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THE INGOLDSBY LEGENDS.

And, ere morning came, that winsome dame
Had made up her mind—or, what's much the same,
Had thought about—once moro ¢ changing her name,’

And she said, with a pensive air,
To Thompson, the valet, while taking away,
‘When supper was over, the cloth and the tray,—

¢ Eels a many I've ate; but any

So good ne'er tasted befare |— .
They're a fish, too, of which I'm remarkably fond,—
G Sir Thomas again in the Pond—

Poor dear |—HE'LL CATCH US SOME MORE!!’

MorAL,

All middle-aged Gentlemen let me advise,

If you're married, and have not got very éood eyes,
Don't go poking about after blue-bottle flies ! —

1f you've spectacles, don’t have a tartoiseshell rim,—
And don't go near the water,—unless you can swim !

Married ladies, especially such as are fair,

Tall, and slim, I would nex:h recommend to beware
How, on losing one spouse, they give way to despair ;
But ’let them reflect, ¢ Tl'lere are fish, and no dou'bt
As good in the river as ever came out on't !’ [on't

Should they light on a spouse who is given to roaming
In solitude—raison de plus, in the ¢ gloaming,'—

Let them have a fix'd time for said spouse to come home
And if, when ‘last dinner-bell’ 's rung, he is late, [in!
To insure better manners in future—Don't wait ! —

If of husband or children they chance to be fond,
Have a stout iron-wire fence put all round the pond !

One more Yiece of advice, and I close my appeals—

That is—if you chance to be partial to eels,

Then—Orale experlo—trust one who has tricd—

Have them spitch-cock’d—or stew'd—they're too oily
when fried

——p—

THE HOUSE-WARMING!!
A LEGEND OF BLEEDING-HEART YARD.
Did you ever see the Devil dance >—OLb QUERY.

IR CHRISTOPHER HATTON he danced with
He'd a very fine form and a vory fine face, [grace,
And his cloak and his doublet were guarded with lace,
And the rest of his clothes, As you well may
In taste were by no means inferior to those; [suppose,
He'd a yellow-starch'd ruff,
And his gloves were of buff,
On each of his shoes a red heel and a rose,
And nice littlo moustaches under his nose;
Then every one knows How he turned out his toes,
And a very great way that accomplishment goes,
In a Court where it’s thought, in a lord or a duke, a
Disgrace to fall short in ¢ the Brawls'—(their Cachouca).
So what with his form and what with his face,
And what with his velvet cloak guarded with lace,
And what with his elegant dancing and grace,
His dress and address So tickled Queen Bess
That her Majesty gave him a very snug place ;
And secing, moreover, at one single peep, her
Advisers were, few of them, sharper or deeper
sOld Burleigh excepted), she made him Lord Keeper !
"ve heard, 1 confess, with no little surprise,
English history call'd a farrago of lics ;
And a certain Divine, A connection of mine,
‘Who ought to know better, as some folks opine,
Is apt to declare, Leaning back in his chair,
With a sort of smirking, self-satisficd air,
That ¢ all that's recorded in Hume and elsewhere,
Of our early “ Annales™ A trumpery tale is,
Like the “ Bold Captain Smith’s,” and the “ Luckless
Miss Bayley’s "—
That old Roger Hovedon, and Ralph de Diceto,
And others (whose name should I try to repeat o-
ver, well I'm assured you would put in your veto),
Though all holy friars Were very great liars,
And raised stories faster than Grissell and Peto—
‘That Harold escaped with the loss of a “ glim "— [limb
That the shaft which kill'd Rufus ne'er glanced from a
Of a tree, as they say, but was aimed slap at him,—
That fair Rosamond never was poison'd or spitted,
But outlived Queen Nell, who was much to be pitied ;—
That Nelly her namesake, Ned Longshanks's wife,
Ne'er went crusading at all in her life,
Nor suck'd the wound made by the poison-tipp'd knife!
For as she, O'er the ses,
Towards fair Galilee,
Never, even in fancy, march'd carcass or shook shanks,

Of course she could no more suck Longshank
Cruikshanks, ngshanks than

But leaving her spindle-ley
Stay'd behind, and suck'
That it's quite absurd
To say Edward the Third,

