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| THE tide is agin us, I know, | But pull away, Jem, like a trump; | Vot's that? O! my vig, it's a barge— | Oh! criky! but that vos a bump! | How lucky 'twas full o' round coals, | Or ve might ha' capsized her—perhaps! | See, the bargemen are grinning, by goles! | I never seed sich wulgar chaps. | Come, pull away, Jem, like a man, | A vherry's a coming along | Vith a couple o' gals all agog— | So let us be first in the throng. | Now put your scull rig'ler in, | Don't go for to make any crabs; | But feather your oar, like a nob, | And show 'em ve're nothink but dabs! | The vaterman's leering at us, | And the gals is a giggling so— | They take us for green'uns, but ve | Vill soon show 'em how ve can row. | Alas! for poor Bobby's "show off"— | He slipp'd in a trice from his seat— | While his beaver fell into the stream, | And the gals laugh'd aloud at his feat. | For his boots were alone to be seen, | As he sprawled like a crab on its back; | While the waterman cried—"Ho! my lads! | I think you'd best try t'other tack!" | Says Bobby—"You fool, it's your fault; | Look—my best Sunday castor is vet: | Pull ashore, then, as fast as you can. | I can't row no more—I'm upset. | "I think that my napper is broke, | Abumpin' agin this wile boat; | You may laugh—but I think it's no joke: | And I shan't soon agin be afloat. | "I'll never take you out agin— | I've had quite enough in this bout!" | Cried Jem—"Don't be angry vith me; | Sit still, and I'll soon—PUT YOU OUT!" |
| "'Tis woman vot seduces all mankind— | Their mother's teach them the wheedling art." |
| As delicate as first love— | As white and red as a maiden's cheek— | As palateable as well-timed flattery— | As light and filling as the gas of a balloon— | As smooth as a courtier— | As odorous as the flowers of Jasmin— | As soft as flos silk— | As encouraging, without being so illusory, as Hope— | As tempting as green herbage to lean kine— | —————— a Chancery suit to the Bill of a cormorant-lawyer— | —————— a pump to a thirsty paviour— | —————— a sun-flower to a bee— | —————— a ripe melon to a fruit-knife— | —————— a rose to a nightingale—or | —————— a pot of treacle to a blue-bottle— | As beautiful to the eye as a page of virgin-vellum richly illuminated | And | As satisfactory as a fat legacy! |
| SAYS Mrs. Sibson to her spouse | "The days is hot and fair; | I think 'twould do the children good | To get a little hair! | "For ve've been moping here at home | And nothin' seen o' life; | Vhile neighbor Jones he takes his jaunts | O' Sundays vith his vife!" | "Vell! vell! my dear," quoth Mr. S____ | "Let's hear vot you purpose; | I'm al'ays ready to comply, | As you, my love, vell knows. | "I'll make no bones about the cost; | You knows I never stick | About a trifle to amuse, | So, dearest Pol, be quick." | "Vhy, this is it:—I think ve might | To Hornsey have a day; | Maria, Peg, and Sal, and Bet | Ve'd pack into a 'chay.' | "Our Jim and Harry both could valk, | (God bless their little feet!) | The babby in my arms I'd take— | I'm sure 'twould be a treat;" | Quoth he: "I am unanimous!" | And so the day was fix'd; | And forth they started in good trim, | Tho' not with toil umnix'd. | Across his shoulders Sibson bore | A basket with the "grub," | And to the "chay" perform'd the "horse," | Lest Mrs. S____ should snub. | Apollo smiled!—that is, the sun | Blazed in a cloudless sky, | And Sibson soon was in a "broil" | By dragging of his "fry." | Says S____, "My love, I'm dry as dust!" | When she replied, quite gay, | "Then, drink; for see I've bottled up | My spirits for the day." | And from the basket drew a flask, | And eke a footless glass; | He quaff'd the drink, and cried, "Now, dear, | I'm strong as ____" let that pass! | At last they reach'd the destined spot | And prop and babes unpacked; | They ran about, and stuff'd, and cramm'd, | And really nothing lack'd. | And Sibson, as he "blew a cloud," | Declared, "It vos a day!" | And vow'd that he would come again— | Then call'd for "Vot's to pay?" |
| ACROSS the fields they homeward trudged, when, lo! a heavy rain | Came pouring from the sky; | Poor Sibson haul'd, the children squall'd; alas! it was too plain | They would not reach home dry. | With clay-clogg'd wheels, and muddy heels, and Jim upon his back, | He grumbled on his way; | "Vell, blow my vig! this is a rig!" cried Sibson, "Vell! alack! | I shan't forget this day! | "My shoes is sop, my head's a mop; I'm vet as any think; | Oh! shan't ve cotch a cold!" | "Your tongue is glib enough!" his rib exclaim'd, and made him shrink, | —For she was such a scold— | And in her eye he could descry a spark that well he knew | Into a flame would rise; | So he was dumb, silent and glum, as the small "chay" he drew, | And ventured no replies. | Slip, slop, and slush! past hedge and bush, the dripping mortals go | (Tho' 'twas "no go" S____ thought); | "If this 'ere's fun, vy I for vuu," cried he, with face of woe, | "Von't soon again be caught. | "Vet to the skin, thro' thick and thin, to trapes ain't to my mind; | So the next holiday | I vill not roam, but stick at home, for there at least I'll find | The means to soak my clay. | "Tis quite a fag, this 'chay' to drag—the babbies too is cross, | And Mrs. S____ is riled. | 'Tis quite a bore; the task is more—more fitt'rer for an horse; | And vith the heat I'm briled! | "No, jaunts adoo! I'll none o' you!"—and soon they reach'd their home, | Wet through and discontent— | "Sure sich a day, I needs must say," exclaim'd his loving spouse, | "Afore I never spent!" |
