askew, and did eschew both stool, and bench, and chair.
He did not talk, he did not walk, the tear was in his eye,—

He had not €’en that sad resource, to sit him down and cry.

Hence little boys may learn, when they from school go out to dine,
They should not deal in rigmarole, but still be back by nine;

For if when they’ve their greatcoat on, they pause, before they part,
To tell a long and prosy tale,—perchance their own may smart.

MORAL

—A few remarks to learned Clerks in country and in town—

Don’t keep a pretty serving-maid, though clad in russet brown!—
Don'’t let your Niece sing “Bobbing Joan!”—don’t, with a merry eye,
Hob-nob in Sack and Malvoisie,—and don’t eat too much pie!!

And oh! beware that Entry dark,—Especially at night,—

And don’t go there with Jenny Smith all by the pale moonlight!

So bless the Queen and her Royal Weans,—And the Prince whose hand
she took,—

And bless us all, both great and small,—and keep us from Nell Cook!

[From The Ingoldsby Legends]



Frederick Marryat

A NURSE FOR JACK EASY

The reader may observe that, in general, all my first chapters are very
short, and increase in length as the work advances. I mention this as a
proof of my modesty and diffidence. At first, I am like a young bird
just out of its mother’s nest, pluming my little feathers and taking
short flights. By degrees I obtain more confidence, and wing my course
over hill and dale.

It is very difficult to throw any interest into a chapter on childhood.
There is the same uniformity in all children until they develop. We
cannot, therefore, say much relative to Jack Easy’s earliest days; he
sucked and threw up his milk while the nurse blessed it for a pretty
dear, slept, and sucked again. He crowed in the morning like a cock,
screamed when he was washed, stared at the candle, and made wry
faces with the wind. Six months passed in these innocent amusements,
and then he was put into shorts. But I ought here to have remarked,
that Mrs. Easy did not find herself equal to nursing her own infant,
and it was necessary to look out for a substitute.

Now a common-place person would have been satisfied with the
recommendation of the medical man, who looks but to the one thing
needful, which is a sufficient and wholesome supply of nourishment for
the child; but Mr. Easy was a philosopher, and had latterly taken to
craniology, and he descanted very learnedly with the Doctor upon the
effect of his only son obtaining his nutriment from an unknown
source. “Who knows,” observed Mr. Easy, “but that my son may not
imbibe with his milk the very worst passions of human nature.”

“I have examined her,” replied the Doctor, “and can safely recom-
mend her.”

“That examination is only preliminary to one more important,” re-
plied Mr. Easy. “I must examine her.”

“Examine who, Mr. Easy?” exclaimed his wife, who had lain down
again on the bed.

“The nurse, my dear.”
127
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“Examine what, Mr. Easy?” continued the lady.

“Her head, my dear,” replied the husband. “I must ascertain what
her propensities are.”

“I think you had better leave her alone, Mr. Easy. She comes this
evening, and I shall question her pretty severely. Dr. Middleton, what
do you know of this young person?”

“I know, madam, that she is very healthy and strong, or I should
not have selected her.”

“But is her character good ?”

“Really, madam, I know little about her character; but you can
make any inquiries you please. But at the same time I ought to ob-
serve, that if you are too particular in that point, you will have some
difficulty in providing yourself.”

“Well, I shall see,” replied Mrs. Easy.

“And I shall feel,” rejoined the husband.

This parleying was interrupted by the arrival of the very person in
question, who was announced by the housemaid, and was ushered in.
She was a handsome, florid, healthy-looking girl, awkward and naive
in her manner, and apparently not over wise; there was more of the
dove than of the serpent in her composition.

Mr. Easy, who was very anxious to make his own discoveries, was
the first who spoke. “Young woman, come this way, I wish to examine
your head.”

" “Oh! dear me, sir, it’s quite clean, I assure you,” cried the girl,
dropping a curtsey.

Doctor Middleton, who sat between the bed and Mr. Easy’s chair,
subbed his hands and laughed.

In the meantime, Mr. Easy had untied the string and taken off the
cap of the young woman, and was very busy putting his fingers
through her hair, during which the face of the young woman expressed
fear and astonishment.

“I am glad to perceive that you have a large portion of benevolence.”

“Yes,” replied the young woman, dropping a curtsey.

“And veneration also.”

“Thanky, sir.”

“And the organ of modesty is strongly developed.”

“Yes, sir,” replied the girl with a smile.

“That's quite a new organ,” thought Dr. Middleton.

“Philo-progenitiveness very powerful.”



& TREASURY, OR BRITISH HUMOR 129

“If you please, sir, I don’t know what that is,” answered Sarah with
a curtsey.

“Nevertheless you have given us a practical illustration. Mrs. Easy,
I am satisfied. Have you any questions to ask? But it is quite unnec-
essary.”

“To be sure I have, Mr. Easy. Pray, young woman, what is your
name?”

“Sarah, if you please, ma’am.”

“How long have you been married?”

“Married, ma’am?”

“Yes, married.”

“If you please, ma’am, I had a misfortune, ma’am,” replied the
girl, casting down her eyes.

“What, have you not been married?”

“No, ma’am, not yet.”

“Good heavens! Dr. Middleton, what can you mean by bringing
this person here?” exclaimed Mrs. Easy. “Not a married woman, and
she has a child!”

“If you please, ma’am,” interrupted the young woman, dropping a
curtsey, “it was a very little one.”

“A very little one!” exclaimed Mrs. Easy.

“Yes, ma’am, very small indeed, and died soon after it was born.”

“Oh, Dr. Middleton!—what could you mean, Dr. Middleton?”

“My dear madam,” exclaimed the Doctor, rising from his chair, “this
is the only person that I could find suited to the wants of your child,
and if you do not take her, I cannot answer for its life. It is true,
that a married woman might be procured; but married women, who
have a proper feeling, will not desert their own children; and as Mr.
Easy asserts, and you appear to imagine, the temper and disposition
of your child may be affected by the nourishment it receives, I think
it more likely to be injured by the milk of a married woman who will
desert her own child for the sake of gain. The misfortune which has
happened to this young woman is not always a proof of a bad heart,
but of strong attachment, and the overweening confidence of sim-
plicity.”

“You are correct, Doctor,” replied Mr. Easy, “and her head proves
that she is a modest young woman, with strong religious feeling, kind-
ness of disposition, and every other requisite.”
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“The head may prove it all for what I know, Mr. Easy, but her con-
duct tells another tale.”

“She is well fitted for the situation, ma’am,” continued the Doctor.

“And if you please, ma’am,” rejoined Sarah, “it was such a little
one.”

“Shall T try the baby, ma’am?” said the monthly nurse, who had
listened in silence. “It is fretting so, poor thing, and has its dear little
fist right down its throat.”

Dr. Middleton gave the signal of assent, and in a few seconds Master
John Easy was fixed to Sarah as tight as a leech.

“Lord love it, how hungry it isl—there, there, stop it a moment,
it’s choking, poor thing!”

Mrs. Easy, who was lying on her bed, rose up, and went to the
child. Her first feeling was that of envy, that another should have
such a pleasure which was denied te herself; the next, that of delight,
at the satisfaction expressed by the infant. In a few minutes the child
fell back in a deep sleep. Mrs. Easy was satisfied; maternal feelings
conquered all others, and Sarah was duly installed.

To make short work of it, we have said that Jack Easy in six months
was in shorts. He soon afterwards began to crawl and show his legs;
indeed, so indecorously, that it was evident that he had imbibed no
modesty with Sarah’s milk, neither did he appear to have gained ven-
eration or benevolence, for he snatched at everything, squeezed the
kitten to death, scratched his mother, and pulled his father by the
hair; notwithstanding all which, both his father and mother and the
whole household declared him to be the finest and sweetest child in
the universe. But if we were to narrate all the wonderful events of
Jack’s childhood from the time of his birth up to the age of seven
years, as chronicled by Sarah, who continued his dry nurse after he
had been weaned, it would take at least three volumes folio. Jack was
brought up in the way that every only child usually is—that is, he
was allowed to have his own way.

[From Mr. Midshipman Easy]



John Keats

THERE WAS A NAUGHTY BOY

There was a naughty Boy,
And a naughty Boy was he,

He ran away to Scotland
The people for to see—

Then he found
That the ground
Was as hard,
That a yard
Was as long,
That a song
Was as merry,
That a cherry
Was as red—
That lead

Was as weighty,
That fourscore
Was as eighty,
That a door
Was as wooden
As in England—

So he stood in his shoes
And he wonder’d,
He wonder’d,

He stood in his shoes
And he wonder’d.

[From a letter to Fanny Keats]

 hd



Thomas Hood

Thomas Hood (1799-1845) is the first professional humorist to
appear in our pages; that is, the first who made his living chiefly by
writing humor. There were, perhaps, a few stray professional humorists
before him, such as the seventeenth-century Tom Brown, of whose wit
you will find no examples here, please God. But Hood marks a date in
the sociological history of humor. By working hard and fast, the
humorist is now able to keep alive. How fortunate this is!

A FEW LINES ON COMPLETING FORTY-SEVEN

When 1 reflect with serious sense,
While years and years run on,

How soon I may be summoned hence—
There’s cook a-calling John.

Our lives are built so frail and poor,
On sand and not on rocks,

We're hourly standing at Death’s door—
There’s someone double-knocks.

All human days have settled terms,
Our fates we cannot force;

"This flesh of mine will feed the worms—
They’re come to lunch, of course.

And when my body’s turned to clay,
And dear friends hear my knell,
Oh, let them give a sigh and say--
I hear the upstairs bell.
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A NOCTURNAL SKETCH

Even is come; and from the dark Park, hark,
The signal of the setting sun—one gun!

And six is sounding from the chime, prime time
To go and see the Drury-Lane Dane slain,—
Or hear Othello’s jealous doubt spout out,—
Or Macbeth raving at that shade-made blade,
Denying to his frantic clutch much touch;—
Or else to see Ducrow with wide stride ride
Four horses as no other man can span;

Or in the small Olympic Pit, sit split
Laughing at Liston, while you quiz his phiz.

Anon Night comes, and with her wings brings things
Such as, with his poetic tongue, Young sung;

The gas up-blazes with its bright white light,

And paralytic watchmen prowl, howl, growl,

About the streets and take up Pall-Mall Sal,

Who, hasting to her nightly jobs, robs fobs.

Now thieves to enter for your cash, smash, crash,
Past drowsy Charley, in a deep sleep, creep,

But frightened by Policeman B 3, flee,

And while they’re going, whisper low, “No go!”

Now puss, while folks are in their beds, treads leads.
And sleepers waking, grumble—“Drat that cat!”
Who in the gutter caterwauls, squalls, mauls

Some feline foe, and screams in shrill ill-will.

Now Bulls of Bashan, of a prize size, rise

In childish dreams, and with a roar gore poor

Georgy, or Charley, or Billy, willy-nilly;—

But Nursemaid, in a nightmare rest, chest-pressed,
Dreameth of one of her old flames, James Games,

And that she hears—what faith is man’sl—Ann’s banns
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And his, from Reverend Mr. Rice, twice, thrice:
White ribbons flourish, and a stout shout out,
That upward goes, shows Rose knows those bows’ woes!

LOVE LANGUAGE OF A MERRY
YOUNG SOLDIER

(From the German, “Ach Gretchen, mein Tiubchen”)

O Gretel, my Dove, my heart’s Trumpet,

My Cannon, my Big Drum, and also my Musket,
Oh, hear me, my mild little Dove,

In your still little room.

Your portrait, my Gretel, is always on guard,

Is always attentive to Love’s parole and watchword;
Your picture is always going the rounds,

My Gretel, I call at every hour!

My heart’s Knapsack is always full of you;

My looks, they are quartered with you;

And when I bite off the top end of a cartridge,
Then I think I give you a kiss.

You alone are my Word of Command and orders,
Yea, my Right-face, Left-face, Brown Tommy, and wine,
And at the word of command “Shoulder Arms!”
Then I think you say, “Take me in your arms.”

Your eyes sparkle like a Battery,

Yea, they wound like Bombs and Grenades;
As black as Gunpowder is your hair,

Your hand as white as Parading Breeches!

Yes, you are the Match and I am the Cannon;
Have pity, my love, and give quarter,

And give the word of command, “Wheel round
Into my heart’s Barrack Yard.”



Alexander W. Kinglake

INTERVIEW WITH A PASHA

Unless you can contrive to learn a little of the language of the Ottoman
Turks, you will be rather bored by your visits of ceremony; the inter-
vention of the Dragoman is fatal to the spirit of conversation. I think
I should mislead you if I were to attempt to give the substance of any
particular conversation with Orientals. A traveller may write and say
that, “the Pasha of So-and-So was particularly interested in the vast
progress which has been made in the application of steam, and ap-
peared to understand the structure of our machinery—that he remarked
upon the gigantic results of our manufacturing industry—showed that
he possessed considerable knowledge of our Indian affairs, and of the
constitution of the Company, and expressed a lively admiration of
the many sterling qualities for which the people of England are dis-
tinguished.” But the heap of commonplaces thus quietly attributed to,
the Pasha will have been founded perhaps on some such talking
as this:—

PasHa: The Englishman is welcome; most blessed among hours is this,
the hour of his coming.

Dracoman (2o the TraveLrLer): The Pasha pays you his compliments.

TraveLLer: Give him my best compliments in return, and say I'm de-
lighted to have the honour of seeing him.

Dracoman (fo the Pasua): His Lordship, this Englishman, Lord of
London, Scorner of Ireland, Suppressor of France, has quitted his
governments, and left his enemies to breathe for a moment, and
has crossed the broad waters in strict disguise, with a small but
eternally faithful retinue of followers, in order that he might look
upon the bright countenance of the Pasha among Pashas—the
Pasha of the everlasting Pashalik of Karagholookoldour.

TRAVELLER (20 his DracomaN): What on earth have you been saying
about London? The Pasha will be taking me for a mere cockney.
Have not I told you always to say, that I am from a branch of the
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family of Mudcombe Park, and that I am to be a magistrate for the
county of Bedfordshire, only I've not qualified, and that I should
have been a Deputy-Lieutenant, if it had not been for the extraordi-
nary conduct of Lord Mountpromise, and that I was a candidate
for Boughton-Soldborough at the last election, and that I should
have won easy if my committee had not been bribed? I wish to
heaven that if you do say anything about me, you’'d tell the simple
truth.

Dracoman (is silent)

Pasna: What says the friendly Lord of London? is there aught that
I can grant him within the Pashalik of Karagholookoldour?
DracoMaN (growing sulky and literal) : This friendly Englishman—
this branch of Mudcombe—this head purveyor of Boughton-Sold-
borough—this possible policeman of Bedfordshire is recounting his

achievements and the number of his titles.

Pasaa: The end of his honours is more distant than the ends of the
earth, and the catalogue of his glorious deeds is brighter than the
firmament of heaven!

Dracoman (2o the TraverLer): The Pasha congratulates your Excel-
lency.

TraveLLEr: About Boughton-Soldborough? The deuce he does!—but I
want to get at his views in relation to the present state of the Otto-
man Empire; tell him the Houses of Parliament have met, and that
there has been a speech from the throne pledging England to main-
tain the integrity of the Sultan’s dominions.

Dracoman (fo the Pasna): This branch of Mudcombe, this possible
policeman of Bedfordshire, informs your Highness that in England
the talking houses have met, and that the integrity of the Sultan’s
dominions has been assured for ever and ever by a speech from the
velvet chair.

Pasua: Wonderful chair! Wonderful houses!—whirr! whirr! all by
wheels!—whiz! whiz! all by steam!—wonderful chair! wonderful
houses! wonderful people!—whirr! whirr! all by wheels!—whiz!
whiz! all by steam!

TraveLLer (fo the Dracoman): What does the Pasha mean by that
whizzing? he does not mean to say, does he, that our government
will ever abandon their pledges to the Sultan?

‘Draconman: No, your Excellency, but he says the English talk by wheels
and by steam.
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TraveLLEr: That’s an exaggeration; but say that the English really
have carried machinery to great perfection; tell the Pasha (he'll
be struck with that) that whenever we have any disturbances to
put down, even at two or three hundred miles from London, we
can send troops by the thousand to the scene of action in a few
hours.

DracoMaN (recovering his temper and freedom of speech) : His Excel-
lency, this Lord of Mudcombe, observes to your Highness, that
whenever the Irish, or the French, or the Indians rebel against the
English, whole armies of soldiers and brigades of artillery are
dropped into a mighty chasm called Euston Square, and, in the
biting of a cartridge, they rise up again in Manchester, or Dublin,
or Paris, or Delhi, and utterly exterminate the enemies of England
from the face of the earth.

PasHa: I know it—I know all—the particulars have been faithfully
related to me, and my mind comprehends locomotives. The armies
of the English ride upon the vapours of boiling cauldrons, and
their horses are flaming coals!—whirr! whirr! all by wheels!—whiz!
whiz! all by steam!

TRAVELLER (0 his DracoMaN) : I wish to have the opinion of an unpreju-
diced Ottoman gentleman as to the prospects of our English com-
merce and manufactures; just ask the Pasha to give me his views
on the subject.

Pasua (after having received the communication of the Dracoman):
The ships of the English swarm like flies; their printed calicoes
cover the whole earth, and by the side of their swords the blades
of Damascus are blades of grass. All India is but an item in the
Ledger-books of the Merchants whose lumber-rooms are filled with
ancient thrones! whirr! whirr! all by wheelsl—whiz! whiz! all
by steam!

Dracoman: The Pasha compliments the cutlery of England, and also
the East India Company.

TraveLLer: The Pasha’s right about the cutlery: I tried my scimitar with
the common officers’ swords belonging to our fellows at Malta,
and they cut it like the leaf of a Novel. Well (0 zhe Dracoman),
tell the Pasha I am exceedingly gratified to find that he entertains
such a high opinion of our manufacturing energy, but I should
like him to know, though, that we have got something in England
besides that. These foreigners are always fancying that we have
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nothing but ships and railways, and East India Companies; do just
tell the Pasha, that our rural districts deserve his attention, and
that even within the last two hundred years there has been an
evident improvement in the culture of the turnip; and if he does
not take any interest about that, at all events you can explain that
we have our virtues in the country—that we are a truth-telling
people, and, like the Osmanlees, are faithful in the performance of
our promises. Oh! and by the by, whilst you are about it, you
may as well just say at the end that the British yeoman is still,
thank God! the British yeoman.

Pasua (after hearing the Dracoman): It is true, it is true:—through

all Feringhistan the English are foremost and best, for the Rus-
sians are drilled swine, and the Germans are sleeping babes, and
the Italians are the servants of Songs, and the French are the sons
of Newspapers, and the Greeks are the weavers of lies, but the
English and the Osmanlees are brothers together in righteousness;
for the Osmanlees believe in one only God, and cleave to the Koran,
and destroy idols; so do the English worship one God, and abomi-
nate graven images, and tell the truth, and believe in a book, and
though they drink the juice of the grape, yet to say that they
worship their prophet as God, or to say that they are eaters of pork,
these are lies—lies born of Greeks and nursed by Jews!

Dracoman: The Pasha compliments the English.
TraveLLer (rising): Well, I've had enough of this. Tell the Pasha I am

greatly obliged to him for his hospitality, and still more for his
kindness in furnishing me with horses, and say that now I must

be off.

Pasua (after hearing the DracoMaN, and standing up on his Divan):

Proud are the sires, and blessed are the dams of the horses, that
shall carry his Excellency to the end of his prosperous journey. May
the saddle beneath him glide down to the gates of the happy city
like a boat swimming on the third river of Paradise. May he
sleep the sleep of a child, when his friends are around himj; and the
while that his enemies are abroad may his eyes flame red through
the darkness—more red than the eyes of ten tigers!—farewell!

Dracoman: The Pasha wishes your Excellency a pleasant journey.

So ends the visit.

[From Eothen]



Elizabeth C. Gaskell

GOLDELETTERS

I have often noticed that almost everyone has his own individual small
economies—careful habits of saving fractions of pennies in some one
peculiar direction—any disturbance of which annoys him more than
spending shillings or pounds on some real extravagance. An old gentle-
man of my acquaintance, who took the intelligence of the failure of
a Joint-Stock Bank, in which some of his money was invested, with
stoical mildness, worried his family all through a long summer’s day,
because one of them had torn (instead of cutting) out the written leaves
of his now useless bank-book; of course, the corresponding pages at
the other end came out as well; and this little unnecessary waste of
paper (his private economy) chafed him more than all the loss of his
money. Envelopes fretted his soul terribly when they first came in; the
only way in which he could reconcile himself to such waste of his
cherished article was by patiently turning inside out all that were
sent to him, and so making them serve again. Even now, though tamed
by age, I see him casting wistful glances at his daughters when they
send a whole instead of a half sheet of note-paper, with the three lines
of acceptance to an invitation, written on only one of the sides. I am not
above owning that I have this human weakness myself. String is my
foible. My pockets get full of little hanks of it, picked up and twisted
together, ready for uses that never come. I am seriously annoyed if
anyone cuts the string of a parcel, instead of patiently and faithfully un-
doing it fold by fold. How people can bring themselves to use India-
rubber rings, which are a sort of deification of string, as lightly as they
do, I cannot imagine. To me an India-rubber ring is a precious treasure.
I have one which is not new; one that I picked up off the floor, nearly
six years ago. I have really tried to use it; but my heart failed me, and
I could not commit the extravagance.

Small pieces of butter grieve others. They cannot attend to conversa-
tion, because of the annoyance occasioned by the habit which some
people have of invariably taking more butter than they want. Have
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you not seen the anxious look (almost mesmeric) which such persons
fix on the article? They would feel it a relief if they might bury it out
of their sight by popping it into their own mouths, and swallowing
it down; and they are really made happy if the person on whose plate
it lies unused, suddenly breaks off a piece of toast (which he does not
want at all) and eats up his butter. They think that this is not waste.

Now Miss Matty Jenkyns was chary of candles. We had many de-
vices to use as few as possible. In the winter afternoons she would sit
knitting for two or three hours; she could do this in the dark, or by
firelight; and when I asked if I might not ring for candles to finish
stitching my wristbands, she told me to “keep blind man’s holiday.”
They were usually brought in with tea; but we only burnt one at a
time. As we lived in constant preparation for a friend who might come
in any evening (but who never did), it required some contrivance to
keep our two candles of the same length, ready to be lighted, and to
look as if we burnt two always. The candles took it in turns; and,
whatever we might be talking about or doing, Miss Matty’s eyes were
habitually fixed upon the candle, ready to jump up and extinguish it,
and to light the other before they had become too uneven in length to
be restored to equality in the course of the evening.

One night, I remember this candle economy particularly annoyed
me. I had been very much tired of my compulsory “blind man’s holi-
day,”— especially as Miss Matty had fallen asleep, and I did not like
to stir the fire and run the risk of awakening her; so I could not even
sit on the rug, and scorch myself with sewing by firelight, according
to my usual custom. I fancied Miss Matty must be dreaming of her
early life; for she spoke one or two words, in her uneasy sleep, bearing
reference to persons who were dead long before. When Martha brought
in the lighted candle and tea, Miss Matty started into wakefulness, with
a strange bewildered look around, as if we were not the people she
expected to see about her. There was a little sad expression that shad-
owed her face as she recognised me; but immediately afterwards she
tried to give me her usual smile. All through tea-time her talk ran
upon the days of her childhood and youth. Perhaps this reminded her
of the desirableness of looking over all the old family letters, and de-
stroying such as ought not to be allowed to fall into the hands of
strangers; for she had often spoken of the necessity of this task, but had
always shrunk from it, with a timid dread of something painful. To-
night, however, she rose up after tea and went for them—in the dark;
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for she piqued herself on the precise neatness of all her chamber ar-
rangement, and used to look uneasily at me when I lighted a bed-
candle to go to another room for anything. When she returned, there
was a faint smell of Tonquin beans in the room. I had always noticed
this scent about any of the things which had belonged to her mother;
and many of the letters were addressed to her—yellow bundles of love-
letters, sixty or seventy years old.

Miss Matty undid the packet with a sigh; but she stifled it directly,
as if it were hardly right to regret the flight of time, or of life either.
We agreed to look them over separately, each taking a different letter
out of the same bundle, and describing its contents to the other, before
destroying it. I never knew what sad work the reading of old letters
was before that evening, though I could hardly tell why. The letters
were as happy as letters could be—at least those early letters were.
There was in them a vivid and intense sense of the present time, which
seemed so strong and full, as if it could never pass away, and as if the
warm, living hearts that so expressed themselves could never die, and
be as nothing to the sunny earth. I should have felt less melancholy,
I believe, if the letters had been more so. I saw the tears stealing down
the well-worn furrows of Miss Matty’s cheeks, and her spectacles often
wanted wiping. I trusted at last that she would light the other candle,
for my own eyes were rather dim, and I wanted more light to see the
pale, faded ink; but no—even through her tears, she saw and remem-
bered her little economical ways.

The earliest set of letters were two bundles tied together, and
ticketed (in Miss Jenkyns’s handwriting), “Letters interchanged be-
tween my ever-honoured father and my dearly-beloved mother, prior
to their marriage, in July, 1774.” I should guess that the Rector of Cran-
ford was about twenty-seven years of age when he wrote those letters;
and Miss Matty told me that her mother was just eighteen at the time
of her wedding. With my idea of the Rector, derived from a picture in
the dining-parlour, stiff and stately, in a huge full-bottomed wig, with
gown, cassock, and bands, and his hand upon a copy of the only ser-
mon he ever published—it was strange to read these letters. They
were full of eager, passionate ardour; short homely sentences, right
fresh from the heart—(very different from the grand Latinised, John-
sonian style of the printed sermon, preached before some judge at
assize time). His letters were a curious contrast to those of his girl-
bride. She was evidently rather annoyed at his demands upon her for
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expressions of love, and could not quite understand what he meant by
repeating the same thing over in so many different ways; but what she
was quite clear about was her longing for a white “Paduasoy”—what-
ever that might be; and six or seven letters were principally occupied
in asking her lover to use his influence with her parents (who evi-
dently kept her in good order) to obtain this or that article of dress,
more especially the white “Paduasoy.” He cared nothing how she was
dressed; she was always lovely enough for him, as he took pains to
assure her when she begged him to express in his answers a predilec-
tion for particular pieces of finery, in order that she might show what
he said to her parents. But at length he seemed to find out that she
would not be married till she had a “trousseau” to her mind; and
then he sent her a letter, which had evidently accompanied a whole box
full of finery, and in which he requested that she might be dressed in
everything her heart desired. This was the first letter ticketed in a
frail, delicate hand, “From my dearest John.” Shortly afterwards they
were married,—I suppose, from the intermission in their corre-
spondence.

“We must burn them, I think,” said Miss Matty, looking doubt-
fully at me. “No one will care for them when I am gone.” And one by
one she dropped them into the middle of the fire; watching each blaze
up, die out, and rise away, in faint, white, ghostly semblance, up the
chimney, before she gave another to the same fate. The room was
light enough now; but I, like her, was fascinated into watching the
destruction of those letters, into which the honest warmth of a manly
heart had been poured forth.

The next letter, likewise docketed by Miss Jenkyns, was endorsed,
“Letter of pious congratulation and exhortation from my venerable
grandfather to my beloved mother, on occasion of my own birth. Also
some practical remarks on the desirability of keeping warm the extremi-
ties of infants, from my excellent grandmother.”

The first part was, indeed, a severe and forcible picture of the respon-
sibilities of mothers, and a warning against the evils that were in the
world, and lying in ghastly wait for the little baby of two days old.
His wife did not write, said the old gentleman, because he had for-
bidden it, she being indisposed with a sprained ankle, which (he said)
quite incapacitated her from holding a pen. However, at the foot of the
page was a small “r.0.,” and on turning it over, sure enough, there was
a letter to “my dear, dearest Molly,” begging her, when she left her



A TREASURY OF BRITISH HUMOR 143

room, whatever she did, to go up stairs before going down: and telking
her to wrap her baby’s feet up in flannel, and keep it warm by the fire,
although it was summer, for babies were so tender.

It was pretty to see from the letters, which were evidently exchanged
with some frequency, between the young mother and the grandmother,
how the girlish vanity was being weeded out of her heart by love for
her baby. The white “Paduasoy” figured again in the letters, with
almost as much vigor as before. In one, it was being made into a chris-
tening cloak for the baby. It decked it when it went with its parents
to spend a day or two at Arley Hall. It added to its charms when it
was “the prettiest little baby that ever was seen. Dear mother, I wish
you could see her! Without any parshality, I do think she will grow up
a regular bewty!” I thought of Miss Jenkyns, grey, withered, and wrin-
kled; and I wondered if her mother had known her in the courts of
heaven; and then I knew that she had, and that they stood there in
angelic guise.

There was a great gap before any of the Rector’s letters appeared.
And then his wife had changed her mode of endorsement. It was no
longer from “My dearest John”; it was from “My honoured Husband.”
The letters were written on the occasion of the publication of the same
Sermon which was represented in the picture. The preaching before
“My Lord Judge,” and the “publishing by request,” was evidently the
culminating point—the event of his life. It had been necessary for him
to go up to London to superintend it through the press. Many friends
had to be called upon, and consulted, before he could decide on any
printer fit for so onerous a task; and at length it was arranged that
J. & J. Rivingtons were to have the honourable responsibility. The
worthy Rector seemed to be strung up by the occasion to a high literary
pitch, for he could hardly write a letter to his wife without cropping
out into Latin. I remember the end of one of his letters ran thus: “I
shall ever hold the virtuous qualities of my Molly in remembrance,
dum memor ipse mei, dum spiritus regit artus,” which, considering
that the English of his correspondent was sometimes at fault in gram-
mar, and often in spelling, might be taken as a proof of how much
he “idealised his Molly”; and, as Miss Jenkyns used to say, “People
talk a great deal about idealising now-a-days, whatever that may mean.”
But this was nothing to a fit of writing classical poetry, which soon
seized him; in which his Molly figured away as “Maria.” The letter
containing the carmen was endorsed by her, “Hebrew verses sent me
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by my honoured husband. I thowt to have had a letter about killing the
pig, but must wait. Mem.,, to send the poetry to Sir Peter Arley, as
my husband desires.” And in a post-scriptum note in his handwriting,
it was stated that the Ode had appeared in the Gentleman’s Magazine,
December, 1%82.

Her letters back to her husband (treasured as fondly by him as if
they had been M. T. Ciceronis Epistole) were more satisfactory to an
absent husband and father than his could ever have been to her. She
told him how Deborah sewed her seam very neatly every day, and
read to her in the books he had set her; how she was a very “for-
rard” good child, but would ask questions her mother could not answer;
but how she did not let herself down by saying she did not know, but
took to stirring the fire, or sending the “forrard” child on an errand.
Matty was now the mother’s darling, and promised (like her sister at
her age) to be a greaty beauty. I was reading this aloud to Miss Matty,
who smiled and sighed a little at the hope, so fondly expressed, that
“little Matty might not be vain, even if she were a bewty.”

“I had very pretty hair, my dear,” said Miss Matilda; “and not a
bad mouth.” And I saw her soon afterwards adjust her cap and draw
herself up.

But to return to Mrs. Jenkyns’s letters. She told her husband about
the poor in the parish; what homely domestic medicines she had ad-
ministered; what kitchen physic she had sent. She had evidently held
his displeasure as a rod in pickle over the heads of all the ne’er-do-wells.
She asked for his directions about the cows and pigs; and did not
always obtain them, as I have shown before.

The kind old grandmother was dead when a litde boy was born,
soon after the publication of the Sermon; but there was another letter
of exhortation from the grandfather, more stringent and admonitory
than ever, now that there was a boy to be guarded from the snares of
the world.. He described all the various sins into which men might fall,
until I wondered how any man ever came to a natural death. The
gallows seemed as if it must have been the termination of the lives
of most of the grandfather’s friends and acquaintance; and I was not
surprised at the way in which he spoke of this life being “a vale of
tears.”

It seemed curious that I should never have heard of this brother
before; but I concluded that he had died young; or else surely his
name would have been alluded to by his sisters.
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By-and-by we came to packets of Miss Jenkyns’s letters. These,
Miss Matty did regret to burn. She said all the others had been only
interesting to those who loved the writers; and that it seemed as if it
would have hurt her to allow them to fall into the hands of strangers,
who had not known her dear mother, and how good she was, although
she did not always spell quite in the modern fashion; but Deborah’s
letters were so very superior! Anyone might profit by reading them.
It was a long time since she had read Mrs. Chapone, but she knew
she used to think that Deborah could have said the same things quite
as well; and as for Mrs. Carter! people thought a deal of her letters,
just because she had written Epictetus; but she was quite sure Deborah
would never have made use of such a common expression as “I canna
be fashed!”

Miss Matty did grudge burning these letters, it was evident. She
would not let them be carelessly passed over with any quiet reading,
and skipping, to myself. She took them from me, and even lighted the
second candle, in order to read them aloud with a proper emphasts,
and without stumbling over the big words. Oh, dear! how I wanted
facts instead of reflections, before those letters were concluded! They
lasted us two nights; and I won’t deny that I made use of the time
to think of many other things, and yet I was always at my post at the
end of each sentence.

The Rector’s letters, and those of his wife and mother-in-law, had all
been tolerably short and pithy, written in a straight hand, with the lines
very close together. Sometimes the whole letter was contained on a
mere scrap of paper. The paper was very yellow, and the ink very
brown; some of the sheets were (as Miss Matty made me observe)
the old original Post, with the stamp in the corner, representing a post-
boy riding for life and twanging his horn. The letters of Mrs. Jenkyns
and her mother were fastened with a great round red wafer; for it was
before Miss Edgeworth’s “Patronage” had banished wafers from polite
society. It was evident, from the tenor of what was said, that franks
were in great request, and were even used as a means of paying debts
by needy Members of Parliament. The Rector sealed his epistles with
an immense coat of arms, and showed by the care with which he had
performed this ceremony that he expected they should be cut open, not
broken by any thoughtless or impatient hand. Now, Miss Jenkyns’s
letters were of a later date in form and writing. She wrote on the
square sheet, which we have learned to call old-fashioned. Her hand
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was admirably calculated, together with her use of many-syllabled words,
to fill up a sheet, and then came the pride and delight of crossing.
Poor Miss Matty got sadly puzzled with this, for the words gathered
size like snow-balls, and towards the end of her letter Miss Jenkyns
used to become quite sesquipedalian. In one to her father, slightly
theological and controversial in its tone, she had spoken of Herod,
Tetrarch of Idumea. Miss Matty read it “Herod Petrarch of Etruria,”
and was just as well pleased as if she had been right.

