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PREFACE.

Tue Third Volume of this work stands in need of
very few observations from the Editor, for its success
fortunately renders any remarks from him, in intro-

duction of it, unnecessary.

He leaves it to make its entry without any prelimi-
nary flourish of trumpets, and hopes that the next ten
or twenty volumes will do better still, and speak so well
for themselves as to render it needless for him to say

even a word in their behalf.

June 1, 1838.
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A TALE OF GRAMMARYE.

Tax Baron came home in his fury and rage,

Ile blew up his Ilenchman, he blew up his Page ;
The Seneschal trembled, the Cook looked pale,
As be ordered for supper grilled kidneys and ale.
Vain thought! that gnll’d kidneys can give relief,
When one’s own are inflamed by anger and grief.

What was the cause of the Baron’s distress ?
Why sank his spirits so low 72—
The fair Isabel, when she should have said ¢ Yes,”
Had given the Baron a ¢ No.”
He ate, and he drank, and he grumbled between :
First on the viands he vented his spleen,—
The ale was sour,—the kidneys were tough,
And tasted of nothing but pepper and snuff!
—The longer he ate, the worse grew affairs,
Till he ended by kicking the butler down stairs.

AllT:u hushed—'t:u the dead of the night—
e ta| were dying away,
And the Ere:our brig{lt y

Glanced in the light

Of thc:‘rale moon's trembling ray ;

Yet his Lordship sat still, digesting his ire,
With his nose on his knees, and his knees in the fire,—
All at once he jump’d up, resolved to consult his
Cornelius Agrippa de rebus occultis.

He seized by the handle
A bed-room flat candle,
And went to a secret nook,
Where a chest lay hid
With so massive a lid,
1lis knees, as he raised it, shook,
Partly, perhaps, from the wine he had drunk,
Partly from fury, and partly from funk ;
For never before had he ventured to look
In his Great-Great-Grandfather’s conjuring-book.

Now Lord Ranulph Fitz-Hugh,
As lords frequently do,
Thought reading a bore,— but his case was quite new ;
So he quickly ran through
A chapter or two,
For without Satan’s aid he knew not what to do,—
When poking the fire, as the evening grew colder,
He saw with alarm,
As he raised up his arm,
An odd-looking countenance over his shoulder.

Firmest rock will sometimes quake,
Trustiest blade will sometimes break,
Sturdiest heart will sometimes fail,
Proudest eye will sometimes quail ;—
No wonder Fitz Hugh felt uncommonly queer
Upon suddenly seeing the Devil so near,
Leaning over his chair, peeping into his ear.



A TALE OF GRAMMARYE.

The stranger first
The silence burst,
And replied to the Baron’s look ;—
“ I would not intrude,
But don’t think me rude
If T sniff at that musty old book.
Charms were all very well
Ere Reform came to Hell ;
But now not an imp cares a fig for a spell.
Still I see what you want,
And am willing to grant
The person and purse of the fair Isabel.
Upon certain conditions the maiden is won ;—
You may have her at once, if you choose to say ¢ Done !’

¢ The lady so rare,
Her manors so fair,
Lord Baron, I give to thee ;
But when once the sun
Five years has run,
Lord Baron, thy soul ’s my fee !”

Oh ! where wert thou, ethereal Sprite ?
Protecting Angel, where ?
Sure never before had noble or knight
Such need of thy guardian care !
No aid is nigh—"twas so decreed ;—
The recreant Baron at once agreed,
And prepared with his blood to sign the deed.

With the point of his sword
His arm he scored,
And mended his pen with his Misericorde ;
From his black silk breeches
The stranger reaches
A lawyer’s leathern case,
Selects a paper,
And snufling the taper,
The Baron these words mote trace:—
¢ Five years after date, I promise to pay
My soul'to Old Nick, without let or delay,
For value received.”—¢ There, my Lord, on my life,
Put your name to the bill, and the lady’s your wife.”
. . . .

All look’d bright in earth and heaven,
And far through the morning skies

Had Sol his fiery coursers driven,—

That is, it was striking balf-past eleven
As Isabel opened her eyes.