In reviving the Garter, afforded a handle

For any Court-gossip, detraction, or scandal,

As 'twould be to say, That at Court t'other day,
At the féte which the newspapers say was so gay,

His Great Representative then stole awa

Lady Salisbury's garters as part of the play.—

—That as to Prince Hal's being taken to jail,

By the London Police, without mainprize or bail,

For cuffing a judge, It's a regular fudge ;

And that Chief-Justice Gascoigne, it's very well known,
Was kick'd out the moment he came to the throne.—
—Then that Richard the Third was a “ marvellous

proper man "—

Never, kill'd, injured, or wrong'd of a coj Kg, man ! —
Ne'er wish'd to smother The sons of his brother,—

Nor ever struck Harry the Sixth, who, instead

Of being squabash'd, as in Shakspeare we've read,

Caught a bad influenza, and died in his bed,

In ‘:ﬁe Tower, not far from the rvom where the Guard is

(The octagon one that adjoins Duffus Hardy's).

—That, in short, all the “ facts " in the DccemScrielorec,
Aro nothing at all but sheer humbugging stories.

'd liege-lord to roam,
m:&ing much better at
[home,—

Then if, as he vows, both his country and France in,
Historians thus gave themselves up to romancing,
Notwithstanding what most of them join in advancing
Respecting Sir Christopher’s capering and prancing,

’Twi.ﬁ cause no surprise If we find that his rise
Is not to be solely ascribed to his dancing !

The fact is, Sir Christopher, early in life,

As all bachelors should do, had taken a wife,

A Fanshawe by family,—one of a house

Well descended, but boasting less ¢ nobles’ than nous :

Though e'en as to purse He might have done worse,
For I find, on perusing her Grandfather's will, it is
Clear she had ¢ good gifts besides {)ossibilities,’

Owches and rings, And such sort of things,
Orellana shares (then the American Stocks), [clocks,
Jewell'd stomachers, coifs, ruffs, silk-stockings with
Point-lace, cambric handkerchiefs, night-caps, and—
(Recondite apparel contain'd in her box),

—Then the height of her breeding

And depth of her readin;i,

Might captivate any gay youth, and, in leading

Him on to ¢ propose,” well excuse the proceeding :

Truth to tell, as to ‘reading,’ the Lady was thought todo

More than she should, ana know more than she ought
todo;

Her maid, it was said, Declared that she read
(A custom all staid folks discourage) in bed ;

And that often o’ nights, Odd noises and sights
In her mistress’s chamber had given her sad frights,
After all in the mansion bad put out their lights,

And she verily thought that hobgobblins and sprites
Were there, kicking up all sorts of devil's delights ;—
Miss Alice, in short, was supposed to ¢ collogue '—I
Don’t much like the word—with the subtle old rogue, I
've heard call'd by somany names—one of them’s* Bogy'—

Indeed, ‘twas conceived, And by most folksbelieved,
—A thing at which all of her well-wishers grieved—
That should she incline to play such a vagary,

Like sage Lady Branxholm, her contempo-rary
(Excuse the false quantity, reader, I pray),

She could turn a knight into a waggon- of hay,

Or two nice little boys into puppics at play,

Raison de plus, not a doubt could exist of her
Power to turn ¢ Kit Hatton ' into * Sir Christopher;’
But what ¢ mighty magic,’ or strong ¢ conjuration,’
Whether love-powder, philtre, or other potation,

She uscd, I confess, I'm unable to guess,—

Much less to express By what skill and address
She ¢ cut and contrived * with such signal success,

As we Londoners say, to ¢ inwigglc ! &ccn Bess,

Inusmuch as I lack heart To study the Black Art;
Be that as it may,—it's as clear as the sun,

That, however she did it, twas certainly done!