I can’t quite remember the date, but I think it was in 1805 that Miss
Jenkyns wrote the longest series of letters; on occasion of her absence on
a visit to some friends near Newcastle-upon-Tyne. These friends were
intimate with the commandant of the garrison there, and heard from
him of all the preparations that were being made to repel the inva-
sion of Buonaparte, which some people imagined might take place at
the mouth of the Tyne. Miss Jenkyns was evidently very much alarmed;
and the first part of her letters was often written in pretty intelligible
English, conveying particulars of the preparations which were made
in the family with whom she was residing against the dreaded event;
the bundles of clothes that were packed up ready for a flight to Alston
Moor (a wild hilly piece of ground between Northumberland and
Cumberland); the signal that was to be given for this flight, and for
the simultaneous turning out of the volunteers under arms; which
said signal was to consist (if I remember rightly) in ringing the
church bells in a particular and ominous manner. One day, when Miss
Jenkyns and her hosts were at a dinner-party in Newcastle, this warn-
ing summons was actually given (not a very wise proceeding, if there
be any truth in the moral attached to the fable of the Boy and the
Wolf; but so it was), and Miss Jenkyns, hardly recovered from her
fright, wrote the next day to describe the sound, the breathless shock,
the hurry and alarm; and then, taking breath, she added, “How trivial,
my dear father, do all our apprehensions of the last evening appear, at
the present moment, to calm and inquiring minds!” And here Miss
Matty broke in with—

“But, indeed, my dear, they were not at all trivial or trifling at the
time. I know I used to wake up in the night many a time, and think
I heard the tramp of the French entering Cranford. Many people
talked of hiding themselves in the salt-mines; and meat would have
kept capitally down there, only perhaps we should have been thirsty.
And my father preached a whole set of sermons on the occasion; one
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set in the mornings, all about David and Goliath, to spirit up the
people to fighting with spades or bricks, if need were; and the other
set in the afternoons, proving that Napoleon (that was another name
for Bony, as we used to call him) was all the same as an Apollyon and
Abaddon. I remember my father rather thought he should be asked
to print this last set; but the parish had, perhaps, had enough of them
with hearing.”

Peter Marmaduke Arley Jenkyns (“poor Peter!” as Miss Matty be-
gan to call him) was at school at Shrewsbury by this time. The Rec-
tor took up his pen, and rubbed up his Latin, once more, to correspond
with his boy. It was very clear that the lad’s were what are called
show-letters. They were of a highly mental description, giving an
account of his studies, and his intellectual hopes of various kinds, with
an occasional quotation from the classics; but, now and then, the ani-
mal nature broke out in such a little sentence as this, evidently writ-
ten in a trembling hurry, after the letter had been inspected: “Mother,
dear, do send me a cake, and put plenty of citron in.” The “mother,
dear,” probably answered her boy in the form of cakes and “goody,”
for there were none of her letters among this set; but a whole collec-
tion of the Rector’s, to whom the Latin in his boy’s letters was like a
trumpet to the old war-horse. I do not know much about Latin, cer-
tainly, and it is, perhaps, an ornamental language; but not very useful,
I think—at least to judge from the bits I remember out of the Rector’s
letters. One was: “You have not got that town in your map of Ireland:
but Bonus Bernardus non videt omnia, as the Proverbia say.” Presently
it became very evident that “poor Peter” got himself into many scrapes.
There were letters of stilted penitence to his father, for some wrong-
doing; and, among them all, was a badly-written, badly-sealed, badly-
directed, blotted note—"“My dear, dear, dear, dearest mother, I will be
a better boy—I will, indeed; but don’t, please, be ill for me; I am not
worth it; but I will be good, darling mother.”

Miss Matty could not speak for crying, after she had read this note.
She gave it to me in silence, and then got up and took it to her sacred
recesses in her own room, for fear, by any chance, it might get burnt.
“Poor Peter!” she said; “he was always in scrapes; he was too easy.
They led him wrong, and then left him in the lurch. But he was too
fond of mischief. He could never resist a joke. Poor Peter!”

[From Cranford]



William Makepeace Thackeray

I feel very badly about not finding a proper bit of Thackeray’s prose.
The great passages from the great novels come out all ragged; his
innumerable journalistic miscellanies do not show him at his best. I
thought I would include his Rolandseck, which is better than most;
but on the whole, no.

THE SORROWS OF WERTHER

Werther had a love for Charlotte
Such as words could never utter;
Would you know how first he met her?
She was cutting bread and butter.

Charlotte was a married lady,
And a moral man was Werther,
And for all the wealth of Indies
Would do nothing for to hurt her.

So he sigh’d and pined and ogled,
And his passion boil’d and bubbled,
Till he blew his silly brains out,
And no more was by it troubled.

Charlotte, having seen his body
Borne before her on a shutter,
Like a well-conducted person,
Went on cutting bread and butter.
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THE LAMENTABLE BALLAD OF THE
FOUNDLING OF SHOREDITCH

(Based on a News Report in The Times of
February 14, 1850)

Come, all ye Christian people, and listen to my tail,
It is all about a doctor was travelling by the rail,
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By the Heastern Counties Railway (vich the shares I don’t desire)

From Ixworth town in Suffolk, vich his name did not transpire.

A travelling from Bury this Doctor was employed

With a gentleman, a friend of his, vich his name was Captain Loyd;

And on reaching Marks Tey Station, that is next beyond Colchest-
er, a lady entered into them most elegantly dressed.

She entered into the Carriage all with a tottering step,
And a pooty little Bayby upon her bussum slep;

The gentlemen received her with kindness and siwillaty,
Pitying this lady for her illness and debillaty.

She had a fust class ticket, this lovely lady said,

Because it was so lonesome she took a secknd instead.
Better to travel by secknd class, than sit alone in the fust,
And the pooty little Baby upon her breast she nust.

A seein of her cryin, and shiverin and pail,

To her spoke this young surging, the Ero of my tail;
Saysee you look unwell, Ma’am, T'll elp you if I can,

And you may tell your case to me, for I'm a meddicle man,

“Thank you, Sir,” the lady said, “I ony look so pale
Because I ain’t accustom’d to travelling on the Rale;
I shall be better presnly, when I've ad some rest”:
And that pooty little Baby she squeeged it to her breast.

So in conwersation the journey they beguiled,

Capting Loyd and the medical man, and the lady and the child,
Till the warious stations along the line was passed,

For even the Heastern Counties’ trains must come in at last.
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When at Shoreditch tumminus at lenth stopped the train,
This kind meddicle gentleman proposed his aid again.
“Thank you, Sir,” the lady said, “for your kyindness dear;
My carridge and my osses is probbibly come here.

“Will you old this baby, please, vilst I step and see?”
The Doctor was a famly man: “That I will,” says he.
Then the little child she kist, kist it very gently,

Vich was sucking his little fist, sleeping innocently.

With a sigh from her art, as though she would have bust it,
Then she gave the Doctor the child—wery kind he nust it:
Hup then the lady jumped hoff the bench she sate from,
Tumbled down the carridge steps and ran along the platform.

Vile hall the other passengers vent upon their vays,
The Capting and the Doctor sate there in a maze;
Some vent in a Homminibus, some vent in a Cabby,
The Capting and the Doctor vaited vith the babby.

There they sate looking queer, for an hour or more,
But their feller passinger neather on ’em sore:

Never, never, back again did that lady come

Ta that pooty sleeping Hinfnt a suckin of his Thum!

What could this pore Doctor do, bein treated thus,

When the darling Baby woke, cryin for its nuss?

Off he drove to a female friend, vich she was both kind and mild,
And igsplained to her the circumstance of this year little child.

That kind lady took the child instantly in her lap.

And made it very comforable by giving it some pap;

And when she took its close off, what d’you think she found
A couple of ten pun notes sewn up, in its little gownd!

Also in its little close, was a note which did conwey,

That this little baby’s parents lived in a handsome way:

And for its Headucation they reglarly would pay,

And sirtingly like gentlefolks would claim the child one day,
If the Christian people who'd charge of it would say,

Per adwertisement in the Times, where the baby lay.
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Pity of this bayby many people took,

It had such pooty ways and such a pooty look;

And there came a lady forrard (I wish that I could see
Any kind lady as would do as much for me;

And I wish with all my art, some night in my night gownd,
I could find a note stitched for ten or twenty pound)—
There came a lady forrard, that most honourable did say,
She’d adopt this little baby, which her parents cast away.

While the Doctor pondered on this hoffer fair,
Comes a letter from Devonshire, from a party there,
Hordering the Doctor, at its Mar’s desire,

To send the little Infant back to Devonshire.

Lost in apoplexity, this pore meddicle man,

Like a sensable gentleman, to the Justice ran;

Which his name was Mr. Hammill, a honorable beak,
That takes his seat in Worship Street four times a week.

“O Justice!” says the Doctor, “instrugt me what to do,

I've come up from the country, to throw myself on you;
My patients have no doctor to tend them in their ills
(There they are in Suffolk without their draffts and pills!).

“I've come up from the country, to know how I’ll dispose

Of this pore little baby, and the twenty pun note, and the clothes,
And I want to go back to Suffolk, dear Justice, if you please,

And my patients wants their Doctor, and their Doctor wants his feez.”

Up spoke Mr. Hammill, sittin at his desk,

“This year application does me much perplesk;

What I do adwise you, is to leave this babby

In the Parish where it was left, by its mother shabby.”

The Doctor from his Worship sadly did depart—

He might have left the baby, but he hadn’t got the heart,
To go for to leave that Hinnocent, has the law allows,
To the tender mussies of the Union House.
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Mother, who left this little one on a stranger’s knee,
Think how cruel you have been, and how good was he!
Think, if you've been guilty, innocent was she;

And do not take unkindly this little word of me:

Heaven be merciful to us all, sinners as we bel!

Poriceman X



Charles Dickens

MR. MANTALINI VISITS RALPH NICKLEBY

“What a demnition long time you have kept me ringing at this con-
founded old cracked tea-kettle of a bell, every tinkle of which is enough
to throw a strong man into blue convulsions, upon my life and soul,
oh demmit,”—said Mr. Mantalini to Newman Noggs, scraping his
boots, as he spoke, on Ralph Nickleby’s scraper.

“I didn’t hear the bell more than once,” replied Newman.

“Then you are most immensely and outrigeously deaf,” said Mr.
Mantalini, “as deaf as a demnition post.”

Mr. Mantalini had got by this time into the passage, and was making
his way to the door of Ralph’s office with very little ceremony, when
Newman interposed his body; and hinting that Mr. Nickleby was
unwilling to be disturbed, inquired whether the client’s business was
of a pressing nature.

“It is most demnebly particular,” said Mr. Mantalini. “It is to melt
some scraps of dirty paper into bright, shining, chinking, tinkling,
demd mint sauce.”

Newman uttered a significant grunt, and taking Mr. Mantalini’s
proffered card, limped with it into his master’s office. As he thrust his
head in at the door, he saw that Ralph had resumed the thoughtful
posture into which he had fallen after perusing his nephew’s letter,
and that he seemed to have been reading it again, as he once more held
it open in his hand. The glance was but momentary, for Ralph, being
disturbed, turned to demand the cause of the interruption.

As Newman stated it, the cause himself swaggered into the room,
and grasping Ralph’s horny hand with uncommon affection, vowed
that he had never seen him looking so well in all his life.

“There is quite a bloom upon your demd countenance,” said Mr.
Mantalini, seating himself unbidden, and arranging his hair and whis-
kers. “You look quite juvenile and jolly, demmit!”

“We are alone,” returned Ralph, tartly. “What did you want with
me?”
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“Good!” cried Mr. Mantalini, displaying his teeth. “What did I want!
Yes. Ha, hal Very good. What did I want. Ha, ha. Oh dem!”

“What do you want, man?” demanded Ralph, sternly.

“Demnition discount,” returned Mr. Mantalini, with a grin, and
shaking his head waggishly.

“Money is scarce,” said Ralph.

“Demd scarce, or I shouldn’t want it,” interrupted Mr. Mantalini.

“The times are bad, and one scarcely knows whom to trust,” con-
tinued Ralph. “I don’t want to do business just now, in fact I would
rather not; but as you are a friend—how many bills have you there?”

“Two,” returned Mr. Mantalini.

“What is the gross amount?”

“Demd trifling—five-and-seventy.”

“And the dates?”

“Two months, and four.”

“T'll do them for you—mind, for yoz; I wouldn’t for many people—
for five-and-twenty-pounds,” said Ralph deliberately.

“Oh, demmit!” cried Mr. Mantalini, whose face lengthened consid-
erably at this handsome proposal.

“Why, that leaves you fifty,” retorted Ralph. “What would you
have? Let me see the names.”

“You are so demd hard, Nickleby,” remonstrated Mr. Mantalini.

“Let me see the names,” replied Ralph, impatiently extending his
hand for the bills. “Well! They are not sure, but they are safe enough.
Do you consent to the terms, and will you take the money? I don’t
want you to do so. I would rather you didn’t.”

“Demmit, Nickleby, can’t you—" began Mr. Mantalini.

“No,” replied Ralph, interrupting him. “I can’t. Will you take the
money—down, mind; no delay, no going into the City and pretending
to negotiate with some other party who has no existence, and never
had. Is it a bargain, or is it not?”

Ralph pushed some papers from him as he spoke, and carelessly rat-
tled his cash-box, as though by mere accident. The sound was too much
for Mr. Mantalini. He closed the bargain directly it reached his ears,
and Ralph told the money out upon the table.

He had scarcely done so, and Mr. Mantalini had not yet gathered it
all up, wher a ring was heard at the bell, and immediately afterwards
Newman ushered in no less a person than Madame Mantalini, at sight
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of whom Mr. Mantalini evinced considerable discomposure, and swept
the cash into his pocket with remarkable alacrity.

“Oh, you are here,” said Madame Mantalini, tossing her head.

“Yes, my life and soul, I am,” replied her husband, dropping on his
knees, and pouncing with kitten-like playfulness upon a stray sov-
ereign. “I am here, my soul’s delight, upon Tom Tidler’s ground,
picking up the demnition gold and silver.”

“I am ashamed of you,” said Madame Mantalini, with much indig-
nation.

“Ashamed—of me, my joy? It knows it is talking demd charming
sweetness, but naughty fibs,” returned Mr. Mantalini. “It knows it is
not ashamed of its own popolorum tibby.”

Whatever were the circumstances which had led to such a result, it
certainly appeared as though the popolorum tibby had rather miscalcu-
lated, for the nonce, the extent of his lady’s affection. Madame Man-
talini only looked scornful in reply; and, turning to Ralph, begged
him to excuse her intrusion.

“Which is entirely attributable,” said Madame, “to the gross mis-
conduct and most improper behaviour of Mr. Mantalini.”

“Of me, my essential juice of pine-apple?”

“Of you,” returned his wife. “But I will not allow it. I will not
submit to be ruined by the extravagance and profligacy of any man.
I call Mr. Nickleby to witness the course I intend to pursue with you.”

“Pray don’t call me to witness anything, ma’am,” said Ralph. “Settle
it between yourselves, settle it between yourselves.”

“No, but I must beg you as a favour,” said Madame Mantalini, “to
hear me give him notice of what it is my fixed intention to do—my
fixed intention, sir,” repeated Madame Mantalini, darting an angry
look at her husband.

“Will she call me ‘Sir?’” cried Mantalini. “Me who dote upon her
with the demdest ardour! She, who coils her fascinations round me
like a pure angelic rattlesnake! It will be all up with my feelings; she
will throw me into a demd state.”

“Don’t talk of feelings, sir,” rejoined Madame Mantalini, seating
herself, and turning her back upon him. “You don’t consider mine.”

“I do not consider yours, my soul!” exclaimed Mr. Mantalini.

“No,” replied his wife.

And notwithstanding various blandishments on the part of Mr.
Mantalini, Madame Mantalini still said no, and said it too with such
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determination and resolute ill-temper, that Mr. Mantalini was clearly
taken aback.

“His extravagance, Mr. Nickleby,” said Madame Mantalini, ad-
dressing herself to Ralph, who leant against his easy-chair with his
hands behind him, and regarded the amiable couple with a smile of
the supremest and most unmitigated contempt,—“his extravagance is
beyond all bounds.”

“I should scarcely have supposed it,” answered Ralph, sarcastically.

“I assure you, Mr. Nickleby, however, that it is,” returned Madame
Mantalini. “It makes me miserable! I am under constant apprehen-
sions, and in constant difficulty. And even this,” said Madame Man-
talini, wiping her eyes, “is not the worst. He took some papers of value
out of my desk this morning without asking my permission.”

Mr. Mantalini groaned slightly, and buttoned his trousers pocket.

“I am obliged,” continued Madame Mantalini, “since our late mis-
fortunes, to pay Miss Knag a great deal of money for having her name
in the business, and I really cannot afford to encourage him in all his
wastefulness. As I have no doubt that he came straight here, Mr.
Nickelby, to convert the papers I have spoken of, into money, and as
you have assisted us very often before, and are very much connected
with us in this kind of matters, I wish you to know the determination
at which his conduct has compelled me to arrive.”

Mr. Mantalini groaned once more from behind his wife’s bonnet,
and fitting a sovereign into one of his eyes, winked with the other at
Ralph. Having achieved this performance with great dexterity, he
whipped the coin into his pocket, and groaned again with increased
penitence.

“I have made up my mind,” said Madame Mantalini, as tokens of
impatience manifested themselves in Ralph’s countenance, “to allow-
ance him.”

“To do what, my joy?” inquired Mr. Mantalini, who did not seem
to have caught the words.

“To put him,” said Madame Mantalini, looking at Ralph, and
prudently abstaining from the slightest glance at her husband, lest his
many graces should induce her to falter in her resolution, “to put him
upon a fixed allowance; and I say that if he has a hundred and twenty
pounds a year for his clothes and pocket-money, he may consider him-
self a very fortunate man.”

Mr. Mantalini waited, with much decorum, to hear the amount of
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the proposed stipend, but when it reached his ears, he cast his hat and
cane upon the floor, and drawing out his pocket-handkerchief, gave
vent to his feelings in a dismal moan.

“Demnition!” cried Mr. Mantalini, suddenly skipping out of his
chair, and as suddenly skipping into it again, to the great discom-
posure of his lady’s nerves. “But no. It is a demd horrid dream. It is
not reality. No!”

Comforting himself with this assurance, Mr. Mantalini closed his
eyes and waited patiently till such time as he should wake up.

“A very judicious arrangement,” observed Ralph, with a sneer, “if
your husband will keep within it, ma’am—as no doubt he will.”

“Demmit!” exclaimed Mr. Mantalini, opening his eyes at the sound
of Ralph’s voice, “it is a horrid reality. She is sitting there before me.
There is the graceful outline of her form; it cannot be mistaken—
there is nothing like it. The two countesses had no outlines at all, and
the dowager’s was a demd outline. Why is she so excruciatingly beau-
tiful that I cannot be angry with her, even now?”

“You have brought it upon yourself, Alfred,” returned Madame
Mantalini—still reproachfully, but in a softened tone.

“I am a demd villain!” cried Mr. Mantalini, smiting himself on the
head. “I will fill my pockets with change for a sovereign in halfpence
and drown myself in the Thames; but I will not be angry with her,
even then, for I will put a note in the twopenny-post as I go along, to
tell her where the body is. She will be a lovely widow. I shall be a
body. Some handsome women will cry; she will laugh demnebly.”

“Alfred, you cruel, cruel creature,” said Madame Mantalini, sobbing
at the dreadful picture.

“She calls me cruel—me—me—who for her sake will become a
demd, damp, moist, unpleasant body!” exclaimed Mr. Mantalini.

“You know it almost breaks my heart, even to hear you talk of such
a thing,” replied Madame Mantalini.

“Can I live to be mistrusted?” cried her husband. “Have I cut my
heart into a demd extraordinary number of little pieces, and given them
all away, one after another, to the same little engrossing demnition
captivater, and can I live to be suspected by her? Demmit, no I can’t.”

“Ask Mr. Nickleby whether the sum I have mentioned is not a
proper one,” reasoned Madame Mantalini.

“I don’t want any sum,” replied her disconsolate husband; “I shall
require no demd allowance. I will be a body.”
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On this repetition of Mr. Mantalini’s fatal threat, Madame Man-
talini wrung her hands, and implored the interference of Ralph
Nickleby; and after a great quantity of tears and talking, and several
attempts on the part of Mr. Mantalini to reach the door, preparatory
to straightway committing violence upon himself, that gentleman was
prevailed upon, with difficulty, to promise that he wouldn’t be a body.
This great point attained, Madame Mantalini argued the question of
the allowance, and Mr. Mantalini did the same, taking occasion to
show that he could live with uncommon satisfaction upon bread and
water, and go clad in rags, but that he could not support existence
with the additional burden of being mistrusted by the object of his
most devoted and disinterested affection. This brought fresh tears into
Madame Mantalini’s eyes, which having just begun to open to some
few of the demerits of Mr. Mantalini, were only open a very little way,
and could be easily closed again. The result was, that without quite
giving up the allowance question, Madame Mantalini postponed its
further consideration; and Ralph saw, clearly enough, that Mr. Man-
talini had gained a fresh.lease of his easy life, and that, for some time
longer at all events, his degradation and downfall were postponed.

[From Nicholas Nickleby]

MR. CHADBAND ON TEREWTH

[Mr. Chadband is a layman, an amateur of righteousness, who
preaches in parlors. Dickens indicates his pious unction with a lot of
talk about the Oil Trade. Mrs. Snagsby admires and feeds him de-
voutly. Jo is a crossing-sweeper whom Mr. Snagsby has befriended;
Mrs. Snagsby suspects he is her husband’s son. Guster is Augusta, the
servant. |

Tomorrow comes, the savoury preparations for the Oil Trade come,
the evening comes. Comes, Mr. Snagsby in his black coat; come, the
Chadbands; come (when the gorging vessel is replete), the ’prentices
and Guster, to be edified; comes, at last, with his slouching head, and
his shuffle backward, and his shuffle forward, and his shuffle to the
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right, and his shuffle to the left, and his bit of fur cap in his muddy
hand, which he picks as if it were some mangy bird he had caught,
and was plucking before eating raw, Jo, the very, very tough subject
Mr. Chadband is to improve.

Mrs. Snagsby screws a watchful glance on Jo as he is brought into
the little drawingroom by Guster. He looks at Mr. Snagsby the
moment he comes in. Aha! Why does he look at Mr. Snagsby? Mr.
Snagsby looks at him. Why should he do that, but that Mrs. Snagsby
sees it all? Why else should that look pass between them, why else
should Mr. Snagsby be confused, and cough a signal cough behind his
hand? It is as clear as crystal that Mr. Snagsby is that boy’s father.

“Peace, my friends!” says Chadband, rising and wiping the oily
exudations from his reverend visage. “Peace be with us! My friends,
why with us? Because,” with his fat smile, “it cannot be against us,
because it must be for us; because it is not hardening, because it is
softening; because it does not make war like the hawk, but comes
home unto us like the dove. Therefore, my friends, peace be with us!
My human boy, come forward!”

Stretching forth his flabby paw, Mr. Chadband lays the same on
Jo’s arm, and considers where to station him. Jo, very doubtful of his
reverend friend’s intentions, and not at all clear but that something
practical and painful is going to be done to him, mutters, “You let me
alone. I never said nothink to you. You let me alone.”

“No, my young friend,” says Chadband smoothly, “I will not let
you alone. And why? Because I am a harvest labourer, because I am a
toiler and a moiler, because you are delivered over untoe me, and are
become as a precious instrument in my hands. My friends, may I so
employ this instrument as to use it toe your advantage, toe your profit,
toe your gain, toe your welfare, toe your enrichment! My young friend,
sit upon this stool.”

Jo, apparently possessed with an impression that the reverend gen-
tleman wants to cut his hair, shields his head with both arms, and is got
into the required position with great difficulty, and every possible
manifestation of reluctance.

When he is at last adjusted like a lay-figure, Mr. Chadband, retiring
behind the table, holds up his bear’s paw, and says, “My friends!”
This is the signal for a general settlement of the audience. The ’pren-
rices giggle internally, and nudge each other. Guster falls into a staring
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and vacant state, compounded of a stunned admiration of Mr. Chad-
band and pity for the friendless outcast whose condition touches her
nearly. Mrs. Snagsby silently lays trains of gunpowder. Mrs. Chadband
composes herself grimly by the fire, and warms her knees: finding that
sensation favourable to the reception of eloquence.

It happens that Mr. Chadband has a pulpit habit of fixing some
member of his congregation with his eye, and fatly arguing his points
with that particular person; who is understood to be expected to be
moved to an occasional grunt, groan, gasp, or other audible expression

of inward working; which expression of inward working, being echoed
by some elderly lady in the next pew, and so communicated, like a
game of forfeits, through a circle of the more fermentable sinners
present, serves the purpose of parliamentary cheering, and gets Mr.
Chadband’s steam up. From mere force of habit, Mr. Chadband, in
saying “My friends!” has rested his eye on Mr. Snagsby; and proceeds
to make that ill-starred stationer, already sufficiently confused, the
immediate recipient of his discourse.

“We have here among us, my friends,” says Chadband, “a Gentile
and a Heathen, a dweller in the tents of Tom-all-Alone’s, and a
mover-on upon the surface of the earth. We have here among us, my
friends,”—and Mr. Chadband, untwisting the point with his dirty
thumb-nail, bestows an oily smile on Mr. Snagsby, signifying that he



A TREASURY OF BRITISH HUMOR 161

will throw him an argumentative back-fall presently, if he be not
already down,—“a brother and a boy. Devoid of parents, devoid of
relations, devoid of flocks and herds, devoid of gold and silver, and
of precious stones. Now, my friends, why do I say he is devoid of these
possessions? Why? Why is he?” Mr. Chadband states the question as
if he were propounding an entirely new riddle, of much ingenuity and
merit, to Mr. Snagsby, and entreating him not to give it up.

Mr. Snagsby, greatly perplexed by the mysterious look he received
just now from his little woman—at about the period when Mr. Chad-
band mentioned the word parents—is tempted into modestly remark-
ing, “I don’t know, I'm sure, sir.” On which interruption, Mrs. Chad-
band glares, and Mrs. Snagsby says, “For shame!”

“I hear a voice,” says Chadband; “is it a still small voice, my friends?
I fear not, though I fain would hope so—"

(“Ah—h!” from Mrs. Snagsby.)

“Which says, I don’t know. Then I will tell you why. I say this
brother, present here among us, is devoid of parents, devoid of rela-
tions, devoid of flocks and herds, devoid of gold, of silver, and of
precious stones, because he is devoid of the light that shines in upon
some of us. What is that light? What is it? I ask you what is that
light?”

Mr. Chadband draws back his head and pauses, but Mr. Snagsby is
not to be lured on to his destruction again. Mr. Chadband, leaning
forward over the table, pierces what he has got to follow, directly into
Mr. Snagsby, with the thumb-nail already mentioned.

“It is,” says Chadband, “the ray of rays, the sun of suns, the moon
of moons, the star of stars. It is the light of Terewth.”

Mr. Chadband draws himself up again, and looks triumphantly at
Mr. Snagsby, as if he would be glad to know how he feels after that.

“Of Terewth,” says Mr. Chadband, hitting him again. “Say not to
me that it is #ot the lamp of lamps. I say to you, it is. I say to you, a
million of times over, it is. It is! I say to you that I will proclaim it to
you, whether you like it or not; nay, that the less you like it, the more
I will proclaim it to you. With a speaking-trumpet! I say to you that,
if you rear yourself against it, you shall fall, you shall be bruised, you
shall be battered, you shall be flawed, you shall be smashed!”

The present effect of this flight of oratory—much admired for its
general power by Mr. Chadband’s followers—being not only to make
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Mr. Chadband unpleasantly warm, but to represent the innocent Mr.
Snagsby in the light of a determined enemy to virtue, with a forehead
of brass and a heart of adamant, that unfortunate tradesman becomes
yet more disconcerted; and is in a very advanced state of low spirits
and false position, when Mr. Chadband accidentally finishes him.

“My friends,” he resumes, after dabbing his fat head for some time—
and it smokes to such an extent that he seems to light his pocket-
handkerchief at it, which smokes, too, after every dab—"to pursue the
subject we are endeavouring with our lowly gifts to improve, let us in
a spirit of love inquire what is that Terewth to which I have alluded.
For, my young friends,” suddenly addressing the ’prentices and Gus-
ter, to their consternation, “if I am told by the doctor that calomel or
castor oil is good for me, I may naturally ask what is calomel, and
what is castor oil. I may wish to be informed of that, before I dose
myself with either or with both. Now, my young friends, what is this
Terewth, then? Firstly, (in a spirit of love) what is the common sort
of Terewth—the. working clothes—the everyday wear, my young
friends? Is it deception?”

(“Ah—h!” from Mrs. Snagsby.)

“Is it suppression?”

(A shiver in the negative from Mrs. Snagsby.)

“Is it reservation?”

(A shake of the head from Mrs. Snagsby—very long and very tight.)

“No, my friends, it is neither of these. Neither of these names
belongs to it. When this young Heathen now among us—who is now,
my friends, asleep, the seal of indifference and perdition being set upon
his eyelids; but do not wake him, for it is right that I should have to
wrestle, and to combat, and to struggle, and to conquer, for his sake—
when this young hardened Heathen told us a story of a Cock, and of a
Bull, and of a lady, and of a sovereign, was zhat the Terewth? No.
Or, if it was partly, was it wholly, and entirely? No, my friends, no!”

If Mr. Snagsby could withstand his little woman’s look, as it enters
at his eyes, the windows of his soul, and searches the whole tenement,
he were other than the man he is. He cowers and droops.

“Or, my juvenile friends,” says Chadband, descending to the Jevel
of their comprehension, with a very obtrusive demonstration, in his
greasily meek smile, of coming a long way downstairs for the purpose,
“if the master of this house was to go forth into the city, and there
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see an eel, and was to come back, and was to call untoe him the mis-
tress of this house, and was to say, ‘Sarah, rejoice with me, for I have
seen an elephant!” would thar be Terewth?”

Mrs. Snagsby in tears.

“Or put it, my juvenile friends, that he saw an elephant, and return-
ing said, ‘Lo, the city is barren, I have seen but an eel,’” would zAaz be
Terewth?”

Mrs. Snagsby sobbing loudly.

“Or put it, my juvenile friends,” says Chadband, stimulated by the
sound, “that the unnatural parents of this slumbering Heathen—for
parents he had, my juvenile friends, beyond a doubt—after casting him
forth to the wolves and the vultures, and the wild dogs and the young
gazelles, and the serpents, went back to their dwellings, and had their
pipes, and their pots, and their flutings and their dancings, and their
malt liquors, and their butcher’s meat and poultry, would zhaz be
Terewth?”

Mrs. Snagsby replies by delivering herself a prey to spasms; not an
unresisting prey, but a crying and a tearing one, so that Cook’s Court
re-echoes with her shrieks. Finally, becoming cataleptic, she has to be
carried up the narrow staircase like a grand piano. After unspeakable
suffering, productive of the utmost consternation, she is pronounced,
by expresses from the bedroom, free from pain, though much ex-
hausted; in which state of affairs Mr. Snagsby, trampled and crushed
in the piano-forte removal, and extremely timid and feeble, ventures to
come out from behind the door in the drawing-room.

All this time Jo has been standing on the spot where he woke up,
ever picking his cap, and putting bits of fur in his mouth. He spits
them out with a remorseful air, for he feels that it is in his nature to
be an unimprovable reprobate, and that it’s no good %is trying to keep
awake, for he won’t never know nothink. Though it may be, Jo, that
there is a history so interesting and affecting even to minds as near the
brutes as thine, recording deeds done on this earth for common men,
that if the Chadbands, removing their own persons from the light,
would but show it thee in simple reverence, would but leave it un-
improved, would but regard it as being eloquent enough without their
modest aid—it might hold thee awake, and thou might learn from it
yet!

Jo never heard of any such book. Its compilers, and the Reverend
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Chadband, are all one to him—except that he knows the Reverend
Chadband, and would rather run away from him for an hour than
hear him talk for five minutes. “It an’t no good my waiting here no
longer,” thinks Jo. “Mr. Snagsby an’t a-going to say nothink to me
tonight.” And down-stairs he shuflles.

[From Bleak House]

PODSNAPPERY

Mr. Podsnap was well to do, and stood very high in Mr. Podsnap’s
opinion. Beginning with a good inheritance, he had married a good
inheritance, and had thriven exceedingly in the Marine Insurance
way, and was quite satisfied. He never could make out why every-
body was not quite satisfied, and he felt conscious that he set a
brilliant social example in being particularly well satisfied with most
things, and, above all other things, with himself.

Thus happily acquainted with his own merit and importance, Mr.
Podsnap settled that whatever he put behind him he put out of ex-
istence. There was a dignified conclusiveness—not to add a great
convenience—in this way of getting rid of disagreeables, which had
done much towards establishing Mr. Podsnap in his lofty place in
Mr. Podsnap’s satisfaction. “I don’t want to know about it; I don’t
choose to discuss it; I don’t admit it!” Mr. Podsnap had even acquired
a peculiar flourish of his right arm in often clearing the world of its
most difficult problems, by sweeping them behind him (and conse-
quently sheer away) with those words and a flushed face. For they
affronted him.

Mr. Podsnap’s world was not a very large world, morally; no, nor
even geographically: seeing that, although his business was sustained
upon commerce with other countries, he considered other countries,
with that important reservation, a mistake, and of their manners and
customs would conclusively observe, “Not English!” when, Presro!
with a flourish of the arm, and a flush of the face, they were swept
away. Elsewise, the world got up at eight, shaved close at a quarter
past, breakfasted at nine, went to the City at ten, came home at half-
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past five, and dined at seven. Mr. Podsnap’s notions of the Arts in
their integrity might have been stated thus. Literature: large print,
respectfully descriptive of getting up at eight, shaving close at a
quarter past, breakfasting at nine, going to the City at ten, coming
home at half-past five, and dining at seven. Painting and Sculpture:
models and portraits representing Professors of getting up at eight,
shaving close at a quarter past, breakfasting at nine, going to the City
at ten, coming home at half-past five, and dining at seven. Music: a
respectable performance (without variations) on stringed and wind
instruments, sedately expressive of getting up at eight, shaving close
at a quarter past, breakfasting at nine, going to the City at ten, coming
home at half-past five, and dining at seven. Nothing else to be per-
mitted to those same vagrants the Arts, on pain of excommunication.
Nothing else To Be—anywhere!

As a so-eminently respectable man, Mr. Podsnap was sensible of
its being required of him to take Providence under his protection.
Consequently, he always knew exactly what Providence meant. In-
ferior and less respectable men might fall short of that mark, but Mr.
Podsnap was always up to it. And it was very remarkable (and must
have been very comfortable) that what Providence meant was in-
variably what Mr. Podsnap meant.

These may be said to have been the articles of a faith and school
which the present chapter takes the liberty of calling, after its repre-
sentative man, Podsnappery. They were confined within close bounds,
as Mr. Podsnap’s own head was confined by his shirt collar; and they
were enunciated with a sounding pomp that smacked of the creaking
of Mr. Podsnap’s own boots.

There was a Miss Podsnap. And this young rocking-horse was being
trained in her mother’s art of prancing in a stately manner without
ever getting on. But the high parental action was not yet imparted to
her, and in truth she was but an undersized damsel, with high
shoulders, low spirits, chilled elbows, and a rasped surface of nose, who
seemed to take occasional frosty peeps out of childhood into woman-
hood, and to shrink back again, overcome by her mother’s headdress
and her father from head to foot—crushed by the mere dead weight of
Podsnappery.

A certain institution in Mr. Podsnap’s mind, which he called “the
young person,” may be considered to have been embodied in Miss
Podsnap, his daughter. It was an inconvenient and exacting institu-
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tion, as requiring everything in the universe to be filed down and
fitted to it. The question about everything was, Would it bring a
blush into the cheek of the young person? And the inconvenience of
the young person was that, according to Mr. Podsnap, she seemed
always liable to burst into blushes when there was no need at all.
There appeared to be no line of demarcation between the young per-
son’s excessive innocence, and another person’s guiltiest knowledge.
Take Mr. Podsnap’s word for it, and the soberest tints of drab, white,
lilac, and grey were all flaming red to this troublesome Bull of a
young person.