All wondered what made the lady so late,
For sbhe came not down till noon,
Though she usually rose at a quarter to eight,
And went to bed equally soon.
But her rest had been broken by troublesome dreams : —
She had thought that, in spite of her cries and her screams,
Old Nick had borne off, in a chariot of flame,
The gallant young Howard of Effinghame.
Her eye was so dim, and her cheek so chill,
The family doctor declared she was ill,
And muttered dark hints of a draught and a pill.
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All during breakfast to brood doth she seem
O'er some secret woes or wrongs ;
For she empties the salt-cellar into the cream,
And stirs up her tea with the tongs.
But scarce hath she finished her third round of toast,
When a knocking is heard by all—
“ What may that be 2—"'tis too late for the post,—
Too soon for a morning call.”
After a moment of silence and dread,
The court-yard rang
With the joyful clang
Of an armed warrior’s tread.
Now away and away with fears and alarms,—
The lady lies clasped in young Effinghame’s arms.

She hangs on his neck, and she tells him true,
How that troublesome creature, Lord Ranulph Fitz-1Iugh,
Hath vowed and hath sworn with a terrible curse,
That, unless she will take him for better for worse,
He will work her mickle rue!

¢ Now, lady love, dismiss thy fear,
Should that grim old Baron presume to come here,
We’ll soon send him home with a flea in his ear ;—
And, to cut short the strife,
My love ! my life !
Let me send for a parson, and make you my wife !”
No banus did they need, no licence require,—
They were married that day before dark :
The Clergyman came,—a fat litte friar,
The doctor acted as Clerk.

But the nuptial rites were hardly o’er,
Scarce had they reached the vestry door,
When a knight rush’d headlong in ;
From his shoes to his shirt
He was all over dirt,
From his toes to the tip of his chin ;
But high on his travel-stained helmet tower'd
The lion-crest of the noble Howard.

By horrible doubts and fears possest,
The bride turned and gaz'd on the bridegroom’s breast—
No Argent Bend was there;
No Lion bright
Of her own true knight,
But his rival’s Sable Bear!
The Lady Isabel instantly knew
"Twas a regular hoax of the false Fitz-Hugh;
And loudly the Baron exulting cried,
¢ Thou art wooed, thou art won, my bonny gay bride !
Nor heaven nor hell can our loves divide !””

This pithy remark was scarcely made,

When the Baron beheld, upon turning his head,
His Friend in black close by ;

He advanced with a smile all placid and bland,

Popp’d a small piece of parchment into his hand,
And knowingly winked his eye.

As the Baron perused,
His cheek was suffused




































THE TEMPTATIONS OF ST. ANTHONY. 108

Its body was of thin birdy bones,

Bound round with a parchment skin ;
And, when "twas struck, the hollow tones
That circled round like drum-dull groans,

Bespoke a void within.

Its arm was like a peacock’s leg,
And the claws were like a bird’s :
But the creep that went, like a blast of plague,
To loose the live flesh from the bones,
And wake the good Saint’s inward groans,
As it clawed his cheek, and pulled his hair,
And pressed on his eyes in tﬁeir beating lair,
Cannot be told in words.

But the good St. Anthony kept his eyes
Still on the holy book ;

He felt the clam on his brow arise,

And he knew that the thing had a horrid guise,
And he did not dare to look.

An imp came then like a skeleton form
Out of a charnel vault :
Some clingings of meat had been left by the worm,
Some tendons and strings on his legs and arm,
And his jaws with gristle were black and deform,
But his teeth were as white as salt.

And he grinned full many a lifeless grin,
And he rattled his bony tail ;

His skull was decked with gill and fin,

And a spike of bone was on his chin,

And his bat-like ears were large and thin,
And his eyes were the eyes of a snail.

He took his stand at the good Saint’s back,
And on tip-toe stood a space :
Forward he bent, all rotten-black,
And he sunk again on his heel, good lack !
And the good Saint uttered some ghostly groans,
For the head was caged in the gaunt rib-bones,—
A horrible embrace !
And the skull hung o’er with an elvish pry,
And cocked down its Indian-rubber eye
To gaze upon his face.

Yet the good St. Anthony sunk his eyes
Deep in the holy book :

He felt the bones, and so was wise

To know that the thing had a ghastly guise,
And he did not dare to look.

Last came an imp,—how unlike the rest |—
A beautiful female form :
And her voice was like music, that sleep-oppress'd
Sinks on some cradling zephyr’s breast ;
And whilst with a whisper his cheek she press’d,
Her cheek felt soft and warm.