Now. they're all very well, titles, honour, and rank,
Still we can't but admit, if we choose to be frank,
There's no harm in a snug little sum in the Bank!
An old proverb says, ¢ Pudding still before praise!’
An adage well known I've no doubt in those days,
And George Colman the Younger, in one of his plays,
Makes one of hix characters loudly declare
That ¢a Lord without money,'—I quote from his ¢ Heir-
At-Law ’—¢ s but a poor wishy-washy affair; "—
In ber subsequent conduct 1 think we can sco a
Strung proof the Dame entertain'd some such idea,
For, once in the palace, We find Lady Alice

Again playing tricks with her Majesty's chalice

ks— | Was strongly advised by his medical Imp

In the way that the jocose, in

Our days, term ¢ hocnuing,; ’
The lig:or she used, as I've said, she kept clase,
But whatever it was, she now doubled the dose !

(So true is the saying, ¢ We never can stay, in
Oué Erogreu, whenoncewith the foul fiend we leagueus.”)
—She

Taking care not to put in sufficient to flavour it,
Till, at every fresh sip, That moisten'd her lip,
The Virgin Queen grew more attach'd to her Favourite.
¢No end’ now he commands Of money and lands,

houses,
¢ Messuages, tenements, crofts, tofts, and outhouses,’
Parks, manors, chases, She ¢ gives and she grants,
To him and his heirs, and his uncles and aunts;’
Whatever he wants, he has only to ask it,
And 'i‘nlloglue;l snitor; ;zr: ‘llefthin g;e hasketl:;ok
i ey an wlei] to 3

While even grave Cecil, the ?umm%d Burlei ad
Himself, ‘shook his head,’ and grew snappish and surly,

All this was fine sport, As our authors report,
To dame Alice, become a great Lady at Court,
Where none than her Ladyship's husband look’d bigger,
Who ¢led the brawls ' * still with the same grace and

For eating and drinking all day of the best

Of viands well drest, With ¢ Burgess's Zest,
Is apt, by degrees, to enlarﬁe a man’s vest;
And, what in Sir Christoﬁner went to increase it, he
'd always been rather inclined to obesity;
—Few men in those times were found to grow thinner
With beef-steaks for breakfast and pork-pie for dianes

Now it's really a difficult problem to say
How long matters might have gone on in this way,
1f it had not unluckily happen'd one day

That Nick,—who, because He'd the gout in his:,
And his hoots—ﬁhe'a by no means so young as he was,
And is subject of late to a sort of rheumatic a-
-ttack that Euta.kcs both of gout and sciatica),—
All the night long had twisted and grinned,
His pains much increased by an easterly wind,
Which always compels him to hobble and limp,

To lio by a little, and give over work,
For hed lately been slaving away like & Turk,
On the Guinea-coast, helping to open a brave trade,
In niggers, with Hawkins who founded the slave-teads,*
So he call'd for his ledger, the constant resource
Of your mercantile folk, when they’re ¢ not in full foree;’
_ﬁ' a cold or catarrh makes them husky and hoarse,
Or a touch of gout keeps them away from ¢ the Botass,
They look over their books as a matter of courss.
Now scarce had Nick turn'd over one page or two,
Ere a prominent item attracted his view,
A Bill!l that had now been some days overdue,
Froua one Alice Hatton, nde Fanshawe—a name
Which you'll recognize, reader, at once as the same
With that borne by Sir Christopher's erndite dsme!
The signature—much more prononcée than pink,
Seemn’d written in blood—but it might be res imk—
While the rest of the deed He Pmeaadedhlﬂ
Like ev'ry ¢bill, bond, or acquittance ’ whose date is
Three hundred years old, ran in Latin.— Sciatls
(Diaboli t) omnes ad quos hxe pervenient—'
—But courage, dear Reader, I mean to be lenient,
And scorn to inflict on you half the ¢ Law-reading’
I picked up ¢ umquhile’ in three days' special plesding,
Which cost me—a theme I'll not pause to digress
Just thirty-three 'annds six-and-eightpence a
¢ As I'm stout, I'll be merciful,’ therefore, and sparing

All these technicalities, end by declaring

The deed so correct  As to make one suspect
(Were it iossible any such person cculd go there)
Old Nick had a Special Attorney below :

"I'was 8o framed and express'd no tribunal coald shek
And firm as red wax and black ferret could make ik

By the roll of his ?e As Old Nick put it by,

It was clear he had made up his mind what tode *
In respect to the course he should have to
When his hoof would allow him to put on a shoe!! -

Now, although the Lord Keeper held under the an
house
And land in the country—he’d never a Town-hous,
And, as we have secn, His course always had
When he wanted a thing, to solicit the Queen,
So now, in the hope of a fresh acquisition,
He danced off to Court with his ¢ Humble Petitis,

e o

® (The grave Lord Kecper led the brawls,
The seals and maces danced befere him '—Guar.