| JOB Timmins was a tailor bold, | And well he knew his trade, | And though he was no fighting man | Had often dress'd a blade! | Quoth he, one day—"I have not had | A holiday for years, | So I'm resolv'd to go and fish, | And cut for once the shears." | So donning quick his Sunday's suit, | He took both rod and line, | And bait for fish—and prog for one, | And eke a flask of wine. | For he was one who loved to live, | And said—"Where'er I roam | I like to feed—and though abroad, | To make myself at home." | Beneath a shady grove of trees | He sat him down to fish, | And having got a cover, he | Long'd much to get a dish. | He cast his line, and watch'd his float, | Slow gliding down the tide; | He saw it sink! he drew it up, | And lo! a fish he spied. | He took the struggling gudgeon off, | And cried—"I likes his looks, | I wish he'd live—but fishes die | Soon as they're—off the hooks!" | At last a dozen more he drew— | (Fine-drawing 'twas to him!) | But day past by—and twilight came, | All objects soon grew dim. | "One more!" he cried, "and then I'll pack, | And homeward trot to sup,"— | But as he spoke, he heard a tread, | Which caused him to look up. | Poor Timmins trembled as he gazed | Upon the stranger's face; | For cut purse! robber! all too plain, | His eye could therein trace. | "Them's werry handsome boots o' yourn," | The ruffian smiling cried, | "Jist draw your trotters out—my pal— | And we'll swop tiles, besides." | "That coat too, is a pretty fit— | Don't tremble so—for I | Von't rob you of a single fish, | I've other fish to fry." | Poor Timmins was obliged to yield | Hat, coat, and boots—in short | He was completely stripp'd—and paid | Most dearly for his "sport." | And as he homeward went, he sigh'd— | "Farewell to stream and brook; | O! yes, they'll catch me there again | A fishing—with a hook!" |
| ALONG the banks, at early dawn, | Trudged Nobbs and Nobbs's son, | With rod and line, resolved that day | Great fishes should be won. | At last they came unto a bridge, | Cried Nobbs, "Oh! this is fine!" | And feeling sure 'twould answer well, | He dropp'd the stream a line. | "We cannot find a fitter place, | If twenty miles we march; | Its very look has fix'd my choice, | So knowing and—so arch!" | He baited and he cast his line, | When soon, to his delight, | He saw his float bob up and down, | And lo! he had a bite! | "A gudgeon, Tom, I think it is!" | Cried Nobbs, "Here, take the prize; | It weighs a pound—in its own scales, | I'm quite sure by its size." | He cast again his baited hook, | And drew another up! | And cried, "We are in luck to-day, | How glorious we shall sup!" | All in the basket Tommy stow'd | The piscatory spoil; | Says Nobbs, "We've netted two at least, | Albeit we've no toil." | Amazed at his own luck, he threw | The tempting bait again, | And presently a nibble had— | A bite! he pull'd amain! | His rod beneath the fish's weight | Now bent just like a bow, | "What's this?" cried Nobbs; his son replied, | "A salmon, 'tis, I know." | And sure enough a monstrous perch, | Of six or seven pounds, | He from the water drew, whose bulk | Both dad and son confounds. | "O! Gemini!" he said, when he | "O! Pisces!" should have cried; | And tremblingly the wriggling fish | Haul'd to the bridge's side. | When, lo! just as he stretched his hand | To grasp the perch's fin, | The slender line was snapp'd in twain, | The perch went tumbling in! | "Gone! gone! by gosh!" scream'd Nobbs, while Tom | Too eager forward bent, | And, with a kick, their basket quick | Into the river sent. |
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THE JOLLY ANGLERS.

On a grassy bank, beside a meandering stream, sat two gentlemen averaging forty years of age. The day was sultry, and, weary of casting their lines without effect, they had stuck their rods in the bank, and sought, in a well-filled basket of provisions and copious libations of bottled porter, to dissipate their disappointment.
"Ain't this jolly? and don't you like a day's fishing, Sam?"
"O! werry much, werry much," emphatically replied his friend, taking his pipe from his mouth.
"Ah! but some people don't know how to go a-fishinq, Sam; they are such fools."
"That's a werry good remark o' your'n," observed Sam; "I daresay as how hangling is werry delightful vhen the fishes vill bite; but vhen they von't, vhy they von't, and vot's the use o' complaining. Hangling is just like writing: for instance—you begins vith, 'I sends you this 'ere line hoping,' and they don't nibble; vell! that's just the same as not hanswering; and, as I takes it, there the correspondence ends!"
"Exactly; I'm quite o' your opinion," replied his companion, tossing off a bumper of Barclay's best; "I say, Sammy, we mustn't empty t'other bottle tho'."
"Vhy not?"