When over his shoulder she bent the light
Of her soft eyes on to his page,

It came like a moonbeam silver bright,

And relieved him then with a mild delight,

For the yellow lamp-lustre scorched his sight,
That was weak with the mists of age.
















































































































































149

A POET'S FRENZY.

Sweet is a kiss from rosy lips,

Sweet the dew the honey-bee sips,
Sweet the cooing of the dove,

Sweet the memory of love.

Sweet the milkmaid’s merry song

As she treads the glades among,
Sweet an injury’s redress,

Sweet is Beauty’s loveliness,

Sweet is to a miser—gain,

Sweet is music’s dulcet strain,

Sweet the voice of mirth and gladness,
And sweet is sometimes pensive sadness ;
But sweeter still than these,—than all
Supremely intellectual,—

Is the mental exultation

Of the poet’s inspiration.

Yes! a poet’s frenzy rises

Far above earth’s vulgar blisses :

It is a touch Promethean glowing,—

A chaunt from Heaven’s orchestra flowing,—
A vivid flash of heavenly flame
1llumining—

Stop, Pegasus! for something tells me

That now a poet’s frenzy fills me.

Just let me, pray! secure the girth,

Else I might tumble back to earth.

There, now! Away I’'m borne in rapid flight,

*Mid crystal waves and isles of light,

Where dread Sublimity appears

Enshrined amid those starry spheres:

Where Poetry her throne has placed,

August, magnificent, and vast.

I see, I see the goddess: lo! she wears
A crown of dazzling spendour;

*Tis gemm'd with heaven’s own golden stars,®
A diadem of wonder:

And in her hand a sceptre, brightening

With flashes of the beamy lightning.

Purple clouds her drapery form :

Her ministers, sunshine and storin.

Well! if this be not the frenzy, I

" Am seized with a strange phantasy.
It must be: so, without further proem,
1”11 just commence a little poem.

While in the grove, at eventide,

My thoughts were thus to verse applied,
An Owl, perch’d on the opposite tree,;
Thus from his roost accosted me.

“ Your frenzy on a very fine
Pinion may be rising ;

But take advice,—go home to bed,
And cease your poetising.”

® Ye stars ! which are the poetry of Heaven.—Byrox.



































































































































































































































































































242 THERE'’S NO MISTAKE IN THAT!

Act iv. Scene 3. ¢ Raise me this beggar, and denude the lord,
The senator shall bear contempt hereditary,
The beggar native honour.

Read—¢¢ Robe me this beggar,” i. e. array the beggar in the robes of the sena-
tor, and reduce the senator to the nakedness of the beggar, and contempt and ho-
nour will be awarded according to their appearance.

Act iv. Scene 3. Timon, addressing gold, says,

O thou sweet king-killer, and dear divorce
*Twixt natural son and sire!

Read—¢¢ kin-killer,” i. e. destroyer of all kindred affection. King-killing was
no crime in Athens, where, as Shakspeare knew, there was no king ; and all Ti-
mon’s apostrophes to the wicked power of gold relate not to the artificial laws of

-society, but to the violation of natural ties, as between son and sire, husband and
wife. )

Same scene.

Thou bright defiler
Of Hymen’s purest bed ! thou valiant Mars !
Thou ever young, fresh, loved, and delicate wooer, &c.

Perhaps fresh-lived.

THERE ’'S NO MISTAKE IN THAT!
¢t Errors excepted.”—Bill of Costs.

In public life it is most true
That men are wide awake ;

In private matters, doubtless, too,

here now 1s no mistake.

Whate'er is thought of, said, or done,
Whate’er we would be at,

We all take care of Number One,—
There ’s no mistake in that !

The Outs, now long deprived of place,
Of course the Ins oppose :
The Ins rejoice, while, face to face, .
Their ‘ayes " can beat the “ noes.”
“ Voluntas” (this their daily song)
* Pro ratione stat ;"
Which means, “ We’ll go it, right or wrong !”"—
There’s no mistake in that !

Good Louis Philippe feels, ‘tis said,
In very doleful plight,

Since Frenchmen practise at his head
With bullets day and night.