A

‘doctor'd’ the punch,andshe ¢ doctor'd’ the negw, :

And, as George Robins says, when he's writing abog

Though losing a little in slinness and figure ; [vigous, -
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Then how I should like to drive to Guildhall,
And to see the nobility flocking in shoals,

With their two-guinea tickets to dance at the ball
Which the Lord Mayor gives for the relief of the Poles.

And to look at the gas so uncommonly pretty,
And the stars and the armour all just ss t! e&were

The day that the Queen came in state to the City
To dine with the whole Corporation and Mayor.

Oh! how I should like to see Jane and Letitia,
Miss Jones and the two Misses Frump sitting still,
‘While dear Ensign Brown, of the West Kent Militia,
Solicits my hand for the ¢ Supper’ Quadrille.

With his fine white teeth and his cheek like a rose,
And his black cravat and his diamond pin,

And the nice little moustache under his nose,
And the dear little tuft on the tip of his chin.

And how I should like some fine morning to ride
In my coach, and my white satin shoes and gown,
To St. James'’s Church, with a Beau by my side,
And I shouldn't much care if his name was Brown.

The foregoing pages 1 the serles of Poems, &c. pub-
lished under the name of Thomas Ingoldsby; of these, * The
of Languedoc,’ ‘ The B 's Curse,’ * The Ilouse-
warming,’ ‘The Lay of St. Romwold,’ and * The Brothers of
Birchington,” appeared in the ‘New Monthly Magazine,’ the
remainder in ¢ Bentley’s Miscellany.’

——

The following articles, though prior in point of date, are by
the same author, and, with few ! of a similarch

with bis better-known effusions. The first three are versions
of dramas produced :  lermann,’ at the English Opera House ;
¢ William RKufus,’ we believe, at Drury Lane; and ‘ Marie Mignot,
at the Haymarket Theatre. The concluding lines are the last
that fell from Mr. Barham’s pen, and which were written during
m of those weary nights of watchfulness occasioned by bis

880,

——

Miscellaneous Poems.

HERMANN; OR, THE BROKEN SPEAR.

g N Emperor, famous in council and camp,
Has a son who turns out a remarkable scamp ;

Takes to dicing and drinking,

And d—mning and sinking,

And carries off maids, wives, and widows, like winking ;
Since the days of Arminius, his namesake, than Hermann
There never was seen a more profligate German.

He escapes from the City; And joins some ban-
Insensible quite to remorse, fear, and pity ; [ditti,
Joins in all their carousals, and revels, and robberies,
And in kicking up all sort of shindies and bobberies.

Well, hearing one day His associates say
That a bridal procession was comi‘:ﬁtheir way,

Inflam'd with desire, he Br: into a priory,
And kicking out every man Jack of a Friar, he
Upsets in a twinkling the mass-books and hassocks,
And dresses his rogues in the clergyman's cassocks.

The new-married folks Taken in by this hoax,
Mister Ilermann grows frisky and full of his jokes :

To the serious chagrin of her late happy suitor,
Catching hold of the Bride, he attempts to salute her.

Now Heaven knows what Had e of the lot,
1t's Turtle to Tripe they'd have all gone to pot—

If a Dumb Lady,onc Of her friends, had not run
To her aid, and, quite scandalized, stopp'd all his fun!

Just conceive what a caper He cut, when her taper
Long fingers scrawl'd this upon whitey-brown paper
(At the instant he seized. and before he had kiss'd

her)— [sister!’
¢‘IIa’ done, Mister Hermann! for shame; it's your
His hair stands on end,—he desists from his tricks
And remains in a ¢ pretty particular fix.’ [pickle.