The Podsnaps lived in a shady angle adjoining Portman Square.
They were a kind of people certain to dwell in the shade, wherever
they dwelt. Miss Podsnap’s life had been, from her first appearance
on this planet, altogether of a shady order; for Mr. Podsnap’s young
person was likely to get little good out of association with other young
persons, and had, therefore, been restricted to companionship with not
very congenial older persons, and with massive furniture. Miss Pod-
snap’s early views of life being principally derived from the reflections
of it in her father’s boots, and in the walnut and rosewood tables of
the dim drawing-rooms, and in their swarthy giants of looking-glasses,
were of a sombre cast; and it was not wonderful that now, when she
was on most days solemnly tooled through the Park by the side of
her mother in a great, tall, custard<oloured phaeton, she showed
above the apron of that vehicle like a dejected young person sitting
up in bed to take a startled look at things in general, and very strongly
desiring to get her head under the counterpane again.

Said Mr. Podsnap to Mrs. Podsnap, “Georgiana is almost eighteen.”

Said Mrs. Podsnap to Mr. Podsnap, assenting, “Almost eighteen.”

Said Mr. Podsnap then to Mrs. Podsnap, “Really I think we should
have some people on Georgiana’s birthday.”

Said Mrs. Podsnap then to Mr. Podsnap, “Which will enable us to
clear off all those people who are due.”

So it came to pass that Mr. and Mrs. Podsnap requested the honour
of the company of seventeen friends of their souls at dinner; and
that they substituted other friends of their souls for such of the
original seventeen friends of their souls as deeply regretted that a
prior engagement prevented their having the honour of dining with
Mr. and Mrs. Podsnap, in pursuance of their kind invitation; and
that Mrs. Podsnap said of all these inconsolable personages, as she
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checked them off with a pencil in her list, “Asked, at any rate, and
got rid of”; and that they successfully disposed of a good many friends
of their souls in this way, and felt their consciences much lightened.

There were still other friends of their souls who were not entitled
to be asked to dinner, but had a claim to be invited to come and take
a haunch-of-mutton vapour bath at half-past nine. For the clearing
off of these worthies, Mrs. Podsnap added a small and early evening
to the dinner, and looked in at the music shop to bespeak a well-
conducted automaton to come and play quadrilles for a carpet dance.

Mr. and Mrs. Veneering, and Mr. and Mrs. Veneering’s brand-new
bride and bridegroom, were of the dinner company; but the Podsnap
establishment had nothing else in common with the Veneerings. Mr.
Podsnap could tolerate taste in a mushroom man who stood in need
of that sort of thing, but was far above it himself. Hideous solidity
was the characteristic of the Podsnap plate. Everything was made to
look as heavy as it could, and to take up as much room as possible.
Everything said boastfully, “Here you have as much of me in my
ugliness as if I were only lead; but I am so many ounces of precious
metal, worth so much an ounce;—wouldn’t you like to melt me
down?” A corpulent straddling epergne, blotched all over as if it
had broken out in an eruption rather than been ornamented, delivered
this address from an unsightly silver platform in the centre of the
table. Four silver wine coolers, each furnished with four staring
heads, each head obtrusively carrying a big silver ring in each of
its ears, conveyed the sentiment up and down the table, and handed
it on to the pot-bellied silver salt-cellars. All the big silver spoons
and forks widened the mouths of the company expressly for the pur-
pose of thrusting the sentiment down their throats with every morsel
they ate.

The majority of the guests were like the plate, and included several
heavy articles weighing ever so much. But there was a foreign gentle-
man among them: whom Mr. Podsnap had invited after much debate
with himself—believing the whole European continent to be in mortal
alliance against the young person—and there was a droll disposition,
not only on the part of Mr. Podsnap, but of everybody else, to treat
him as if he were a child who was hard of hearing.

As a delicate concession to this unfortunately born foreigner, Mr.
Podsnap, in receiving him, had presented his wife as “Madame Pod-
snap”; also his daughter as “Mademoiselle Podsnap,” with some in-
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clination to add “ma fille,” in which bold venture, however, he checked
himself. The Veneerings being at that time the only other arrivals, he
had added (in a condescendingly explanatory manner), “Monsieur
Vey-nair-reeng,” and had then subsided into English.

“How Do You Like London?” Mr. Podsnap now inquired from his
station of host, as if he were administering something in the nature
of a powder or potion to the deaf child; “London, Londres, London?”

The foreign gentleman admired it.

“You find it Very Large?” said Mr. Podsnap spaciously.

The foreign gentleman found it very large.

“And Very Rich?”

The foreign gentleman found it, without doubt, énormément riche.

“Enormously Rich, We say,” returned Mr. Podsnap in a conde-
scending manner. “Our English adverbs do not terminate in Mong,
and We Pronounce the ‘ch’ as if there were a ‘t’ before it. We Say
Ritch.”

“Reetch,” remarked the foreign gentleman.

“And Do You Find, Sir,” pursued Mr. Podsnap with dignity, “Many
Evidences that Strike You of our British Constitution in the Streets
Of The World’s Metropolis, London, Londres, London?”

The foreign gentleman begged to be pardoned, but did not alto-
gether understand.

“The Constitution Britannique,” Mr. Podsnap explained, as if he
were teaching in an infant school. “We Say British, But You Say
Britannique, You Know” (forgivingly, as if that were not his fault).
“The Constitution, Sir.”

The foreign gentleman said, “Mais, yees; I know eem.”

A youngish, sallowish gentleman in spectacles, with a lumpy fore-
head, seated in a supplementary chair at a corner of the table, here
caused a profound sensation by saying, in a raised voice, “Esker,” and
then stopping dead.

“Mais oui,” said the foreign gentleman, turning towards him. “Est-ce
que? Quoi donc?”

But the gentleman with the lumpy forehead, having for the time
delivered himself of all that he found behind his lumps, spake for the
time no more.

“l Was Inquiring,” said Mr. Podsnap, resuming the thread of his
discourse, “Whether You Have Observed in our Streets as We should
say, Upon our Pavvy as You would say, any Tokens—"
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The foreign gentleman with patient courtesy entreated pardon:
“But what was tokenz?”

“Marks,” said Mr. Podsnap; “Signs, you know, Appearances—
Traces.”

“Ah! of a 'Orse?” inquired the foreign gentleman.

“We call it Horse,” said Mr. Podsnap, with forbearance. “In Eng-
land, Angleterre, England, We Aspirate the ‘H,” and We Say ‘Horse.’
Only our Lower Classes Say ‘’Orse!’”

“Pardon,” said the foreign gentleman; “I am alwiz wrong!”

“Our Language,” said Mr. Podsnap, with a gracious consciousness of
being always right, “is Difficult. Ours is a Copious Language, and
Trying to Strangers. I will not Pursue my Question.”

But the lumpy gentleman, unwilling to give it up, again madly said,
“Esker,” and again spake no more.

“It merely referred,” Mr. Podsnap explained, with a sense of mer-
itorious proprietorship, “to Our Constitution, Sir. We Englishmen are
Very Proud of our Constitution, Sir. It Was Bestowed Upon Us By
Providence. No Other Country is so Favoured as This Country.”

“And ozer countries—" the foreign gentleman was beginning, when
M:r. Podsnap put him right again.

“We do not say Ozer; we say Other: the letters are “I” and ‘H’;
you say Tay and Aish, You Know; (still with clemency). The sound
is ‘th’—'th!"” .

“And other countries,” said the foreign gentleman. “They dc how?”

“They do, Sir,” returned Mr. Podsnap, gravely shaking his head;
“they do—I am sorry to be obliged to say it—as they do.”

“It was a little particular of Providence,” said the foreign gentle-
man, laughing; “for the frontier is not large.”

“Undoubtedly,” assented Mr. Podsnap; “But So it is. It was the
Charter of the Land. This Island was Blessed, Sir, to the Direct
Exclusion of such Other Countries as—as there may happen to be.
And if we were all Englishmen present, I would say,” added Mr.
Podsnap, looking round upon his compatriots, and sounding solemnly
his theme, “that there is in the Englishman a combination of qualities,
a modesty, an independence, a responsibility, a repose, combined with
an absence of everything calculated to call a blush into the cheek of a
young person, which one would seek in vain among the Nations of
the Earth.”
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Having delivered this little summary, Mr. Podsnap’s face flushed
as he thought of the remote possibility of its being at all qualified
by any prejudiced citizen of any other country; and, with his fa-
vourite right-arm flourish, he put the rest of Europe, and the whole
of Asia, Africa, and America, nowhere.

[From Owur Mutual Friend]



Edward Lear

The humor of nonsense is probably nearly as old as language; wit-
ness its popularity among small children. However, most of it persists
only orally. It isn’t the kind of thing a Babylonian would have bothered
to engrave on a brick. There are, indeed, certain literary persistences.
The French coq-a-line, which flourished in the early sixteenth cen-
tury, was a pure nonsense genre. W. H. Auden, in his Oxford Book
of Light Verse, quotes a Nonsense Carol of about 1550. And so on.

Edward Lear was the great Master of Nonsense. But this “old Derry-
down Derry, who loved to make little folks merry” was not merry in
secret. He was a chronic epileptic, whose life was lived in fear.

INCIDENTS IN THE LIFE OF MY
UNCLE ARLY

Oh! my aged Uncle Arly,
Sitting on a heap of barley
Through the silent hours of night,
Close beside a leafy thicket;
On his nose there was a cricket,
In his hat a Railway Ticket,
(But his shoes were far too tight).

Long ago, in youth, he squander’d
All his goods away, and wander’d
To the Timskoop Hills afar.
There on golden sunsets glazing,
Every evening found him gazing,
Singing, “Orb! you're quite amazing!
How I wonder what you are!”

Like the ancient Medes and Persians,
Always by his own exertions
He subsisted on those hills;
171
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Whiles, by teaching children spelling,
Or at times by merely yelling,
Or at intervals by selling

“Propter’s Nicodemus Pills.”

Later, in his morning rambles,

He perceived the moving brambles
Something square and white disclose:—

"Twas a First-class Railway Ticket;

But on stooping down to pick it

Off the ground, a pea-green cricket
Settled on my uncle’s nose.

Never, nevermore, oh! never

Did that cricket leave him ever,—
Dawn or evening, day or night;

Clinging as a constant treasure,

Chirping with a cheerious measure,

Wholly to my uncle’s pleasure,
(Though his shoes were far too tight).

So for three and forty winters,

Till his shoes were worn to splinters,
All those hills he wander’d o’er,—

Sometimes silent, sometimes yelling;

Till he came to Borley-Melling,

Near his old ancestral dwelling,
(But his shoes were far too tight).

On a little heap of barley
Died my aged Uncle Arly,

And they buried him one night
Close beside the leafy thicket;
There, his hat and Railway Ticket;
There, his ever faithful cricket;

(But his shoes were far too tight).
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A LETTER FROM EDWARD LEAR TO
EVELYN BARING, LORD CROMER

THrirPYy PrLLiwiNx,—

Inkly tinky pobblebockle
able-squabs? Flosky! Beebul trimble flosky! Okul scratch
abibblebongibo, viddle squibble tog-a-tog, ferry moyassity
amsky flamsky damsky crocklefether squiggs.

Flinky wisty pomm,
SLUSHYPIPP

o ——

HOW PLEASANT TO KNOW MR. LEAR

“How pleasant to know Mr. Lear!”
Who has written such volumes of stuff!

Some think him ill-tempered and queer,
But a few think him pleasant enough.

His mind is concrete and fastidious,
His nose is remarkably big;

His visage is more or less hideous,
His beard it resembles a wig.

He has ears, and two eyes, and ten fingers,
Leastways if you reckon two thumbs;
Long ago he was one of the singers,
But now he is one of the dumbs.

He sits in a beautiful parlour,
With hundreds of books on the wall;
He drinks a great deal of Marsala,
But never gets tipsy at all.

He has many friends, laymen and clerical,
Old Foss is the name of his cat:

His body is perfectly spherical,
He weareth a runcible hat.

173
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When he walks in a waterproof white,
The children run after him so!

Calling out, “He’s come out in his night-
gown, that crazy old Englishman, oh!”

He weeps by the side of the ocean,
He weeps on the top of the hill;

He purchases pancakes and lotion,
And chocolate shrimps from the mill.

He reads but he cannot speak Spanish,
He cannot abide ginger-beer:

Ere the days of his pilgrimage vanish,
How pleasant to know Mr. Lear!

Frederick Locker-Lampson

A TERRIBLE INFANT

I recollect a nurse call’d Ann,
Who carried me about the grass,
And one fine day a fine young man
Came up, and kiss’d the pretty lass.
She did not make the least objection!
Thinks I, “Aha!
When I can talk I'll tell Mamma!”
—And that’s my earliest recollection.



Robert B. Brough

Robert B. Brough (1828-60) is a remarkable phenomenon. At a time
when most humorists made their butts of the ill-bred, the lowly born,
the badly dressed, he dared to mock the aristocracy. My two examples
are taken from his rare Songs of the Governing Classes. If he had
lived, Brough might have become a major satirist.

By the way, Trollope belongs in here. Unfortunately, his great
bravura passages, such as Mrs. Proudic’s reception, proved merely
bewildering when tried on subjects who did not know the particular
novel as a whole.

MY LORD TOMNODDY

My Lord Tomnoddy’s the son of an Earl,

His hair is straight, but his whiskers curl;
His Lordship’s forehead is far from wide,

But there’s plenty of room for the brains inside.
He writes his name with indifferent ease,

He’s rather uncertain about the “d’s,”—

But what does it matter, if three or one,

To the Earl of Fitzdotterel’s eldest son?

My Lord Tomnoddy to college went,

Much time he lost, much money he spent;
Rules, and windows, and heads, he broke—
Authorities wink’d—young men will joke!
He never peep’d inside of a book—

In two years’ time a degree he took;

And the newspapers vaunted the honours won
By the Earl of Fitzdotterel’s eldest son.

My Lord Tomnoddy came out in the world,
Waists were tighten’d, and ringlets curl’d.
Virgins languish’d, and matrons smil'd—
"Tis true, his Lordship is rather wild;
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In very queer places he spends his life;

There’s talk of some children, by nobody’s wife—
But we mustn’t look close into what is done

By the Earl of Fitzdotterel’s eldest son.

My Lord Tomnoddy must settle down—
There’s a vacant seat in the family town!

("Tis time he should sow his eccentric oats)—
He hasn’t the wit to apply for votes:

He cannot €’en learn his election speech,

Three phrases he speaks—a mistake in each!
And then breaks down—but the borough is won
For the Earl of Fitzdotterel’s eldest son.

My Lord Tomnoddy prefers the Guards,
(The House is a bore!) so it’s on the cards!
My Lord’s a Lieutenant at twenty-three,

A Captain at twenty-six is he—

He never drew sword, except on drill;

The tricks of parade he has learnt but ill—
A full-blown Colonel at thirty-one

Is the Earl of Fitzdotterel’s eldest son!

My Lord Tomnoddy is thirty-four;

The Earl can last but a few years more.
My Lord in the Peers will take his place:
Her Majesty’s councils his words will grace,
Office he’ll hold, and patronage sway;
Fortunes and lives he will vote away—
And what are his qualifications?—ONE!
He’s the Earl of Fitzdotterel’s eldest son!
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SIR GYPES TOLLODDLE, ]J. P.

"Tis said the age is sinking into indolence and “coddle,”
And that, of ev’ry manly English type, we've lost the model.
A lay to prove the contrary but now has struck my noddle,
Descriptive of the virtues of my friend Sir Gypes Tolloddle,
Who’s a fine Old English Gentleman,
Worthy the olden time.

Half Snobshire’s his—of Flunkeyshire, he owns at least a fourth,
Besides in Wales at Llandevowrdd, a spacious foot of earth,
In Ireland too, Kilbeggarman—Clapmammon, in the North;
Sir Gypes thinks highly of himself, yet knows not half he’s worth—
As a fine Old English Gentleman,
Worthy the olden time.

He’s sixty-five; his age, at most, at fifty-four you'd fix;
He’s six feet high,—you'd take your oath Sir Gypes was six feet six,
So like a lion’s is his tread, you fear a lion’s tricks,
And when he’s pass'd, feel thankful you've escaped from blows or
kicks,
From this fine Old English Gentleman,
Worthy the olden time.

He dresses like a farming man, in russet grey or brown,
He carries bundles, cracks his jest with common folk “down town,”
“No pride, you see! like one of us!” but, freedom to keep down,
Lurks more than bowstring terror in the true Al Raschid frown,
Of this fine Old English Gentleman,
Worthy the olden time.

At Quarter Sessions sits Sir Gypes, a judge as Minos grim,
A poacher upon his estates, he’'d sunder limb from limb;
Sir Gypes is not a cruel man, but has a notion dim,
Long taught him, that the greatest crime’s a liberty with Aim.
Like a fine Old English Gentleman,
Worthy the olden time.
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He’s not a sage; but ears, to catch his sayings, so incline,
The dullest phrase, he speaks as from an oracle divine,
You somehow feel quite grateful when he says “the day is fine,”
For placing it past question that the sun does really shine,
Like a fine Old English Gentleman,
Worthy the olden time.

A hat two seconds on a head, he scarcely ever saw;
The earliest word he learnt to speak was register'd as law;
Were you and I to laugh at him, he’'d look on us with awe
As lunatics escap’d from dungeon, whipping-post, and straw,
Would this fine Old English Gentleman,
Worthy the olden time.

His butler is a gentleman with thousands in the bank,
His housekeeper, a lady, ne’er to mix with tradesfolk sank.
Sir Gypes, of some ten thousand souls, enjoys the foremost rank
As Number One—the others making up the ciphers blank,
To this fine Old English Gentleman,
Worthy the olden time.

“But is it not,” I hear you ask, “a goodly sight to view?
And would you to the earth a tree, such fruit that gives us, hew?
Is he not hospitable, brave—above the grovlling crew
In stainless honour as in rank—?” I frankly answer—True!
He’s a fine Old English Gentleman,
Worthy the olden time.

He’s loyal, generous—his word’s his bond, to king or clown.
I grant him type of all those gifts—have won our land renown;
And yet ’tis hard!—six parishes, twelve hamlets, and a town,
This splendid sample to produce, should be, as ’twere, boil'd down,
Of a fine Old English Gentleman,
Worthy the olden time.



Charles Stuart Calverley

Charles Stuart Calverley (1831-1884) is the great master of vers de
société. Most modern light versifiers are, consciously or unconsciously,
his imitators. His verse is nearly perfect in form; it delights the sensi-
tive palate like a mouthful of Keats. His delicate incongruities evoke
an aesthetic pleasure which contains a shuddering dose of aesthetic
forture.

PEACE

He stood, a worn-out City clerk—
Who'd toil'd, and seen no holiday
For forty years from dawn to dark—

Alone beside Caermarthen Bay.

He felt the salt spray on his lips;
Heard children’s voices on the sands;

Up the sun’s path he saw the ships
Sail on and on to other lands;

And laugh’d aloud. Each sight and sound
To him was joy too deep for tears;

He sat him on the beach, and bound
A blue bandanna round his ears,

And thought how, posted near his door,
His own green door on Camden Hill,

Two bands at least, most likely more,
Were mingling at their own sweet will

Verdi with Vance. And at the thought
He laugh’d again, and softly drew
That Morning Herald that he’d brought
Forth from his breast, and read it through.
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LOVERS, AND A REFLECTION

In moss-prankt dells which the sunbeams flatter
(And heaven it knoweth what that may mean;
Meaning, however, is no great matter)
Where woods are a-tremble, with rifts atween;

Through God’s own heather we wonned together,
I and my Willie (O love, my love):

I need hardly remark it was glorious weather,
And flitterbats wavered alow, above:

Boats were curtseying, smiling, bowing,
(Boats in that climate are so polite),
And sands were a ribbon of green endowing

And oh, the sundazzle on bark and bight!

Through the rare red heather we danced together,
(O love, my Willie!) and smelt for flowers:

I must mention again it was glorious weather,
Rhymes are so scarce in this world of ours:—

By rises that flushed with their purple favours,
Through becks that brattled o’er grasses sheen,

We walked and waded, we two young shavers,
Thanking our stars we were both so green.

We journeyed in parallels, I and Willic,
In fortunate parallels! Butterflies,
Hid in weltering shadows of daffodilly
Or marjoram, kept making peacock eyes:

Songbirds darted about, some inky

As coal, some snowy, (I ween) as curds;
Or rosy as pinks, or as roses pinky—

They reck of no eerie To~come, those birds!
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But they skim over bents which the mill stream washes,
Or hang in the lift 'neath a white cloud’s hem;

They need no parasols, no goloshes;
And good Mrs. Trimmer she feedeth them.

Then we thrid God’s cowslips (as erst his heather)
That endowed the wan grass with their golden blooms
And snapped—(It was perfectly charming weather)
Our fingers at fate and her goddess-glooms:

And Willie ’gan sing (Oh, his notes were fluty;
Wafts fluttered them out to the white-winged sea)—
Something made up of rhymes that have done much duty,
Rhymes (better to put it) of “ancientry”:

Bowers of flowers encountered showers
In William’s carol—(O love, my Willie!)

Then he bade sorrow borrow from blithe tomorrow
I quite forget what—say a daffodilly:

A nest in a hollow, “with buds to follow,”
I think occurred next in his nimble strain;

And clay that was “kneaden” of course in Eden—
A rhyme most novel, I do maintain:

Mists, bones, the singer himself, love-stories,
And all least furlable things got “furled”;

Not with any designs to conceal their glories,
But simply and solely to rhyme with “world.”

Oh, if billows and pillows and hours and flowers
And all the brave rhymes of an elder day

Could be furled together, this genial weather,
And carted or carried on “wafts” away,

Nor ever again trotted out—ah me!

How much fewer volumes of verse there’d be!
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FIRST LOVE

O my earliest love, who, ere I number’d
Ten sweet summers, made my bosom thrilll
Will a swallow—or a swift, or some bird—
Fly to her and say, I love her still?

Say my life’s a desert drear and arid,
To its one green spot I aye recur:

Never, never—although three times married—
Have I cared a jot for aught but her.

No, mine own! though early forced to leave you,
Still my heart was there where first we met;

In those “Lodgings with an ample sea-view,”
Which were, forty years ago, “To Let.”

There I saw her first, our landlord’s oldest
Little daughter. On a thing so fair

Thou, O Sun—who (so they say) beholdest
Everything,—hast gazed, I tell thee, ne’er.

There she sat—so near me, yet remoter
Than a star—a blue-eyed bashful imp:

On her lap she held a happy bloater,
"Twixt her lips a yet more happy shrimp.

And I loved her, and our troth we plighted
On the morrow by the shingly shore:

In a fortnight to be disunited
By a bitter fate forevermore.

O my own, my beautiful, my blue-eyed!
To be young once more, and bite my thumb
At the world and all its cares with you, I'd
Give no inconsiderable sum.
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Hand in hand we tramp’d the golden seaweed,
Soon as o’er the grey cliff peep’d the dawn:

Side by side, when came the hour for tea, we'd
Crunch the mottled shrimp and hairy prawn:—

Has she wedded some gigantic shrimper,
That sweet mite with whom I loved to play?

Is she girt with babes that whine and whimper,
That bright being who was always gay?

Yes—she has at least a dozen wee things!
Yes—I see her darning corduroys,

Scouring floors, and setting out the tea-things,
For a howling herd of hungry boys,

In a home that reeks of tar and sperm-oil!
But at intervals she thinks, I know,

Of those days which we, afar from turmoil,
Spent together forty years ago.

O my earliest love, still unforgotten,
With your downcast eyes of dreamy blue!
Never, somehow, could I seem to cotton
To another as I did to you!



Lewis Carroll

It is strange that Lewis Carroll, after writing the inspired Alice in
Wonderland, Through the Looking-Glass, and The Hunting of the
Snark, should have descended to the murky dullness of Sylvie and
Bruno and the other works of his long decline. For great nonsense is
surrealist art in its highest form; but most nonsense is just nonsense.
It seems silly to reprint here selections from the masterworks, which
most fine-grained people can quote almost by heart, so I choose a
passage from The Three Voices, which preceded Alice. This would
be creditable enough for most writers, though obviously it is not one
of the greatest creations of the Wagner of Nonsense. It is evidently a
burlesque, though not a parody, of Elizabeth Barrett Brownmg: A
Vision of Poets.

THE THREE VOICES
(Selection)

THE FIRST VOICE

He trilled a carol fresh and free,
He laughed aloud for very glee:
There came a breeze from off the sea:

It passed athwart the glooming flat—
It fanned his forehead as he sat—
It lightly bore away his hat,

All to the feet of one who stood
Like maid enchanted in a wood,
Frowning as darkly as she could.

With huge umbrella, lank and brown,
Unerringly she pinned it down,

Right through the centre of the crown.
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Then, with an aspect cold and grim,
Regardless of its battered rim,
She took it up and gave it him.

A while like one in dreams he stood,
Then faltered forth his gratitude
In words just short of being rude:

For it had lost its shape and shine,
And it had cost him four-and-nine,
And he was going out to dine.

“To dine!” she sneered in acid tone,
“To bend thy being to a bone
Clothed in a radiance not its own!”

The tear-drop trickled to his chin:
There was a meaning in her grin
That made him feel on fire within.

“Term it not ‘radiance,”” said he:
“’Tis solid nutriment to me.
Dinner is Dinner: Tea is Tea.”

And she, “Yea so? Yet wherefore cease?
Let thy scant knowledge find increase.
Say ‘Men are Men, and Geese are Geese.’ ”

He moaned: he knew not what to say.
The thought “That I could get away!”
Strove with the thought “But I must stay.”

“To dine!” she shrieked in dragon-wrath.
“To swallow wines all foam and froth!
To simper at a table-cloth!

“Say, can thy noble spirit stoop
To join the gormandising troop
Who find a solace in the soup?
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“Canst thou desire or pie or puff?
Thy well-bred manners were enough,
Without such gross material stuff.”

“Yet well-bred men,” he faintly said,
“Are not unwilling to be fed:
Nor are they well without the bread.”

Her visage scorched him ere she spoke:
“There are,” she said, “a kind of folk
Who have no horror of a joke.

“Such wretches live: they take their share
Of common earth and common air:
We come across them here and there:

“We grant them—there is no escape—
A sort of semi-human shape
Suggestive of the man-like Ape.”

“In all such theories,” said he,
“One fixed exception there must be.
That is, the Present Company.”

Baffled, she gave a wolfish bark:
He, aiming blindly in the dark,
With random shaft had pierced the mark.

She felt that her defeat was plain,
Yet madly strove with might and main
To get the upper hand again.

Fixing her eyes upon the beach,
As though unconscious of his speech,
She said “Each gives to more than each.”

He could not answer yea or nay:
He faltered “Gifts may pass away.”
Yet knew not what he meant to say.
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“If that be so,” she straight replied,
“Each heart with each doth coincide.
What boots it? For the world is wide.”

“The world is but a Thought,” said he:
“The vast unfathomable sea
Is but a Notion—unto me.”

And darkly fell her answer dread
Upon his unresisting head,

Like half a hundredweight of lead.

“The Good and Great must ever shun
That reckless and abandoned one
Who stoops to perpetrate a pun.

“The man that smokes—that reads The Times—

That goes to Christmas Pantomimes—
Is capable of any crimes!”

So passed they on with even pace:
Yet gradually one might trace
A shadow growing on his face.

THE SECOND VOICE

They walked beside the wave-worn beach;
Her tongue was very apt to teach,
And now and then he did beseech

She would abate her dulcet tone,
Because the talk was all her own,
And he was dull as any drone.

She urged “No cheese is made of chalk”;
And ceaseless flowed her dreary talk,
Tuned to the footfall of a walk.
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Her voice was very full and rich,
And when at length she asked him “Which?”
It mounted to its highest pitch.

“Shall Man be Man? And shall he miss
Of other thoughts no thought but this,
Harmonious dews of sober bliss?

“What boots it? Shall his fevered eye
Through towering nothingness descry
The grisly phantom hurry by?

“And hear dumb shrieks that fill the air;
See mouths that gape, and eyes that stare
And redden in the dusky glare?

“The meadows breathing amber light,
The darkness toppling from the height,
The feathery train of granite Night?

“Shall he, grown gray among his peers,
Through the thick curtain of his tears
Catch glimpses of his earlier years,

“And hear the sounds he knew of yore,
Old shufflings on the sanded floor,
Old knuckles tapping at the door?

“Yet still before him as he flies
One pallid form shall ever rise,
And bodying forth in glassy eyes

“The vision of a vanished good,
Low peering through the tangled wood,
Shall freeze the current of his blood.”

Still from each fact, with skill uncouth
And savage rapture, like a tooth
She wrenched some slow reluctant truth.
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Till, like a silent water-mill,
When summer suns have dried the rill,
She reached a full stop, and was still.

Dead calm succeeded to the fuss,
As when the loaded omnibus
Has reached the railway terminus:

When, for the tumult of the street,
Is heard the engine’s stifled beat,
The velvet tread of porters’ feet.

With glance that ever sought the ground,
She moved her lips without a sound,
And every now and then she frowned.

He gazed upon the sleeping sea,
And joyed in its tranquillity,
And in that silence dead, but she

To muse a little space did seem,
Then, like the echo of a dream,
Harked back upon her threadbare theme.

Still an attentive ear he lent
But could not fathom what she meant:
She was not deep, nor eloquent.

He marked the ripple on the sand:
The even swaying of her hand
Was all that he could understand.

He saw in dreams a drawing-room,
Where thirteen wretches sat in gloom,
Waiting—he thought he knew for whom:

He saw them drooping here and there,
Each feebly huddled on a chair,
In attitudes of blank despair:
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Opysters were not more mute than they,
For all their brains were pumped away,
And they had nothing more to say—

Save one, who groanéd “Three hours are gonel”
Who shrieked “We’ll wait no longer, John!
Tell them to set the dinner on!”



Richard Garnett

Richard Garnett, progenitor of a literary family, was keeper of
printed books in the British Museum, a man of enormous and varied
learning, and a prodigious writer on all sorts of scholarly subjects. The
Twilight of the Gods, from which this story is taken, is rich in intel-
lectual humor, in the Voltaire tradition. I hope that radiant and wirtty
book will not be utterly forgotten.

ABDALLAH THE ADITE

An aged hermit named Sergius dwelt in the wilds of Arabia, addict-
ing himself to the pursuit of religion and alchemy. Of his creed it
could only be said that it was so much better than that of his neigh-
bours as to cause him to be commonly esteemed a Yezidi, or devil wor-
shipper. But the better informed deemed him a Nestorian monk, who
had retired into the wilderness on account of differences with his
brethren, who sought to poison him.

The imputation of Yezidism against Sergius was the cause that a
certain inquisitive young man resorted to him, trusting to obtain light
concerning the nature of demons. But he found that Sergius could give
him no information on that subject, but, on the contrary, discoursed so
wisely and beautifully on holy things, that his pupil’s intellect was
enlightened, and his enthusiasm was inflamed, and he longed to go
forth and instruct the ignorant people around him; the Saracens, and
the Sabaeans, and the Zoroastrians, and the Carmathians, and the
Baphometites, and the Paulicians, who are a remnant of the ancient
Manichees.

“Nay, good youth,” said Sergius, “I have renounced the sending
forth of missionaries, having made ample trial with my spiritual son,
the Prophet Abdallah.”

“What!” exclaimed the youth, “was Abdallah the Adite thy dis-
ciple?”

“Even so,” said Sergius. “Hearken to his history.

“Never have I instructed so promising a pupil as Abdallah, nor
191
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when he was first my disciple do I deem that he was other than the
most simple-minded and well-intentioned of youths. I always called
him son, a title I have never bestowed on another. Like thee, he had
compassion on the darkness around him, and craved my leave to go
forth and dispel it. '

“‘“My son,” said I, T will not restrain thee: thou art no longer a
child. Thou hast heard me discourse on the subject of persecution, and
knowest that poison was administered to me personally on account of
my inability to perceive the supernatural light emanating from the
navel of Brother Gregory. Thou art aware that thou wilt be beaten
with rods and pricked with goads, chained and starved in a dungeon,
very probably blinded, very possibly burned with fire?’

“‘All these things I am prepared to undergo,” said Abdallah; and
he embraced me and bade me farewell.

“After certain moons he returned covered with weals and scars, and
his bones protruded through his skin.

“‘Whence are these weals and scars?’ asked I, ‘and what signifies
this protrusion of thy bones?’

““The weals and the scars,” answered he, ‘proceed from the floggings
inflicted upon me by command of the Caliph; and my bones protrude
by reason of the omission of his officers to furnish me with either
food or drink in the dungeon wherein I was imprisoned by his orders.’

“‘O my son,’ exclaimed I, ‘in the eyes of faith and right reason these
scars are lovelier than the moles of beauty, and the sight of thy bones
is like the beholding of hidden treasure!’

“And Abdallah strove to look as though he believed me; nor did
he entirely fail therein. And I took him, and fed him, and healed him,
and sent him forth a second time into the world.

“And after a space he returned, covered as before with wounds and
bruises, but comely and somewhat fat.

““Whence this sleckness of body, my son?’ I asked.

““Through the charity of the Caliph’s wives,” he answered, ‘who have
fed me secretly, I have assured them that in remembrance of this good
work each of them in the world to come would have seven husbands.’

“‘How knewest thou this, my son?’ I inquired.

““In truth, father, he said, ‘I did not know it; but I thought it
probable.’

“‘O my son! my son!” exclaimed I, ‘thou art on a dangerous road.
To win over weak ignorant people by promises of what they shall
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receive in a future life, whereof thou knowest no more than they do!
Knowest thou not that the inestimable blessings of religion are of an
inward and spiritual nature? Did I ever promise any disciple any
recompense for his enlightenment and good deeds, save flogging,
starvation, and burning?’

“‘Never, father,” said he, ‘and therefore thou hast had no follower
of thy law save one, and he hath broken it

“He left me after a shorter stay than before, and again went forth
to preach. After a long time he returned in good condition of body,
yet manifestly having something upon his mind.

“‘Father,” he said, ‘thy son hath preached with faithfulness and
acceptance, and turned thousands unto righteousness. But a sorcerer
hath arisen, saying, “Why follow ye Abdallah, seeing that he breathes
not fire out of his mouth and nostrils?” And the people give ear unto
the words that come from this man’s lips, when they behold the flame
that cometh from his nose. And unless thou teachest me to do as he
doth I shall assuredly perish.

“And I told Abdallah that it was better to perish for the truth’s
sake than to prolong life by lies and deceit. But he wept and lamented
exceeding sore, and in the end he prevailed with me; and I taught
him to breathe flame and smoke out of a hollow nut filled with com-
bustible powder. And I took a certain substance called soap, but little
known in this country, and anointed his feet therewith. And when he
and the sorcerer met, both breathing flame, the people knew not which
to follow; but when Abdallah walked over nine hot ploughshares,
and the sorcerer could not touch one of them, they beat his brains out,
and became Abdallah’s disciples.

“A long time afterward Abdallah came to me again, this time with
a joyful, and yet with somewhat of a troubled look, carrying a camel-
hair blanket, which he undid, and lo! it was full of bones.

“‘O father,’ he said, ‘I bring thee happy tidings. We have found the
bones of the camel of the prophet Ad, upon which his revelation was
engraved by him.’

““If this be so,” said I, ‘thou art acquainted with the precepts of the
prophet, and hast no need of mine.’

“‘Nay, but father,’” said he, ‘although the revelation was without
question originally engraved by the prophet on these very bones, it
hath come to pass by the injury of time that not one letter of his writ-
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ing can be distinguished. I have therefore come to ask thee to write
it over again.

“‘What!” T exclaimed, ‘I forge a revelation in the name of the
prophet Ad! Get thee behind me!’