For diadems, some play odd tricks;
They ’re safer in a hat:

Few crowns are now worth two-and-six,—
There’s no mistake in that !

“ No man,” (erst said Sir Boyle,) ¢ tis plain,
~Unless a bird were he,
Can be at once in places twain ;”
Of course, much less in three.
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But, what with railway and balloon,
It would surprise the Pat

In ten at once to see us soon,—
There "s no mistake in that!

But what have I with home affairs,
Or foreign news, to do ?

I ’ve got enough of private cares,
And woes of deepest hue ;

My laudlord just has called to say
(That odious Peter Platt !)

That Friday last was quarter-day,—
There’s no mistake in that ] .

My banker, too, in language bland,
Presents his kind respects,

And gives me plain to understand
That I have ¢ no effects ;”

And then, the matter short to cut,
Proceeds to tell me flat,

My bill is due,—most sorry, but—
There’s no mistake in that!

Last month my friend< at Rottingness
(That borough pure and bright)

Requested I'd resign, unless
I voted black was white.

To take the Chiltern Hundreds let,
Again I never sat,—

The ouly hundreds I shall get !—
There 's no mistake in that !

My health of late has suffered much ;

~ So in came Dr. Grains,

My pulse and fees alike to touch,
And banish all my pains.

Quoth he, returning watch to fob,
¢ We must reduce this fat ;

And then, methinks, we ’ll do your job,”—
There ’s no mistake in that !

L]
My tailor, too, his swmall account
Has thrice for payment sent ;
I promised him the full amount
When I received my rent.
In anger to and fro he stalked,
Aud changed his civil chat,
And soon of Doe and Roe he talked,—
There’s no mistake in that!

"Twas then I wooed the Widow Stokes,
Who did not say me “ nay .”*
And, though I ’ve found her wealth’s a hoax,
Still T must wed to-day !
Ah ! would that 1 had never popped !
But Lawyer Latitat
Some hints of *“ breach of promise ”* dropped,—
There’s no mistake in that! ’
Tristrau Menryraouvcus





































































266 ODE TO MR. MURPHY.

thanks on his health being drunk with three times three. He ex-
plained the cause of our present happiness to have partly grown on
the readiness with which he had admitted the shirking excuses of
about half our body, who would, it was more than probable,—so he
said, and so I thought,—have forgotten the Lord Dﬁyor, the House
of Commons, the 5ying mother, and the lying-in-wife, had they
" been aware that they could have found in the grand jury room a
superior dinner, plenty of wine, and nothing to pay. . T

ODE TO MR. MURPHY.

Haic to thee, Murphy ! sage prognosticator !
With « weather eye”
Scanning the sky.
Thou art no commen-tator !
No mere harum-scarum
¢ Vox stellarum,”
But the great sky- Lavater !
Go, Francis Moore ! all-wise ,pbysician !
Thy ¢ more or less”
(A mere old woman's guess)
Proves thee to be, unlike our Murphy, no magicicn !
*Tis plain,
Frost, thunder, wind, and rain,
All follow at ¢hy bidding! Not in vain
Thou scann’st the stars.
Venus or Mars
May smile or frown ;
Or the “Great Bear,”
Or the “ man in the moon,” may stare,
And try to put thee down :
Thou carest not a hutton for them ! so,
"Tis all « no go !
Great Murphy ! thou’rt in everybody’s mouth
From north to south:
The passing salutation
Throughout the nation
Is daily now ¢ Good morning !—
Murphy ’s right I
Or else, ¢ Good night !
I’ve book’d a place for Sunday by the mail,—
The next fine day, as Murphy gives us warning !”
¢ When do you sail?”
“ Not till the 25th, because I fear the gale !”
*Tis very strange,
: But every man on ¢ *Change”
Grows learned ! talking much of ¢ meteoric,
Galvanic, and magnetic powers,” ¢ caloric,”
And all the secret causes strange combin’d,
Obscure to all save Murphy’s mighty mind ;
Expressing oft their wonder :
What damage will be done next autumn by the thunder !
Murphy, adieu! beware!
The public sometimes * change,” which is not ¢ fuir.”
Long may you reign, a hale old man of metal,
Great prophet! *till the snows of age shall settle
Around thy brow !
Farewell ! and now
(Though not a glutton)
Enjoy your “ heavy-wet ” and wether-mutton ! W.E. S.










































































































































































































































MY NIECE’S ALBUM.