"Cos, do you see, I'm just thinking ve shall vant a little porter to carry us home: for, by Jingo! I don't think as how either of us can toddle—that is respectably!"
"Nonsense! I'd hundertake to walk as straight as a harrow; on'y, I must confess, I should like to have a snooze a'ter my pipe; I'm used to it, d'ye see, and look for it as nat'rally as a babby does."
"Vell, but take t'other glass for a nightcap; for you know, Sammy, if you sleep vithout, you may catch cold: and, vhatever you do, don't snore, or you'll frighten the fish."
"Naughty fish!" replied Sammy, "they know they're naughty too, or else they voud'nt be so afear'd o' the rod!—here's your health;" and he tossed off the proffered bumper.
"Excuse me a-rising to return thanks," replied his friend, grasping Sammy's hand, and looking at him with that fixed and glassy gaze which indicates the happy state of inebriety, termed maudlin; "I know you're a sincere friend, and there ain't nobody as I value more: man and boy have I knowed you; you're unchanged! you're the same!! there ain't no difference!!! and I hope you may live many years to go a-fishing, and I may live to see it, Sammy. Yes, old boy, this here's one of them days that won't be forgotten: it's engraved on my memory deep as the words on a tombstone, 'Here he lies! Here he lies!'" he repeated with a hiccup, and rolled at full length across his dear friend.
Sammy, nearly as much overcome as his friend, lifted up his head, and sticking his hat upon it, knocked it over his eyes, and left him to repose; and, placing his own back against an accommodating tree, he dropped his pipe, and then followed the example of his companion.
After a few hours deep slumber, they awoke. The sun had gone down, and evening had already drawn her star-bespangled mantle over the scene of their festive sport.
Arousing themselves, they sought for their rods, and the remnants of their provisions, but they were all gone.
"My hey! Sammy, if somebody bas'nt taken advantage of us. My watch too has gone, I declare."
"And so's mine!" exclaimed Sammy, feeling his empty fob. "Vell, if this ain't a go, never trust me."
"I tell you vot it is, Sammy; some clever hartist or another has seen us sleeping, like the babes in the wood, and has drawn us at full length!"
THE BILL-STICKER.

What a mysterious being is the bill-sticker! How seldom does he make himself visible to the eyes of the people. Nay, I verily believe there are thousands in this great metropolis that never saw a specimen. We see the effect, but think not of the cause.
He must work at his vocation either at night or at early dawn, before the world is stirring.
That he is an industrious being, and sticks to business, there cannot be the shadow of a doubt, for every dead-wall is made lively by his operations, and every hoard a fund of information—in such type, too, that he who runs may read. What an indefatigable observer he must be; for there is scarcely a brick or board in city or suburb, however newly erected, in highway or byeway, but is speedily adorned by his handiwork—aye, and frequently too in defiance of the threatening—"BILL-STICKERS, BEWARE!"—staring him in the face. Like nature, he appears to abhor a vacuum. When we behold the gigantic size of some of the modern arches, we are almost led to suppose that the bill-sticker carries about his placards in a four-wheeled waggon, and that his paste-pot is a huge cauldron! How he contrives to paste and stick such an enormous sheet so neatly against the rugged side of a house, is really astonishing. Whether three or four stories high, the same precision is remarkable. We cannot but wonder at the dexterity of his practised hand: The union is as perfect as if Dan Hymen, the saffron-robed Joiner, had personally superintended the performance.
The wind is perhaps the only real enemy he has to fear. How his heart and his flimsy paper must flutter in the unruly gusts of a March wind! We only imagine him pasting up a "Sale of Horses," in a retired nook, and seeing his bill carried away on an eddy!
We once had the good fortune to witness a gusty freak of this kind. The bill-sticker had affixed a bill upon the hooks of his stick, displaying in prominent large characters—"SALE BY AUCTION—Mr. GEO. ROBINS—Capital Investment,"—and so forth, when a sudden whirlwind took the bill off the hooks, before it was stuck, and fairly enveloped the countenance of a dandy gentleman who happened at the moment to be turning the corner.
Such a "Capital Investment" was certainly ludicrous in the extreme.
The poor bill-sticker was rather alarmed, for he had never stuck a bill before on any front that was occupied.
He peeled the gentleman as quickly as possible, and stammered out an apology. The sufferer, however, swore he would prefer a bill against him at the ensuing sessions. Whether his threat was carried into execution, or he was satisfied with the damages already received, we know not.
OLD FOOZLE.

