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A BOWL OF PUNCH.

THE INTRODUCTION.

NE cold day in the past
November, as we were sit-
ting by the fire, we heard a
melancholy little rap at the
3} door, that carried some sort
of a distressed application
in its very sound. This not
being answered, it was followed by a dismal single
tingle at the area bell, which provoked a loud
one from the parlour. The door was then opened ;
and the servant introduced a pale, thin, ill-clad
stranger, who, apologizing in week arcenta, o

formed us that it was a Joke.
A
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We at first felt inclined to be

angry, imagining that it was a practi-
cal one, played upon ourselves ; but a
closer inspection satisfied us that our
subpicions were ill-founded. For the
Joke was some years old, and had an
anxious care-worn appearance. Its
clothes were threadbare, and it other-
wise exhibited symptoms of having-
been in the greatest distress.

The Joke observed that it was
once in very good circumstances, and
was sure we must know it very well.

We asked if it was the celebrated one of the
impatient gentleman in the coffee-house, who in-
quired if his steak was ready, to which the waiter
replied, somewhat insolently, ¢ No, sir, but your

chops are.”

“The Joke shook its head.
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We next inquired if it was the
offspring of Mr. Hood, about Ben
Battle hanging himself, and so en-
listing in the line ?

The Joke answered it was not, but
one equally respectable. (The name
of the Joke was here given, but as we
intend making use of it slightly
altered, we suppress it for obvious
reasons.) It was received in good society for some
time; and next got a place, in the
form of a conundrum, on a Twelfth
Night character. When it was
sufficiently old to be trusted on
the stage, Mr. Moncrieff got it a
new situation in one of the late Mr.
Mathews’s * patter” songs, and at
the end of the entertainment it did double duty
in the Gatherer of the * Mirror,” and as one of
the Comicalities in “Bell's Life in London.”

After this it returned to the stage under
the auspices of Mr. Peake in a farce at the
English Opera; and then, with some <hiss
modification, was made over by Wm ‘o =

Planché for ons of his burlesque SXATON BRI
A O

TOM TOKO

Why it

e
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We — e Joke believed it was ¢ The
White Cat.”

We inquired if it was

not dangerous to bring such

well-known jokes upon the

stage.
The Joke said it was
~—=="""  quite the contrary —that.

oldest witticisms always told the best upon the
audience, as any member of the Dramatic Authors’
Society could bear witness; and especially writers
of burlesques. After * The White Cat,” it was out
of place for some time, until it got a very humble
engagement for three days for Green-
wich Fair, but it met with such ill-
treatment from the hands of Mr.
Merryman, to whom it was confided,
that it was laid up as incapable for

nCHARDIN_

some time afterwards.

We inquired if this finished its

engagement.

The Joke answered in the ne-
gative. It next became a woodcut for a penny
weekly paper, and was for a short time with

Mr. Clarkson at the Old Bailey, and Colonel S
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thorp in the House. But not
answering the expectation form-
ed of it, it was turned finally
adrift, and had since been wan-
dering about in the lkeenest
misery.
We expressed our great con-
cern to see a once respectable %
Joke so fallen; and felt almost at a loss as to what
course to pursue with a view to giving it assist-
ance. Unfortunately the market was over-stocked
with old Jokes, and had been so for a long time.
“8ir,” said the Joke, “I am well aware of
that, but I think I can suggest something. We
see every day old-fashioned articles (which had
become far too antiquated fifty years ago to be
] presentable) freshly done up, re-gilt
or lacquered, varnished or soldered,
e and then selling for great prices on
account of their very antiquity. A
servant’s looking-glass, which might
® have been turned out of Versailles
i & century ago for being a poor and
common thing, now sels for e
immense sum as a Louis Quatorze mirror. Toee
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fore, although I was old some time ago, yet if I
am newly done up, and put into the mouth of Lord
Brougham, or any other public character with a
reputation for wit, I may go off as well as
ever.”

We remarked that we had a great objection to
old puns; but there was very great plausibility in
the scheme proposed by the one in question, and we
would see what could be done. It was melancholy
to see a Joke that had been wont to set the table in
a roar (or rather the people round it) thus reduced
to misery. Still we thought in the meantime some
thing could be got, however little, at the theatre.