I twisted the tail of the mad bull of Crete,
Jump’d astride him, and gallop’d him dead ;

I u-ap(r'd the famed stag with the gold horns and feet,
And show'd him for sixpence a head.

I clean'd out Augeas’s yard, a vile slough
Wherein his best cows had got stuck ;

But the hunks never paid me a farthing, I vow,
Pretending I wasted his muck.

I sprain’d both my wrists, and was half stunk to death,
And was cheated at last by my friend,

But I learn’d, what 1’11 hold with my very last breath,
Dirty work never pays in the end !

I bagg'd the great Rocs upon Stymphalus’ coast,
Who could swallow a mammoth for lunch ;

Truss’d a couple and tried them by way of a roast,
But I fonntf them too stringy to munch.

The Thracian King, Diomed, also I threw
For a feed to his cannibal stud ;
And Geryon the bandit, 1 settled him too,
Who would laugh as he suck'd up your blood.

My nerve was most tried by the Hydra, a brute
The most singular under the sun;

For, as fast as you cut off its heads, they would shoot
At the rate of a dozen to one.

Iolaus, my tiger,—a staunch little trump,—
As 1 dock’d off each head in the lot,

Made it hiss a new tune while he sear’d the raw stump
With a frying-pan heated red-hot.

The Amazon Queen, (for young girls will be rash,)
Of all men, must needs challenge me :

I whipt off the girdle that held all her cash,
And spank’d her well over my knee.

I hocuss'd the Dragon, so watchful and grim,
Who slept with one eye wide awake ;

No use were gold apples to dragons like him,
And what a prime swag they did make!

I now could afford to get settled in life
As a squire, and gainsay it who durst;
So I laid in my cellar, and married a wife,

But I had to fight hard for her first.

This was well, and I ought to have ¢ let well alone,”
But as bigamy then was not reckon’d

A legal offence, in a whim of my own
1 married one day wife the second.

Young men, be advised, and don’t envy a Turk,—
At least, 1’1l be shot if I do:

One spouse was no tax, but ‘twas wearisome work
With the quarrels and freaks of the two.












































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































In_é;l—i—ng"hé tumbled, and fractured his hip, - ¢
And his left leg was shorter thencef(:rth than hl: right !
* * L]

On the banks of the Rhine, as he’s stoqring to dine,
From a certain Inn-window the traveller is shown
Some picturesque ruins, the scene of these doings,
A few miles up the river, south-east of Cologne.

And, while ¢ saur kraut” she sells you, the Landlady tells
That there, in those walls, now all roofless and bare,
One Simon, a Deacon, from a lean grew a sleek one,
On filling a ¢i-devant Abbot's state chair.

How a gi-devant Abbot, all clothed in drab, but
Of texture the coarsest, hair shirt, and no shoes,

(His mitre and ring, and all that sort of thing
Laid aside,) in yon Cave liv'd a pious recluse ;

How he rose with the sun, limping “ dot and go one ”
To yon rill of the mountain, in all sorts of weather,
Where a Prior and a Friar, who liv’d somewhat higher

Up the rock, used to come and eat cresses together ;

How a thirsty old codger the neighbours call'd Roger, *
With them drank cold water in lieu of old wine!

What its quality wanted he made up in quantity,
Swigging as though he ’d fain empty the Rhine !

And how, as their bodily strength fail’d, the mental man
Gain’d tenfold vigour and force in all four:

And how, to the day of their death, the ¢ Old Gentleman
Never attempted to kidnap them more.

And how, when at length in the odour of sanctity,
All of them died without grief or complaint ;

The Monks of St. Nicholas said ’twas ridiculous
Not to suppose every one was a Saint.

And how, in the Abbey no one was so shabby

As not to sav vearlv four macees a head.
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THE LEGEND OF WALTER CHILDE.

¢ Poyntz, was not that the son? old Barebone’s pet ?”
—* Confound bim, yes; the fool that kept us waiting
During your speech ; the foreman on the fret.”
—¢Strange ! he stood close to us as I was stating
My forc’d excuse ; turn'd short, and off he set ;
¢8ir!" he said just before, and seem’d debating
On something for my ear.”—¢ Can't tell, I vow ;
But Parker may ; he talk’d with him just now.