There is a certain period of life beyond which the plastic mind of man becomes incapable of acquiring any new impressions. He merely elaborates and displays the stores he has garnered up in his youth. There are indeed some rare exceptions to the rule; but few, very few, can learn a language after the age of forty. 'Tis true that Cowper did not commence the composition of his delightful poems till he had attained that age; but then it must be remembered that he had previously passed a life of study and preparation, and that he merely gave the honey to the world which he had hived in his youth, bringing to the task a mind polished and matured by judgment and experience. But, generally speaking, we rather expect reason than rhyme from an elderly gentleman; and when the reverse is the case, the pursuit fits them as ridiculously as would a humming-top or a hoop. Yet there are many who, having passed a life in the sole occupation of making money—the most unpoetical of all avocations—that in their retirement entertain themselves with such fantastic pranks and antics, as only serve to amuse the lookers-on. A retired tradesman, it is true, may chase ennui and the 'taedium vitae,' by digging and planting in his kitchen-garden, or try his hand at rearing tulips and hyacinths; but if he vainly attempt any other art, or dabble in light literature or heavy philosophy, he is lost. Old Foozle was one of those who, having accumulated wealth, retire with their housekeepers to spend the remnant of their days in some suburban retreat, the monotony of whose life is varied by monthly trips to town to bring tea and grocery, or purchase some infallible remedy for their own gout, or their housekeeper's rheumatism. Unfortunately for his peace, Old Foozle accidentally dipped into a tattered tome of "Walton's Complete Angler;" and the vivid description of piscatorial pleasures therein set forth so won upon his mind, that he forthwith resolved to taste them. In vain were the remonstrances of his nurse, friend, and factotum. The experiment must be tried. Having more money than wit to spare, he presently supplied himself with reels and rods and tackle, landing-nets and gentle-boxes, and all the other necessary paraphernalia of the art.
Donning his best wig and spectacles, he sallied forth, defended from the weather by a short Spencer buttoned round his loins, and a pair of double-soled shoes and short gaiters. So eager was he to commence, that he no sooner espied a piece of water, than, with trembling hands, he put his rod together, and displayed his nets, laying his basket, gaping for the finny prey, on the margin of the placid waters. With eager gaze he watched his newly-varnished and many-coloured float, expecting every-moment to behold it sink, the inviting bait being prepared 'secundum artem.' He had certainly time for reflection, for his float had been cast at least an hour, and still remained stationary; from which he wisely augured that he was most certainly neither fishing in a running stream nor in troubled waters.
Presently a ragged urchin came sauntering along, and very leisurely seated himself upon a bank near the devoted angler. Curiosity is natural to youth, thought Foozle—how I shall make the lad wonder when I pull out a wriggling fish!
But still another weary hour passed, and the old gentleman's arms and loins began to ache from the novel and constrained posture in which he stood. He grew nervous and uneasy at the want of sport; and thinking that perhaps the little fellow was acquainted with the locality, he turned towards him, saying, in the blandest but still most indifferent tone he could assume, lest he should compromise his dignity by exposing his ignorance—
"I say, Jack, are there any fish in this pond?"
"There may be, sir," replied the boy, pulling his ragged forelock most deferentially, for Old Foozle had an awful churchwarden-like appearance; "there may be, but I should think they were weary small, 'cause there vos no vater in this here pond afore that there rain yesterday."
The sallow cheeks of the old angler were tinged with a ruddy glow, called up by the consciousness of his ridiculous position. Taking a penny from his pocket, he bade the boy go buy some cakes: and no sooner had he gallopped off, than the disappointed Waltonian hastily packed up his tackle, and turned his steps homeward; and this was the first and last essay of Old Foozle.
THE "CRACK-SHOTS." No. I.

A club, under the imposing style of the "Crack-Shots," met every Wednesday evening, during the season, at a house of public entertainment in the salubrious suburbs of London, known by the classical sign of the "Magpye and Stump." Besides a trim garden and a small close-shaven grass-plat in the rear (where elderly gentlemen found a cure for 'taedium vitae' and the rheumatism in a social game of bowls), there was a meadow of about five or six acres, wherein a target was erected for the especial benefit of the members of this celebrated club; we say celebrated, because, of all clubs that ever made a noise in the world, this bore away the palm-according to the reports in the neighbourhood. Emulation naturally caused excitement, and the extraordinary deeds they performed under its influence we should never have credited, had we not received the veracious testimony of—the members themselves.
After the trials of skill, they generally spent the evenings together.
Jack Saggers was the hero of the party; or perhaps he might be more appropriately termed the "great gun," and was invariably voted to the chair. He made speeches, which went off admirably; and he perpetrated puns which, like his Joe Manton, never missed fire, being unanimously voted admirable hits by the joyous assembly.
Their pleasures and their conversation might truly be said to be of a piece.
"Gentlemen"—said Jack, one evening rising upon his legs—"Do me the favour to charge. Are you all primed and loaded? I am about to propose the health of a gentleman, who is not only an honour to society at large, but to the 'Crack-Shots' in particular. Gentlemen, the mere mention of the name of Brother Sniggs—(hear! hear!)—I know will call forth a volley!—(Hear! hear!) Gentlemen, I give you the health of Brother Sniggs! make ready, present and fire!"
Up went the glasses, and down went the liquor in a trice, followed by three times three, Jack Saggers giving the time, and acting as "fugle-man."