As he knows Sir John Nicholl Still keeps rods in
Offences of this kind severely to tickle.

At so near an escape from his court and its sentence
His eyes fill with tears and his breast with repentance;

S0, picking and stealing, And unrighteous dealing
Of all sorts, ho cuts, from this laudable feeling :

Of wickedness weary, With many a tear, he
Now takes a French leave of the vile Condotticri :
And the next thing we hear of this penitent villain
He is begging in rags in the suburbs of Milan.

Half-starved, meagre. and pale, His energies fail,
When his sister comes in with a pot of mild ale
Bat though tatter'd his jerkins,
His heart is whole,—workings
Of conscience debar him from ¢ Barclay and Perkins.’

T drink,’ exclaims ho; : ﬁothing stronger than
And that but the worst and the weakest Bohea, [tea
Till I've done—from my past scenes of folly a far

actor— racter.’

Some feat shall redeem both my wardrobe and cha-

At sigys of remorse so decided and visible

Nought can equal the joy of his fair sister Isabel,

And the b Lady too,
Who runs off to a Jew

And buys him a coat of mail spick and span new,

In the hope that his prowess and deeds as a Knight

Will keep his late larcenies quite out of sight.

By the greatest good luck, his old friends the banditti

Choose this moment to make an attack on the city! .
Now you all know the way,

Heroes hack, hew, and slay,

When once they get fairly mixed up in a fray :
Hermann juins in the mélée, -
Pounds this to a jelly, | belly,

Runs that through the back, and a third through the

Till many a broken bone, bruised rib, and flat head,

Make his ci-devant friends curse the hour that he ratted.
Amid so many blows, Of course you'll suppose

He must get a black eye, or, at least, bloody nose: l']i(t,

¢ Take that!’ cried a bandit, and struck, while he spoke

His spear in his breast, and, in pulling it out, broke it.

ermann fainted away, en, as breathless he

A rascal claim’d all the renown of the day; [lay,

A recreant, cowardly, white-liver'd knight,

Who had skulk’d in a furze-bush the whole of the fight.
But the Dumb Lady soon Put some gin in a spoon,

And half strangles poor Hermann, who wakes from

his swoon,

And exhibits his wound, when the head of the spear
Fits its handle, and makes his identity clear,
The murder thus out, Hermann's féted and thanked,
While his rascally rival gets toss'd in a blanket ;

And to finigh the play— As reform’d rakes, they

say,

Make the best of all husbands—the very same day

Hciirdnann sends for a priest, as he must wed with some
Y

Buys a ring and a licence, and marries the Dumb Lady.

MoraL.

Take warning, young people, of every degree,

From Hermann?; exEm};)lel,’and dou'{yiivegtroo free!

If you get in bad company, fly from it soon!

If you chance to get thrash'd take some gin in a spoon!

And remember, since wedlock’s not all sugar-candy,

If you wish to 'scape ¢wigging,” a dumb wife's the
dandy !

——

HINTS FOR AN HISTORICAL PLAY,
TO BE CALLED
WILLIAM RUFUS; OR, THE RED ROVER.

Acr 1.

ALTER TYRREL, the son of a Norman Papa,
Has, somehow or other, a Saxon Mamma :

Though humble, yet far above mere vulgar loons,
He’s a sort of a sub in the Rufus Dragoons ;
Has travell'd, but comes home abruptly, the rather
That some unknown rascal has murder'd his father;
And scarce has he pick'd out, and stuck in his quiver,
The arrow that pierced the old gentleman's liver,
‘When he finds, as misfortunes come rarely alone,
That his sweatheart has bolted,—with whom is not
But, as murder will out, he at last finds the lady [known.
At Court with her character grown rather shady :
This gives him the ¢ blues,’ and impairs the delight
He'd have otherwise felt when they dub him a knight,
For giving a runaway stallion a check,
And preventing his breaking King Rufus's neck.

Act 2.

Sir Walter has dress'd himself up like a Ghost,

And frightens a soldier away from his post ;

Then, discarding his helmet, he pulls his cloak higher,
Draws it over his ears, and pretends he’s a Friar.