« Alas,” said the Joke, shaking its head,
“there is not the least chance of such a thing.
Since the run of burlesques, you authors have worn
every joke to such a threadbare state, using several

of them upon good authority
seven or eight times over, that
I fear, before long, the indigna-
tion of the audience will burst
forth at too glaring a repetition
of a standard witticism.”

‘We expressed our belief in
the truth of the swry, snd
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added that something should be done with it if
possible. In the meantime we would give it into
the hands of an artist, Mr, Hine, to see what
he could make of it.

_The Joke expressed its thanks, and retired
into the pigeon-hole of our desk.

This interview set us thinking.

We knew that several jokes of our

own were wandering about the

world in great distress; and we

determined, at once, upon applying

i to our publisher to do something

for them. Our proposal was met in the kindest

spirit; and we now introduce the reader to the

small, but neat refuge, provided for them.

We have called it 4 Bowl of Punch, firstly,
because some of the ingredients—altered, however,
and freshly illustrated—first appesred belore Yo
public in that periodical; and seconddy, Unek ®
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might be a companion to The Wassail Bowl, which
we brewed four or five years ago, before the rush
of Christmas Books had used up every other term
connected with the season.

This little book is not, however, merely a re-
print. A great portion of
it is entirely original ; and
if it serves to relieve a long
railway journey of its tedium,
or gets rid of & dull hour
anywhere, its mission will be entirely answered.
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LENORA,
A BALLAD,

NEWLY TRANSLATED FROM THE GERMAN OF BURGER.

TrerE have been so many excellent Translations done
of this powerful Ballad that some little apology should
be made for offering the present one to the reader.
But the Metre of the original has not been strictly
preserved in any I have seen ; and, in cousequence,
the Poem loses much of its impressivencss. In the
following attempt I have carefully kept to the Metre;
and in some lines the words are in the exact order of
the original : indeed I have sacrificed every thing to
make it as close and literal as possible. But for this
intention many of the verses might have been con-
siderably improved.
Lenera, at the Blufh of Day,

From beavy Slumberd ftarted,
Yt dead, or faithlefs, Wilhelm, fay,

How long muft we be parted 3~
De nas with Frederic’s armed Might,
At Prague, and there engaged in Fiabe,
Pad fent no Word or Tolen,
R0 prove bis health unbrofen.

The Gmyprefs and the Pruflian King,
Weary of conftant ftriving,
Kbeir ftubborn Ratured joftening
Saw Peace at laft avriving.
And alf the Troopd tejoiced and fang,
With Kettle:drumd’ and martial Glangy,
Their Arms with green Beughd twining,
Lomardd their Homes inclining.

h: 8
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And everyrohere—all, all avound,
From Reads and Pathways meeting,
Both O and Yeung, with joyoud Sount
Tent forth to give their greeting.
“ZThant Ged 1" the Ghild and Mife outer
And * MWelcome !” many a happy Bride:
Renora, only, miffed
The warm Gmbrace and Kiffes.

And up and dotwn, amidft the Brave,
She flew, eady Rame vepeating ;

But nene the Information gave
Of all that warlite Meeting.

And when the Train had pafied elferwbere,

She tore her Lods of Raven-bair.

Zo earth er faiv Form flinging,

Per Pands in Frengy wringing.

Per Mether van to ber, and cried,
 qith Mexcy, Heaven, tnveft ber,

Mhat I can miy dear child betide 2~
And in her fond Arm3 preffed Ler.

9, Mather—gone i8 gone for aye,

The Werld and all mat) pafs away.

God had no Kindnefd done me,

Of wee! of wee! upon me!”

" Delp, Ged ! help! Leave us net unble
Pray to Him to befriend us.

That i8 His TOHM, is for the beft,
Sod! God! fome Somfort fend us !

# O, Mother, Mother | foolidh Plea !

God has done nothing well for me !

My Prager '8 unfely’d, unbeebed,

Shall nevet move be nedded "
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# Help, God ! the true Believers thow
Their Gloom his Aid can brighten :
The ballowed facramental Bow,
2y Mifery 8ball lighten.”
# O, Mother, this confuming Rage,
Ro Sacrament can ¢'er affuage ;
Ro Sacrament e'ex talen,
Has Power the Dead to walen.”