““Thou knowest, father,” he rejoined, ‘that if we had the original
words of the prophet Ad here they would profit us nought, as by
reason of their antiquity none would understand them. Seeing there-
fore that I myself cannot write, it is meet that thou shouldst set down
in his name those things which he would have desired to deliver had
he been now among us; but if thou wilt not, I shall ask Brother
Gregory.’

“And when I heard him speak of having recourse to that cheat and
impostor my spirit was grieved within me, and I wrote the Book of
Ad myself. And I was heedful to put in none but wholesome and
profitable precepts, and more especially did I forbid polygamy, hav-
ing perceived a certain inclination thereunto in my disciple.

“After many days he came again, and this time he was in violent
terror and agitation, and hair was wanting to the lower part of his
countenance.

“‘O Abdallah,” I inquired, ‘where is thy beard?’

“‘In the hands of my ninth wife,” said he.

“‘Apostatel’ I exclaimed, ‘hast thou dared to espouse more wives
than one? Rememberest thou not what is written in the Book of the
Prophet Ad?’ ‘

“‘O father,” he said, ‘the revelation of Ad being, as thou knowest,
so exceedingly ancient, doth of necessity require a commentary. This
hath been supplied by one of my disciples, a young Syrian and natural
son of Gregory, as I opine. This young man can not only write, but
write to my dictation, an accomplishment in which thou hast been
found lacking, O Sergius. In this gloss it is set forth how, since woman
hath the ninth part of the soul of man, the prophet, in enjoining us
Adites (as we now call ourselves) to take but one wife, doth instruct
us to take nine; to espouse a tenth would, I grant, be damnable. It
ensues, therefore, that having become enamoured of a most charming
young virgin, I am constrained to repudiate one of the wives whom
I have taken already. To this, each thinking that it may be her turn
speedily, if not now, they will in no wise consent, and have maltreated
me as thou seest, and the dens of wild beasts are at this moment abodes
of peace, compared to my seraglio. What is even worse, they threaten
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to disclose to the people the fact, of which they have unhappily be-
come aware, that the revelation of the blessed Ad is not written
upon the bones of a camel at all, but of a cow, and will therefore be
accounted spurious, inasmuch as the prophet is not recorded to have
ridden upon this quadruped. And seeing that thou didst inscribe the
characters, O father, I cannot but fear that the fury of the people will
extend unto thee, and that thou wilt be even in danger of thy life
from them.

“This argument of Abdallah’s had much weight with me, and I the
more readily consented to his request as he did not on this occasion
require any imposture at my hands, but merely the restitution of his
domestic peace. And I went with him to his wives, and discoursed
with them, and they agreed to abide by my sentence. And, willing to
please him, I directed that he should marry the beautiful virgin, and
put away one of his wives who was old and ugly, and endowed with
the disposition of Sheitan.

“‘O father,” said Abdallah, ‘thou hast brought me from death unto
life! And thou, Zarah,” he continued, ‘wilt lose nought, but gain ex-
ceedingly, in becoming the spouse of the wise and virtuous Sergius.’

“‘I marry Zarah!’ I exclaimed, ‘I! a monk!’

“‘Surely,” said he, ‘thou would’st not take away her husband with-
out giving her another in his stead?’

““If he does I will throttle him,” cried Zarah.

“And I wept sore, and made great intercession. And it was agreed
that there should be a delay of forty days, in which space if any one
else would marry Zarah, I should be free of her. And I promised all
my substance to any one who would do this, and no one was found.
And she was offered to thirteen criminals doomed to suffer death,
and they all chose death. And at the last I was constrained to marry
her. And truly I have now the comfort of thinking that if I have of-
fended by encouraging Abdallah’s deceits, or otherwise, the debt is
paid, and Eternal Justice hath now nothing against me; for verily I
was an inmate of Gehenna until it came to pass that she was herself
translated thither. And respecting the manner of her translation, in-
quire not thou too curiously. It was doubtless a token of the displeas-
ure of Heaven at her enormities that the water of the well of Kefayat,
which had been known as the Diamond of the Desert, became about
this time undrinkable, and pernicious to man and beast.

“As I sat in my dwelling administering to the estate of my deceased
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wife, which consisted principally of wines and strong liquors, Ab-
dallah again appeared before me.

“‘Hast thou come, said I, ‘to solicit me to abet thee in any new
imposture? Know, once for all, that I will not.

“‘On the contrary,’ said he, ‘Il am come to set thee at ease by prov-
ing to thee that I shall not again require thy assistance. Follow me.’

“And T followed him to a great plain, where was a host of armed
horsemen and footmen, more than I could number. And they bore
banners on which the name of Abdallah was embroidered in letters of
gold. And in the midst was an ark of gold, with the bones of Ad’s
camel, or cow. And by this was a great pile of the heads of men, and
warriors were continually casting more and more upon the heap.

“‘How many?’ asked Abdallah.

““Twelve thousand, O Apostle of God,” answered they, ‘but there are
more to come.’

““Thou monster!” said I to Abdallah.

“‘Nay, father,” said he, ‘there will not be more than sixteen thousand
in all, and these men were unbelievers. Moreover we have spared such
of their women as were young and handsome, and have taken them for
our concubines, as is ordained in the eleventh supplement to the Book
of Ad, just promulgated by my authority. But come, I have other
things to manifest unto thee.’

“And he led me where a stake was driven into the earth, and a man
was chained unto it, and fuel was heaped all around him, and many
stood by with lighted torches in their hands.

“‘O Abdallah,’ T exclaimed, ‘wherefore this atrocity?’

““This man, he replied, ‘is a blasphemer, who hath said that the
Book of Ad is written on the bones of a cow.’

“‘But it s written on the bones of a cow!’ I cried.

“‘Even so, said he, ‘and therefore is his heresy the more damnable,
and his punishment the more exemplary. Had it been indeed written
on the bones of a camel, he might have affirmed what pleased him.

“And I shook off the dust from my feet, and hastened to my dwell-
ing. The rest of Abdallah’s acts thou knowest, and how he fell warring
with the Carmathians. And now I ask thee, art thou yet minded to go
forth as a missionary of the truth?’”

“O Sergius,” said the young man, “I perceive that the temptations
are greater, and the difficulties far surpassing what I had thought. Yet
will T go, and I trust by Heaven’s grace not to fail utterly.”
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“Then go,” said Sergius, “and Heaven’s blessing go with thee!
Come back in ten years, should I be living, and if thou canst declare
that thou hast forged no scriptures, and worked no miracles, and per-
secuted no unbelievers, and flattered no potentate, and bribed no one
with the promise of aught in heaven or earth, I will give thee the
philosopher’s stone.”



Samuel Butler

Samuel Butler is a fine example of the author who always wrote
exactly how and what he pleased, with the result that none of his books
had the smallest success during his lifetime. But now you can buy The
Way of All Flesh at the nearest cigar store for a quarter. Heigh-hol

A PSALM OF MONTREAL

The City of Montreal is one of the most rising, and, in many respects,
most agreeable on the American continent, but its inhabitants are as
yet too busy with commerce to care greatly about the masterpieces of
old Greek Art. In the Montreal Museum of Natural History I came
upon two plaster casts, one of the Antinous and the other of the Dis-
cobolus—not the good one, but in my poem, of course, I intend the
good one—banished from public view to a room where were all man-
ner of skins, plants, snakes, insects, etc., and, in the middle of these,
an old man stuffing an owl.

“Ah,” said I, “so you have some antiques here; why don’t you put
them where people can see them?”

“Well, sir,” answered the custodian, “you see they are rather vulgar.”

He then talked a great deal and said his brother did all Mr. Spur-
geon’s printing.

The dialogue—perhaps true, perhaps imaginary, perhaps a little of
the one and a little of the other—between the writer and this old man
gave rise to the lines that follow:

Stowed away in a Montreal lumber room

The Discobolus standeth and turneth his face to the wall;
Dusty, cobweb-covered, maimed and set at naught,
Beauty crieth in an attic and no man regardeth:

O God! O Montreal!
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Beautiful by night and day, beautiful in summer and winter,
Whole or maimed, always and alike beautiful—
He preacheth gospel of grace to the skin of owls
And to one who seasoneth the skins of Canadian owls:
O God! O Montreal!

When I saw him I was wroth and I said, “O Discobolus!
Beautiful Discobolus, a Prince both among gods and men!
What doest thou here, how camest thou hither, Discobolus,
Preaching gospel in vain to the skins of owls?”

O God! O Montreal!

And I turned to the man of skins and said unto him, “O thou man of
skins,
Wherefore hast thou done thus to shame the beauty of the Discobolus?”
But the Lord had hardened the heart of the man of skins
And he answered, “My brother-in-law is haberdasher to Mr. Spurgeon.”
O God! O Montreal!

“The Discobolus is put here because he is vulgar—
He has neither vest nor pants with which to cover his limbs;
I, Sir, am a person of most respectable connections—
My brother-in-law is haberdasher to Mr. Spurgeon.”
O God! O Montreal!

Then I said, “O brother-in-law to Mr. Spurgeon’s haberdasher,
Who seasonest also the skins of Canadian owls,
Thou callest trousers ‘pants,” whereas I call them ‘trousers,’
Therefore thou art in hell-fire and may the Lord pity thee!”

O God! O Montreal!

“Preferrest thou the gospel of Montreal to the gospel of Hellas,
The gospel of thy connection with Mr. Spurgeon’s haberdashery to the
gospel of the Discobolus?”
Yet none the less blasphemed he beauty saying, “The Discobolus hath
no gospel,
But my brother-in-law is haberdasher to Mr. Spurgeon.”
O God! O Montreal!



William Schwenk Gilbert

I have been horrified to discover that More Bab Ballads 7s out of
print. Can this mean that people no longer read these monumental
works?

The illustrations are W. S. Gilbert's own, and are reproduced because
they are essential to a complete understanding of the text.

THE RIVAL CURATES

List while the poet trolls
Of Mr. Crayron HooPER,
Who had a cure of souls

At Spiffton-extra-Sooper.

He lived on curds and whey,
And daily sang their praises,

And then he’d go and play
With buttercups and daisies.

Wild croquet Hooper banned,
And all the sports of Mammon,
He warred with cribbage, and

He exorcised backgammon.
200
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His helmet was a glance

That spoke of holy gladness;
A saintly smile his lance,

His shield a tear of sadness.

His Vicar smiled to see

This armour on him buckled;
With pardonable glee

He blessed himself and chuckled:

“In mildness to abound
My curate’s sole design is,
In all the country round
There’s none so mild as mine is!”

And Hoorkr, disinclined
His trumpet to be blowing,
Yet didn’t think you'd find
A milder curate going.

A friend arrived one day
At Spiffton-extra-Sooper,

And in this shameful way
He spoke to Mr. HoopEr:

“You think your famous name
For mildness can’t be shaken,

That none can blot your fame—
But, Hoorer, you’re mistaken!

“Your mind is not as blank
As that of HorLEy PoRTER,

Who holds a curate’s rank
At Assesmilk-cum-Worter.

“He plays the airy flute,
And looks depressed and blighted,
Doves round about him ‘toot,’

And lambkins dance delighted.
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“He labours more than you

At worsted work, and frames it;
In old maids’ albums, too,

Sticks seaweed—yes, and names it!”

The tempter said his say,

Which pierced him like a needle—
He summoned straight away

His sexton and his beadle.

These men were men who could
Hold liberal opinions:

On Sundays they were good—
On week-days they were minions.

“To HorrLeEy PortER go,

Your fare I will afford you—
Deal him a deadly blow,

And blessings shall reward you.

“But stay—I do not like
Undue assassination,

And so, before you strike,
Make this communication:
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“I'll give him this one chance—
If he’ll more gaily bear him,

Play croquet, smoke and dance,
I willingly will spare him.”

They went, those minions true,
To Assesmilk-cum-Worter,
And told their errand to
The Revereno HorLEy Porter.

“What?” said that reverend gent,
“Dance through my hours of leisure?

Smoke?—bathe myself with scent?—
Play croquet? Oh, with pleasure!

“Wear all my hair in curl?

Stand at my door, and wink—so—
At every passing girl?

My brothers, I should think so!

“For years I've longed for some
Excuse for this revulsion:

Now that excuse has come—
I do it on compulsion!!!”
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He smoked and winked away—
This Revereno HorrLey PorTER—
The deuce there was to pay
At Assesmilk-cum-Worter.

And Hoorer holds his ground,
In mildness daily growing—

They think him, all around,
The mildest curate going.

ETIODHELE

The Ballyshannon foundered off the coast of Cariboo,

And down in fathoms many went the captain and the crew;
Down went the owners—greedy men whom hope of gain allured:
Oh, dry the starting tear, for they were heavily insured.

Besides the captain and the mate, the owners and the crew,
The passengers were also drowned excepting only two:
Young PerEr Gray, who tasted teas for Baker, Croor, axp Co.,
And SomErs, who from Eastern shores imported indigo.
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These passengers, by reason of their clinging to a mast,

Upon a desert island were eventually cast.

They hunted for their meals, as ALEXANDER SELKIRK used,

But they couldn’t chat together—they had not been introduced.

For Perer Gray, and SoMErs too, though certainly in trade,

Were properly particular about the friends they made;

And somehow thus they settled it without a word of mouth—

That Gray should take the northern half, while Somers took the
south.

Or Perer’s portion oysters grew—a delicacy rare,

But oysters were a delicacy Perer couldn’t bear.

On SoMers’ side was turtle, on the shingle lying thick,

Which Somers couldn’t eat, because it always made him sick.

Gray gnashed his teeth with envy as he saw a mighty store
Of turtle unmolested on his fellow-creature’s shore:

The oysters at his feet aside impatiently he shoved,

For turtle and his mother were the only things he loved.
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And Somers sighed in sorrow as he settled in the south,

For the thought of PeTeRr’s oysters brought the water to his mouth.
He longed to lay him down upon the shelly bed, and stuff:

He had often eaten oysters, but had never had enough.

How they wished an introduction to each other they had had

When on board the Ballyshannon! And it drove them nearly mad
To think how very friendly with each other they might get,

If it wasn’t for the arbitrary rule of etiquette!

One day, when out a-hunting for the mus ridiculus,
Gray overheard his fellow-man soliloquising thus:
“I wonder how the playmates of my youth are getting on,
M’ConneLL, S. B. Wavrrers, Pavpy Byies, and Rosinson?”

These simple words made Perer as delighted as could be,

Old chummies at the Charterhouse were Rosinson and he!

He walked straight up to Somers, then he turned extremely red,

Hesitated, hummed and hawed a bit, then cleared his throat, and
said:

“I beg your pardon—pray forgive me if I seem too bold,

But you have breathed a name I knew familiarly of old.

You spoke aloud of RoBinsoN—I happened to be by—

You know him?” “Yes, extremely well.” “Allow me—so do I!”

It was enough: they felt they could more sociably get on,
For (ah, the magic of the fact!) they each knew Roeinson!
And Mr. SoMmEers’ turtle was at PETER’s service quite,

And Mr. SomErs punished PErer’s oyster-beds all night.

They soon became like brothers from community of wrongs;
They wrote each other little odes and sang each other songs;
They told each other anecdotes disparaging their wives;

On' several occasions, too, they saved each other’s lives.

They felt quite melancholy when they parted for the night,
And got up in the morning soon as ever it was light;

Each other’s pleasant company they reckoned so upon,
And all because it happened that they both knew Rosinson!
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They lived for many years on that inhospitable shore,

And day by day they learned to love each other more and more.
At last, to their astonishment, on getting up one day,

They saw a vessel anchored in the offing of the bay!

To Perer an idea occurred. “Suppose we cross the main?
So good an opportunity may not occur again.”

And SoMers thought a minute, then ejaculated, “Done!

I wonder how my business in the City’s getting on?”

“But stay,” said Mr. Perer: “when in England, as you know,

I earned a living tasting teas for Baker, Croop, axp Co.,,

I may be superseded—my employers think me dead!”

“Then come with me,” said Soaers, “and taste indigo instead.”

But all their plans were scattered in a moment when they found

The vessel was a convict ship from Portland, outward bound!
When a boat came off to fetch them, though they felt it very kind,
To go on board they firmly but respectfully declined.
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As both the happy settlers roared with laughter at the joke,
They recognised an unattractive fellow pulling stroke:

"Twas Rosinson—a convict, in an unbecoming frock!
Condemned to seven years for misappropriating stock!!!

They laughed no more, for Somers thought he had been rather rash
In knowing one whose friend had misappropriated cash;

And Perer thought a foolish tack he must have gone upon

In making the acquaintance of a friend of Rosinson.

At first they didn’t quarrel very openly, I've heard;

They nodded when they met, and now and then exchanged a word:
The word grew rare, and rarer still the nodding of the head,

And when they meet each other now, they cut each other dead.

To allocate the island they agreed by word of mouth,

And Perer takes the north again, and Somers takes the south;
And Perer has the oysters, which he loathes with horror grim,
And Somers has the turtle—turtle disagrees with him.
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William De Morgan

De Morgan began to write at the age of sixty-five. He then suddenly
write nine novels, all of them long and most of them very good. This
does not prove that we can all write a novel, but 1t proves that we can
all expect to.

JOSEPH VANCE
(Selection)

My Father and Mother never could come to a clear understanding
about what had disagreed with my Father the day he lost his situation
at Fothergill’s.

My Father thought it was the sausage and mashcd potatoes he had
for lunch at the Rosc and Crown, at fourpence, and as much mustard
and pepper as you liked. My Mother thought it was the beer.

There was something to be said for my Mother’s view, on the score
of quantity.

+ “Everything,” she said, “I bring to figures, and my Aunt Elizabeth

Hannah taught.me to it.” And sure enough figures did show that my
Father, who had a shilling and threepence in his pocket when he left
home at six-thirty in the morning, must have spent eightpence on
beer, or lost some of it—Because, if we allow a penny for the ‘bus, and
twopence for a ‘arf an ounce of barker which he bought (I do not like
to give his exact words) at a tobacconist’s with a ha@morrhage on his
way home, there’s the price of two quarts of four ale left, put it how
you may.—“And your Father always had a weak head,” said my Mother
in after years, in the many times over she told me the story.

Anyhow, something must have disagreed with him, or he wouldn’t
have called Mr. Wotherspoon, the head clerk at Fothergill’s, an old
herring-gut when he told him to put his trolley somewhere else, and
not leave it stood in the orfice door.

“Of course it wasn’t a civil remark, in the manner of speaking,” said

. my Mother, “but your Father, my dear, was that simple and honour-

able himself he never had a suspicion of guile—And well did Mr.
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Wotherspoon deserve the epithet if my belief is true (and I shall hold
it to my dying day) that the old man only similated deafness all those
years to one day catch your Father out. For I need ’ardly say to you,
my dear, that the remark was a outside remark, as the sayin’ is, and
not intended to reach its audience.”

If my recollection of my Father’s conversation isn’t coloured by sub-
sequent experience of hoarse men in taprooms, resembling his personal
friends at this date in their accent and the bias of their philosophy,
Mr. Wotherspoon must have taken a good deal of unnecessary trouble
to procure a conviction. Indeed, I remember my Mother saying once
that the strength of language was proverbial, and that Vance was no
exception to the rule, and not to be expected. My Mother’s way of
putting things may have been inconsequent, but then, one never had
the slightest doubt of what she meant.

Anyhow, my Father’s outside remarks frequently reached their audi-
ence, and laid him open to martyrdom in the cause of free speech many
times before the incident recorded—my Mother’s version of which was
probably authentic; although she must have had some of it on hearsay.

“I decline to repeat his language,” said Mr. Wotherspoon to Mr.
Fothergill, “but it was not respectful, and I should say he deserved the
sack.”

“Give him his screw and put on another warehouseman,” said Mr.
Fothergill. So my Father had to accept the sack on the Saturday fol-'
lowing.

I was a small boy of seven at this time, but I must have been ob-
servant, from the vividness of my recollection of the events of that
Saturday afternoon. My young mind, catching its impressions from
my Mother’s way of looking at the situation, and supported by the
cheerfulness (which may have been partly artificial) with which my
Father accepted the sack, drew the inference that my Father had dis-
missed Fothergill’s, and was now open to all kinds of preferment which
his late employers’ malice had hitherto prevented reaching him. This
coloured our conversation as we walked along the main road towards
London after the family dinner. I accompanied him on the pretext
that T was competent and willing to prevent his taking more than a
pint at the Roebuck.

“Could you lick three men?” I said, breaking silence disconnectedly.

“Could I lick free me?” repeated my Father after me. “In course I
could! Who's to prevent me, young ’un, hay?”
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I was silent and counted sixteen paving stones before I returned to
the charge. I couldn’t count seventeen as it was a sudden introduction
of a new metre, so to speak, into the counting. So I resumed my en-
quiries.

“Could you lick three men if two of ’em was policemen?”

“That’s accordin’ to who the other might be,” said my Father after
reflection, which convinced my simplicity that he was replying in good
faith.

“Could you lick three men if one of them was Mr. Fothergill and two
of ’em was p’licemen?” This was a home-thrust, and my Father’s
prompt counterstroke showed that he appreciated the connection with
the recent conversation at dinner.

“If one of ’'em was Mr. Fothergill I could lick six, and if two of 'em
was Mr. Fothergill and Mr. Wotherspoon I could lick twelve.”

I accepted this as meaning that the intense insignificance of the two
would act as a drawback on the effectiveness of the police force; and 1
believe now that my Father intended this, and did not refer to any
stimulus to his prowess which the sight of his recent employers might
occasion. But I felt explanation was necessary, and sought for it in my
Father’s remarks at dinner.

“Is that because you expected a beggar to be an angel?” was my next
question. For my Father had stopped my Mother in some too lenient
view of Mr. Wotherspoon’s conduct with, “An old herring-gut like
that has no call to expect a poor beggar to be an angel,” and this had
been a little beyond my comprehension.

“What’s the young nipper a-driving at?” said my parent. “I tell you
what, young man, if young beginners are going to ask questions as if
they was blooming grandmothers, we shall never get to this here public
house.”

“This one ain’t the Roebuck,” said I, as my Father pushed me
through a swing door into a sound of bad men and a smell of worse
beer.

“No, it ain’t, and I ain’t a-going to it. If I goes to the Roebuck I ain’t
at liberty, accordin’ to my ideas of honour, to take more than a pint.
I want p’r’aps a pint and a ’arf, and I comes in ’ere—Quart o’ four ale,
Miss!”

The equivocation did not seem wrong to my infant mind; in fact,
it impressed me as doing my Father credit, and made me resolve to be
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equally honourable. But the ordering of the quart brought a doubt to
my face, to which my Father yielded an explanation.

“’Arf a pint for the young nipper, and three ’arf-pints for daddy—
that’s the ’rithmetic! What the nipper don’t drink of his ’arf-pint, I
drinks for his sake—so he mayn’t get drunk, which at seven is vice.”

The nipper didn’t drink much of the half-pint, fortunately for him,
and his Father performed the act of altruism imposed on him. Having
done so, his attention appeared to be attracted by something inside
the pewter.

“Strike me blind,” he said, “if there ain’t a bloody little hinseck at the
bottom of the pot!”

There was, apparently, and he fell out with a heeltap of beer on the
metal counter, out of my sight.

“Pick me up, Daddy,” said I. “For to see the hinseck,” I added by
way of explanation. I can remember now exactly how my Father’s
hand felt as he grasped me by the trousers and lifted me up, and the
sound of his question. “What do young sucking bantams want with
insects?”

“He’ll be for crockin’ him,” said a Sweep with inflamed eyelids.
“Crock him, yoong ’un, with your fingernail.”

But my Father, who was getting toward the quarrelsome stage of
beer, interposed upon the suggestion, not from any humanitarian mo-
tives, but in order to contradict the Sweep.

“This here hinseck,” he said, “come out of my beer, wot I paid for,
square. Consequent this here hinseck I account as my hinseck—and
this here son of mine has been too well educated, though young, to
presoom to crock this here hinseck unless I give leave—Hay, young
'un? Or for that matter,” added my parent with a sudden aggressive
enlargement of his claim—“anyone else.”

“Anyone else, wot?” said the Sweep.

My Father, instead of answering, addressed himself over the bar to
the young lady thereof, as an umpire secure from intimidation behind a
fortress of brass and pewter.

“I ask you, Miss,” said he, “have I said or have I not said clear and
plain, that I regard this here hinseck as belonging? And have I said
or have I not said, equally clear and plain, that if any man (or for that |
matter any other) was to presoom to crock this hinseck on this here
counter, I would fetch him a smack over the mouth?”

The young woman was filling one pot alternately at two taps and |
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had taken too little from tap number one. So she had to exercise great
discretion in stopping tap number two at the right moment. When
she had done this, she referred again to number one, and it being an
easy task to merely fill up to the brim, she took the opportunity to reply
to my Father.

“Can’t say I heard any such expression. Fourpence,” the last word
referring to the transaction in hand.

“Anyhow you put it,” said the Sweep, “I'd crock him myself for a
farden.”

And without waiting for any security of payment, he did it straight-
way, over my shoulder.

I glanced around to see the effect of the smack. It had followed the
provocation so quickly that the Sweep’s hand was not back in time to
stop it.

“All outside. Nothing in here. Nor yet in the street.” Thus far the
lady of the beer-handles—I was close to her; so I heard her voice above
the tumult of awakened partisanship which filled the bar the moment
after the smack. I heard that, and I noted with some disappointment
that the smack had no# been over the Sweep’s mouth. It was the first
time I had ever had a doubt of my Father’s infallibility.

“Right you are, Miss."—“Git ’em outside.”—“Git ’em round the
Rents and down the lane.”—“Git ’em round the bark o’ Chepstow’s,
and across.”—"“Git 'em along the Gas-gardens—land to let on building-
lease—that’ll do, shove along—land to let on building lease. If a copper
don’t spot you, you'll "ave it quiet enough for ’arf an hour. Git your
man out; we'll git ours.”

“Don’t let the child go after them,” said the bar lady.—But the child

~ had slipped down off the bar, and the only person left to stop him was

too drunk to take instructions—had he not been so, he would have been
sober enough to follow the rabble. The child was outside the swing door
just in time to see the tail of the crowd turn a corner and disappear.
But he could have followed even guided only by the scattered pursuing
units that came from far behind him, endowed with a mysterious
knowledge (acquired Heaven knows how) that there was a fight, and
that it would be found (if not too late) acrost the Gas-gardens on some
land with a board up—and that you were on no account to turn round
by the eel shop, but follow on. This came hoarsely from one swift of
. foot as he passed a man with a wooden leg, who said sadly, “T’other
side Chepstow’s. It'll be done afore I ever gets there.” He added that
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he was by nature unfortunate, and was always a-missing of every-
thing.

“So I just gives in, I does,” said he. “What’s the young beggar roaring
about? ‘It’'s moy Father!—It's moy Father!” What's your Father?”

“It’s his Father what’s a-goin’ to fight,” struck in another runner,
speaking rapidly. “He’s a-goin’ for to fight Mr. Gunn, the buttin’
Sweep, down the Rents and beyont the Piannerforty works, and you
better look sharp if you want for to see anythink.”

How on earth these particulars had been acquired I cannot imagine,
but they revived the failing energies of the wooden leg in a miraculous
way. The owner forgot my howls in his intensified interest, and
resolving to “try it on anyhow,” stumped away.

I followed on as fast as my small legs would carry me, but concealing
my despair—for a laundress had shown a disposition towards com-
miseration and I didn’t want to be stopped by benevolence or any
other motive. The stragglers got fewer and farther between till they
were revived by the new event of a police-constable, to whom particu-
lars appeared to be needless, as he merely said, “Shut up, all on yer!” in
reply to volunteered information. This last group vanished round a
corner, and I panted after it. But I was getting frightened of what I
might see when I arrived. I believe that had my Father really “landed”
on the Sweep’s mouth T should have gone on confident. But my faith
had been shaken, and I went slower, wiping my eyes and recovering
my breath.

I saw nothing of the fight. I was only in time to see, across the canal
as I stood near the wooden foot-bridge, a returning crowd and a group
it left behind. The crowd was returning as a cortége of certain Police-
men, who had come mysteriously from the four quarters of heaven,
and were conducting a black object, which I could see from the raised
platform of the bridge was the Sweep who had crocked the insect. T
looked for my Father in vain. Then my eyes went across to the group
across the water, and in the middle of it distinguished a motionless
figure on the ground, and I knew it was my Father.

I had before me a plain issue of Duty, to be done or left undone;
and I should be glad to think that in after life I had always shown
the resolution that I, a midget between seven and eight, showed on
this occasion. I never hesitated a moment. The Sweep had killed my
Father, and I could hear his bellowings of triumph as he came along,
the centre of an admiring audience conducted by two Policemen. 1




A TREASURY OF BRITISH HUMOR 215

cannot repeat them in full, but they recorded his conviction that the
method he had employed (I heard what it was later) was the correct
way to do the dags of such a one as his late opponent. The terms he
applied to him could only be reported if it were certain that their mean-
ing to my readers would be as obscure as they then were to me. They
did not seem to me to make the fact that he had killed my Father (as I
thought) any the worse. All that was left was to look for a missile. I
saw one with a fragment of “Bass’s Bitter” label left on it, lying
against a dead cat by the pathway, a horrible jagged piece of glass.
And in the middle of my recollection of that unwholesome dream, I
see that jagged piece of glass and that cat’s head, and the string tight
round his throat that had strangled it, as clear as I saw it then. There
was a round side to it to hold it by, so I was able to close my hand well
on it. On came the Sweep and the Policemen’s hats (they wore hats in
those days), and the admiring throng. On they came to the bridge, and
the tramp on the mud changed resonantly to tramp on the planks.

“I could larn you two bloody orficers a lesson sim’lar to that other
...if T chose to, but—"

But no one ever knew the reason of Mr. Gunn’s forbearance; for
his last word merged in a hideous yell as the jagged bottle-end pierced
his eye. It was by the merest chance that I hit him. Of course I had
aimed, but what is the aim of a child of seven? Anyhow, it went to
the right place—and the howls and curses of its human target bore
witness to its arrival.

I had been concealed behind a scrap of fence at the bridge end when
I made my shot. But so had two other boys—barefooted street Arabs
of the sort the Board-Schools have cleared away. And these boys, seeing
instantly that my crime would be ascribed to zhem as universal culprits,
scapegoats of humanity, exclaimed to each other in the same breath,
“Make yer ’ooks, Matey!”—and bolted one to the left and one to the
right, but keeping within whistling and yelling distance. An amiable
young Policeman followed at a walk, on a line of pursuit bisecting the
angle of the two lines of flight. He caught neither of the fugitives, of
course, but he rejoined the procession at the nearest doctor’s shop,
having slipped round by another road to avoid humiliation; and Mr.
Gunn was taken in for provisional treatment at the expense of the
authorities.

I was convinced my Father was killed, and too terrified to wait and
see the second procession that I knew must cross the bridge later on;
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besides, there was Mother! So I left the crowd gazing blankly at two
bottles of “show colour,” and one leech, in the shop window; and set
out for home, too heartbroken and scared even to feel the satisfaction
of revenge.

Halfway I met two Policemen bearing a stretcher. I knew what was
coming back on that stretcher. I had no need of the information vol-
unteered by another boy rather older than I.

“Don’t you know what that is, you little hass?” said he, seeing my
gaze fixed upon it. “That there’s the stretcher fur to put the beggar on
what’s dead. Straight out flat! Then he’ll have a funeral, he will—
corpses, ‘earses, plooms, mutes!”—And he began a sort of pantomime
of solemn obsequies; but as perhaps he felt the cast was insufficient,
gave it up and danced.

The whole thing was getting more and more of a nightmare, and
I was consciously becoming incapable of finding my way home. I
began calling aloud for my Father to come and help me, even while
I knew what had happened, and that he could not. Then I heard a
stumping on the pavement behind me, and recognised it as the wooden
leg of an hour ago. I felt that its owner was almost an old friend,
especially when he too recognised me.

“Who's this here little chap a-hollering for his Father? He’s number
two, this is—No—he ain’t;—by gum! It’s the very same over again,”
and then his voice changed as he added: “Look here, old man, T’ll
give you a lift. Wipe your eyes. Where do you want to go to?”

“Stallwood’s Cottages, No. 13. It’s the only house, please, that hasn’t
no name on the door, and it’s next door to the laundry.”

“There ain’t no such place,” struck in the boy who had called me a
little ass, and who I really believe was a fiend in human form. “Don’t
you believe him. He’s a-kidding of yer.”

But the wooden-legged man seemed to be endowed with insight into
character; for, merely remarking that he would half murder the speaker
if he ever laid hands on him, he swung me on his shoulder and stumped
on. The fiend, however, having acquired a sort of footing in the affair,
didn’t mean to be left behind, and pursued us as close as he dared.

“’Arf murder me if yer like—I give leave! You may ‘ole murder me
too if yer like, if yer ever find such a s’elp-me-Goard place—"

And more to the same effect. But even the attempt to throw the
statement into the form of an affidavit did not influence the wooden leg, |
which went steadily on, growing less and less perceptible to my failing




A TREASURY OF BRITISH HUMOR 217

senses, until at last it became a mere rhythmic accompaniment to a
dream that I forgot as I woke to find myself deposited on the pave-
ment, and the voice of my bearer saying: “Right you are, old chap! No
name on the door, and next door to the laundry. You git along in sharp
and go to bed.”

And then in answer to my unspoken question (for the words
wouldn’t come), he added: “Never you fret your kidneys about your
Father! He ain’t dead! Trust Aizm!/—he’ll live to be concerned in many
quarts yet. Good-bye!”

And he whistled “Lucy Neal” and stumped off.

I did not share his confidence about my Father, but he had cheered
me up. Had he been altogether fallible, he would have fallen a victim
to the misstatements of the funeral boy. And him he had simply
flouted! So I collected my courage, and jumped up to the bell-handle,—
which was a pull-down one, or I couldn’t have rung it,—I heard voices
inside, and my Mother came to the door.

“Bless my soul, it’s Joe without his Father again! Joseph, you let
your Father go to the Roebuck! Where is he now?”

I was far more afraid of telling the awful truth to my Mother than
I had been of anything else on that dreadful afternoon, so I resolved
to give details later on. I had just enough voice in me for my Mother,
stooping down to my level, to hear me exonerate the Roebuck, which I
could do truthfully.

“Then if your Father didn’t go to the Roebuck what for are you
crying? Where did you leave him?”

I affirmed, truthfully, that I saw him last a-going away with several
men towards the canal. I added, untruthfully, that I had losted my way,
and the boys told me wrong. I thought my Mother was going to slap
me. It would have made my mind happier if she had. But she only
said, “Dearie me, whoever would be a woman! You come along and get
to bed and go to sleep at once, and no nonsense.” I was very soon
wiping my eyes on a small dirty nightshirt, and contributing an occa-
sional sob to the conversation that went on in the next room. I had
declined supper, not so much because I did not want it, as to get out
of sight and cry in the dark. I should now wonder at myself for this,
if I had not behaved in the same way fifty times since; indeed, the
sorrow’s crown of sorrows has always been to me not what the poet

\ sings, but the communication of bad news to happy unsuspicion. I
- always feel as I then felt; as if it was my fault and I was responsible.
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“What'’s the matter with the child?”—Thus the conversation ran on
between my Mother and her neighbor, Mrs. Packles, from Packleses’
laundry next door, who had come in to tea and gossip.

“It’s to be hoped nothing’s the matter ser’ous, Mrs. Vance.”

“Law, Mrs. Packles, Ma’am,” said my Mother, “if I was to worrit
every time Vance comes home late, there’d never be an end. Your
petticoat is a-scorching.”