This gains him access to his sweetheart, Miss Faucit ;
But, the King coming in, he hides up in her closet ;
Where, oddly enough, among some of her things,

He discovers some arrows he's sure are the King's,
Of the very same pattern with that which he found
Sticking into his father when dead on the ground!
Forgetting his funk, he bursts open the door,
Bounces into the Drawing-room, stamps on the floor,
With an oath on his tongue, and revenge in his eye,
And blows up King William the Second, sky-high ;
Swears, storms, shakes his fist, and exhibits such airs,
That his Majesty bids his men kick him down-stairs.

Acr 3.

King Rufus is cross when he comes to reflect,
That, as King, he'd been treated with gross &
So he pens a short note to a holy physician,
And gives him a rather unholy commission,
Viz., to mix up some arsenic and ale in a cup.
Which the chances are Tyrrel may find and d
Sure enough, on the very next morning, Sir \
Perceives, in his walks, this same cup on the :
As he fecls rather thirsty, he’s just about drin
When Miss Faucit in tears comes in runningl
He pauses of course, and as she’s thirsty too,
Says very politely, ¢ Miss, I after you!’
The young lady curtsies, and being so dry,
Raises somehow her fair little finger so I\igh,
That therc’s not a drop left hiin to ¢ wet t'oth
While the dose is so strong, to his grief and s
She merely says, * Thankee, Sir Walter,” and
At that moment the King, who is riding to ¢
Pops in en passant on the desperate lover,
Who has vow'd, not five minutes before, to tra
- —Sohedoes,—he just pulls out his arrow and ¢
From the strength of his arm, and the force of
The Rod-bearded Rover falls flat on his nose :
And Sir Walter, thus having concluded his q
Walks down to the foot-lights, and draws

¢ Ladies and Gentlemen,

Lead sober lives :—

Don't meddle with other folks' Sweethearts or
When you go out a-sporting, take care of yot
And—never shoot elderly people in fun !’

——

MARIE MIGNOT.

ISS MARIE MIGNOT was & nice litt]
Her Uncle a Cook, and a Laundress |
And she loved as dearly as any one can
Mister Lagardie, a nice little man.
But oh! But oh! Story of woe!
A sad interloper, one Monsieur Modeau
Tgly and old, With plenty of gold,
Made his approach In an elegant coach
Her fancy was charm’'d with the splendour an
And he bore off the false-hearted Molly Migt

Monsicur Modeau was crazy and old,
And Monsieur Modeau caught a terrible cold
His nose was stuff'd and his throat was sore,
IIe had physic by the quart and Doctors by tl
They sent slguills, And pills, And very
And all they could do did not make him get 1
He sounded his M's and his N.’s like an
A shocking bad cough At last took him
And Mister Lagardie, her former young bean,
Came a-courting again the young Widow Mo

Mister Lagardie, to gain him éclat,

Had cut the Cook’s shop, and follow'd the law

And when Monsieur Mpodeau set out on his jo

Was an Articled Clerk to a Stimid Attorﬂ
He gave her a call On the day of a

To which she'd invited the court, camp, and
But ¢ poor dear Lagardie’ Again was &
For a Marquis of France just as

In a twinkling the ci-derant Madame Modew

Was wife of the Marshal Lord Marquis Dinat

Mister Lagardie was shock'd at the news,
And went and enlisted at once in the Blues.
The Marquis Dinot Felt a little so so—
Took physic, grew worse, and had notice to ¢
He died, and was shelved, and his Lady so 5
Smiled again on Lagardie now placed on f
A Swedish Field-Marshal with a guinea a ds
When an old Ex-King Just show’d he
To be Queen, she conceiv'd, was & very fine t
But the King turn'd a Monk, d La
drunk

And said to the Lady with a deal of ill-breed
¢ You may go to the d—I and I'll go to Sw
Thus between the two stools, Like some«

Her Ladyship found Herself plumpon tl

So she cried, and she stamp’d, and she sent f
And she drove to a convent, and never came

MoRraL.