“ Frank, can you solve this mystery ? come here.”
Young Parker's patience had been in revolt

At the pot-valiant goasts pour’d in his ear
Five mortal minutes by an angry dolt.

His commentary, making all things clear,
Hit the true version of the sudden bolt,

Prim’d with the story, the two county wits

Soon put their coterie in laughter-fits.

Oh, it was glorious! 8till in open view
Stood the crest-fall’n, while round the whispers ran ;
All watch’d th’ effects which plainly did ensue
Upon his outward and his inward man.
But then occurr’d the rational question, “ Who
Is this Young Crichton, bit with his mad plan,
The timely hint of whose gymnastic fame
Smote the lout’s ear like Demogorgon’s name ?”

Poyntz no great pressing on this head requir'd.
A first-rate fle)llow,—talented—decided—

As open as the day—but so retir’d
That you must go out of your way, as I did,

To know him well ; he spoke like one inspir'd
You say ; but I foresaw how things were guided

By the old clique ; disgusted with the law,

He means to colonize, and wed a squaw.

“’Tis a sad case; the leading counsel, Forde,
Declares his head is form’d for state employ ;
They say he’s quite unrivall'd with the sword,
And fought abreast with Rupert when a boy.
I argued with him, urg’d him, nay, implor’d
To change his hair-brain’d pur}mse; ’twould annoy
My soul to see him throw himself away.
Cromwell ere long will give the law fair play.”

Our Childe, grown quite a lion, a monstrosity,
Wander'd unconsciously 'mid that gay crew ;
He car'd not for the social reciprocity
Call’d ball-room gossip; his few friends, who knew
His most peculiar lack of curiosit;
In trifles, ne’eg inform’d him w{o was who,
And had quite dropt their often-proffer'd duties
Of introducing him to county beauties.

Some cautious triflers can act well-bred lies,
And fan, or quench at will, their soft sensations ;
But he, not quite so prematurely wise,
Prone at his heart to conjugal temptations,
Had made, like Job, a covenant with his eyes,
And hoping one day to attain the patience,
In all things, of that much-enduring saint,
Kept his own headlong temper in restraint.
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* Alice, is 't thou ? e on’t! my good old dame,
I grieve to think ghll(%;t‘ thee up Xwgake."—
“ Lord bless ye! ’tis my custom all the same ;

Now, desr young man, what will ye please to take ?
The flask you left is fresh ; there s chine and game.”
“ Nothing, dear Alice.”— Not a slice of cake ?”;
—¢ No, nothing, thank ye, nothing ; never mind it
Nothing but rest; (would I knew how to find it!")

He threw him—no, ’t was his habitual use
To do things rationally—went to bed,
And thought o’er his lov’d Shakspeare, to induce
Some train of thought to calm Eis feverish head.
The very words betray’d him.—¢ Idiot ! Goose'
Seeking ‘ some bright particular star to wed,’
My reason ’s like ¢ bells jangled out of tune,’
And I a baby, crying for the moon.”

Then Beatrice, and Rosalind, and she,

Gentler, but with like singleness of heart,
Devoted Imogen, too pointed

Brought to his mind their fancied counterpart.
He turn'd to childhood’s home, the chesnut-tree,

The fields where once he stray’'d ; but like a dart
At once the searching question smote him, ‘“ How
Was’t I ne'er reck’d of loss of lands till now ?

“ Well, fifty years hence, and 't will all be past :
This fever'd frame will rest a tranquil clod

In cooling Delaware’s savannahs vast,
By the lone hunter’s kindred footsteps trod.”

He stretch’d him as in death ; the thought at last
Of flowing streams, and his long home’s green sod,

Brought a good hour of sleep’s unrivall'd balm.

The early morning found him risen, and calm.

END OF CANTO II.

A PLAIN CASE.

ON HEARING THAT THE VAIN AND UGLY LADY —— INTENDED GOING
T0 THE CALEDONIAN BALL AS “‘ MARY QUEEN OF 8coTs!”

Whaat! Scotland’s beauty, frail as fair?
She cannot countenance that character !
Sure modesty must make her rue it ;

I’m certain she Aas not the race to do it !

Lovuisa H. SuerIDAN.
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