“It ain’t my best. If you was to spare me the toasting-fork, now your
piece is browned, I wouldn’t spoil the knife-end in the fire over mine.
Being likewise the butter-knife.”

“I was looking for it.”—And my Mother began to butter her piece
(as I could hear by the scraping), but she stopped uneasily and came
into the bedroom and looked at me. I pretended to be asleep. She kissed
me, making matters ten times worse; and I suffered pangs of con-
science, but kept my counsel. She returned to the toast, and resumed the
conversation.

“It’s your dress scorching now, Mrs. Packles—do ’ee double it back
like I do mine.”

I heard Mrs. P. accept the suggestion.

“Vance is that particular about bloaters that I was thinking we might
wait till he comes? Tea-time,—he said. One bloater kept back to be
done later, has a feeling of discomfort when you come in and other
folks has finished. Don’t you think so, Ma’am?”

There was the slightest shade of asperity in the question and I read
in it that Mrs. Packles had looked unsympathetic. She also said some-
thing, but I failed to catch it, owing to Mrs. P. having a defect in her
speech. Like Timour, she had only one tooth above and one below;
but then they didn’t extend all along the gum, like his. However, she
had the reputation of being a Tartar, and Mr. Packles used to confirm
this report in public—perhaps I should say in publics. What Mrs.
Packles had said evidently reflected on my Father.

“No, Ma’am,” said my Mother. “On the contrary, Vance is by nature
a sober man—not like neighbors of his I could name whose habits are
proverbial, as the sayin’ is. In some cases, as you know, Ma’am, the
smell of beer is transparent, and in such, credit is given undeserved.
In others, secrecy throws a veil, even I am told in high places, and none
suspect. But Vance was ever that open nature! However, we will put

the bloaters on the trivet if you say the word.”
Mrs. Packles couldn’t say the word for the reason I have mentioned,
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nor any word distinctly. But I understood that she waived defence of
Packles against my Mother’s insinuation, in consideration of the
bloaters. Also that, to avoid the quicksands the conversation had so
narrowly escaped, she passed in review the condiments or accompani-
ments to bloaters sanctioned by judges. I heard my Mother’s answer:

“Accordin’ to me, Mrs. Packles, and I am not sing’lar, gin on no
account! Coffee also, though no objection can be raised, if popular in
quarters, is, to my thinking, contrary to bloaters. Now to ot tea and
buttered toast, there can be no exception.”

I felt that I was an exception. And how I repented my rash renuncia-
tion of supper while under excitement! I was getting very hungry, and
there was no prospect of relief till breakfast, unless I cut into the con-
versation and risked further catechism about my afternoon. So I lay
still and sucked my nightgown, of which I can distinctly recollect the
flavour to this day. I only wish 7z had been an accompaniment of
bloaters and hot tea and toast. Taken alone, nightgown juice is not
nutritious.

Mrs. Packles murmured assent, and was about to enlarge on the
gratifying topic when she was interrupted by a footstep outside.

“It’s at your house,” said my Mother; “somebody is ringing the laun-
dry bell.”—And Mrs. P. went out to investigate. A distant colloquy
followed, between a man’s voice and Mrs. Packles’s substitute for one;
but nothing audible to me, until my Mother’s sudden—“Well, now!”—
following on something she heard and I did not. The teacup she put
down suddenly spilled and clicked on the saucer; but she disregarded
it and went straight out after Mrs. Packles. Before the door had time
to slam, I caught the words—*Are you Mrs. Vance?”—and recognised
the step of a Policeman on the garden path. Then followed narrative
of an unexcited sort from the Policeman, sobs and exclamations from
my Mother, and sympathy from Mrs. Packles, who I felt sure was
endeavouring to claim a fulfilment of prophecy recently and clearly
by herself.

“Oh, Joey, Joey, Joey!” cried my Mother, “go to bed again this min-
ute. Your Father’s in the Hospital, and I must go to him.”

I had got out of bed and was standing in the doorway of the bed-
room. As I find that I have in memory a picture of a small boy crying,
with a very rough head, as well as of a large Policeman dripping (for
it was raining hard) and my Mother pulling a hurried shawl on, and
Mrs. Packles exhibiting sympathy, with the slightest flavour of tri-
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umph, I am inclined to think that the fifty-odd years that have passed
since then have made me mix what I actually do recollect with what my
Mother told me many times later. Otherwise how do I seem to myself
to see, from the front room, that small boy standing in the doorway
rubbing his grubby little face with his nightgown?

Perhaps I went back to bed; perhaps I didn’t! Anyhow, my next
clear memory is of sitting by the fire with Mrs. Packles, and of great
satisfaction from fresh hot toast, which Mrs. Packles (who remained
behind by request) intentionally made the vehicle of much less butter
than she took herself.

I don’t think she suspected me of having any story to tell beyond
what she had already heard—or she would certainly have pumped me
for it, instead of making the conversation turn on the moral improve-
ment of little boys. I was much too frightened to tell anything, even if
I had not been too sleepy and greedy at the same moment. I wasn’t
hypocrite enough at that early age to pretend I wanted to know what
the Policeman had said. Or possibly I mistrusted my powers of playing
out the part, if I embarked on enquiry from Mrs. Packles. Besides—it
didn’t matter! 7 knew what the Policeman had said a great deal better
than I knew what Mrs. Packles was saying about (1) the necessity for
the young to curb their inherent vices, or there was no knowing, (2)
the accumulation of misfortunes all but herself were free from, but that
she had to put up with, (3) her patience and fortitude under disaster,
and (4) her power of anticipating events and no attention paid, not if
she talked herself ’oarse!

Perhaps if 1 could have kept awake I should have known what it
was to hear Mrs. Packles under a further drawback from hoarseness.
But sleep overcame me, and I remember no more.




Thomas Hardy

ANDREY SATCHEL AND THE PARSON
AND CLERK

[This is one of a series of stories told by a very gossipy group of
passengers in the carrier’s van, on its way to Longpuddle.]

It all arose, you must know, from Andrey being fond of a drop of
drink at that time—though he’s a sober enough man now by all account,
so much the better for him. Jane, his bride, you see, was somewhat
older than Andrey; how much older I don’t pretend to say; she was
not one of our parish, and the register alone may be able to tell that.
But, at any rate, her being a little ahead of her young man in mortal
years, coupled with other bodily circumstances owing to that young
man—

(“Ah, poor thing!” sighed the women.)

—made her very anxious to get the thing done before he changed
his mind; and ’twas with a joyful countenance (they say) that she,
with Andrey and his brother and sister-in-law, marched off to church
one November morning as soon as ’twas day a’'most, to be made one
with Andrey for the rest of her life. He had left our place long before
it was light, and the folks that were up all waved their lanterns at him,
and flung up their hats as he went.

The church of her parish was a mile and more from where she lived,
and, as it was a wonderful fine day for the time of year, the plan was
that as soon as they were married they would make out a holiday by
driving straight off to Port Bredy, to see the ships and the sea and
the sojers, instead of coming back to a meal at the house of the dis-
tant relation she lived wi’, and moping about there all the afternoon.

Well, some folk noticed that Andrey walked with rather wambling
steps to church that morning; the truth o’t was that his nearest neigh-
bour’s child had been christened the day before, and Andrey, having
stood godfather, had stayed all night keeping up the christening, for

he had said to himself, “not if I live to be a thousand shall I again be
221
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made a godfather one day, and a husband the next, and perhaps a
father the next, and therefore I'll make the most of the blessing.”
So that when he started from home in the morning he had not been
in bed at all. The result was, as I say, that when he and his bride-to-be
walked up the church to get married, the pa’son (who was a very strict
man inside the church, whatever he was outside) looked hard at An-
drey, and said, very sharp:

“How’s this, my man? You are in liquor. And so early, too. I'm
ashamed of you!”

“Well, that’s true, sir,” says Andrey. “But I can walk straight enough
for practical purposes. I can walk a chalk line,” he says (meaning no
offence), “as well as some other folk: and—" (getting hotter)—I reckon
that if you, Pa’son Billy Toogood, had kept up a christening all night
so thoroughly as I have done, you wouldn’t be able to stand at all;
d— me if you would!”

This answer made Pa’son Billy—as they used to call him—rather
spitish, not to say hot, for he was a warm-tempered man if provoked,
and he said, very decidedly: “Well, I cannot marry you in this state;
and I will not! Go home and get sober!” And he slapped the book
together like a rat-trap.

Then the bride burst out crying as if her heart would break, for
very fear that she would lose Andrey after all her hard work to get
him, and begged and implored the pa’son to go on with the ceremony.
But no.

“I won’t be a party to your solemnizing matrimony with a tipsy
man,” says Mr. Toogood. “It is not right and decent. I am sorry for you,
my young woman, seeing the condition you are in, but you'd better go
home again. I wonder how you could think of bringing him here drunk
like this!”

“But if—if he don’t come drunk he won’t come at all, sir!” she says,
through her sobs.

“I can’t help that,” says the pa’son; and plead as she might, it did not
move him. Then she tried him another way.

“Well, then, if you'll go home, sir, and leave us here, and come back
to the church in an hour or two, I'll undertake to say that he shall be
as sober as a judge,” she cries. “We’ll bide here, with your permission;
for if he once goes out of this here church unmarried, all Van Am-
burgh’s horses won't drag him back again!”
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“Very well,” says the parson. “I'll give you two hours, and then I'll
return.”

“And please, sir, lock the door, so that we can’t escape!” says she.

“Yes,” says the parson.

“And let nobody know that we are here.”

The pa’son then took off his clane white surplice, and went away;
and the others consulted upon the best means for keeping the matter
a secret, which it was not a very hard thing to do, the place being so
lonely, and the hour so early. The witnesses, Andrey’s brother and
brother’s wife, neither one o’ which cared about Andrey’s marrying
Jane, and had come rather against their will, said they couldn’t wait
two hours, in that hole of a place, wishing to get home to Longpuddle
before dinner-time. They were altogether so crusty that the clerk said
there was no difficulty in their doing as they wished. They could go
home as if their brother’s wedding had actually taken place and the
married couple had gone onward for their day’s pleasure jaunt to Port
Bredy as intended. He, the clerk, and any casual passer-by would act
as witnesses when the pa’son came back.

This was agreed to, and away Andrey’s relations went, nothing loath,
and the clerk shut the church door and prepared to lock in the couple.
The bride went up and whispered to him, with her eyes a-streaming
still.

“My dear good clerk,” she says, “if we bide here in the church, folk
may see us through the windows, and find out what has happened;
and ’twould cause such a talk and scandal that I never should get over
it: and perhaps, too, dear Andrey might try and get out and leave me!
Will ye lock us up in the tower, my dear good clerk?” she says. “I'll
tole him in there if you will.”

The clerk had no objection to do this to oblige the poor young
woman, and they toled Andrey into the tower, and the clerk locked ’em
both up straightway, and then went home, to return at the end of the
two hours.

Pa’son Toogood had not been long in his house after leaving the
church when he saw a gentleman in pink and top-boots ride past his
windows, and with a sudden flash of heat he called to mind that the
hounds met that day just on the edge of his parish. The pa’son was
one who dearly loved sport, and much he longed to be there.

In short, except 0’ Sundays and at tide-times in the week, Pa’son Billy
was the life o’ the Hunt. "Tis true that he was poor, and that he rode
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all of a heap, and that his black mare was rat-tailed and old, and his
tops older, and all over of one colour, whitey-brown, and full o’
cracks. But he’d been in at the death of three thousand foxes. And—
being a bachelor man—every time he went to bed in summer he used
to open the bed at bottom and crawl up head foremost, to mind en
of the coming winter and the good sport he’d have, and the foxes
going to earth. And whenever there was a christening at the Squire’s,
and he had dinner there afterwards, as he always did, he never failed
to christen the chiel over again in a bottle of port wine.

Now the clerk was the parson’s groom and gardener and general
manager, and had just got back to his work in the garden when he,
too, saw the hunting man pass, and presently saw lots more of ’em,
noblemen and gentry, and then he saw the hounds, the huntsman, Jim
Treadhedge, the whipper-in, and I don’t know who besides. The clerk
loved going to cover as frantical as the pa’son, so much so that when-
ever he saw or heard the pack he could no more rule his feelings than
if they were the winds of heaven. He might be bedding, or he might
be sowing—all was forgot. So he throws down his spade and rushes in
to the pa’son, who was by this time as frantical to go as he.

“That there mare of yours, sir, do want exercise bad, very bad,
this morning!” the clerk says, all of a tremble. “Don’t ye think I'd
better trot her round the downs for an hour, sir?”

“To be sure, she does want exercise badly. I'll trot her round myself,”
says the parson.

“Oh,—you’ll trot her yerselfP Well, there’s the cob, sir. Really, that
cob is getting oncontrollable through biding in a stable so long! If
you wouldn’t mind my putting on the saddle—"

“Very well. Take him out, certainly,” says the pa’son, never caring
what the clerk did so long as he himself could get off immediately.
So, scrambling into his riding-boots and breeches as quick as he could,
he rode off towards the meet, intending to be back in an hour. No
sooner was he gone than the clerk mounted the cob, and was off after
him. When the pa’son got to the meet he found a lot of friends, and
was as jolly as he could be: the hounds found a’'most as soon as they
threw off, and there was great excitement. So, forgetting that he had
meant to go back at once, away rides the pa’son with the rest o’ the
hunt, all across the fallow ground that lies between Lippet Wood and
Green’s Copse; and as he galloped he looked behind for a moment, and
there was the clerk close to his heels.
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“Ha, ha, clerk—you here?” he says.

“Yes, sir, here be 1,” says t'other.

“Fine exercise for the horses!”

“Ay, sir—hee, hee!” says the clerk.

So they went on and on, into Green’s Copse, then across to Higher
Jirton; then on across this very turnpike-road to Waterston Ridge,
then away towards Yalbury Wood: up hill and down dale, like the
very wind, the clerk close to the pa’son, and the pa’son not far from
the hounds. Never was there a finer run knowed with that pack than
they had that day; and neither pa’son nor clerk thought one word about
the unmarried couple locked up in the church tower waiting to get
j’ined.

“These hosses of yours, sir, will be much improved by this!” says
the clerk as he rode along, just a neck behind the pa’son. “ "Twas a
happy thought of your reverent mind to bring ’em out today. Why, it
may be frosty and slippery in a day or two, and then the poor things
mid not be able to leave the stable for weeks.”

“They may not, they may not, it is true. A merciful man is merciful
to his beast,” says the pa’son.

“Hee, hee!” says the clerk glancing sly into the pa’son’s eye.

“Ha, ha!” says the pa’son, a-glancing back into the clerk’s. “Halloo!”
he shouts, as he sees the fox break cover at that moment.

“Halloo!” cries the clerk. “There he goes! Why, dammy, there’s two
foxes—"

“Hubh, clerk, hush! Don’t let me hear that word again! Remember
our calling.”

“True, sir, true. But really, good sport do carry away a man so,
that he’s apt to forget his high persuasion!” And the next minute the
corner of the clerk’s eye shot again into the corner of the pa’son’s, and
the pa’son’s back again to the clerk’s. “Hee, hee!” said the clerk.

“Ha, ha!” said Pa’son Toogood.

“Ah, sir,” says the clerk again, “this is better than crying Amen to
your Ever-and-ever on a winter’s morning!”

“Yes, indeed, clerk! To everything there’s a season,” says Pa’son
Toogood, quite pat, for he was a learned Christian man when he liked,
and had chapter and ve’se at his tongue’s end, as a pa’son should.

At last, late in the day, the hunting came to an end by the fox run-
ning into a’ old woman’s cottage, under her table, and up the clockcase.



226 A TREASURY OF BRITISH HUMOR

The pa’son and clerk were among the first in at the death, their faces
a-staring in at the old woman’s winder, and the clock striking as he’d
never been heard to strike before. Then came the question of finding
their way home.

Neither the pa’son nor the-clerk knowed how they were going to do
this, for their beasts were well-nigh tired down to the ground. But
they started back-along as well as they could, though they were so done
up that they could only drag along at a’ amble, and not much of that
at a time.

“We shall never, never get there!” groaned Mr. Toogood, quite
bowed down.

“Never!” groans the clerk. “’Tis a judgment upon us for our in-
iquities!”

“I fear it is,” murmurs the pa’son.

Well, ’twas quite dark afore they entered the pa’sonage gate, having
crept into the parish as quiet as if they’d stole a hammer, little wishing
their congregation to know what they’d been up to all day long. And
as they were so dog-tired, and so anxious about the horses, never once
did they think of the unmarried couple. As soon as ever the horses had
been stabled and fed, and the pa’son and clerk had had a bit and a sup
theirselves, they went to bed.

Next morning when Pa’son Toogood was at breakfast, thinking of
the glorious sport he’d had the day before, the clerk came in a hurry
to the door and asked to’see him.

“It has just come into my mind, sir, that we've forgot all about the
couple that we was to have married yesterday!”

The half-chawed victuals dropped from the pa’son’s mouth as if he’d
been shot. “Bless my soul,” says he, “so we have! How very awkward!”

“It is, sir; very. Perhaps we've ruined the ’ooman!”

“Ah—to be sure—I remember! She ought to have been married be-
fore.”

“If anything has happened to her up in that there tower, and no
doctor or nuss—”

(—“Ah—poor thing!” sighed the women.)

“—twill be a quarter-sessions matter for us, not to speak of the dis-
grace to the Church!”

“Good God, clerk, don’t drive me wild!” says the pa’son. “Why the
hell didn’t I marry ’em, drunk or sober!” (Pa’sons used to cuss in them
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days like plain honest men.) “Have you been to the church to see
what happened to them, or inquired in the village?”

“Not I, sir! It only came into my head a moment ago, and I always
like to be second to you in church matters. You could have knocked me
down with a sparrow’s feather when I thought o't, sir; I assure ‘ee you
could!”

Well, the pa’son jumped up from his breakfast, and together they
went off to the church.

“It is not at all likely that they are there now,” says Mr. Toogood, as
they went; “and indeed I hope they are not. They be pretty sure to
have escaped and gone home.”

However, they opened the church-hatch, entered the churchyard, and
looking up at the tower there they seed a little small white face at
the belfry-winder, and a little small hand waving. "T'was the bride.

“God my life, clerk,” says Mr. Toogood, “I don’t know how to face
‘'em!” And he sank down upon a tombstone. “How I wish I hadn’t
been so cussed particular!”

“Yes—'twas a pity we didn’t finish it when we’d begun,” the clerk
said. “Still, since the feelings of your holy priestcraft wouldn’t let ye,
the couple must put up with it.”

“True, clerk, true! Does she look as if anything premature had took
place?”

“I can’t see her no lower down than her arm-pits, sir.”

“Well—how do her face look?”

“It do look mighty white!”

“Well, we must know the worst! Dear me, how the small of my
back do ache from that ride yesterday! ... But to more godly business!”

They went on into the church, and unlocked the tower stairs, and
immediately poor Jane and Andrey busted out like starved mice from
a cupboard, Andrey limp and sober enough now, and his bride pale
and cold, but otherwise as usual.

“What,” says the pa’son, with a great breath of relief, “you haven't
been here ever since?”

“Yes, we have, sir!” says the bride sinking down upon a seat in her
weakness. “Not a morsel, wet or dry, have we had since! It was im-
possible to get out without help, and here we've stayed!”

“But why didn’t you shout, good souls?” said the pa’son.

“She wouldn’t let me,” says Andrey.

“Because we were so ashamed at what had led to it,” sobs Jane. “We
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felt that if it were noised abroad it would cling to us all our lives!
Once or twice Andrey had a good mind to toll the bell, but then he
said: ‘No; T'll starve first. I won'’t bring disgrace on my name and
yours, my dear.” And so we waited and waited, and walked round and
round; but never did you come till now!”

“To my regret!” says the parson. “Now, then, we will soon get it
over.”

“I—I should like some victuals,” said Andrey; “’twould gie me
courage to do it, if it is only a crust o’ bread and a’ onion; for I am
that leery that I can feel my stomach rubbing against my backbone.”

“I think we had better get it done,” said the bride, a bit anxious in
manner; “since we are all here convenient, too!”

Andrey gave way about the victuals, and the clerk called in a second
witness who wouldn’t be likely to gossip about it, and soon the knot
was tied, and the bride locked smiling and calm forthwith, and Andrey
limper than ever.

“Now,” said Pa’son Toogood, “you two must come to my house, and
have a good lining put to your insides before you go a step further.”

They were very glad of the offer, and went out of the churchyard
by one path while the pa’son and clerk went out by the other, and
so did not attract notice, it being still early. They entered the rectory
as if they’d just come back from their trip to Port Bredy; and then
they knocked in the victuals and drink till they could hold no more.

It was a long while before the story of what they had gone through
was known, but it was talked of in time, and they themselves laugh
over it now; though what Jane got for her pains was no great bargain
after all. "Tis true she saved her name.

[From A Few Crusted Characters]

THE RUINED MAID

“O *Melia, my dear, this does everything crown!
Who could have supposed I should meet you in town?
And whence such fair garments, such prosperi-ty?”—
“O didn’t you know I'd been ruined?” said she.
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—“You left us in tatters, without shoes or socks,

Tired of digging potatoes, and spudding up docks;

And now you've gay bracelets and bright feathers three.”—
“Yes: that’s how we dress when we’re ruined,” said she.

—“At home in the barton you said ‘thee’ and ‘thou,’
And ‘thik oon,” and ‘theiis oon,” and ‘t’other’; but now
Your talking quite fits ’ece for high company!”—
“Some polish is gained with one’s ruin,” said she.

—*“Your hands were like paws then, your face blue
and bleak,

But now I'm bewitched by your delicate cheek,

And your little gloves fit as on any la-dy!”"—

“We never do work when we're ruined,” said she.

—“You used to call home-life a hag-ridden dream,

And you'd sigh, and you'd sock; but at present you
seem

To know not of megrims or melancho-ly!"—

“True. There’s an advantage in ruin,” said she.

—“T wish I had feathers, a fine sweeping gown,
And a delicate face, and could strut about Town!”"—
“My dear—a raw country girl, such as you be,
Isn’t equal to that. You ain’t ruined,” said she.

EPITAPH ON A PESSIMIST

I'm Smith of Stoke, aged sixty-odd,
I've lived without a dame

From youth-time on; and would to God
My dad had done the same.



George T. Lanigan

Lanigan was a Canadian, a brilliant journalist whose career lay in
part in the United States. His Ahkoond of Swat is in most of the
anthologies. And his Amateur Orlando contains these exquisitely
chiseled lines:

“Asqueak’s heard in the orchestra
As the leader draws across
TF intestines of the agile cat
The tail of the noble hoss.”
He wrote his Fables in 1877, for the New York World.

THE SOCRATIC CHIMPANZEE AND THE
SHALLOW BABOON

A Chimpanzee who had long viewed with Envy the Popularity of a
Shallow but Pretentious Baboon, asked him to account for the pres-
ence of the Milk in the Cocoa-nut. The Baboon replied that his Ques-
tioner believed in the Darwinian Theory that Monkeys degenerated
into Man; an answer which so delighted the Spectators that they tore
the Chimpanzee into Pieces, while the Baboon’s work on the Conflict
of Science and Orthodoxy attained a Hundredth Edition.
Moral—A Hard Question turneth away Argument.

THE CENTIPEDE AND THE BARBARIC YAK

While a Centipede was painfully toiling over the Libyan Desert he
was encountered by a barbaric Yak, who scornfully asked him how
were his poor Feet. The humble Creature made no reply at the time,
but some days later found the barbaric Yak taken in the nets of the
Hunter and almost devoured by Insects, which fled at the approach
of the Centipede. “Help, help, my good friend!” exclaimed the un-
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fortunate Beast. “I cannot move a muscle in these cruel Toils, and the
ravenous Insects have devoured my delicate Flesh.” “Say you so?” re-
sponded the Centipede. “Can you really not defend yourself?” “Alas,
how can I?” replied the Yak. “See you not how straitly I am bound?”
“And is your Flesh then so delicate?” “It is, though I say it who should
not.” “Then,” said the Centipede, “I guess I'll take a bite myself.”
Moral—The other man’s Extremity is often our Opportunity.

THE GRASSHOPPER AND THE ANT

A frivolous Grasshopper, having spent the Summer in Mirth and
Revelry, went on the Approach of the inclement Winter to the Ant,
and implored it of its charity to stake him. “You had better go to your
Uncle,” replied the prudent Ant; “had you imitated my Forethought
and deposited your Funds in a Savings Bank you would not now be
compelled to regard your Duster in the light of an Ulster.” Thus say-
ing, the virtuous Ant retired, and read in the Papers next morning that
the Savings Bank where he had deposited his Funds had suspended.
Moral—Dum Vivimus, Vivamus.



William H. Mallock

This number, like Garnett’s Abdallah the Adite, 7s a conte philoso-
phique, and betrays a considerable debt to Candide. It is a satire on posi-
twism, which flourished in the mid-nineteenth century. Positivism as
an organized faith has disappeared, but Mallock’s mockery seems to
me as lively as ever. The smile remains when the Cheshire cat has
vanished. The New Paul and Virginia is very hard to come by now;
if anyone has a copy for sale let me know.

THE NEW PAUL AND VIRGINIA
(Selection)

CHAPTER I

The magnificent ocean-steamer the Australasian was bound for Eng-
land, on her homeward voyage from Melbourne, carrying Her
Majesty’s mails and ninety-eight first-class passengers. Never did ves-
sel start under happier auspices. The skies were cloudless; the sea was
smooth as glass. There was not a sound of sickness to be heard any-
where; and when dinner-time came there was not a single absentee
nor an appetite wanting.

But the passengers soon discovered they were lucky in more than
weather. Dinner was hardly half over before two of the company had
begun to attract general attention; and everyone all round the table
was wondering, in whispers, who they could possibly be.

One of the objects of this delightful curiosity was a large-boned,
middle-aged man, with gleaming spectacles, and lank, untidy hair;
whose coat fitted him so ill, and who held his head so high, that one
saw at a glance he was some great celebrity. The other was a beautiful
lady of about thirty years of age, the like of whom nobody present
had ever seen before. She had the fairest hair and the darkest eyebrows,
the largest eyes and the smallest waist conceivable; art and nature had
been plainly struggling as to which should do the most for her;
whilst her bearing was so haughty and distinguished, her glance so
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tender, and her dress so expensive and so fascinating, that she seemed
at the same time to defy and to court attention.

Evening fell on the ship with a soft warm witchery. The air grew
purple, and the waves began to glitter in the moonlight. The passengers
gathered in knots upon the deck, and the distinguished strangers were
still the subject of conjecture. At last the secret was discovered by the
wife of an old colonial judge; and the names spread like wildfire. In
a few minutes all knew that there were on board the Australasian
no less personages than Professor Paul Darnley and the superb Vir-
ginia St. John.

CHAPTER II

Miss St. John had, for at least six years, been the most renowned
woman in Europe. In Paris and St. Petersburg, no less than in London,
her name was equally familiar both to princes and to pot-boys; indeed,
the gaze of all the world was fixed on her. Yet, in spite of this exposed
situation, scandal had proved powerless to wrong her; she defied detrac-
tion. Her enemies could but echo her friends’ praise of her beauty; her
friends could but confirm her enemies’ description of her character.
Though of birth that might almost be called humble, she had been
connected with the heads of many distinguished families; and so
general was the affection she inspired, and so winning the ways in
which she contrived to retain it, that she found herself, at the age of
thirty, mistress of nothing except a large fortune. She was now con-
verted with surprising rapidity by a Ritualistic priest, and she became
in a few months a model of piety and devotion. She made lace trim-
mings for the curate’s vestments; she bowed at church as often and
profoundly as possible; she enjoyed nothing so much as going to
confession; she learnt to despise the world. Indeed, such utter dross did
her riches now seem to her, that, despite all the arguments of her
ghostly counsellor, she remained convinced that they were far too
worthless to offer to the Church, and she saw nothing but to still
keep them for herself. The mingled humility and discretion of this
resolve so won the heart of a gifted colonial bishop, then on a visit to
England, that, having first assured himself that Miss St. John was
sincere in making it, he besought her to share with him his humble
mitre, and make him the happiest prelate in the whole Catholic Church.
Miss St. John consented. The nuptials were celebrated with the most
elaborate ritual, and after a short honeymoon the bishop departed
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for his South Pacific diocese of the Chasauble Islands, to prepare a
home for his bride, who was to follow him by the next steamer.

Professor Paul Darnley, in his own walk of life, was even more
famous than Virginia had been in hers. He had written three volumes
on the origin of life, which he had spent seven years in looking for in
infusions of hay and cheese; he had written five volumes on the entozoa
of the pig, and two volumes of lectures, as a corollary to these, on the
sublimity of human heroism and the whole duty of man. He was
renowned all over Europe and America as a complete embodiment of
enlightened modern thought. He criticised everything; he took noth-
ing on trust, except the unspeakable sublimity of the human race and
its august terrestrial destinies. And, in his double capacity of a seer
and a savant, he had destroyed all that the world had believed in the
past, and revealed to it all that it is going to feel in the future. His mind
indeed was like a sea, into which the other great minds of the age
discharged themselves, and in which all the slight discrepancies of the
philosophy of the present century mingled together and formed one
harmonious whole. Nor was he less successful in his own private life.
He married, at the age of forty, an excellent evangelical lady, ten years
his senior, who wore a green gown, grey corkscrew curls, and who had
a fortune of two hundred thousand pounds. Deeply pledged though she
was to the most vapid figments of Christianity, Mrs. Darnley was yet
proud beyond measure of her husband’s world-wide fame, for she did
but imperfectly understand the grounds of it. Indeed, the only thing
that marred her happiness was the single tenet of his that she had really
mastered. This, unluckily, was that he disbelieved in hell. And so, as
Mrs. Darnley conceived that that place was designed mainly to hold
those who doubted its existence, she daily talked her utmost, and left
no text unturned to convince her darling of his very dangerous error.
These assiduous arguments soon began to tell. The Professor grew
moody and brooding, and he at last suggested to his medical man that
a voyage round the world, unaccompanied by his wife, was the prescrip-
tion most needed by his failing patience. Mrs. Darnley at length con-
sented with a fairly good grace. She made her husband pledge himself
that he would not be absent for above a twelvemonth, or else, she said,
she should immediately come after him. She bade him the tenderest of
adieus, and promised to pray till his return for his recovery of a faith
in hell.

The Professor, who had but exceeded his time by six months, was
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now on board the Australasian, homeward bound to his wife. Virginia
was outward bound to her husband.

CHAPTER III

The sensation created by the presence of these two celebrities was
profound beyond description; and the passengers were never weary
of watching the gleaming spectacles and the square-toed boots of the
one, and the liquid eyes and the ravishing toilettes of the other. Vir-
ginia’s acquaintance was made almost instantly by three pale-faced
curates, and so well did their friendship prosper, that they soon sang at
nightfall with her a beautiful vesper hymn. Nor did the matter end
here, for the strains sounded so lovely, and Virginia looked so devo-
tional, that most of the passengers the night after joined in a repetition
of this touching evening office.

The Professor, as was natural, held quite aloof, and pondered over
a new species of bug, which he had found very plentiful in his berth.
But it soon occurred to him that he often heard the name of God being
uttered otherwise than in swearing. He listened more attentively to
the sounds which he had at first set down as negro-melodies, and he
soon became convinced that they were something whose very existence
he despised himself for remembering—namely, Christian hymns. He
then thought of the three curates, whose existence he despised himself
for remembering also. And the conviction rapidly dawned on him that,
though the passengers seemed fully alive to his fame as a man of
science, they could yet know very little of all that science had done for
them; and of the death-blow it had given to the foul superstitions of
the past. He therefore resolved that next day he would preach them
a lay-sermon.

At the appointed time the passengers gathered eagerly round him—
all but Virginia, who retired to her cabin when she saw that the
preacher wore no surplice, as she thought it would be a mortal sin to
listen to a sermon without one.

The Professor began amidst a profound silence. He first proclaimed
to his hearers the great primary axiom on which all modern thought
bases itself. He told them that there was but one order of things—it
was so much neater than two; and if we would be certain of anything,
we must never doubt this. Thus, since countless things exist that the
senses can take account of, it is evident that nothing exists that the
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senses can 7ot take account of. The senses can take no account of God;
therefore God does not exist. Men of science can only see theology in
a ridiculous light, therefore theology has no side that is not ridiculous.
He then told them a few of the names that enlightened thinkers had
applied to the Christian deity—how Professor Tyndall had called him
an “atom-manufacturer,” and Professor Huxley a “pedantic drill-
sergeant.” The passengers at once saw how demonstrably at variance
with fact was all religion, and they laughed with a sense of humour
that was quite new to them. The Professor’s tones then became more
solemn, and, having extinguished error, he at once went on to unveil
the brilliant light of truth. He showed them how, viewed by modern
science, all existence is a chain, with a gas at one end and no one knows
what at the other; and how Humanity is a link somewhere; but—
holy and awful thought!—we can none of us tell where. “However,”
he proceeded, “of one thing we can be quite certain: all that is, is
matter; the laws of matter are eternal, and we cannot act or think with-
out conforming to them; and if,” he said, “we would be solemn and
high, and happy, and heroic, and saintly, we have but to strive and
struggle to do what we cannot for an instant avoid doing. Yes,” he
exclaimed, “as the sublime Tyndall tells us, let us struggle to attain
to a deeper knowledge of matter, and a more faithful conformity to
its laws!”

The Professor would have proceeded, but the weather had been
rapidly growing rough, and he here became violently sea-sick.

“Let us,” he exclaimed hurriedly, “conform to the laws of matter
and go below.”

Nor was the advice premature. A storm arose, exceptional in its sud-
denness and its fury. It raged for two days without ceasing. The
Australasian sprang a leak; her steering gear was disabled; and it was
feared she would go ashore on an island that was seen dimly through
the fog to the leeward. The boats were got in readiness. A quantity
of provisions and of the passengers’ baggage was already stowed in
the cutter; when the clouds parted, the sun came out again, and the
storm subsided almost as quickly as it arose.

CHAPTER IV

No sooner were the ship’s damages in a fair way to be repaired than
the Professor resumed his sermon. He climbed into the cutter, which
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was still full of the passengers’ baggage, and sat down on the largest
of Virginia’s boxes. This so alarmed Virginia that she incontinently
followed the Professor into the cutter, to keep an eye on her property;
but she did not forget to stop her ears with her fingers, that she might
not be guilty of listening to an unsurpliced minister.

The Professor took up the thread of his discourse just where he
had broken it off. Every circumstance favoured him. The calm sea was
sparkling under the gentlest breeze; all Nature seemed suffused with
gladness; and at two miles’ distance was an enchanting island, green
with every kind of foliage, and glowing with the hues of a thousand
flowers. The Professor, having reminded his hearers of what nonsense
they now thought all the Christian teachings, went on to show them
the blessed results of this. Since the God that we once called all-holy
is a fable, that Humanity is all-holy must be a fact. Since we shall
never be sublime, and solemn, and unspeakably happy hereafter, it is
evident that we can be sublime, and solemn, and unspeakably happy
here. “This,” said the Professor, “is the new Gospel. It is founded on
exact thought. It is the Gospel of the kingdom of man; and had I only
here a microscope and a few chemicals, I could demonstrate its eternal
truth to you. There is no heaven to seck for; there is no hell to shun.
We have nothing to strive and live for except to be unspeakably
happy.”