Sniggs, nervously fingering his tumbler of "half and half," as if he wanted the spirit to begin, hemmed audibly, and
| "Having three times shook his head | To stir his wit, thus he said," |
| CHAUNT | When the snow's on the ground and the trees are all bare, | And rivers and gutters are turned into ice, | The sportsman goes forth to shoot rabbit or hare, | And gives them a taste of his skill in a trice. | Bang! bang! goes his Joe, | And the bird's fall like snow, | And he bags all he kills in a trice. | CHORUS. | Bang! bang! goes his Joe, | And the bird's fall like snow, | And he bags all he kills in a trice. | II. | If he puts up a partridge or pheasant or duck, | He marks him, and wings him, and brings him to earth; | He let's nothing fly—but his piece—and good luck | His bag fills with game and his bosom with mirth. Bang! bang! goes his Joe, |
| Old Doctor Spraggs! famed Doctor Spraggs! | Was both well fee'd and fed, | And, tho' no soldier, Doctor Spraggs | Had for his country-bled. | His patients living far and wide | He was compell'd to buy | A horse; and found no trouble, for | He'd got one in his eye! | He was a tall and bony steed | And warranted to trot, | And so he bought the trotter, and | Of course four trotters got. | Quoth he: "In sunshine quick he bounds | "Across the verdant plain, | "And, e'en when showers fall, he proves | "He—doesn't mind the rain!" | But, oh! one morn, when Doctor Spraggs | Was trotting on his way, | A field of sportsmen came in view, | And made his courser neigh. | "Nay! you may neigh," quoth Doctor Spraggs, | "But run not, I declare | "I did not come to chase the fox, | "I came to take the—air! | But all in vain he tugg'd the rein, | The steed would not be stay'd; | The "Doctor's stuff" was shaken, and | A tune the vials play'd. | For in his pockets he had stow'd | Some physic for the sick; | Anon, "crack" went the bottles all, | And forma a "mixture" quick. | His hat and wig flew off, but still | The reins he hugg'd and haul'd; | And, tho' no cry the huntsmen heard, | They saw the Doctor—bald! | They loudly laugh'd and cheer'd him on, | While Spraggs, quite out of breath, | Still gallopp'd on against his will, | And came in at the death. | To see the Doctor riding thus | To sportsmen was a treat, | And loudly they applauded him— | (Tho' mounted) on his feat! | MORAL. | Ye Doctors bold, of this proud land | Of liberty and—fogs, | No hunters ride, or you will go | Like poor Spraggs—to the dogs! |
| Round and red, through the morning fog | The sun's bright face | Shone, like some jolly toping dog | Of Bacchus' race. | When Jenkins, with his gun and cur | On sport intent, | Through fields, and meadows, many fur— | —longs gaily went. | He popp'd at birds both great and small, | But nothing hit; | Or if he hit, they wouldn't fall— | No, not a bit! | "It's wery strange, I do declare; | I never see! | I go at sky-larks in the hair | Or on a tree." | "It's all the same, they fly away | Has I let fly— | The birds is frightened, I dare say, | And vill not die." | "Vhy, here's a go! I hav'nt ramm'd | In any shot; | The birds must think I only shamm'd, | And none have got." | "I'll undeceive 'em quickly now, | I bet a crown; | And whether fieldfare, tit, or crow, | Vill bring 'em down." | And as he spake a pigeon flew | Across his way— | Bang went his piece—and Jenkins slew | The flutt'ring prey. | He bagg'd his game, and onward went, | When to his view | Another rose, by fortune sent | To make up two. | He fired, and beheld it fall | With inward glee, | And for a minute 'neath a wall | Stood gazing he. | When from behind, fierce, heavy blows | Fell on his hat, | And knock'd his beaver o'er his nose, | And laid him flat. | "What for," cried Jenkins, "am I mill'd, | Sir, like this ere?" | "You villain, you, why you have kill'd | My pouter rare." | The sturdy knave who struck him down | With frown replied:— | "For which I'll make you pay a crown | Nor be denied." | Poor Jenkins saw it was in vain | To bandy words; | So paid the cash and vow'd, again | He'd not shoot birds— | At least of that same feather, lest | For Pouter shot | Some Dragon fierce should him molest— | And fled the spot. |
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| SCENE XXIII. | The Confessions of a Sportsman. |
| One day two urchins got | A pistol, powder, horn, and shot, | And proudly forth they went | On sport intent. | "Oh, Tom! if we should shoot a hare," | Cried one, | The elder son, | "How father, sure, would stare!" | "Look there! what's that?" | "Why, as I live, a cat," | Cried Bill, "'tis mother Tibbs' tabby; | Oh! what a lark | She loves it like a babby! | And ain't a cat's eye, Tom, as good a mark | As any bull's eyes?" | And straight "Puss! puss!" he cries, | When, lo! as Puss approaches, | They hear a squall, | And see a head and fist above the wall. | 'Tis tabby's mistress | Who in great distress | Loads both the urchins with her loud reproaches, | "You little villains! will ye shoot my cat? | Here, Tink! Tink! Tink! | O! lor' a' mercy! I shall surely sink, | Tink! Tink!" | Tink hears her voice—and hearing that, | Trots nearer with a pit-a-pat! | "Now, Bill, present and fire, | There's a bold 'un, | And send the tabby to the old 'un." | Bang! went the pistol, and in the mire | Rolled Tink without a mew— | Flop! fell his mistress in a stew! | While Bill and Tom both fled, | Leaving the accomplish'd Tink quite finish'd, | For Bill had actually diminish'd | The feline favorite by a head! | Leaving his undone mistress to bewail, | In deepest woe, | And to her gossips to relate | Her tabby's fate. | This was her only consolation—for altho' | She could not tell the head—she could the tail! |
| MY vig! vat a pelter this is— | Enough all my hardour to tame; | In veather like this there's no sport, | It's too much in earnest for game! A ladle, I might as well be, The birds to their nestes is gone, The moors is all slipp'ry slush, For my clothes is all soak'd, and they stick This is the fust, as I've got And vat's it all come to at last?— O! it's werry wezaatious indeed! O! here's a partic'lar mess, |
BOB. BRISKET. BOB. BRISKET. BOB. BRISKET. BOB. BRISKET. BOB. BRISKET. |
SCENE XIX.