Wives, Maidens, and Widows, attend to my |
If a fine moral lesson you'd draw from a play
To the Haymarket go, d see Marie
Miss Kelly plays Marie, and Williams Mode
Mrs Glover and Vining  Are really quit
And though Thompson tor a Marquis

Has almost too much carcass
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¢D'ye give it up?’ Indeed Ido!
donfonnd these antiquated minxes ;

I won't play ¢ Billy Black' to a ¢ Blue,
Or Edipus to such old Sphinxes.

A note sent vp from Kent to show me,
Left with my bailiff, Peter King ;
- ¢I'll burn them precious stacks down, blow me!
¢ Yours most sincerely,
¢CAPTAIN Swinag.'

Four begging letters with petitions,
One from my sister Jane to pray
Tl execute ¢ a few commissions’
In Bond Street, ¢ when I go that way.’

¢ And buy at Pearsal’s in the City

Twelve skeins of silk for netting purses ;
Colour no matter, so it's pretty ;—

Two bundred pens '—two hundred curses !

Fnan;“ Mistress 2 Jc]plnesl : ‘Myblittle Billy
up his schooling to begin
Will you just step to Biccadilly,
And meet him when the coach comes in ?

¢ And then, serha‘ps. you will as well see
The poor dear fellow safe to school

At Dr. Smith's in Little Chelsea!’
Heaven send he flog the little fool !

From Lady Snooks: ¢ Dear Sir, you know
You promised me last week 2 Rebus;

A something smart and apropos,
For my new Album ? '—Aid me Pheebus !

My first is followed by my second ;
et should my first mg second see,
A dire mishap it would be reckon'd,
And sadly shock'd my first would be.

¢ Were I but what my whole implies,

And pass'd by chance across your portal,
You'd cry,  Can I believe my eyes ?p

I never saw so queer a mortal ! ”

¢For then my head would not be on,
My arms their shoulders must abandon ;
M{ very body would be gone,
should not have a leg to stand on.’

Come, that’s despatch'd—what follows ?—Stay,
Reform demanded by the nation—
Vote for Tagrag and Bobtail ' Ay,
By Jove, a blessed Reformation !

Jack, clap the saddle upon Rose—
Or, no |—the filly—she's the fle.ter;
The devil take the rain—here gocs,
I'm off—a plumper for Sir Peter !

——

NEW-MADE HONOUR.
(IMITATED FROM MARTIAL.)

FRIEND I met some half-hour since—
¢ Good-morrow, Jack!" quoth I;
The new-made Knight, like any Prince,
Frown'd, nodded, and pass'd gy;
When up came Jem—* Sir Juhn, your Slave !’
F ‘nAh, t:(ll;a H bv;e ditxlale at ej; htk--
ail nof ow bows the supple knave
Don’t make my lady w: ‘RP )

The King can do no wrong? As I'm a sinner,
He's spoilt an honest tradesman and my dinner.

——

THE CONFESSION,

HERE'S somewhat on my breast, father,

N There’s somewhat on my breast |
The livelong day I sigh, father,

And at night I cannot rest.
I cannot take my rest, father,

Though I would fain do so,
A weary weight opgreaseth me—

This weary weight of woe !

*Tis not the lack of glold, father,
Nor want of worldly gear ;

My lands are broad, and fair to see,
My friends are kind and dear.

My kin are 12al and true, father,
They mourn to see my grief ;

But, oh ! tis not a kinsman's hand
Can give my heart relief!

*Tis not that Janet's false, father,
*Tis not that she's unkind ;
Though busy Hiatterers swarm around,
I know her constant mind.
'Tis not ker coldness, father,
That chills my labouring breast ;
It's that confounded cucumber
I've eat and can't digest.

———

SONG.’

I

THERE sits a bird on yonder tree,

More fond than Cushat Dove ;
There sits a bird on yonder tree,

And sings to me of love.
Oh! stoop thee from thine eyrie down !

And nestle thee near my heart,

For the momentsfly, And the hour is nigh,
When thou and I must part,
My love!

‘When thou and I must part.