This eloquence was received with enthusiasm. The captain in par-
ticular, who had a wife in every port he touched at, was overjoyed at
hearing that there was no hell; and he sent for all the crew, that they
might learn the good news likewise. But soon the general gladness
was marred by a sound of weeping. Three-fourths of the passengers,
having had time to reflect a little, began exclaiming that as a matter
of fact, they were really completely miserable, and that for various
reasons they could never be anything else. “My friends,” said the Pro-
fessor, quite undaunted, “that is doubtless completely true. You are
not happy now; you probably never will be. But that, I can assure you,
is of very little moment. Only conform faithfully to the laws of mat-
ter, and your children’s children will be happy in the course of a few
centuries; and you will like that far, far better than being happy your-
selves. Only consider the matter in this light, and you yourselves will
in an instant become happy also; and whatever you say, and whatever
you do, think only of the effect it will have five hundred years after-
wards.”
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At these solemn words, the anxious faces grew calm. An awful
sense of the responsibility of each one of us, and the infinite conse-
quences of every human act, was filling the hearts of all; when by a
faithful conformity to the laws of matter, the boiler blew up, and the
Australasian went down. In an instant the air was rent with yells and
cries; and all the Humanity that was on board the vessel was busy, as
the Professor expressed it, uniting itself with the infinite azure of the
past. Paul and Virginia, however, floated quietly away in the cutter,
together with the baggage and provisions.

Virginia was made almost senseless by the suddenness of the
catastrophe; and on seeing five sailors sink within three yards of her,
she fainted dead away. The Professor begged her not to take it so
much to heart, as these were the very men who had got the cutter in
readiness; “and they are, therefore,” he said, “still really alive in the
fact of our happy escape.” Virginia, however, being quite insensible,
the Professor turned to the last human being still to be seen above the
waters, and shouted to him not to be afraid of death, as there was
certainly no hell, and that his life, no matter how degraded and miser-
able, had been a glorious mystery, full of infinite significance. The
next moment the struggler was snapped up by a shark. Our friends,
meanwhile, borne by a current, had been drifting rapidly towards the
island. And the Professor, spreading to the breeze Virginia’s beautiful
lace parasol, soon brought the cutter to the shore on a beach of the
softest sand. '

CHAPTER V

The scene that met Paul’s eyes was one of extreme loveliness. He
found himself in a little fairy bay, full of translucent waters, and
fringed with silvery sands. On either side it was protected by fantastic
rocks, and in the middle it opened inland to an enchanting valley,
where tall tropical trees made a grateful shade, and where the ground
was carpeted with the softest moss and turf.

Paul’s first care was for his fair companion. He spread a costly cash-
mere shawl on the beach, and placed her, still fainting, on this. In a
few moments she opened her eyes; but was on the point of fainting
again, as the horrors of the last half hour came back to her, when she
caught sight in the cutter of the largest of her own boxes, and she
began to recover herself. Paul begged her to remain quiet whilst he
went to reconnoitre.
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He had hardly proceeded twenty yards into the valley, when to his
infinite astonishment he came on a charming cottage, built under the
shadow of a bread-tree, with a broad verandah, plate-glass windows,
and red window-blinds. His first thought was that this could be no
desert island at all, but some happy European settlement. But, on ap-
proaching the cottage, it proved to be quite untenanted, and from the
cobwebs woven across the doorway it seemed to have been long
abandoned. Inside there was abundance of luxurious furniture; the
floors were covered with gorgeous Indian carpets; and there was a
pantry well stocked with plate and glass and table-linen. The Professor
could not tell what to make of it, till, examining the structure more
closely, he found it composed mainly of a ship’s timbers. This seemed
to tell its own tale, and he at once concluded that he and Virginia
were not the first castaways who had been forced to make the island
for some time their dwelling-place.

Opverjoyed at this discovery, he hastened back to Virginia. She was
by this time apparently quite recovered, and was kneeling on the cash-
mere shawl, with a rosary in her hands designed especially for the
use of Anglo-Catholics, alternately lifting up her eyes in gratitude to
heaven, and casting them down in anguish at her torn and crumpled
dress. The poor Professor was horrified at the sight of a human being
in this degrading attitude of superstition. But as Virginia quitted it
with alacrity as soon as ever he told his news to her, he hoped he
might soon convert her into a sublime and holy Utilitarian.

The first thing she besought him to do was to carry her biggest box
to this charming cottage, that she might change her clothes, and ap-
pear in something fit to be seen in. The Professor most obligingly at
once did as she asked him; and whilst she was busy at her toilette, he
got from the cutter what provisions he could, and proceeded to lay
the table. When all was ready, he rang a gong which he found sus-
pended in the lobby; Virginia appeared shortly in a beautiful pink
dressing-gown, embroidered with silver flowers; and just before sun-
set the two sat down to an excellent meal. The bread-tree at the door
of the cottage contributed some beautiful French rolls; close at hand
also they discovered a butter-tree; and the Professor had produced from
the cutter a variety of salt and potted meats, pdté de foie gras, cakes,
preserved fruits, and some bottles of fine champagne. This last helped
much to raise their spirits. Virginia found it very dry, and exactly
suited to her palate. She had but drunk five glasses of it, when her
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natural smile returned to her, though she was much disappointed be-
cause Paul took no notice of her dressing-gown; and when she had
drunk three glasses more she quietly went to sleep on the sofa.

The moon had by this time risen in dazzling splendour, and the
Professor went out and lit a cigar. All during dinner there had been
a feeling of dull despair in his heart, which even the champagne did
not dissipate. But now, as he surveyed in the moonlight the wondrous
Paradise in which his strange fate had cast him, his mood changed.
The air was full of the scents of a thousand night-smelling flowers;
the sea murmured on the beach in soft, voluptuous cadences. The
Professor’s cigar was excellent. He now saw his situation in a truer
light. Here was a bountiful island, where earth unbidden brought
forth all her choicest fruits, and most of the luxuries of civilisation had
already been wafted thither. Existence here seemed to be purified
from all its evils. Was not this the very condition of things which all
the sublimest and exactest thinkers of modern times had been dreaming
and lecturing and writing books about for a good half-century? Here
was a place where Humanity could do justice to itself, and realise
those glorious destinies which all exact thinkers take for granted must
be in store for it. True, from the mass of Humanity he was com-
pletely cut away; but Virginia was his companion. Holiness, and so-
lemnity, and unspeakably significant happiness did not, he argued,
depend on the multiplication table. He and Virginia represented Hu-
manity as well as a million couples. They were a complete humanity in
themselves and a humanity in perfectible shape; and the very next day
they would make preparations for fulfilling their holy destiny, and
being as solemnly and unspeakably happy as it was their stern duty
to be.

The Professor turned his eyes upward to the starry heavens, and 2
sense came over him of the eternity and the immensity of Nature, and
the demonstrable absence of any intelligence that guided it. These
reflections naturally brought home to him with more vividness the
stupendous and boundless importance of Man. His bosom swelled
violently, and he cried aloud, his eyes still fixed on the firmament, “Oh,
important All! oh, important Me!”

When he came back to the cottage he found Virginia just getting
off the sofa, and preparing to go to bed. She was too sleepy even to say
good night to him, and with evident want of temper was tugging at
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the buttons on her dressing-gown. “Ah!” she murmured as she left the
room, “if God, in His infinite mercy, had only spared my maid!”

Virginia’s evident discontent gave profound pain to Paul. “How
solemn,” he exclaimed, “for half Humanity to be discontented!” But
he was still more disturbed at the appeal to a chimerical manufacturer
of atoms; and he groaned in tones of yet more sonorous sorrow, “How
solemn for half Humanity to be sunk lower than the beasts of super-
stition!”

However, he hoped that these stupendous evils might, under the
present favourable conditions, vanish in the course of a few days’
progress; and he went to bed, full of august auguries.



Anonymous

This is taken from W. H. Auden’s Oxford Book of Light Verse.
As for its provenience, Auden says only that it comes from a scrap-
book of Victorian ballads, songs, and broadsheets.

UNDER THE DROOPING WILLOW TREE

On a small six-acre farm dwelt John Grist the miller,

Near a pond not far beyond grew a drooping willow,
Underneath its spreading leaves sat Jane, his only daughter,
Meditating suicide in the muddy water,

Element Aqua Pura, Aqua Impura.

She sat by a duck pond of dark water,

Under the drooping willow tree.

She’d been jilted by a youth who had joined the Rifles,

A young man not worth a rap, who never stuck at trifles.
Though he promised to keep true, act like a faithful lover,
When his rifle suit he got, then leg bail he gave her,
Hooked it, stepped it, toddled, mizzled.

She sat by a duck pond of dark water,

Under the drooping willow tree.

“All alone I'm left,” says she, “my poor heart is bursting;
Dearly did I love my Joe, though he wore plain fustian.
But my nose is out of joint, and don’t it make me nettled.
In this pond I'll drown myself, then I shall be settled,
Bottled, finished, done for, lummoxed.”

She sat by a duck pond of dark water,

Under the drooping willow tree.

She’d no wish to spoil her clothes, so undressed that minute;

But the water felt so cold when her toes were in it.

“If it weren’t so cold,” said she, “I'd jump in like winking.”
242
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Then she wiped her nose, and sat upon the edge thinking,
Pondering, puzzling, considering, ruminating.

She sat by a duck pond of dark water,

Under the drooping willow tree.

Like a Venus she sat in her nude state staying;
Presently she was frightened by a donkey braying.

Like a frog she gave a leap, but worse luck she stumbled,
Lost her equilibrium, and in the water tumbled,

Fell in, pitched in, dropped in, popped in.

She fell in the duck pond of dark water,

Under the drooping willow tree.

When she found she’d fallen in, she then took to swooning;
Very long it would not have been, before she took to drowning.
But her Joseph was close by, saw her in the water,

With his crooked walking stick by the wool he caught her,
Nabbed her, grabbed her, seized her, collared her

From out of the duck pond of dark water,

Under the drooping willow tree.

He beheld her coming to with great acclamation,

And the tree bore witness to their reconciliation.

There it stands in all its pride, and will stand, moreover,

Unless the spot should be required by the London, Chatham and Dover
Railway, Company, Limited, Good Dividends.

They’ll sit by the duck pond of dark water,

Under the drooping willow tree.



Edward W. Thomson

Edward W. Thomson, born in Canada, was at home on both sides of
the border. He fought in our Civil War, and then returned to Canada
2o be a civil engineer, and a journalist in Toronto. He was an editor of
the Youth’s Companion in Boston for eleven years, and finally a jour-
nalist in Ottawa. His stories of French-Canadian and Scottish-Canadian
life are witty and well observed.

OLD MAN SAVARIN

Old Ma’ame Paradis had caught seventeen small doré, four suckers,
and eleven channel-catfish before she used up all the worms in her
tomato-can. Therefore she was in a cheerful and loquacious humour
when I came along and offered her some of my bait.

“Merci; non, M’sieu. Dat’s *nuff fishin’ for me. I got too old now for
fish too much. You like me make you present of six or seven doré?
Yes? All right. Then you make me present of one quarter doliar.”

When this transaction was completed, the old lady got out her short
black clay pipe, and filled it, with zabac blanc.

“Ver’ good smell for scare mosquitoes,” said she. “Sit down, Msieu.
For sure I like to be here, me, for see the river when she’s like this.”

Indeed the scene was more than picturesque. Her fishing-platform
extended twenty feet from the rocky shore of the great Rataplan Rapid
of the Ottawa, which, beginning to tumble a mile to the westward,
poured a roaring torrent half a mile wide into the broader, calm brown
reach below. Noble elms towered on the shores. Between their trunks
we could see many whitewashed cabins, whose doors of blue or green
or red scarcely disclosed their colors in that light.

The sinking sun, which already touched the river, seemed somehow
the source of the vast stream that flowed radiantly from its blaze.
Through the glamour of the evening mist and the maze of June flies
we could see a dozen men scooping for fish from platforms like that
of Ma’ame Paradis.

Each scooper lifted a great hoop-net set on a handle some fifteen

244
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feet long, threw it easily up stream, and swept it on edge with the
current to the full length of his reach. Then it was drawn out and at
once thrown upward again, if no capture had been made. In case
he had taken fish, he came to the inshore edge of his platform, and
upset the net’s contents into a pool separated from the main rapid by
an improvised wall of stones.

“I'm too old for scoop some now,” said Ma’ame Paradis, with a sigh.

“You were never strong enough to scoop, surely,” said I

“No, eh? All right, M’sieu. Then you hain’t nev’ hear ’bout the time
Old Man Savarin was catched up with. No, eh? Well, T'll tol’ you
‘bout that.” And this was her story as she told it to me:

Der was fun dose time. Nobody ain’t nev’ catch up with dat old ras-
cal ony other time since I'll know him first. Me, I'll be only fifteen den.
Dat’s long time ’go, eh? Well, for sure, I ain’t so old like what I'll
look. But Old Man Savarin was old already. He’s old, old, old, when
he’s only thirty; an’ mean—baptéme! If de old Nick ain’ got de hottest
place for dat old stingy—yes, for sure!

You'll see up dere where Frawce Seguin is scoop? Dat’s the Laroque
platform by right. Me, I was a Laroque. My fader was use for scoop
dere, an’ my gran’fader—the Laroques scoop dere all de time since
ever dere was some Rapid Rataplan. Den Old Man Savarin he’s buyed
the land up dere from Felix Ladoucier, an’ he’s told my fader, “You
can’t scoop no more wisout you pay me rent.”

“Rent!” my fader say. “Saprie! Dat’s my fader’s platform for scoop
fish! You ask anybody.”

“Oh, I'll know all 'bout dat,” Old Man Savarin is say. “Ladoucier
let you scoop front of his land, for Ladoucier one big fool. De lan’s
mine now, an’ de fishin’ right is mine. You can’t scoop dere wisout
you pay me rent.”

“Baptéme! T'll show you ’bout dat,” my fader say.

Next mawny he is go for scoop same like always. Den Old Man
Savarin is fetch my fader up before de magistrate. De magistrate make
my fader pay nine shillin’} \

“Mebbe dat’s learn you one lesson,” Old Man Savarin is say.

My fader swear pretty good, but my moder say: “Well, Narcisse,
dere hain’ no use for take it out in malediction. De nine shillin’ is paid.
You scoop more fish—dat’s the way.”
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So my fader he is go out early, early nex’ mawny. He’s scoop, he’s
scoop. He’s catch plenty fish before Old Man Savarin come.

“You ain’t got ’nuff yet for fishin’ on my land, eh? Come out of
dat,” Old Man Savarin is say.

“Saprie! Ain’ I pay nine shillin’ for fish here?” my fader say.

“Oui—you pay nine shillin’ for fish here wisouz my leave. But you
ain’t pay nothin’ for fish here wis my leave. You is goin’ up before de
magistrate some more.”

So he is fetch my fader up anoder time. An’ de magistrate make my
fader pay twelve shillin’ more!

“Well, I s’pose I can go fish on my fader’s platform now,” my fader
is say.

Old Man Savarin was laugh. “Your honor, dis man tink he don’t
have for pay me no rent, because you’ll make him pay two fines for
trespass on my land.”

So de magistrate told my fader he hain’t got no more right for go on
his own platform than he was at the start. My fader is ver’ angry. He’s
cry, he’s tear his shirt; but Old Man Savarin only say, “I guess I learn
you one good lesson, Narcisse.”

De whole village ain’t told de old rascal how much dey was angry
’bout dat, for Old Man Savarin is got dem all in debt at his big store.
He is grin, grin, and told everybody how he learn my fader two good
lesson. An’ he is told my fader: “You see what I'll be goin’ for do wis
you if ever you go on my land again wisout you pay me rent.”

“How much you want?” my fader say.

“Half de fish you catch.”

“Monjee! Never!”

“Five dollar a year, den.”

“Saprie, no. Dat’s too much.”

“All right. Keep off my lan’, if you hain’t want anoder lesson.”

“You’s a tief,” my fader say.

“Hermidas, make up Narcisse Laroque bill,” de old rascal say to his
clerk. “If he hain’t pay dat bill tomorrow, I sue him.”

So my fader is scare mos’ to death. Only my moder she’s say, “I'll
pay dat bill, me.”

So she’s take the money she’s saved up long time for make my
weddin’ when it come. An’ she’s paid de bill. So den my fader hain’t
scare no more, an’ he is shake his fist good under Old Man Savarin’s
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ugly nose. But dat old rascal only laugh an’ say, “Narcisse, you like to
be fined some more, eh?”

“Tort Dieu. You rob me of my place for fish, but I'll take my plat-
form anyhow,” my fader is say.

“Yes, eh? All right—if you can get him wisout go on my land. But
you go on my land, and see if I don’t learn you anoder lesson,” Old
Man Savarin is say.

So my fader is rob of his platform, too. Nex’ ting we hear, Frawce
Seguin has rent dat platform for five dollar a year.

Den de big fun begin. My fader an Frawce is cousin. All de time
before den dey was good friend. But my fader he is go to Frawce
Seguin’s place an’ he is told him, “Frawce, I'll goin’ lick you so hard
you can’t nev’ scoop on my platform.”

Frawce only laugh. Den Old Man Savarin come up de hill.

“Fetch him up to de magistrate an’ learn him anoder lesson,” he is
say to Frawce.

“What for?” Frawce say.

“For try to scare you.”

“He hain’t hurt me none.”

“But he’s say he will lick you.”

“Dat’s only because he’s vex,” Frawce say.

“Baptéme! Non!” my fader say. “T'll be goin’ for lick you good,
Frawce.”

“For sure?” Frawce say.

“Saprie! Yes; for sure.”

“Well, dat’s all right den, Narcisse. When you goin’ for lick me?”

“First time T'll get drunk. I'll be goin’ for get drunk dis same day.”

“All right, Narcisse. If you goin’ get drunk for lick me, I'll be goin’
get drunk for lick you”—Canadien hain’t nev’ fool ’nuff for fight,
M’sieu, only if dey is got drunk. .

Well, my fader he’s go on old Marceau’s hotel, an’ he’s drink all
day. Frawce Seguin he’s go cross de road on Joe Maufraud’s hotel, an’
he’s drink all day. When de night come, dey’s bose stand out in front
of de two hotel for fight.

Dey’s bose yell an’ yell for make de oder feller scare bad before dey
begin. Hermidas Laronde an’ Jawnny Leroi dey’s hold my fader for
tear he’s go cross de road for keel Frawce Seguin dead. Pierre Seguin
an’ Magloire Sauve is hold Frawce for fear he’s come ’cross de road for
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keel my fader dead. And dose men fight dat way ’cross de road, till
dey hain’t hardly able for stand up no more.

My fader he’s tear his shirt and he’s yell, “Let me at him!” Frawce
he’s tear his shirt and he’s yell, “Let me at him!” But de men hain’t
goin’ for let dem loose, for fear one is strike de oder ver’ hard. De
whole village is shiver ’bout dat offle fight—yes, seh, shiver bad!

Well, dey’s fight like dat for more as four hours, till dey hain’t able
for yell no more, an dey hain’t got no money left for buy wheeskey
for de crowd. Den Marceau and Joe Maufraud tol’ dem bose it was a
shame for two cousins to fight so bad. An’ my fader he’s say he’s ver’
sorry dat he lick Frawce so hard, and dey’s bose sorry. So dey’s kiss one
another good—only all their clo’es is tore to pieces.

An’ what you think ’bout Old Man Savarin? Old Man Savarin is
just stand in front of his store all de time, an’ he’s say: “I'll tink T’ll
fetch him &ose hup to de magistrate, an’ I'll learn him bose a lesson.”

Me, T'll be only fifteen, but I hain’t scare ’bout dat fight same like
my moder is scare. No more is Alphonsine Seguin scare. She’s seven-
teen, an’ she wait for de fight to be all over. Den she take her fader
home, same like I'll take my fader home for bed. Dat’s after twelve
o’clock of night.

Nex’ mawny early my fader he’s groaned and he’s groaned: “Ah—
ugh—I'm sick, sick, me. I'll be goin’ for die dis time, for sure.”

“You get up an’ scoop some fish,” my moder she’s say, angry. “Den
you hain’t be sick no more.”

“Ach—ugh—Tll hain’t be able. Oh, I'll be so sick. An’ I hain’ got
no place for scoop fish now no more. Frawce Seguin has rob my plat-
form.”

“Take de nex’ one lower down,” my moder she’s say.

“Dat’s Jawnny Leroi’s.”

“All right for dat. Jawnny he’s hire for run timber today.”

“Ugh—T'll not be able for get up. Send for M’sieu le Curé—Tll be
goin’ for die for sure.”

“Mis re, but dat’s no man! Dat’s a drunk pig,” my moder she’s say,
angry. “Sick, eh? Lazy, lazy—dat’s so. An’ dere hain’t no fish for de
little chilluns, an’ it’s Friday mawny.” So my moder she’s begin for
cry.

Well, M’sieu, I'll make de rest short; for de sun is all gone now.
What you tink 1 do dat mawny? I take de big scoop-net an’ I'll come
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up here for see if I'll be able for scoop some fish on Jawnny Leroi’s
platform. Only dere hain’t nev’ much fish dere.

Pretty quick I'll look up and T'll see Alphonsine Seguin scoop, scoop
on my fader’s old platform. Alphonsine’s fader is sick, sick, same like
my fader, an’ all de Seguin boys is too little for scoop, same like my
brudders is too little. So dere Alphonsine she’s scoop, scoop for break-
fas’.

What you tink T'll see some more? T'll see Old Man Savarin. He’s
watchin’ from de corner of de cedar bush, an’ I'll know ver’ good what
he’s watch for. He’s watch for catch my fader go on his own platform.
He’s want for learn my fader anoder lesson. Saprie! dat’s make me ver’
angry, M’sieu!

Alphonsine she’s scoop, scoop plenty fish. I'll not be scoop none. Dat’s
make me more angry. I'll look up where Alphonsine is, an’ I'll talk to
myself :—

“Dat’s my fader’s platform,” I'll be say. “Dat’s my fader’s fish what
you catch, Alphonsine. You hain’t nev’ be my cousin no more. It is
mean, mean for Frawce Seguin to rent my fader’s platform for please
dat old rascal Savarin.” Mebby I'll not be so angry at Alphonsine,
Msieu, if I was able for catch some fish; but I hain’t able—I don’t
catch none.

Well, M’sieu, dat’s de way for long time—half-hour mebby. Den I'll
hear Alphonsine yell good. I'll look up de river some more. She’s
try for lift her net. She’s try hard, hard, but she hain’t able. De net is
down in de rapid, an’ she’s only able for hang on to de hannle. Den I'll
know she’s got one big sturgeon, an’ he’s so big she can’t pull him up.

Monjee! what 1 care bout dat! I'll laugh me. Den I'll laugh good
some more, for I'll want Alphonsine for see how I'll laugh big. And
I'll talk to myself:—

“Dat’s good for dose Seguins,” I'll say. “De big sturgeon will pull
away de net. Den Alphonsine she will lose her fader’s scoop wis de
sturgeon. Dat’s good ’nuff for dose Seguins! Take my fader platform,
ch?”

For sure, I'll want for go an’ help Alphonsine all de same—she’s my
cousin, an’ I'll want for see de sturgeon, me. But I'll only just laugh,
laugh. Non, M’siex; dere was not one man out on any of de oder
platform dat mawny for to help Alphonsine. Dey was all sleep ver’
late, for dey was all out ver’ late for see de offle fight I told you ’bout.

Well, pretty quick, what you tink? I'll see Old Man Savarin goin’
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to my fader’s platform. He’s take hold for help Alphonsine an’ dey’s
bose pull, and pretty quick de big sturgeon is up on de platform. I'll
be more angry as before.

Oh, rort Dieu! What you tink come den? Why, dat Old Man
Savarin is want for take de sturgeon!

First dey hain’t speak so I can hear, for de Rapid is too loud. But
pretty quick dey’s bose angry, and I hear dem talk.

“Dat’s my fish,” Old Man Savarin is say. “Didn’t I save him? Wasn’t
you goin’ for lose him, for sure?”

Me—T'll laugh good. Dass such an old rascal.

“You get off dis platform, quick!” Alphonsine she’s say.

“Give me my sturgeon,” he’s say.

“Dat’s a lie—it hain’t your sturgeon. It’s my sturgeon,” she’s yell.

“T'll learn you one lesson ’bout dat,” he’s say.

Well, M’sieu, Alphonsine she’s pull back de fish just when Old Man
Savarin is make one grab. An’ when she’s pull back, she’s step to
one side, an’ de old rascal he is grab at de fish, an’ de heft of de stur-
geon is make him fall on his face, so he’s tumble in de Rapid when
Alphonsine let go de sturgeon. So dere’s Old Man Savarin floating in
de river—and me! T'll don’ care eef he’s drown one bit!

One time he is on his back, one time he is on his face, one time he
is all under de water. For sure he’s goin’ for be draw into de culbute
an’ get drown’ dead, if T'll not be able for scoop him when he’s go
by my platform. I'll want for laugh, but I'll be too much scare.

Well, M’sieu, I'll pick up my fader’s scoop and T'll stand out on de
edge of de platform. De water is run so fast, 'm mos’ *fraid de old man
is boun’ for pull me in when I'll scoop him. But I'll not mind for dat,
I'll throw de scoop an’ catch him; an’ for sure, he’s hold on good.

So dere’s de old rascal in de scoop, but when I'll get him safe, I
hain’t able for pull him in one bit. I'll only be able for hold on an’
laugh, laugh—he’s look ver” queer! All I can do is to hold him dere so
he can’t go down de culbute. T'll can’t pull him up if I'll want to.

De old man is scare ver’ bad. But pretty quick he’s got hold of de
cross-bar of de hoop, an’ he’s got his ugly old head up good.

“Pull me in,” he say, ver’ angry.

“I'll hain’t be able,” T'll say.

Jus’ den Alphonsine she come ’long, an’ she’s laugh so she can’t
hardly hold on wis me to de hannle. I was laugh good some more.
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When de old villain see us have fun, he’s yell: “I'll learn vou bose one
lesson for this. Pull me ashore!”

“Oh! you’s learn us bose one lesson, M’sieu Savarin, eh?” Alphon-
sine she’s say. “Well, den, us bose will learn M’sieu Savarin one lesson
first. Pull him up a litde,” she’s say to me.

So we pull him up, an’ den Alphonsine she’s say to me: “Let out de
hannle, quick”—and he’s under de water some more. When we
stop de net, he’s got hees head up pretty quick.

“Monjee! T'll be drown’ if you don’t pull me out,” he’s mos’ cry.

“Ver’ well—if you’s drown, your family be ver’ glad,” Alphonsine
she’s say. “Den they’s got all your money for spend quick, quick.”

M’sieu, dat scare him offle. He’s begin for cry like one baby.

“Save me out,” he’s say. “I'll give you anything I've got.”

“How much?” Alphonsine she’s say.

He’s tink, and he’s say, “Quarter dollar.”

Alphonsine an’ me is laugh, laugh.

“Save me,” he’s cry some more. “I hain’t fit for die dis mawny.”

“You hain’t fit for live no mawny,” Alphonsine she’s say. “One quar-
ter dollar, eh? Where’s my sturgeon?”

“He’s got away when I fall in,” he’s say.

“How much you goin’ give me for lose my big sturgeon?” she’s ask.

“How much you’ll want, Alphonsine?”

“Two dollare.”

“Dat’s too much for one sturgeon,” he’s say. For all he was not feel
fit for die, he was more ’fraid for pay out his money.

“Let him down some more,” Alphonsine she’s say.

“Oh, misére, misére! T'll pay de two dollare,” he’s say when his head
come up some more.

“Ver’ well, den,” Alphonsine she’s say; “I'll be willin’ for save you,
me. But you hain’t scooped by me. You’s in Marie’s net. I'll only come
for help Marie. You’s her sturgeon,” an’ Alphonsine she’s laugh an’
laugh.

“I didn’t lose no sturgeon for Marie,” he’s say.

“No, eh?” I'll say mysef. “But you’s steal my fader’s platform. You’s
take his fishin’ place. You’s got him fined two times. You's make my
moder pay his bill wis my weddin’ money. What you goin’ pay for all
dat? You tink T'll be goin’ for mos’ kill mysef pullin’ you out for
noting? When you ever do someting for anybody for noting, ch,
M’sieu Savarin?”
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“How much you want?” he’s say.

“Ten dollare for de platform, dat’s all.”

“Never—dat’s robbery,” he’s say, an’ he’s begin to cry like ver’ 11’1l
baby.

“Pull him hup, Marie, an’ give him some more,” Alphonsine she’s
say.

But de old rascal is so scare ‘bout dat, dat he’s say he’s pay right off.
So we’s pull him up near to de platform, only we hain’t big nuff fool
for let him out of de net till he’s take out his purse an’ pay de twelve
dollare.

Monjee, M’sieu! If ever you see one angry old rascal! He not even
stop for say: “T’ank you for save me from be drown’ dead in the
culbute!” He’s run for his house an’ he’s put on dry cloes, an’ he’s
go up to de magistrate first ting for learn me an’ Alphonsine one big
lesson.

But de magistrate hain’ ver’ bad magistrate. He’s only laugh an’ he’s
say i—

“M’sieu Savarin, de whole river will be laugh at you for let two
young girl take eet out of smart man like you like dat. Hain’t you tink
your life worth twelve Dollare? Didn’t dey save you from de culbute?
Mongjee! T'll tink de whole river not laugh so ver’ bad if you pay dose
young girl one hunder dollare for save you so kind.”

“One hunder dollare!” he’s mos’ cry. “Hain’t you goin’ to learn dose
girl one lesson for take advantage of me dat way?”

“Didn’t you pay dose girl yoursef? Didn’t you took out your purse
yoursef? Yes, eh? Well, den, I'll goin’ for learn you one lesson yoursef,
Msieu Savarin,” de magistrate is say. “Dose two young girl is ver’
wicked, eh? Yes, dat’s so. But for why? Hain’t dey just do to you what
you been doin’ ever since you was in beesness? Don’ I know? You
hain’.never yet got advantage of nobody wisout you rob him all you
can, an’ dose wicked young girl only act just like you give dem-a lesson
all your life.”

An’ de best fun was de whole river did laugh at M’sieu Savarin. An’
my fader and Frawce Seguin is laugh most of all, till he’s catch hup
wis bose of dem anoder time. You come for see me some more, an’
I'll tol’ you ’bout dat.



T. Edgar Pemberton

Someone could write an interesting volume on the Decline and Fall
of the Practical Joke. A good medieval practical joke ended in the loss
of @ limb by the victim, or even in a witty decapitation. Jonathan
Swift’s enormous jokes were designed only to drive the butt insane.
With the softening of manners in the nineteenth century, the prac-
tical joke became a simple device for causing physical and mental pain.
Our current jesters aim at producing a bewildered frenzy in.the victim,
who sees the most fantastic results proceed from apparently familiar
causes. A modern joker seeks to reproduce on the intellectual plane the
phenomena of the exploding cigar.

Edward A. Sothern, the celebrated actor, the creator of Lord Dun-
dreary in Our American Cousin, devoted his apparently ample leisure
to the prosecution of practical jokes. I choose a few examples from the
many given by his adoring biographer. I will say that they are funny,
at least to read about.

HIGH HUMOURS OF E. A. SOTHERN

These American spiritualistic experiments, and the success which at-
tended them, undoubtedly gave Sothern his insatiable taste for practical
joking. He had learnt how easily people, could be gulled; he had
become an adept in all the little arts and contrivances necessary for such
purposes; he had acquired a relish for “selling” (he used this word in his
letter, and it was with him a favourite one) all with whom he came in
cortact, both friends and strangers; and so when, in the, days of his
popularity and the long runs’of his pieces, he had plenty of time on his
hands, he mounted and furiously rode his hobby horse.

Before I give instances: of his more elaborate enterprises in this
direction, I will speak of the odd freaks that he delighted to play with
the post. On one occasion, when he was playing in a country theatre,
the local postmaster refused to receive and forward a package because
it was just a trifle over the regulation limits. Sothern was annoyed
at what he considered official obstructiveness, and, having obtained
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from the postmaster the precise limits (particularly with regard to
weight) of the parcels he would receive, he went to a hatter’s shop in
the town, and purchased two dozen of empty hat-boxes of the usual
cardboard make. These he addressed by aid of the local directory to
the principal inhabitants of a notably breezy suburb, and from a dozen
different offices had them posted. His delight at seeing the local post-
man staggering along in a high wind with the huge pile of hat-boxes
on his back was infinite, and in the next town that he visited he
repeated the performance, only varying it by addressing the two
dozen boxes to one individual. Often and often, as he recalled the
incident, have I heard Sothern say how much he would have given to
have seen the face of this unknown person when the boxes had been
stacked away in his hall.

Playing pranks with the post became from this point his almost daily
practice. He had his envelopes printed with all sorts of odd devices,
such as, “Refuge for Reformed Atheists,” “Mail Boat Betsy Jane,”
“Society for the Propagation of Pure Deism,” “Troop Ship Crocodile,”
“Asylum for Confirmed Virgins,” “Court of Faculties,” “Boodles’ Bee
Hive,” and (these were evidently designed to strike terror into the soul
of the nervous letter receiver) “Southwell Smallpox Hospital,” “Home
for Incurable Itch,” and “Curious Specimen of Contagious Bedding.”
In the last named he would usually enclose a small piece of linen or
a fragment cut from a blanket. Then he had a practice of addressing
an envelope in pencil to a friend, say, in Brussels, writing to that friend
to rub out the address and redirect the letter in pencil to a friend in
Glasgow, and so successively sending the letter round a dozen places
until the envelope was almost covered with postmarks. Then, having
got it back from the last of his correspondents, he would erase the
pencilled address, and, putting in ink the name and residence of a
gentleman in a London Square, and enclosing an invitation to dinner
for a date a ' month old, he would revel in the confident expectation that
the recipient, utterly unable to conceive why a plainly addressed letter
to “Mr. Suchaone, Lowndes Square,” should have been sent round by
Brussels, Glasgow, Dublin, Brighton, Inverness, Chester, Northamp-
ton, Cork, Scarborough, etc., would indignantly complain to the Post-
master-General, who would in the usual routine send the letter again
on its rounds to the bewilderment of all the postmasters. ‘

One of these extraordinary postmark-bestudded envelopes is before
me now, stamped Edinburgh, Bradford, Glasgow, Rio de Janeiro,
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Liverpool, Dundee, London, Suez Canal, and, finally, Birmingham. . ..

The bogus telegram was an all-too-favourite instrument of warfare
with Sothern himself, and he would think nothing of “wiring” to a
friend in a distant part as follows:

“Poor Suchaone” (naming a complete stranger) “died last night at
ten o’clock. Please arrange for the reception of his remains in your
town tomorrow morning”; and this would be followed by another,
saying, “His poor wife and children will start by the 12:30 train. For
pity’s sake, meet and console them. You will find the wife pretty, and
the children most interesting. Your kindness will be appreciated by all
parties.”