AN EPISTLE
FROM
SAMUEL SOFTLY, ESQ. TO HIS FRIEND, RICHARD GUBBINS, ESQ. OF TOOLEY STREET.
O! DICK!
Such a misfortin' has you never heard on as come upon your friend. I'll jist give you a breef houtline of the circumstantials as near as my flurry vill let me. T'other mornin' I vips up my gun for to go a-shootin', and packin' up my hammunition, and some sanwidges, I bids adoo to this wile smoky town, vith the intention of gettin' a little hair. Vell! on I goes a-visshin' and thinkin' on nothin', and happy as the bumblebees as vos a-numming around me. Vell! a'ter an hour or more's valking, not an house nor a brick vos wisible.
Natur', in all her werdur', vos smilin' like a fat babby in its maternal harms! But, as somebody has it—
"Man never ain't, but al'ays to be bless'd,"
and I'm bless'd if that ain't true too, as you shall see presently. Vell! I pops at von bird and then at another; but vether the poor creturs vos unaccustom'd to guns, and so vos frighten'd, I don't know, but somehow I couldn't hit 'em no-how.
Vell! and so I vos jist a-chargin' agin ven a great he-fellow, in a ruff coat and partic'lar large viskers, accostes me (ciwilly I must say, but rayther familler)—
"Birds shy?" says he.
"Werry;—ain't hit nothin'," says I.
"I'll tell you vot it is, young gentleman," says he, "it's the unevenness o' the ground!"
"D've think so?" says I.
"Sure on it," says he; "I'm a hold sojer! Know this 'ere place, and have picked up many a good dinner in it. Look at them fe'l'fares yonder," says he, "on'y let me have a slap at 'em for you, and see if I don't finish some on 'em in the twinkling of a pig's visper."
In course I felt obleeged by sich a hoffer, and hands him the gun. Vell! I vos a-follerin' him quite pleased, ven he visks round, and puttin' the muzzle o' the hinstrument fist agin my vescoat, says he, "Now you've lent us your gun, you may as vell lend us your votch. I can't shoot any think for you till I sees vot's o'clock!"
Here vas a go!—but I see vot vas a clock in a hinstant—and no mistake. So I cotch'd hold on the two butiful chased seals and tugs it out.
"That's the time o' day!" says he, a-cockin' his hugly heye at the dial; "and now," says he, "as you seems frightened at the gun, I shall jist put it out o' harm's way."
And with that he chucks it splash, into a duck-pond, and hoff marches my hold sojer in a jiffy! I vos putrified! and fell to a-blubberin' like a hinfant.
O! Dick, vot's to be done?
You know I ham, at any rate,
Yours truly,
S. SOFTLY.
SCENE XX.
The Courtship of Mr. Wiggins.

AMONG the very few fashionable foibles to which Mr. Wiggins was addicted, was the smoking of cigars. Attracted by the appearance of a small box marked 'Marylands—one penny each,' very much resembling lettuce-leaves with the yellow jaundice, he walked into the chandler's shop where they were displayed.
"Let us look at them cigars," said he, and then, for the first time, glancing at the smart, good-looking mistress of the emporium, he added, "if you please, ma'am—"
"Certain'y, sir."
A pretty little fist that, howsomever! thought Wiggins, as she placed the box before him.
"Vill you have a light?"
"Thank'ye, ma'am," said he, ramming the cigar into his mouth, as if he really intended to bolt it.
She twisted a slip of waste, and lighting it, presented it to her admiring customer, for it was evident, from the rapt manner in which he scanned her, that he was deeply smitten by her personal appearance.
She colored, coughed delicately, as the smoke tickled the tonsils of her throat, and looked full at the youth. Such a look! as Wiggins asserted. "I'm afeared as the smoke is disagreeable," said he.
"Oh! dear no, not at all, I assure you; I likes it of all things. I can't abide a pipe no-how, but I've quite a prevalence (predilection?) for siggers." So Wiggins puffed and chatted away; and at last, delighted with the sprightly conversation of the lady, seated himself on the small-beer barrel, and so far forgot his economy in the fascination of his entertainer, that he purchased a second. At this favourable juncture, Mrs. Warner, (for she was a widow acknowledging five-and-twenty) ordered the grinning shop-boy, who was chopping the 'lump,' to take home them 'ere dips to a customer who lived at some distance. Wiggins, not aware of the 'ruse,' felt pleased with the absence of one who was certainly 'de trop' in the engrossing 'tete-a-tete.' We will pass over this preliminary conversation; for a whole week the same scene was renewed, and at last Mrs. Warner and Mr. Wiggins used to shake hands at parting.
"Do you hever go out?" said Wiggns.
"Sildom-werry sildom," replied the widow.
"Vos you never at the Vite Cundic, or the hEagle, or any of them places on a Sunday?"
"How can I go," replied the widow, sighing, "vithout a purtector?"