1L,

In yonder covert lurks a Fawn,
e pride of the Sylvan scene;
In von(fer covert lurks a Fawn,
nd I am his only queen ;
Oh! bound from thy secret lair,
For the sun is below the west ;
Nor mortal eye May our meeting spy,
For all are closed in rest,
My love!
Each eye is closed in rest

1L

Oh ! sweet is the breath of morn,

When the sun's first beams appear ;
Oh! sweet is the shepherd's strain,

When it dies on the list'ning ear;
And sweet the soft voice which speaks

The Wanderer’s welcome home ;

But sweeter far By yon pale mild star,

With our true love thus to roam,

My dear!
——
EPIGRAM.
BRAVE L—, 50 says a knight of the pen, [men:’
¢« Has exposed himself much at the head of his

As his men ran away without waiting to fight,

To expose himself there's to be first in the flight.

Had it not been as well, when he saw his men quail,
To have stay'd and exposed himself more at their tail ?
Or say, is it fair, in this noblest of quarrels,

To suffer the chief to engross all the laurels?

No! his men, so the muse to all EuroEe shall sing,
Have exposed themseves fully as much as their king.

——

EPIGRAM.

EHEU FUGACES.

WH.AT Horace says is,

Eheu fugaces

Anni labuntur, Postume, Postume!

Years glide away. and are lost to me, lost to me!
Now, when the folks in the dance sport their merry
‘Taglionis and Ellslers, Duvernays and Ceritos, [toes,
Sighing I murmur, ¢ O miki prateritos !’

THE END,

SONG.

7TIS sweet to think the pure ethereal
Whose mortal form reposes with -
Still hovers round unseen, yet not unseeix
Benignly smiling o’er the mourner’s be¢

She comes in dreams, a thing of light an¢
1 hear her voice, in still, ‘accents 1

Of realms of bliss, and never-fading bri
‘Where those who loved on carth

Ah! yet a whilo, blest shade, thy flight d
The kindred soul with mystic converse
To her rapt gaze, in visions bland, display
The unearthly glories of thy happier s

Yet, yet remain! till freed like thee, deli
She spurns the thraldom of encamberh
Then, as on earth, in tend'rest love unitel
Together seek the realms of endless da

——

AS | LAYE A-THYNKYN
THE LAST LINES OF THOMAS INGQ

é S Ilaye a-thynkynge, a-th :
Merrie sang the Birde as she sat upe
There came a noble Knyghte,
With his hauberke shynynge brighte
And his gallant heart was Iyghte,
Free and gaye ;
As I laye a-thynkynge, he rode upon his1

As I laye a-thynkynge, a-thynkynge, a-&
Sadly sang the Birde as she sat upon the |
%Sre seem‘lcll a crli{mson plali.n, -

ere a gallant Knyghte
And a steed with broken l'emy e

Ran free,
As I laye a-thynkygne, most pitiful to see

As I laye a-thynkynge, a-thynkynge, a-ti
Merrie sang the Birde as she sat upon the
A lovely Mayde came bye,
And a gentil youth was nyghe,
And he breathed many a syghe
And a vowe;
As I laye a-thynkynge, her hearte was gls

As I laye a-thynkynge, a-th, a8
Sadly sing the Birdeg as she {:tk{:npg:' the
No more a youth was there,
But a Maiden rent her haire,
And cried in sad despai
¢ That I was e!’
As I laye a-thynkynge, she perished fork

As I laye a-thynkynge, a-thynkynge, s-t
Sweetly sang the Birde as she sat E;m ]
There came a lovely Childe, N
And his face was meek and mild,
Yet joyously he smiled .
On his sire ; .

As I laye a-thynkynge, a Cherub mote adi

But I laye a-thynkynge, a-th, atl
And sadly sang the Birde as it 'd up
That joyous smile was gone,
And the face was white and wan,
As the downe upon the Swan
Doth appear, -
As I laye a-thynkynge—oh ! bitter flowi
As I laye a-thynkynge, the golden sun w
o mevrvri:h sang that l;irde asit g‘:iuer'd [ ]
ith a thousand gorgeous
‘While soaring to the skies, i
"Mid the stars she seem'd to rise,
As to her nest ;
As I lave a-thynkynge, her meaning was
¢ Follow, follow me away,
It boots not to delay,’—
"T'was so she secin'd to saye,
¢ HERE 15 REST!"'
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