I think that it must have been these postal and telegraphic feats that
set Sothern thinking that something odd and whimsical ought to be
done with letter-carrying pigeons. Certainly I know that while filling
a professional engagement in a provincial town, celebrated for the
fanciers of “homing birds,” he took extraordinary pains, and spent a
good deal of money, to procure some of “the right sort”; but, except
a marvellous story that he used with much unction to relate, I do not
think that out of this notion anything came. I will relate it in his own
words:

“I used to get a lot of fellows together in the billiard-room at home”
(Sothern’s circle of acquaintance was a large one, and on the occasions
when this trick was aired he no doubt secured the attendance—and I
was not one of them—of the most credulous among his friends), “and
after we had smoked and chatted for a time someone, who would be
in my confidence, would lead the conversation up to pigeon-flying and
the wonderful exploits of the extraordinary birds in my possession. At
this I would express annoyance, and my friends asking ‘Why?’ I would
say, ‘Oh, nobody believes what my birds have done, and can do, and
since I am very fond of them, and, after all, only keep them for my
own amusement, I don’t somehow care to hear them slightingly talked
of. Let us change the subject.” After this, of course, no one would
change the subject, and some extraordinary pigeon yarns were told by
my confidant, myself, and other men who did not like to appear
ignorant on the matter. Then I would say, with a smile, ‘Ah, if only
old Jim was at his best I could show these fellows what a pigeon could
really do!” ‘Old Jim!” my confederate would cry out. “What! you don’t
mean to say that Ae’s alive still—the bird that came home from the
Himalayas, and that has crossed the Atlantic a hundred and fifty times?’
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‘Oh, come, come, that’s rather too much!’ someone would now be sure
to say. ‘I don’t believe that!” “Then, damme, sir, you shall believe it!’
I would answer, ringing the bell in apparent ill-temper, and instructing
the servant to bring in old Jim; and then, when in a wicker cage that
eighteen-penny impostor made his appearance, I would take him out,
and, stroking his feathers, say: ‘Yes, there’s the bird that has brought
home to my family a report of my receipts from every provincial town
in the three kingdoms, who has secured me one or two splendid Ameri-
can engagements, to whose swift wings, indeed, I owe much of my
success. Poor old Jim! He’s had the pip, he’s got the roup, and some
day he’ll moult for the last time; but his work’s done, and if it costs me
a thousand a year he’ll now roost in peace until the end of his days.’
‘Couldn’t you,” my confederate would now say, ‘send Jim just a little
distance, just to show how extraordinary his powers are?” And then,
after much refusal and more persuasion, I would say, ‘Well, well, he
shall go just as far as Blisworth with a message to Jones. I dare say,
after all, a little night-fly like that will freshen the dear old boy up.
Then the message to Jones would be written, affixed to Jim’s wing, and
through the window the bird would be released. After an hour of
billiards and general talk, relieved with good cigars and anything in
the way of refreshment that anybody cared to take, a fluttering at the
window-panes would be heard, and, rushing out, I would return
with an exhausted and bedraggled Jim, faithfully bearing Jones’s reply
to my message. Believe it or not as you will, not one of the people who
witnessed this thing ever realised the absurdity of sending a pigeon o
a place to bring a message back from it. They received Jim’s double
as a prodigy, and wended their innocent ways homeward, placidly
murmuring ‘Marvellous!” ”

It was with Miss Neilson’s husband, Mr. Philip Lee, for a victim,
that he perpetrated that which was probably the most extensive (and
expensive) of all his extravagantly conceived and carefully carried out
“sells.” Unfortunately for Mr. Lee, he expressed, on the occasion of his
first visit to New York, and in Sothern’s presence, doubts as to the exist-
ence of the wild and delightful American Bohemian life of which he
had heard. Sothern told him that his letters of introduction were all
to the wrong people, but that if he liked he could introduce him to
the right set, and Mr. Lee having expressed his gratitude, a supper-
party was arranged. Covers were laid for twelve, Sothern presiding, and
Mr. Lee, as the guest of the evening, sitting on his right hand. Pre-
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viously, it should be stated, he had been introduced by his host and Mr.
W. J. Florence (also an inveterate joker, and of course in the secret)
to the other (supposed) notabilities who gathered round the sump-
tuously spread board. For a time all went well, but while the soup
was being served one well-known man was seen to take from under
his coat a battle-axe, and another celebrity drew from beneath his col-
lar a dirk-knife with a blade over a foot long, which he gravely un-
clasped and placed beside his plate. Then another took a “six-shooter”
from his pocket, while his neighbour drew a scythe and a policeman’s
staff from under the table, and laid them in the middle of the board.

“For Heaven’s sake,” whispered the astonished Mr. Lee into Soth-
ern’s ear, “what does this mean?”

“Keep quiet,” replied Sothern; “it is just what I most feared. These
gentlemen have been drinking, and they have quarrelled about a
friend of theirs, a Mr. Weymyss Jobson, quite an eminent scholar, and
a very estimable gentleman; but I hope, for our sakes, they will not
attempt to settle their quarrel here. It is dreadful; but I hope, dear
boy, that they will go away quietly and have no row. It is a fashion
they have here to settle their disputes at a table, or wherever they
meet. All we can do now is to await events.”

“But there will be murder here!” exclaimed Mr. Lee. “Can we not
give warning to the police?”

“Impossible, my dear fellow,” said Sothern, regretfully. “Were you
even to be suspected by these men of any desire to leave the room,
you would be shot like a dog, and no satisfaction would ever be given
your relatives in a court of justice. Such is the country.”

“It is an infernal country, then!” muttered the guest.

For a few moments all went well, when suddenly a quarrel broke
out at the end of the table, and one of the party, springing to his feet,
fiercely exclaimed: ‘

“Whoever says that the History of the French Revolution, written
by my friend David Weymyss Jobson, is not as good a book in every
respect as that written by Tom Carlyle on the same subject, is a liar
and a thief; and if there is any fool present who desires to take it up,
I am his man!”

All the guests rose suddenly, and every man grasped his weapon;
shots were fired, and the room was filled with smoke and uproar; sev-
eral of the guests closed and struggled with each other, and one of
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the conspirators, thrusting a long knife into the amazed victira’s now
trembling hand, said: '

“Defend yourself! This is butchery—sheer butchery!”

But Sothern sat quietly by, and gave as his advice:

“Keep cool, and don’t get shot.”

By this time the whole hotel was roused, and I fancy that the “joke”
went further than even Sothern in his wildest mood intended. His
guests of the evening were a troupe of knock-about negro minstrels,
who had been instructed how to act.

Among many amusing stories that that clever comedian Mr. John T.
Raymond had to tell of his English travelling experiences with Sothern
was the following: They were journeying together from Glasgow to
Birmingham, and, having agreed to appear to be strangers to each
other, they entered a first-class non-smoking compartment, in which
sat two typical English gentlemen. “Do you object to smoking?”
asked Raymond of them. “Certainly not,” they politely replied; and
the same question was put to Sothern, who angrily answered, “I do,
sir—I do most assuredly. It is a piece of impertinence on your part to
ask such a question.” “I beg your pardon,” replied Raymond, mod-
estly. “I am only an American, and quite unused to the customs of
this country.” “That’s easy enough to see, sir,” said the apparently
indignant Sothern. “You are evidently either an American or a fool.
We don’t conduct ourselves that way in England.” As if terrified half
out of his life, Raymond sank back into a corner of the carriage, and
the two disgusted Englishmen expressed themselves freely and audi-
bly concerning Sothern’s apparently offensive and overbearing con-
duct. Gazing at them calmly, Sothern quietly took from his pocket a
cigar, lighted it, and puffed away in the most easy manner, as indiffer-
ent to his surroundings as if he had been alone. This was too much
for the honest-minded Englishmen. They looked at the small and
inoffensive Raymond—they looked at the well-knit, aggressive Sothern,
and they “went for him.” At first they talked “at” him, then they
talked to him; they tried to make him put his cigar out, explain, apolo-
gise; they declared they would call the guard, they threatened all kinds
of things; but Sothern sat imperturbable and silent as the sphynx,
calmly smoking his cigar, and filling the compartment with smoke. In
the midst of this scene the train stopped at a station; and then Soth-
ern, throwing a contemptuous look on the Englishmen, and taking
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Raymond by the arm, said, “Come, John, we’ll change carriages here.
We'll leave these ill-mannered fellows to themselves!”

Once, taking a midnight railway journey after a late and exhausting
performance, he made efforts to secure a compartment to himself; but
at the last moment, just as the train was starting, another traveller,
somewhat rudely pushed by the porter in attendance, opened the door,
and claimed and asserted his right of admission. Sothern said nothing,
but when the train had started he opened his travelling-bag, and, look-
ing malevolently at his fellow-passenger, commenced stropping his
razors. After the first stopping-station had been passed he had that
compartment to himself.

The following story has been told (with variations) by Mr. Toole,
but it is so characteristic of Sothern’s peculiar vein of humour that it
must needs be repeated here. With Mrs. John Wood he entered an
ironmonger’s shop, and, advancing to the counter, said, “Have you the
second edition of Macaulay’s History of England?” The shop assistant
explained the nature of the business, and suggested the name of a
neighbouring bookseller. “Well, it don’t matter whether it is bound in
calf or not,” said Sothern. “But, sir, this is not a bookseller’s,” was the
reply. “It doesn’t matter how you wrap it up,” said Sothern; “a piece
of brown paper will do—the sort of thing that you would select for
your own mother.” “Sir,” shouted the man, “we don’t keep books;
this is an ironmonger’s shop.” “Yes,” said Sothern, “I see the binding
differs, but as long the the proper fly-leaf is in, I'm not very particular.”
“Sir,” fairly shrieked the bewildered man, “can’t you see you have
made a mistake and come into the wrong shop?” “Certainly,” said
Sothern; “I'm in no hurry, and I'll wait while you reach it down.”
Believing that his strange customer was either deaf or mad, the man
went off to the back part of the premises, and returned with the pro-
prietor of the establishment. “What is it that you require, sir?” asked
that individual of Sothern, in a bland yet determined voice. “I want,”
was the prompt and lucid reply, “a small, ordinary file, about six inches
in length.” “Certainly, sir,” said the ironmonger, producing the article,
and casting a look of supreme disgust upon his unfortunate assistant.
Mrs. John Wood, who, when they entered the shop, had no idea what
her madcap companion was going to do, very nearly spoiled the joke
by her ill-restrained but not inexcusable laughter.

His pranks with tradespeople were, indeed, innumerable. Amongst
other experiences in this connection, I have been with him when he
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walked into a post-office, and bewildered the person behind the counter
by asking for “some nice fresh stamps, suitable for an invalid.” And
then, after he had inspected sheets of all the different values, declaring
that this was a case in which expense need not be considered, rejecting
them all because he “really feared they were not quite fresh
enough.” ...

Mr. Stephen Fiske has also related some curious experiences that
befell him when in the company of this incorrigible practical joker.
He was walking with Sothern down Regent Street one day, when he
said, “You go ahead a little, Fiske, and I'll go back, but we will both
take the Atlas omnibus.” “I” (says Mr. Fiske) “followed his instruc-
tions, and, entering the omnibus, found Sothern sitting in the diag-
onally opposite corner. I naturally looked at him with some curiosity
to know why he had asked me to go on ahead. Perceiving this, he
assumed a very fierce and belligerent expression, and exclaimed, ‘Are
you staring at me, sir?’ The omnibus was filled with several elderly
ladies, two quiet gentlemen who looked like clergymen, and a farmer
from the country. I took the cue at once, and replied, ‘No; if I wanted
to stare at anybody, I would stare at a better-looking man than your-
self.” At this Sothern’s indignation apparently became uncontrollable,
and it required all the force of the clergymen, seconded by the farmer,
to keep him in his seat, and prevent him from throwing himself upon
me. Finally, he insisted upon stopping the ‘bus,” and invited me to step
outside, and either apologise then and there for the insult or fight him
on the spot. I pretended to prefer to do the latter, but said I would
remain in the omnibus; whereupon Sothern took off his overcoat, and
handed it to the nearest old lady to hold for him while he chastised
me for, my inpertinence. In the course of the desultory remarks in
which we then indulged, he said that he would allow nobody except
his friend John Robinson, of Philadelphia, to speak to him in that way
and live; whereupon I immediately informed him that my name was
Robinson, Christian name John, and that I had just arrived from
America, but that I hadn’t the pleasure of his acquaintance, nor did I
particularly desire it. In an instant Sothern’s manner completely
changed, and, climbing over the old ladies, the clergymen, and the
farmer, to my corner of the omnibus, he endeavoured to embrace me
like a long lost friend. He declared that he had never been more de-
lighted in his life, stopped the omnibus, and proposed that we should
get out together, which we thereupon proceeded to do. The comedy
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we had enacted, and the astonishment depicted on the faces of the
inmates of the vehicle, exceeded anything I ever saw on the stage, and
afforded food for laughter for many days.”...

Sothern also told the following story: “One morning at breakfast in
the public-room of the Continental Hotel, Philadelphia, I observed an
old gentleman who was obviously very much annoyed at the delay of
the waiter in bringing his breakfast. He was continually looking at
his watch and apparently muttering oaths of abdominal origin. For
some time I paid little attention to him, but at last, becoming either
interested or annoyed with him, I asked the head-waiter who he was.
He told me he was General So-and-so, an irascible old bachelor, and
one of the regular boarders of the house. While waiting for my own
breakfast, I had emptied my pockets of the letters which I had to
acknowledge that morning, and among them found what we call a
‘property letter,’ that had accidentally found its way among my old
papers. A property letter, you know, means a letter used on the stage,
and this one read as follows:

Young man, I know thy secret—thou lovest above thy station; if thou
hast wit, courage, and discretion, I can secure to thee the realisation of
thy most sanguine hopes, etc., etc.

“It is the letter which Claude Melnotte reads in The Lady of Lyons.
It struck me on the instant that I would enclose it in an envelope, send
it to the old gentleman, and watch the effect; so, calling one of the
waiters—a coloured man—I told him to go outside in the hall, remain
there for five minutes, and then return and deliver the letter, saying
that the writer would call for a reply during the day. I also instructed
the waiter, after giving this reply, to retire quickly, and not be seen
again in the hotel until the next day, and that I would make it all right
with his employer.

“Agreeably to my orders, in a few minutes the servant walked up
to the General, and put the letter in his hands. The old gentleman
adjusted his spectacles, tore open the envelope, and in an amazed tone
commenced to read half aloud, ‘Young man, I know thy secret,’ and
so on. He read it over two or three times, and I never saw anybody
more bewildered. At last he called for the head-waiter and demanded
to see the servant who had delivered the letter; of course he was not to
be found. The longer he pondered, the more he seemed inclined to fly
into a passion, and when his breakfast came the storm burst. ‘D—n
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the breakfast!” he exclaimed, almost kicking over the table. ‘I want to
see the lunatic who calls me a “young man,” and says he knows my
secret, and can secure the realisation of my fondest hopes. I haven’t
got any secret, and my fondest hope is to kick the idiot who sent me
this insane note!’

“During this time two or three ladies had joined me at the breakfast
table, and, noticing the extraordinary excitement of the General, asked
me if I knew who he was. I told them to keep very quiet, and not to
attract his attention; that he was a fratricide, and an escaped lunatic,
whose keepers were outside behind the doors waiting for him, and
that the letter was only a decoy to enable them to secure him without
any unnecessary violence. This thoroughly alarmed them, and they
hurriedly left the table, retreating through the door at the other end
of the room.

“At this moment the second head-waiter, who had noticed the agi-
tation of the ladies, walked up to me, and asked if they were not
satisfied with the breakfast.

“‘Oh, yes,’ I replied, ‘T presume so; but the youngest lady is a dan-
gerous maniac at times, and the instant she saw her father, General
So-and-so, disturbed in his mind by the letter she had written, I whis-
pered to her friend to take her out of the room.

“In a few moments, having finished my breakfast, I took my own
departure. On reaching the office of the hotel, I inquired of one of the
principal clerks whether his head-waiter was quite sound in his mind.
He asked me my reason for making the inquiry. I said that I didn’t
want to get my name mixed up in the matter, but it struck me that
the one weak point of his intellect was his apparently intense dislike to
the General, and I observed, ‘If I were you I should just test it by going
up to him suddenly, and saying: “Don’t you think you will get your-
self into trouble about that letter of the General’s?’”

“Taking my advice, the clerk walked up to the head-waiter and
abruptly put this question to him. Of course the waiter got very much
confused and stammered in endeavouring to make an explanation;
whereupon I, who was behind him, intimated by signs to the clerk
that he had better get out of the way, as the fellow had a knife about
him and might become very violent.

“In the meantime I saw the General approach the office to make
inquiries, and in a minute or two there was a tremendous hum of
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conversation. Half a dozen men were talking loudly and excitedly
together, among whom were the clerk and the two head-waiters. I
hastily paid my bill, seized my travelling bag, jumped into a convey-
ance at the door, and was driven away. I never learned what was the
result, because I never dared to inquire.”...

During one of his American engagements (it was in 1878) he in-
veigled someone into writing to the Inter-Ocean as follows:

Is Mr. Sothern a medium? This is the question that fifteen puzzled
investigators are asking themselves this morning, after witnessing a number
of astounding manifestations at a private séance given by Mr. Sothern last
night.

It lacked a few minutes of twelve when a number of Mr. Sothern’s
friends, who had been given to understand that something remarkable
was to be performed, assembled in the former’s rooms at the Sherman
House, and took seats in a circle around a marble-top table which was
placed in’ the centre of the apartment. On the table were a number of
glasses, two very large bottles, and five lemons. A sprightly young gentle-
man attempted to crack a joke about spirits being confined in the bottles,
but the company frowned him down, and for once Mr. Sothern had a
sober audience to begin with.

There was a good deal of curiosity regarding the object of the gathering,
but no one was able to explain. Each gentleman testified to the fact that
Mr. Sothern’s agent had waited upon him, and solicited his presence at a
little exhibition to be given by the actor, noz of a comical nature.

Mr. Sothern himself soon after appeared; and, after shaking hands with
the party, thus addressed them:

“Gentlemen, I have invited you here this evening to witness a few mani-
festations, demonstrations, tests, or whatever you choose to call them,
which I have accidentally discovered that I am able to perform.

“T am a fire-eater, as it were. [Applause] I used to dread the fire, having
been scorched once when an innocent child. [A laugh] I hope there will
be no levity here, and I wish to say now that demonstrations of any kind
are liable to upset me, while demonstrations of particular kinds may upset
the audience.”

Silence and decorum being restored, Mr. Sothern then continued:

“Thirteen weeks ago, while walking up Greenwich Street in New York,
I stepped into a store to buy a cigar. To show you there was no trick about
it, here are cigars out of the same box from which I selected the one that I
that day lighted.”

Here Mr. Sothern passed round a box of tolerable cigars.

“Well! T stepped to the little hanging gas-jet to light it, and, having done
50, stood contemplatively holding the cigar and the gasjet in either hand,
thinking what a saving it would be to smoke a pipe, when, in my absent-
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mindedness, I dropped the cigar and put the gas-jet into my mouth. Strar.ge
as it may appear, I felt no pain, and stood there holding the thing in my
mouth and puffing, until the man in charge yelled out to me that I was
swallowing his gas. Then I looked up, and sure enough there I was,
pulling away at the slender flame that came from the glass tube.

“I dropped it instantly and felt my mouth, but noticed no inconvenience
or unpleasant sensation whatever.

“‘What do you mean by it?’ asked the proprietor.

“As [ didn’t know what I meant by it I couldn’t answer, so I picked up
my cigar and went home. Once there, I tried the experiment again, and in
doing so I found that not only my mouth, but my hands and face, indeed,
all my body, was proof against fire. I called on a physician, and he exam-
ined me and reported nothing wrong with my flesh, which appeared to
be in its normal condition. I said nothing about it publicly, but the fact
greatly surprised me, and I have invited you here tonight to witness a few
experiments.”

Saying this, Mr. Sothern, who had lit a cigar while pausing in his speech,
turned the fire-end into his mouth, and sat down smoking unconcernedly.

“I suppose you wish to give us the fire-test?” remarked one of the com-
pany.

There was probably a company never more dumfounded than that
present in the room. A few questions were asked, and then five gentlemen
were appointed to examine Mr. Sothern’s hands, etc., before he began his
experiments. Having thoroughly washed the parts that he proposed to
subject to the flames, Mr. Sothern began by baring his arm, and passing it
through the gas-jet very slowly, twice stopping the motion, and holding it
still in the flames. He then picked up a poker with a sort of hook on the
end, and proceeded to fish a small coil of wire from the grate. The wire
came out fairly white with heat. Mr. Sothern took the coil in his hands
and coolly proceeded to wrap it round his left leg to the knee. Having
done so, he stood on the table in the centre of the circle, and requested
the committee to examine the wrappings and the leg, and report if both
were there. The committee did so, and reported in the affirmative.

While this was going on there was a smile, almost seraphic in its beauty,
on Sothern’s face.

After this, an enormous iron, irt the shape of a horseshoe, was brought
in, and after being heated red-hot, was placed over his neck and shoulders
like a horse-collar, where it cooled, and was taken off without leaving a
sign of a burn.

As a final test a tailor’s goose was put on the coals, and, after being
thoroughly heated, was placed on Mr. Sothern’s chair. The latter lighted
a fresh cigar, and then coolly took his seat on the goose without the least
seeming inconvenience. During the last experiment, Mr. Sothern sang in
excellent taste and voice, “I'm sitting on the stile, Mary.”

The question now is, were the fifteen auditors of Mr. Sothern fooled and
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deceived, or was this a genuine manifestation of extraordinary power?
Sothern is such an inveterate joker that he may have put the thing upon
the boys for his own amusement, but if so it was one of the nicest tricks

ever witnessed by,
Yours truly,
ONE oF THE COMMITTEE

P.S.—What is equally marvellous to me is that the fire didn’t burn his
clothes where it touched them, any more than his flesh.

Although he inserted this remarkable communication, the editor of
the Inter-Ocean seems to “have had his doubts,” for he adds in a foot-
note:

[ There is nothing new in this. Mr. Sothern has long been known as one
of the most expert jugglers in the profession. Some years ago he gained the
sobriquet of “the Fire King.” He frequently amuses his friends by eating
fire, although he long since ceased to give public exhibitions. Probably the
success of the experiments last night was largely owing to the presence
of the lemons. There is a good deal of trickery in those same lemons.]

I will conclude a chapter which, if I related all the jokes in which
Sothern acted as principal or took part, might be spur out into a
goodly sized volume, with an account of one (I am afraid it has often
been told before) eminently characteristic of him. At a dinner party
in his own house, at which ten gentlemen were present, his friend
and sometime agent, Mr. English, was apparently unexpectedly an-
nounced. Sothern immediately appealed to his guests to conceal
themselves under the dinner-table, declaring that they would “sell”
English in a manner beyond all precedent. His compliant friends at
once fell in with his request, and Mr. English, coming into the room,
sat down by Sothern, and, without taking any notice of the vacant
chairs or the disordered table, began leisurely to discuss the business
that had brought him to the house. Sothern on his part said nothing
about his guests, until one by one, tired with their position under the
table, and quite unable to see where the humour of the situation came
in, they crawled out, took their seats, and the interrupted dinner went
on. Neither Sothern nor his agent (of course he was on this occasion
also his accomplice) took the slightest notice of them, and to the end
of their days they will fail to see how it was that “English was sold.”

[From Lord Dundreary)



William Henry Drummond

Drummond was born in Ireland, but was brought up among the
French-Canadians. His charming habitant poems are animated by a
deep affection for those winning and simple people. They have not
resented his Rindly comedy. Louis Fréchette, the great French-Canadian
poet, testifies that nowhere in Drummond’s work can the most subtle
critic discover the malign exaggeration of caricature.

M’SIEU SMIT’; THE ADVENTURES OF AN
ENGLISHMAN IN THE CANADIAN WOODS

Wan morning de walkin’ boss say “Damase,
I t'ink you’re good man on canoe d’écorce,
So I'll ax you go wit’ your frien’ Philéas
An’ meet M’sieu Smit’ on Chenail W’ite Horse.

“He’ll have T am sure de grosse baggage—
Mebbe some valise—mebbe six or t'ree—
But if she’s too moche for de longue portage
"Poleon he will tak’ ’em wit’ mail buggee.”

W’en we reach Chenail, plaintee peep be dere,
An’ wan frien’ of me, call Placide Chretien,
"Splain all dat w’en he say man from Angleterre
Was spik heem de crowd on de “Parisien.”

Fonny way dat Englishman he’ll be dress,
Leetle pant my dear frien’ jus’ come on knee,
Wit’ coat dat’s no coat at all—only ves’
An’ hat—de more stranger I never see!

Wall! dere he sit on de en’ some log
An’ swear heem in English purty loud
Den talk Frangais, w’ile hees chien boule dog

Go smellim an’ smellim aroun’ de crowd.
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I spik im “Bonjour, M’sien Smit’, Bonjour,

I hope dat yourse’f and famille she’s well ?”
Msieu Smit’s he is also say “Bonjour,”

An’ call off hees dog dat’s commence for smell.

I tell heem my name dat’s Damase Labrie;
I am come wit’ Philéas for mak’ de trip,

An’ he say I'm de firs’ man he never see
Spik English encore since he lef’ de ship.

De groun’ she is pile wit’ baggage—Sapré!
An’ I see purty quick we got plaintee troub—
Two tronk, tree valise, four-five fusil,
An’ w’at M’sieu Smit’ he is call “bat’ tubbe.”

Msieu Smit’ he’s tole me w’at for’s dat t’ing,
An’ it seem Englishman he don’t feel correc’

Until he’s go plonge on some bat’ morning
An’ sponge it hees possibill high hees neck.

Of course dat’s not'ing of my beez-nesse,

He can plonge on de water mos’ ev'ry day,
But I t'ink for mese’f it mak’ foolishness

An’ don’t do no good w’en your bonne santé.

Ween I tell "Poleon he mus’ mak’ dat job,
Dere’s leetle too moche for canoe d’écorce,

He’s mad right away an’ say “Sapré diable!
You tink I go work lak wan niggerhorse?

“I'm not manufacture dat way, b non,
Dat rich stranger man he have lot monee,
I go see my frien’ Onésime Gourdon,
An’ tole heem bring horse wit” some more buggee.”

Wall!l affer some w'ile dey’ll arrange all dat,
Poleon an’ hees frien’ Onésime Gourdon,
But w’en "Poleon is tak’ hole of bat’,
He receive it beeg scare immediatement!
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Dat chien boule dog, I was tole you ’bout
I am not understan’ w’at good she’s for,

Eat "Poleon’s leg w'it hees teet’ and mout,
"Poleon he is feel very mad—by Gor!

Of course I am poule heem his tail toute suite

But I don’t know some reason mak’ all dis troub’,
W'en I hear me dat Englishman, M’sieu Smit’

Say "Poleon, w’at for you took my tubbe?

“Leff 'im dere—for I don’t ’low nobodee
Walk heem off on any such way lak dat;
You may tak’ all de res’, an’ I don’t care me—

But de man he’ll be keel whd is tak” my bat’.

“I will carry heem wit’ me,” say M’sieu Smit'—
“Wr’erever dat tubbe she mus’ go, I go—

No matter de many place we visite,
An’ my sponge I will tak’ mese’f also.”

At las’ we are start on voyage, sure nuff,

M’sieu Smit’ carry tubbe on de top hees head,
Good job, I t'ink so, de lac isn’t rough,

Or probably dis' tam, we're all come dead.

De dog go wit’ Onésime Gourdon,
An’ Onésime afferwar’ say to me,

“Dat chien boule dog is eat "Poleon
Was de more quiet dog I never see.”

But fun she’s commence on very nex’ day
W'en we go camp out on de Castor Noir.
Dat Englishman he’ll come along an’ say
“I hope some wil’ Injun she don’t be dere.

“I have heard many tam, dat de wood be foule
Of Injun w’at tak’ off de hair your head

But so surely my name she’s Johnnie Boule
If T see use dem feller I shoot it dead.”
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Philéas den pray harder, more quick he can
Mebbe he’s t'ink dat’s hees las’ portage

De moder hees fader, she’s Injun man
Derefore an’ also, he is wan Sauvage.

I say “Don’ mak’ it some excitement;
Season she is ‘close’ on de spring an’ fall,
An’ dem peep dat work on de Gouvernement
Don’ lak you shoot Injun dis mont’ at all.”

Nex’ day M’sieu Smit’ is perform hees plonge;
We see heem go done it—Philéas an’ me,

An’ w'en he’s hang up bat’ tubbe an’ sponge
We go on de wood for mak’ Chasse perdrix.

An’ mebbe you will not believe to me,
But w'en we come back on de camp encore
De sponge of dat Englishman don’t be see,
An’ we fin’ beeg bear she’s go dead on shore.

Very fonny t'ing how he’s loss hees life,
But Philéas he’ll know hese’f purty quick,
He cut M’sieu Bear wit’ hees hunter knife,
An’ sponge she’s fall out on de bear stummick.

Nex’ day—dat’s Dimanche—he is spik to me,
“Damase, you mus’ feel leetle fatigue,

You may sle’p wit’ Philéas w'ile I go an’ see
I can’t get some nice quiet tam today.”

So for keep 'way skeeter, an’ fly also
Bouteille from de shelf M’sieu Smit’ he tak’,
Den he start wit’ his chien boule dog an’ go
For nice quiet walk on shore of lac.

We don’t sle’p half hour we’n dere’s beeg, beeg yell,
Lak somet’ing I'm sure don’t hear long tam,
An’ we see wan feller we cannot tell,
Till he spik it, “Damase! Philéas! dam dam!!!”
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Den we know it at once, mon cher ami,

But she’s swell up hees face—hees neck an’ han’!
It seem all de skeeter on w'ole contree

Is jump on de head of dat Englishman.

Some water on poor M’sieu Smit’ we’ll trow,
An w’en he’s tranquille fin’ out ev’ryt'ing;
Bouteille he’s rub on, got some nice sirop
I was mak’ mese’f on de wood las’ spring.

T’ree day affer dat, we start out on lac
For ketch on de water wan Cariboo,

But win’ she blow strong, an’ we can’t get back
Till we t'row ourse’f out on dat canoe.

We t’ink M’sieu Smit’ he is sure be drown,
Leetle w’ile we can’t see heem again no more,

An’ den he’s come up from de place go down
An’ jomp on hees bat’ tubbe an’ try go shore.

W’en he’s pass on de bat’, he say “Hooraw!”
An’ commence right away for mak’ some sing;
I'm sure you can hear heem ten-twelve arpent
"Bout “Brittanie, she alway’ mus’ boss somet’ing.”

Dat’s all T will tole you jus’ now, my frien’;

I s’pose you don’t know de more fonny case,
But if Englishman go on wood again

I'll have more storee w'en you pass my place.



Oscar Wilde

Oscar Wilde's epigrams are about as good as they come. But as for
the epigram in general, I am reminded of a leader in the London Daily
Telegraph, in August, 1906. This was noted, preserved, remembered,
and restored to the world by the incomparable Harry P. Taber.

“A writer in a monthly magazine complains, as other writers have
complained before him, that we are not the funny dogs we once were.
According to him there was a time when mirth-provoking sallies
flashed about the drawing-room, and gilded salons rocked to the laugh-
ter inspired by the almost incessant ejaculation of good things. The
epigram, he says, has had its day.

“This is good hearing. Nothing dams the flow of conversation more
than a pun. But next to the pun comes the epigram. Just as one is
talking one’s best in a smooth, turgid way infinitely soothing to the
nerves of one’s audience, some dastardly person fires off an epigram.
There is an awkward silence, a nervous laugh, and the thread of one's
ideas is cut. By the time we are ready to get going again, somebody
else has the ear of the room. Is the art of conversation really dead?
There is plenty of quantity, but very little quality. We have said some
uncommonly good things ourselves from time to time, but the general
standard is not high. We are inclined to think that the best dialogue
that can be heard nowadays is that provided by the courts of justice.
There is a charming inconsequence about it. Counsel asks witness if
he is a married man. Witness replies that he had a brother who was.
This sort of thing is better than any number of artificial epigrams.”

EPIGRAMS, APHORISMS, AND APOPHTHEGMS

One should never make one’s debut with a scandal, one should re-
serve that to give interest to one’s old age.

The only way a woman can ever reform a man is by boring him

so completely that he loses all possible interest in life.
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The value of an idea has nothing whatever to do with the sincerity
of the man who expresses it.

There is no such thing as good influence. All influence is immoral—
immoral from the scientific point of view.

Being natural is simply a pose.

I can stand brute force, but brute reason is quite unbearable. There
is something unfair about its use. It is hitting below the intellect.

The only thing to do with good advice is to pass it on. It is never
of any use to oneself.

To love oneself is the beginning of a lifelong romance.
I can resist everything except temptation.
Nowadays to be intelligible is to be found out.

The world is packed with good women. To know them is a middle-
class education.

The youth of today are quite monstrous. They have absolutely no
respect for dyed hair.

The amount of women who flirt with their own husbands is scan-
dalous. It is simply washing one’s clean linen in public.

Twenty years of romance make a woman look like a ruin, but
twenty years of marriage make her something like a public building.

When good Americans die they go to Paris, when bad Americans
die they go to America.

Nothing that actually occurs is of the smallest importance.
If one tells the truth, one is sure, sooner or later, to be found out.
Ambition is the last refuge of the failure.

Nowadays most people die of a sort of creeping common sense,
and discover, when it is too late, that the only thing one never regrets
are one’s mistakes.
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Being adored is a nuisance. Women treat us just as Humanity treats
its gods. They worship us, and are always bothering us to do something
for them.

Art reveals Nature’s lack of design, her curious crudities, her abso-
lutely unfinished condition. Nature has good intentions, but she cannot
carry them out. Art is our gallant attempt to teach Nature her proper
place.

Life imitates Art far more than Art imitates Life.

All bad poetry springs from genuine feeling. To be natural is to be
obvious, and to be obvious is to be inartistic.

Though of all poses a moral pose is the most offensive, still to have
a pose at all is something. It is a form of recognition of the importance
of treating life from a definite and reasoned standpoint.



A. D. Godley

THE MOTOR BUS

What is this that roareth thus?
Can it be a Motor Bus?

Yes, the smell and hideous hum
Indicat Motorem Bum!

Implet in the Corn and High
Terror me Motoris Bi:

Bo Motori clamitabo

Ne Motore caedar 2 Bo—
Dative be or Ablative

So thou only let us live:—
Whither shall thy victims flee?
Spare us, spare us, Motor Be!
Thus I sang; and still anigh
Came in hordes Motores Bi,

Et complebat omne forum
Copia Motorum Borum.

How shall wretches live like us
Cincti Bis Motoribus?
Domine, defende nos

Contra hos Motores Bos!
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“F. Anstey”

F. Anstey (whose real name was Thomas Anstey Guthrie) is still
happily remembered for his Vice-Versa, and other novels. His favorite
device was to accept some fantastic absurdity, such as a djinn in a
bottle, and then to develop the consequences with perfect sobiiety.

BURGLAR BILL
A Recitation

The compiler would not be acting fairly if, in recommending the fol-
lowing poem as a subject for earnest study, he did not caution him—
or her—not to be betrayed by the apparent simplicity of this exercise
into the grave error of under-estimating its real difhculty.

It is true that it is an illustration of Pathos of an elementary order
(we shall reach the advanced kind at a later stage), but, for all that,
this piece bristles with as many points as a porcupine, and conse-
quently requires the most cautious and careful handling.

Upon the whole, it is perhaps better suited to students of the softer
sex.

Announce the title with a suggestion of shy innocence—in this way
way:—Burglar (now open both eyes very wide) Bill.

(Then go on in a hushed voice, and with an air of wonder at the
world’s iniquity.)

I

Through a window in the attic
Brawny Burglar Bill has crept;
Seeking stealthily a chamber
Where the jewellery is kept.
(Pronounce either “jewellery” or “joolery,” according 1o taste.)
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1I

He is furnished with a “jemmy,”
Centre-bit and carpet-bag,
For the latter “comes in handy,”
So he says, “to stow the swag.”
(“Jemmy,” “centre-bit,” “carpet-bag,” are important words—put
good colouring into them.)

o«

I1I

Here, upon the second landing,
He, secure, may work his will:
Down below’s a dinner party,
Up above—the house is still.
(Here start and extend first finger, remembering to make it
waggle slightly, as from fear.)

v

Suddenly—in spell-bound horror,
All his satisfaction ends—

For a little white-robed figure
By the bannister descends!