Hereupon the enamoured Wiggins said, "How happy he should be," etc., and the widow said, "She was sure for her part," etc. and so the affair was settled. On the following Sunday the gallant Mr. Wiggins figged out, in his best, escorted the delighted and delightful Mrs. Warner to that place of fashionable resort, the White Conduit, and did the thing so handsomely, that the lady was quite charmed. Seated in one of the snug arbors of that suburban establishment, she poured out the hot tea, and the swain the most burning vows of attachment. "Mr. Viggins, do you take sugar?" demanded the fair widow. "Yes, my haingel," answered he, emphatically. "I loves all wot's sweet," and then he gave her such a tender squeeze! "Done—do—you naughty man!" cried she, tapping him on the knuckles with the plated sugar-tongs, and then cast down her eyes with such a roguish modesty, that he repeated the operation for the sake of that ravishing expression. Pointing his knife at a pat of butter, he poetically exclaimed, "My heart is jist like that—and you have made a himpression on it as time will never put out!" "I did'nt think as you were quite so soft neither," said the widow. "I ham," replied the suitor—"and there," continued he, cutting a hot roll, and introducing the pat, "I melts as easily afore the glance of your beautiful heyes!" Resolved to carry on the campaign with spirit, he called for two glasses of brandy and water, stiff, and three cigars! And now, becoming sentimental and communicative, he declared, with his hand upon his heart, that "hif there vos a single thing in life as would make him completely happy, it vos a vife!"
SCENE XXI.
The Courtship of Mr. Wiggins.

Mr. Wiggins was so intoxicated with love, brandy-and-water and cigars, that he scarcely knew how he reached home. He only remembered that he was very dizzy, and that his charming widow—his guide and friend—had remonstrated with him upon the elevation of his style, and the irregularity of his progression.
With his head in his hand, and a strong "dish of tea" without milk, before him, he was composing himself for business the following morning, when an unexpected visitor was announced.
"Please, sir, there's Mrs. Warner's 's boy as wants to speak vith you," said his landlady.
"Show him up," languidly replied our lover, throwing his aching head from his right to his left hand.
"Vell, Jim, vot's the matter!" demanded he—"How's your missus?"
"She ain't no missus o' mine no longer," replied Jim.
"How?"
"I tell you vot it is, sir, she promised to give me a shillin'-aweek an' my feed; an' she ain't done vun thing nor t' other; for I'm bless'd if I ain't starved, and ain't seen the color of her money sin' I bin there. Father's goin' to summon her."
"It's some mistake, sure?"
"It's no mistake tho'," persisted Jim, "an' I can tell you she ain't got a farden to bless herself vith!—an' she's over head-and-ears in debt too, I can tell you; an' she pays nobody—puttin' 'em all off, vith promises to pay wen she's married."
"My heye!" exclaimed the excited Wiggins, thrown all a-back by this very agreeable intention upon his funds.
"More nor that, sir," continued the revengeful Jim, "I know she thinks as she's hooked a preshus flat, an' means to marry you outright jist for vot she can get. An' von't she scatter the dibs?—that's all; she's the extravagantest 'ooman as hever I came anigh to."
"But, (dear me! ) she has a good stock—?"
"Dummies, sir, all dummies."
"Dummies?"
"Yes, sir; the sugars on the shelves is all dummies—wooden 'uns, done up in paper! The herrin' tub is on'y got a few at top—the rest's all shavins an' waste.—There's plenty o' salt to be sure—but the werry soap-box is all made up."
"And so's my mind!" emphatically exclaimed the deluded Wiggins, slapping the breakfast-table with his clenched fist.
"Jim—Jim—you're a honest lad, and there's half-a-crown for you—
"Thank'ye for me, sir," said the errand-boy, grinning with delight—" "and—and you'll cut the missus, Sir!"
"For ever!—"
"Hooray! I said as how I'd have my rewenge!" cried the lad, and pulling the front of his straight hair, as an apology for a bow, he retreated from the room.
"What an escape!" soliloquized Wiggins—"Should n't I ha' bin properly hampered? that's all. No more insinniwating widows for me!—"
And so ended the Courtship of Mr. Wiggins.
SCENE XXII.
The Itinerant Musician.

A WANDERING son of Apollo, with a shocking bad hat, encircled by a melancholy piece of rusty crape, and arrayed in garments that had once shone with renovated splendour in that mart of second-hand habiliments 'ycleped Monmouth-street, was affrighting the echoes of a fashionable street by blowing upon an old clarionet, and doing the 'Follow, hark!' of Weber the most palpable injustice.
The red hand of the greasy cook tapped at the kitchen-window below, and she scolded inaudibly—but he still continued to amuse—himself, as regardless of the cook's scolding as of the area-railing against which he leaned, tuning his discordant lay.
His strain indeed appeared endless, and he still persevered in torturing the ambient air with, apparently, as little prospect of blowing himself out as an asthmatic man would possibly have of extinguishing a smoky link with a wheeze—or a hungry cadger without a penny!
The master of the mansion was suffering under a touch of the gout, accompanied by a gnawing tooth-ache!—The horrid noise without made his trembling nerves jangle like the loose strings of an untuned guitar.
A furious tug at the bell brought down the silken rope and brought up an orbicular footman.