(This last line requires care in delivery, or it may be imagined
that the little figure is shiding down the bannisters, which
would simply ruin the effect. Note the bold but classic use of
the singular in “bannister,” which is more pleasing to a nice
ear than the plural.)

A%

Bill has reached for his revolver
(Business here with your fan.)
Yet he hesitates to fire...
Child is it? (in a dread whisper) or—apparition,
That provokes him to perspire?
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VI

Can it be his guardian angel,
Sent to stay his hand from crime?
(In a tone of awe.)
He could wish he had selected,
Some more seasonable time!
(Touch of peevish discontent here.)

VII

“Go away!” he whispers hoarsely,
“Burglars hev their bread to earn.

I don’t need no Gordian angel
Givin’ of me sech a turn!”

(Shudder here, and retreat, shielding eyes with hand. Now
change your manner to a naive surprise; this, in spite of any-
thing we may have said previously, is in this particular in-
stance, not best indicated by a shrill falsetto.)

VIII

But the blue eyes open wider,
Ruby lips reveal their pearl;
(This must not be taken to refer to the Burglar.)
“I is not a Garden angel,
Only—dust a yickle dirl!

(Be particularly artless here and through next stanza.)

IX

“On the thtairs to thit I'm doin’
Till the tarts and dellies tum;
Partingthon (our butler) alwayth
Thaves for Baby Bella thome!



278

A TREASURY OF ' BRITISHIHUMOR

X

“Poor man, ‘oo ith yookin’ 'ungry—
Leave ’oo0 burgling fings up dere;
Tum wiz me and share the sweeties,
Thitting on the bottom thtair!”
(In rendering the above the young reciter shall strive to be
idiomatic without ever becoming idiotic—which is not so
easy as might be imagined.)

XI

“Reely, Miss, you must excoose me!”
Says the Burglar with a jerk:
(Indicate embarrassment here by smoothing down the folds of
your gown, and swaying awkwardly.)
“Dooty calls, and time is pressing;
I must set about my work!”
(This with gruff conscientiousness.)

XII

(Now assume your wide-eyed innocence again.)
“Is oo work to bweak in houses?
Nana told me so, I'm sure!
Will “oo twy if ‘0o can manage
To bweak in my dolls’ house door?

XIH

“I tan never det it undone,
So my dollies tan’t det out;
They don’t yike the fwont to open
Evewy time they’d walk about!
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X1V

“T'wy—and—if ‘0o does it nithely—
When I'm thent upthtairs to thleep,
(Don’t overdo the lisp.)
I will bring "oo up thome goodies,
'Oo shall have them all—to keep!”

XV

(Pause here, then with intense feeling and sympathy)—
Off the little “angel” flutters;
(Delicate stress on “angel.”)
But the Burglar wipes his brow.
He is wholly unaccustomed
To a kindly greeting now!
(Tremble in voice here.)

XVI

Never with a smile of welcome
Has he seen his entrance met!
Nobody—except the policeman—(&itzerly)
Ever wanted /4im as yet!

XVII

Many a stately home he’s entered,
But with unobtrusive tact,

He has ne’er in paying visits,
Called attention to the fact.

XVIII

Gain he counts it, on departing,
Should he have avoided strife.
(In tone of passionate lament.)
Ah, my Brothers, but the Burglar’s
Is a sad, a lonely life.
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XIX

All forgotten now the jewels,
Once the purpose of his “job”:
Down he sinks upon the doormat,

With a deep and choking sob.

XX

There the infant’s plea recalling,
Seeks the nursery above;
Looking for the Lilliputian
Crib he is to crack—for Love!
(It is more usually done for MONEY.)

XXI

In the corner stands the Dolls’ house,
Gaily painted green and red;
(Colouring again here.)
And its door declines to open,
Even as the child has said!

XXII

Forth come centre-bit and jemmy (&riskly)

All his implements are plied; (enthusiastically)
Never has he burgled better!

As he feels, with honest pride.

XXIII

Deftly is the task accomplished,
For the door will open well;

When—a childish voice behind him
Breaks the silence—like a bell.
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XX1V

“Sank oo, Misser Burglar, sank ’oo!
And, betause ‘00’s been so nice,
See what I have dot—a cheese-cake!
Gweat big gweedies ate the ice.”
(Resentful accent on “ate.”)

XXV

“Papa says he wants to see 'oo,
Partingthon is tummin too—
Tan’t oo wait?”
(This with guileless surprise—then change to husky emotion.)
-“Well, not this evenin’,
So, my little dear (brusquely), a doo!”

XXVI

(You are now to produce your greatest effect; the audience
should be made actually to sEE the poor hunted victim of so-
cial prejudice escaping, consoled in the very act of flight by
memories of this last adventure—the one bright and cheery
episode, possibly, in his entire professional career.)

Fast he speeds across the housetops!

(Rapid delivery for this.)

(Very gently.) But his bosom throbs with bliss,
For upon his rough lips linger
Traces of a baby’s kiss.

(Most delicate treatrment will be necessary in the last couplet—
or the audience may understand it in a painfully literal
sense.)

(You have nothing before you now but the finale. Make the con-
trast as marked as possible.)
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XXVII

Dreamily on downy pillow
(Soft musical intonation for this.)
Baby Bella murmurs sweet:
(Smile here with dreamy tenderness.)
“Burglar, tum again and thee me...
I will dive ‘oo cakes to eat!”
(That is one side of the medal—now for the other.)

XXVIII

(Harsh but emotional.)

In a garret, worn, and weary,
Burglar Bill has sunk to rest,

Clasping tenderly a crumpled
Cheese-cake to his lonely breast.

(Dwell lovingly on the word “cheese-cake”—which you should
press home on every one of your hearers, remembering to
fold your hands lightly over your breast as you conclude. If
you do not find that several susceptible and eligible bachelors
have been knocked completely out of time by this little
recitation, you will have made less progress in your Art than
may be confidently anticipated.)




George Bernard Shaw

Shaw now objects to figuring as a humorist, although he has
proved himself a master of every department of comedy. When he was
a dramatic critic, he would spray bad plays with his own deadly play-
bane, of which this is an example.

BOILED HEROINE

True Blue: a new and original drama of the ROYAL
NAVY, in five acts, by Leonard Outram and Stuart Gor-
don, Lieut. R.N., Olympic Theatre, 19 March, 1896.

I am often told by people who never go to the theatre that they like
melodramas, because they are so funny. Those who do go know bet-
ter than that. A melodrama must either succeed as a melodrama or
else fail with the uttermost ignominies of tedium. But I am fain to
admit that “True Blue” is an exception to this rule. It is funnier by a
good deal than “H.M.S. Pinafore” in the absurd parts, and not bad, as
melodramas go, in the presentable parts. The authorship has evidently
been divided among many hands. In some of the epithets which Mrs.
Raleigh, as the lady matador, hurls at the villain, it is impossible not
to recognize the vivid style of Mr. Raleigh. One of the unnamed
authors—I do not know which—is clearly an idiot; for it is not con-
ceivable that the unspeakable fatuities of the plot can have proceeded
from the same brain as the part of Strachan, or the dialogue, a good
deal of which is animated and businesslike. Probably the idiot was the
original begetter of the drama. As I conjecture, he submitted his play
to Mr. Leonard Outram, who, as an experienced actor, at once fell
under the spell which unredeemed literary and dramatic idiocy never
fails to throw over his profession. He called in Lieutenant Stuart Gor-
don to look after the naval realism, and supply technically correct
equivalents for the Avast Heavings, and Abaft the Binnacles, and
Splicing the Main Braces which we may presume the original manu-

- script to have contained. The Lieutenant, not being an experienced

actor, no doubt suggested that if his naval realism could be supple-
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mented by a gleam or two of common sense, it would be all the bet-
ter; and I can imagine Sir Augustus Harris, on being approached on
the subject of finance, not only supporting the naval officer’s view with
some vehemence, but taking the dialogue in hand to a certain extent
himself, with his popular collaborator, Mr. Raleigh, to lend a hand
when time ran short. If this hypothesis be correct, we get four authors
besides the nameless idiot; and it is no small degree remarkable that
the play has succeeded because the collaborators, in a sort of inspired
desperation, played up to the idiot instead of trying to reclaim him.
Take for example the main situation of the piece. A British cruiser is
anchored at Gibraltar. Its deck is used as a sort of dramatic exchange
where villains and villainesses, heroes and heroines, stroll in, like bolts
out of the blue, to hatch plots and make love. First there is the lady
matador who loves the captain and hates the heroine, whom the cap-
tain loves. Then there is the heroine, who also loves the captain. And
there is the heroine’s maid, who loves the comic sailor, who loves the
bottle. Suddenly the cruiser is ordered to up anchor and sweep Eng-
land’s enemies from the. seas. The women resolve not to desert the
men they love in the hour of danger. The matadoress, a comparatively
experienced and sensible woman, slips quietly into the pantry ad-
joining the captain’s cabin. The maid gets into one of those settee
music boxes which are, it appears, common objects on the decks of
cruisers, and is presently carried into the captain’s cabin. The heroine,
taught by love to divine a surer hiding-place, gets into one of the ship’s
boilers. Here the hand of the idiot is apparent, striking out a situation
which would never have occurred to Shakespeare. Once fairly at sea,
the matadoress gives way to an inveterate habit of smoking, and is
smelt out by the captain. She throws her arms boldly about him, and
declares that he is hers for ever. Enter, inopportunely, the navigating
officer. He is scandalized, but retires. When he thinks it safe to return,
it is only to find the maid emerging from the settee to dispute posses-
sion of the captain, on behalf of the heroine, with the matadoress.
Hereupon he describes the ship as the captain’s harem, and is placed
under arrest. Then comes the great dramatic opportunity of the mata-
doress. Becoming acquainted, Heaven knows how, with the hiding-
place of the heroine, she takes the stage alone, and draws a thrilling
picture of her rival’s impending doom. She describes her in the clammy
darkness and dank cold of that boiler, listening to the wild beats of
her own heart. Then the sensation of wet feet, the water rising to her
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ankles, her knees, her waist, her neck, until only by standing on tiptoe,
with frantic upturned face, can she breathe. One mercy alone seems
vouchsafed to her: the water has lost its deadly chill. Nay, it is getting
distinctly warm, even hot—hotter—scalding! Immortal Powers, it is
BOILING; and what a moment ago was a beautiful English girl, in
the first exquisite budding of her beautiful womanhood, is now but a
boilerful of soup, and in another moment will be a condenserful of low-
pressure steam. I must congratulate Mrs. Raleigh on the courage with
which she hurled this terrible word-picture at a house half white with
its purgation by pity and terror, and half red with a voiceless, apoplec-
tic laughter. Need I describe the following scene in the stokehold
(“stokehole,” it appears, is a solecism)—how the order comes to fill the
boiler; how the comic sailor, in shutting the manhole thereof, catches
sight of the white finger of the captain’s young lady; how the mata-
doress in disguise comes in, and has all but turned on the boiling water
when the comic sailor disables the tap by a mighty blow from a sledge-
hammer; how he rushes away to tell the captain of his discovery; how
in his absence the fires are lighted and the cold water turned on; and
how at the last moment the captain dashes in, shouting, “Draw the fires
from No. 7” (the heroine is in No. 7), rushes up the ladder to the
manhole, and drags out the heroine safe and sound, without a smudge
on her face or a crumple in her pretty white frock, amid the delirious
cheers of an audience which contemplates the descending curtain as
men who have eaten of the insane root that takes the reason prisoner.
Many more terrors does that melodrama contain, including the public
drowning of the matadoress like a rat in a trap, but nothing quite so
novel as the boiling scene. The last act degenerates into mere ordinary
blood and thunder, only relieved by the touching acting of Mr. Rig-
nold on becoming suddenly penetrated, for no mortal reason that any-
body can discover, with a sense of his own unworthiness and the
nobility of his donkey of a captain, who, though a sufficiently hand-
some and pleasant fellow, displays just ability enough to justify a steam-
boat company in trusting him, under the guidance of an intelligent
boy, with the sale of tickets for a Thames steamer. Mr. Rignold, how-
ever, is not the man to allow himself to be bereaved of a bit of acting
by the absence of any motive for it. He has the only real part in the
play: and he makes the most of it to the end.

Nearly thirty actors and actresses, most of them capable and vigor-
ous people with more or less distinct stage talents, are provided with
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salaries by this melodrama. They have for the most part about as
much to do as the hundreds of painted spectators in the first scene
(which I forgot to mention, as it is only a bullfight). Mr. Bucklaw, as
the gallant, but brainless, captain, showed that he only needs to smarten
himself a little—mostly in the way of enunciating his consonants—to
become popular in such parts. Miss Laura Graves was irresistible as the
parboiled heroine, being powerfully aided by the fact that the au-
thors of the dialogue have thoroughly mastered the great Shakespear-
ean secret of always making the woman woo the man. In actual life
there is no point upon which individuals vary more widely than in the
effect of publicity on the demonstrativeness of their affections. Some
people would rather die than offer or receive the slightest endearment
with anyone looking on. Others are stimulated to exceptional ardour by
the presence of an audience; and it is a tragic fact that these diverse
temperaments are rather apt to attract one another. The shy, con-
scious man whose impulsive and warmhearted wife will caress him
before a roomful of people, and the fastidious reticent woman whose
husband’s attitude is openly and blubberingly amorous, are familiar
figures in our civilisation. But I cannot recall on the stage any ingénue
quite so reckless under the sway of the tenderer emotions as the one
played by Miss Laura Graves. On all public occasions she positively
showers kisses on the objects of her attachment. One wonders what a
French audience would think of her. It is only when she is alone with
the captain in his cabin that she subsides into something like the cus-
tomary reserve of the bright and beautiful English girls of whom she
is offered as an authentic type. The maid is hardly behind her mistress
in respect of her indifference to publicity; but she does not take the
initiative—is, in fact, more kissed against than kissing—the effect being
so much worse that nobody less clever than Miss Kate Phillips could
make the part popular. As it is, I congratulate the part on Miss Phil-
lips, without in any way congratulating Miss Phillips on the part.
One of the humours of the piece is that the three stowaway ladies
never enter twice in the same costume. They change as freely as if
Worth had a branch establishment on board. The fact that this gross
impossibility does not interfere in the least with the illusion (such as
it is) of the drama is an illustration of the fact that melodramatic stage
illusion is not an illusion of real life, but an illusion of the embodiment of
our romantic imaginings. If melodramatists would only grasp this fact,
they would save themselves a good deal of trouble and their audiences a
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good deal of boredom. Half the explanations and contrivances with
which they burden their pieces are superfluous attempts to persuade the
audience to accept, as reasonably brought about, situations which it is per-
fectly ready to accept without any bringing about whatever. The second-
rate dramatist always begins at the beginning of his play; the first-rate
one begins in the middle; and the genius—Ibsen, for instance—begins at
the end. Nothing is odder about “True Blue” than the way in which
the same authors who heroically disregard the commonest physical pos-
sibilities in the matter of boilers and millinery, timidly and supersti-
tiously waste half the first and second acts in useless explanations of
the villain’s designs. The thousands of fiery Spaniards waiting for the
bull to appear in the ring are repeatedly supposed to sit in respectful
silence for five minutes at a stretch whilst the first and second villains
stroll into the arena to discuss at great length the political situation
which has led to the presence of a British cruiser at Gibraltar (as if that
were the most improbable place for it in the world), and which renders
it desirable, from their own point of view, that the cruiser should be
sunk. Even if these explanations were intelligible or plausible, they
would only waste time: as it is, they are stupid.

In looking over one or two criticisms of “True Blue” I have been
astonished to find the writers complaining that there is too much real-
ism and too little melodrama in it. When a man who has just been
regaled on boiled heroine asks for more, it is only good manners to
congratulate him on his appetite; but it is also well to point out that
he has not the public on his side. The really entertaining part of “True
Blue” is Lieutenant Stuart Gordon’s part. The cooking of Alice
Marjoribanks is only funny as a bogus monstrosity at a fair is funny;
but the weighing of the anchor is both interesting and exciting. It is
true that the interest is not strictly dramatic: it is the sort of interest
that makes people visit a man-of-war at Portsmouth; but then this is
the very sort of interest to which “True Blue” is addressed. The fact
that I did not catch half the expository dialogue in the first act did not
disappoint me in the least—quite the contrary; but I deeply resented
the gruff unintelligibility of the orders by which the anchor-weighing
process was directed, as I really wanted to know about that. What
“True Blue” wants is more of the fresh naval routine, and less of the
stale melodramatic routine. Why not allow the captain to descry the
Venezuelan fleet on the horizon, and give us the process of preparing
for action? Why not display in the third act a more interesting sec-
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tion of the ship, showing us both above and between decks? Why
allow the catastrophe to be brought about by an impossible valet lamely
rubbing out the pencil-marks on the captain’s chart with a piece of
india-rubber, instead of by a torpedo, or a hundred-ton projectile from
the enemy, or—if the maximum of probability is preferable—a colli-
sion with some other British cruiser? I am convinced, with all re-
spect to the contrary opinion of some of my colleagues, that in this
play Lieutenant Gordon worked on the right lines, and his melo-
dramatist collaborators on the wrong ones. The play is emphatically
not the thing at the Olympic; and that is precisely why “True Blue”
is better worth seeing than most exhibitions of its class.

b |




Jerome K. Jerome

Mr. Romeyn Berry, the Aristotle of Swamp College School District,
writes me: “Don’t overlook Three Men in a Boat. Many aging Amer-
icans now ascribe their bladder trouble to laughing over passages in
that one.” It has not been overlooked.

HARRIS SINGS A COMIC SONG

You have never heard Harris sing a comic song, or you would un-
derstand the service I had rendered to mankind. It is one of Harris’s
fixed ideas that he can sing a comic song; the fixed idea, on the con-
trary, among those of Harris’s friends who have heard him try, is that
he can’t, and never will be able to, and that he ought not to be allowed
to try.

When Harris is at a party, and is asked to sing, he replies: “Well,
I can only sing a comic song, you know”; and he says it in a tone that
implies that his singing of zhat, however, is a thing that you ought to
hear once, and then die.

“Oh, that 75 nice,” says the hostess. “Do sing one, Mr. Harris”;
and Harris gets up and makes for the piano, with the beaming cheeri-
ness of a generous-minded man who is just about to give somebody
something.

“Now, silence, please, everybody,” says the hostess, turning round:
“Mr. Harris is going to sing a comic song!”

“Oh, how jolly!” they murmur; and they hurry in from the con-
servatory, and come up from the stairs, and go and fetch each other
from all over the house, and crowd into the drawmg—room, and sit
round, all smirking in anticipation.

Then Harris begins.

Well, you don’t look for much of a voice in a comic song. You don’t
expect correct phrasing or vocalisation. You don’t mind if a man does
find out, when in the middle of a note, that he is too high, and comes
down with a jerk. You don’t bother about time. You don’t mind a

man being two bars in front of the accompaniment, and easing up in
289
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the middle of a line to argue it out with the pianist, and then starting
the verse afresh. But you do expect the words.

You don’t expect a man to never remember more than the first three
lines of the first verse, and to.keep on repeating these until it is time
to begin the chorus. You don’t expect a man to break off in the middle
of a line, and snigger, and say, it's very funny, but he’s blest if he can
think of the rest of it, and then try and make it up for himself, and,
afterward, suddenly recollect it, when he has got to an entirely differ-
ent part of the song, and break off, without a word of warning, to go
back and let you have it then and there. You don’t—well, I will just
give you an idea of Harris’s comic singing, and then you can judge of
it for yourself.

Harris (standing up in front of piano and addressing the expectant
mob): I'm afraid it’s a very old thing, you know. I expect you all
know it, you know. But it’s the only thing I know. It’s the Judge’s
song out of Pinafore—no, I don’t mean Pinafore—1 mean—you
know what I mean—the other thing, you know. You must all join
in the chorus, you know.

(Murmurs of delight and anxiety to join in the chorus. Brilliant
performance of prelude to the Judge's song in Trial by Jury
by Nervous Pianist. Moment arrives for Harris to join in.
Harris takes no.notice of it. Nervous Pianist commences
prelude over again, and Harris, commencing singing at the
same time, dashes off the first two lines of the First Lord’s
song out of Pinafore. Nervous Pi1aNist tries to push on with
prelude, gives it up, and tries to follow Harris with accom-
paniment to Judge's song out of Trial by Jury, finds that
doesn’t answer, and tries to recollect what he is doing, and
where he is, feels his mind giving way, and stops short.)

Harris (with kindly encouragement): It’s all right. You're doing it
very well, indeed—go on.

Nervous Pianist: I'm afraid there’s a mistake somewhere. What are
you singing?

Harris (promptly): Why, the Judge’s song out of Trial by [Jury.
Don’t you know it?

SoME Frienp oF Harris's (from the back of the room): No, you're
not, you chucklehead, you’re singing the Admiral’s song from
Pinafore.
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(Long argument between Harris and Harris's FrIEND as zo
what Harris s really singing. FRIEND finally suggests that
it doesn’t matter what Harris is singing so long as Harris
gets on and sings it, and Harwis, with an evident sense of
injustice rankling inside him, requests P1aNIST to begin again.
PianNist, thereupon, starts prelude to the Admiral’s song,
and Harris, seizing what he considers to be a favorable
opening in the music, begins.)

Harris: “When I was young and called to the Bar.”

(General roar of laughter, taken by Harris as a compliment.
PiaNist, thinking of his wife and family, gives up the un-
equal contest and retires; his place being taken by a stronger-
nerved man.)

Tue New. Pianist (cheerily): Now then, old man, you start off, and
I'll follow. We won’t bother about any prelude.

Harris (upon whom the explanation of matters has slowly dawned—
laughing): By Jove! 1 beg your pardon. Of course—I've been
mixing up the two songs. It was Jenkins confused me, you know.
Now then.

(Singing; his voice appearing to come from the cellar, and sug-
gesting the first low warnings of an approaching earth-

quake.)

“When I was young I served a term
As office-boy to an attorney’s firm.”

(Aside to pianist): It is too low, old man; we’ll have that over
again, if you don’t mind.

(Sings first two lines over again, in a high falsetto this time.
Great surprise on the part of the audience. Nervous old lady
near the fire begins to cry, and has to be led out.)

Harris (continuing):

“I swept the windows and I swept the door,
And -7

No—no, I cleaned the windows of the big front door. And I pol-
ished up the floor—no, dash it—I beg your pardon—funny thing,
I can’t think of that line. And I—and I—oh, well, we’ll get on to
the chorus, and chance it (sings):
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“And I diddle-diddle-diddle-diddle-diddle-diddle-de,

Till now I am the ruler of the Queen’s navee.”

Now then chorus—it’s the last two lines repeated, you know.

GEeNERAL CHORUS:

“And he diddle-diddle-diddle-diddle-diddle-diddle-dee’d,

Till now he is the ruler of the Queen’s navee.”

And Harris never sees what an ass he is making of himself, and
how he is annoying a lot of people who never did him any harm. He
honestly imagines that he has given them a treat, and says he will sing
another comic song after supper.

[From Three Men in a Boat]

e

OVERHAULING A BICYCLE

I have had experience on this “overhauling.” There was a man at
Folkestone; I used to meet him on the Lees. He proposed one eve-
ning we should go for a long bicycleride together on the following
day, and T agreed. I got up early, for me; I made an effort, and was
pleased with myself. He came half an hour late: I was waiting for
him in the garden. It was a lovely day. He said:

“That’s a good-looking machine of yours. How does it run?”

“Oh, like most of them!” I answered; “easily enough in the morn-
ing; goes a little stiffly after lunch.”

He caught hold of it by the front wheel and the fork, and shook it
violently.

I said: “Don’t do that; you'll hurt it.”

I did not see why he should shake it; it had not done anything to
him. Besides, if it wanted shaking, I was the proper person to shake
it. I felt much as I should had he started whacking my dog.

He said: “This front wheel wobbles.” ‘

I said: “It doesn’t if you don’t wobble it.” It didn’t wobble, as a
matter of fact—nothing worth calling a wobble.
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He said: “This is dangerous; have you got a screw-hammer?”

I ought to have been firm, but I thought that perhaps he really did
know something about the business. I went to the tool-shed to see
what I could find. When I came back he was sitting on the ground
with the front wheel between his legs. He was playing with it
twiddling it round between his fingers; the remnant of the machine
was lying on the gravel path beside him.

He said: “Something has happened to this front wheel of yours.”

“It looks like it, doesn’t it?” I answered. But he was the sort of
man that never understands satire.

He said: “It looks to me as if the bearings were all wrong.”

I said: “Don’t you trouble about it any more; you will make your-
self tired. Let us put it back and get off.”

He said: “We may as well see what is the matter with it, now it is
out.” He talked as though it had dropped out by accident.

Before I could stop him he had unscrewed something somewhere,
and out rolled all over the path some dozen or so little balls.

“Catch ’em!” he shouted; “catch 'em! We mustn’t lose any of them.”
He was quite excited about them.

We grovelled round for half an hour, and found sixteen. He said
he hoped we had got them all, because, if not, it would make a seri-
ous difference to the machine. He said there was nothing you should
be more careful about in taking a bicycle to pieces than seeing you
did not lose any of the balls. He explained that you ought to count
them as you took them out and see that exactly the same number went
back in each place. I promised, if ever I took a bicycle to pieces I
would remember his advice.

I put the balls for safety in my hat, and I put my hat upon the door-
step. It was not a sensible thing to do, I admit. As a matter of fact,
it was a silly thing to do. I am not as a rule addle-headed; his influ-
ence must have affected me.

He then said that while he was about it he would see to the chain
for me, and at once began taking off the gear-case. I did try to per-
suade him from that. I told him what an experienced friend of mine
once said to me solemnly:

“If anything goes wrong with your gear-case, sell the machine and
buy a new one; it comes cheaper.”

He said: “People talk like that who understand nothing about ma-
chines. Nothing is easier than taking off a gear-case.”
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I had to confess he was right. In less than five minutes he had the
gear-case in two pieces, lying on the path, and was grovelling for
screws. He said it was always a mystery to him the way screws dis-
appeared.

We were still looking for the screws when Ethelbertha came out.
She seemed surprised to find us there; she said she thought we had
started hours ago.

He said: “We shan’t be long now. I'm just helping your husband to
overhaul this machine of his. It’s a good machine; but they all want
going over occasionally.”

Ethelbertha said: “If you want to wash yourselves when you have
done you might go into the back kitchen, if you don’t mind; the girls
have just finished the bedrooms.”

She told me that if she met Kate they would probably go for a
sail; but that in any case she would be back to lunch. I would have
given a sovereign to be going with her. I was getting heartily sick
of standing about watching this fool breaking up my bicycle.

Common sense continued to whisper to me: “Stop him, before he
does any more mischief. You have a right to protect your own prop-
erty from the ravages of a lunatic. Take him by the scruff of the
neck, and kick him out of the gate!”

But I am weak when it comes to hurting other people’s feelings,
and I let him muddle on. |

He gave up looking for the rest of the screws. He said screws had
a knack of turning up when you least expected them; and that now
he would see to the chain. He tightened it till it would not move;
next he loosened it until it was twice as loose as it was before. Then
he said we had better think about getting the front wheel back into
its place again.

I held the fork open, and he worried with the wheel. At the end of
ten minutes I suggested he should hold the forks, and that I should
handle the wheel; and we changed places. At the end of his first
minute, he dropped the machine, and took a short walk round the
croquet lawn, with his hands pressed together between his thighs. He
explained as he walked that the thing to be careful about was to
avoid getting your fingers pinched between the forks and the spokes
of the wheel. I replied I was convinced, from my own experience, that
there was much truth in what he said. He wrapped himself up in a
couple of dusters, and we commenced again. At length we did get the
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thing into position; and the moment it was in position he burst out
laughing.

I said: “What’s the joke?”

He said: “Well, I am an ass!”

It was the first thing he had said that made me respect him. I asked
him what had led him to the discovery.

He said: “We've forgotten the balls!”

I looked for my hat; it was lying topsy-turvy in the middle of the
path, and Ethelbertha’s favourite hound was swallowing the balls as
fast as he could pick them up.

“He will kill himself,” said Ebbson—I have never met him since
that day, thank the Lord; but I think his name was Ebbson—"“they
are solid steel.”

I said: “I am not troubling about the dog. He has had a bootlace
and a packet of needles already this week. Nature’s the best guide;
puppies seem to require this kind of stimulant. What I am thinking
about is my bicycle.”

He was of a cheerful disposition. He said: “Well, we must put back
all we can find, and trust to Providence.”

We found eleven. We fixed six on one side and five on the other,
and half an hour later the wheel was in its place again. It need hardly
be added that it really did wobble now; a child might have noticed it.
Ebbson said it would do for the present. He appeared to be getting a
bit tired himself. If T had let him, he would, I believe, at this point
have gone home. I was determined now, however, that he should stop
and finish; I had abandoned all thoughts of a ride. My pride in the
machine he had killed. My only interest lay now in seeing him scratch
and bump and pinch himself. I revived his drooping spirits with a
glass of beer and some judicious praise. I said:

“Watching you do this is of real use to me. It is not only your skill
and dexterity that fascinates me, it is your cheery confidence in your-
self, your inexplicable hopefulness, that does me good.”

Thus encouraged, he set to work to refix the gear-case. He stood the
bicycle against the house, and worked from the off side. Then he
stood it against a tree, and worked from the near side. Then I held
it for him, while he lay on the ground with his head between the
wheels, and worked at it from below, and dropped oil upon himself.
Then he took it away from me, and doubled himself across it like a
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pack-saddle, till he lost his balance and slid over onto his head. Three
times he said:

“Thank Heaven, that’s right at last!”

And twice he said:

“No, I'm damned if it is after alll”

What he said the third time I try to forget.

Then he lost his temper and tried bullying the thing. The bicycle,
I was glad to see, showed spirit; and the subsequent proceedings
degenerated into little else than a rough-and-tumble fight between him
and the machine. One moment the bicycle would be on the gravel-
path, and he on top of it; the next, the position would be reversed—
he on the gravel-path, the bicycle on him. Now he would be standing
flushed with victory, the bicycle firmly fixed between his legs. But his
triumph would be short-lived. By a sudden, quick movement it would
free itself, and, turning upon him, hit him sharply over the head
with one of its handles.

At a quarter to one, dirty and dishevelled, cut and bleeding, he said:
“I think that will do,” and rose and wiped his brow.

The bicycle looked as if it also had had enough of it. Which had
received most punishment it would have been difficult to say. 1 took
him into the back kitchen, where, so far as was possible without soda
and proper tools, he cleaned himself, and sent him home.

The bicycle I put into a cab and took round to the nearest repairing-
shop. The foreman of the works came up and looked at it.

“What do you want me to do with that?” said he.

“I want you,” I said, “so far as is possible, to restore it.”

“It’s a bit far gone,” said he; “but I'll do my best.”

He did his best, which came to two pounds ten.

[From Three Men on the Bummel]




Kenneth Grahame

The Wind in the Willows is surely immortal, as the perfect book
for parents to read aloud. It is animated by a sweet and delicate fancy,
of the sort that the British do better than any other people. Mr. Toad,
a fanatic for motoring, as it was practiced in 1908, has been im-
prisoned for impulsively stealing a car, and has escaped in the disguise
of a washerwoman. The rest will probably be clear enough.

THE FURTHER ADVENTURES OF TOAD

He had travelled some miles, his horse and he, and he was feeling
drowsy in the hot sunshine, when the horse stopped, lowered his head,
and began to nibble the grass; and Toad, waking up, just saved him-
self from falling off by an effort. He looked about him and found he
was on a wide common, dotted with patches of gorse and bramble
as far as he could see. Near him stood a dingy gipsy caravan, and be-
side it a man was sitting on a bucket turned upside down, very busy
smoking and staring into the wide world. A fire of sticks was burning
near by, and over the fire hung an iron pot, and out of that pot came
forth bubblings and gurglings, and a vague suggestive steaminess. Also
smells—warm, rich, and varied smells—that twined and twisted and
wreathed themselves at last into one complete, voluptuous, perfect
smell that seemed like the very soul of Nature taking form and ap-
pearing to her children, a true Goddess, a mother of solace and com-
fort. Toad now knew well that he had not been really hungry before.
What he had felt earlier in the day had been a mere trifling qualm.
This was the real thing at last, and no mistake; and it would have to
be dealt with speedily, too, or there would be trouble for somebody or
something. He looked the gipsy over carefully, wondering vaguely
whether it would be easier to fight him or cajole him. So there he sat,
and sniffed and sniffed, and looked at the gipsy; and the gipsy sat and
smoked, and looked at him.

Presently the gipsy took his pipe out of his mouth and remarked in a
careless way, “Want to sell that there horse of yours?”

297
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Toad was completely taken aback. He did not know that gipsies
were very fond of horsedealing, and never missed an opportunity, and
he had not reflected that caravans were always on the move and took
a deal of drawing. It had not occurred to him to turn the horse into
cash, but the gipsy’s suggestion secemed to smooth the way towards
the two things he wanted so badly—ready money and a solid break-
fast.

“What?” he said, “me sell this beautiful young horse of mine? Oh,
no; it’s out of the question. Who’s going to take the washing home to
my customers every week ? Besides, I'm too fond of him, and he simply
dotes on me.”

“Try and love a donkey,” suggested the gipsy. “Some people do.”

“You don’t seem to see,” continued Toad, “that this fine horse of
mine is a cut above you altogether. He’s a blood horse, he is, partly;
not the part you see, of course—another part. And he’s been a Prize
Hackney, too, in his time—that was the time before you knew him,
but you can still tell it on him at a glance, if you understand anything
about horses. No, it’s not to be thought of for a moment. All the same,
how much might you be disposed to offer me for this beautiful young
horse of mine?”

The gipsy looked the horse over, and then he looked Toad over with
equal care, and looked at the horse again. “Shillin’ a leg,” he said
briefly, and turned away, continuing to smoke and try to stare the wide
world out of countenance.

“A shilling a leg?” cried Toad. “If you please, I must take a little
time to work that out, and see just what it comes to.”

He climbed down off his horse, and left it to graze, and sat down by
the gipsy, and did sums on his fingers, and at last he said, “A shilling a
leg? Why, that comes to exactly four shillings, and no more. Oh, no;
I could not think of accepting four shillings for this beautiful young
horse of mine.”

“Well,” said the gipsy, “I'll tell you what I will do. I'll make it five
shillings, and that’s three-and-sixpence more than the animal’s worth.
And that’s my last word.”

Then Toad sat and pondered long and deeply. For he was hungry
and quite penniless, and still some way—he knew not how far—from
home, and enemies might still be looking for him. To one in such a
situation, five shillings may very well appear a large sum of money. On
the other hand, it did not seem very much to get for a horse. But then,
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again, the horse hadn’t cost him anything; so whatever he got was all
clear profit. At last he said firmly, “Look here, gipsy! I tell you what
we will do; and this is my last word. You shall hand me over six
shillings and sixpence, cash down; and further, in addition thereto, you
shall give me as much breakfast as I can possibly eat, at one sitting of
course, out of that iron pot of yours that keeps sending forth such
delicious and exciting smells. In return, I will make over to you my
spirited young horse, with all the beautiful harness and trappings that
are on him freely thrown in. If that’s not good enough for you, say so,
and T'll be getting 