"William"
"Yes, sir."
"D—— that, etc.! and send him to, etc.!"
"Yes, sir."
And away glided the liveried rotundity.—
Appearing at the street-door, the musician took his instrument from his lips, and, approaching the steps, touched his sorry beaver with the side of his left hand.
"There's three-pence for you," said the menial, "and master wishes you'd move on."
"Threepence, indeed!" mumbled the man. "I never moves on under sixpence: d'ye think I doesn't know the walley o' peace and quietness?"
"Fellow!" cried the irate footman, with a pompous air—"Master desires as you'll go on."
"Werry well"—replied the other, touching his hat, while the domestic waddled back, and closed the door, pluming himself upon having settled the musician; but he had no sooner vanished, than the strain was taken up again more uproariously than ever.
Out he rushed again in a twinkling—
"Fellow! I say—man! vot do you mean?"
"Vy, now didn't you tell me to go on?"
"I mean't go off."
"Then vy don't you speak plain hinglish," said the clarionist; "but, I say, lug out t'other browns, or I shall say vot the flute said ven his master said as how he'd play a tune on him."
"Vot vos that?"
"Vy, he'd be blow'd if he would!"
"You're a owdacious fellow."
"Tip!" was the laconic answer, accompanied by an expressive twiddling of the fingers.
"Vell, there then," answered the footman, reluctantly giving him the price of his silence.
"Thank'ye," said the musician, "and in time to come, old fellow, never do nothin' by halves—'cept it's a calve's head!"
SCENE XXIII.
Oh! lor, here's a norrid thing.'
The Confessions of a Sportsman.

"VELL, for three year, as sure as the Septembers comes, I takes the field, but somehow or another I never takes nothin' else! My gun's a good 'un and no mistake!—Percussions and the best Dartford, and all that too. My haim ain't amiss neither; so there's a fault somewhere, that's certain. The first time as I hentered on the inwigorating and manly sport, I valks my werry legs off, and sees nothin' but crows and that 'ere sort o' small game.
"I vos so aggrawated, that at last I lets fly at 'em in werry spite, jist as they vos a sendin' of their bills into an orse for a dinner.
"Bang! goes the piece;—caw! caw! goes the birds; and I dessay I did for some on 'em, but I don't know, for somehow I vos in sich a preshus hurry to bag my game, that I jumps clean over vun bank, and by goles! plump into a ditch on t'other side, up to my werry neck!
"The mud stuck to me like vax; and findin' it all over vith me, and no chance o' breaking a cover o' this sort, I dawdled about 'till dusk, and vos werry glad to crawl home and jump into bed. I vos so 'put out' that I stayed at home the rest o' that season.
"The second year come, and my hardor vos agin inflamed. 'Cotch me a-shootin' at crows,' says I.—Vell, avay I goes a-vhistling to myself, ven presently I see a solentary bird on the wing; 'a pariwidge, by jingo!' says I—I cocks—presents, and hits it! Hooray! down it tumbles, and afore I could load and prime agin, a whole lot o' 'em comes out from among the trees. 'Here's luck' says I; and jist shouldered my piece, ven I gets sich a vop behind as sent me at full length.
"'Vot's that for?' says I.
"'Vot are you a shootin' at my pigeons for?' says a great hulking, farmering-looking fellow.
"A hexplanation follered; and in course I paid the damage, vich stood me a matter of a suv'rin, for he said he'd take his davy as how it vos a waluable tumbler!—I never sees a 'go' o' rum and vater but vot I thinks on it. This vos a sickener.
"The third year I vos hout agin as fresh as a daisy, ven I made a haim at a sparrer, or a lark, or summit o' that kind—hit it, in course, and vos on the p'int o' going for'ard, ven lo! on turning my wision atop o' the bank afore me, I seed a norrid thing!—a serpent, or a rattle-snake, or somethink a-curling itself up and a hissing like fun!
"I trembled like a haspen-leaf, and-didn't I bolt as fast as my werry legs would carry me, that's all?
"Since that time I may say, with the chap in the stage-play, that my parent has kept myself, his only son, at home, for I see no sport in sich rigs, and perfer a little peace at home to the best gun in the field!"—
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| A little fat man | With rod, basket, and can, | And tackle complete, | Selected a seat | On the branch of a wide-spreading tree, | That stretch'd over a branch of the Lea: | There he silently sat, | Watching his float—like a tortoise-shell cat, | That hath scented a mouse, | In the nook of a room in a plentiful house. | But alack! | He hadn't sat long—when a crack | At his back | Made him turn round and pale— | And catch hold of his tail! | But oh! 'twas in vain | That he tried to regain | The trunk of the treacherous tree; | So he | With a shake of his head | Despairingly said— | "In for it,—ecod!" | And away went his rod, | And his best beaver hat, | Untiling his roof! | But he cared not for that, | For it happened to be a superb water proof, | Which not being himself, | The poor elf! | Felt a world of alarm | As the arm | Most gracefully bow'd to the stream, | As if a respect it would show it, | Tho' so much below it! | No presence of mind he dissembled, | But as the branch shook so he trembled, | And the case was no longer a riddle | Or joke; | For the branch snapp'd and broke; | And altho' | The angler cried "Its no go!" | He was presently—'trying the middle.' |
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