#Qift, Obild. Perdhance thy Lover now,
Sn diftant Lands united,

Sn falfehood bad vencunced his Bow,
o fome new Marriage plighted.

o let him go.  Hid Love thus o'er,

$is Peart 8hall never profit move ;

When Soul and Boby fever,

His pangs fhall laft for ever.”

# Of, Mother—Mother! Gone i8 gone !
. %he paft, the paft {8 ended |
Death—Death i3 now my Gain alone,
By wad § born unfriended ?

Be quendied my Light—be quendy’d for age,
Sn RNight and Horvor die anmy.

God fas no Kindnefd done me,

0 woe ! o woe upon me!”

* $Help, God! nor into Judgment go,

On this poor Ghild's Grpreffions 3
What ber Tongue fays, fhe doed not Lnow

Record not ber Tranfgrefjions.
Forget all earthly Moe, (ite this,
Zhint but on God and Heavenly BIifs ;
Zhen to thy Spirits panting,
Ro Bridegroom fhall be wanting.”

ue

11
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* Of, Mother! what {8 Hell—cr Blifs—
ZThat thus you fpeat about it ;

S tew but Heawn in Wilhelm’s Rits,
Ant all i8 DU witheut it.

Be quendyd my Light—be quendy’d fer aye,

3n RNight and Herver die away 3

On earth, witheut my over,

AN Dapypinefs i8 cver.”

Thus her Defpair o’er every Senfe
And threugh ead) Bein wasd vaging,
And war againft Ged's Providence
Meft rafly fhe was waging.
She wrunyg ber Hand3 and beat her Breaft,
Until the Sun went dewn to Refk,
And up in Hear'n’s Ard) beaming,
The gelden Stars were gleaming.

Hush! liften! fiften! tramp—tramp — tramp!

A Gcurfer's Steps fbe counted,
The RNiter next, with clattering Stamy,
Befere the Pordh bifmeunted.
And liften! at the Gare, a Ring,
€ cunt8 faintly—Yeftly—Ming-ling:ling !
2nd then came, threuah the Portal,
Tbhefe MWerts, tiftinctly mertal,

“9clla! open the Deer my Pet 5
Watcheft thou, Lcve? or Becpeft ¥

Dew art theu mected tevo'rts me Yot ?
And laugheft theu, ot weeye ¥

“91h, Wilhelm ! theu! So late at Night !

S've reatdyd fer thee in forrerving Plight,

And untergene mud Shiding.

Whence com'fl thew nere, Kub wRiegt”
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‘e only faddle at Midnight 5

From far Bebemia, bither,
S rous'd myjelf late for the Flight,

YUnd now will tear thee thither.”
* Stay, Wilbelm, ftay !  The Wind deth rush
Roud whiftling threugh the Hamthorn bush.
Dere—Deart’s love—(et me hold thee,
My warm Avmd shall enfold thee.”

# Qet the T0ind whifile through the Hans,
Ghild—let it whiftle fivenger,

Row clints my Spur ; the Blact:berfe pars 5
S tave net tarry longer.

Geme—ceme: trufd up thy Drefs, and fpring

On my Blad:-Horfe, behind me fwing.

Zo veady our Goudh to-tay, Scve,

One hundred Miles arway, Love.”

# Ynd muft § ride ene hundred Miled
To cur Britesbed to day, Love ¥

Und bart! the Churdy Cloct tolid meanrehiled,
Gleven! toth it fay, Qove ?”

' ©ce bere | —fee there ! —the moon i3 bigh;

e and the Dead can fifely fly.

*Zis for a Bet me've fining,

Zo where the Goudy i8 [ying.”

 Pet Jay—mbheve i8 thy bridal Hall,
by nuptial bed—wbere lied it §”
“ Far—far from bence | —ftill, cool, and finall,
Gight jlender Planks comprife it.”
# Daft reem for me 27 For me and thee !
Gome, gird thy drefd ; quict, mount with me.
The Guefts ave there to meet thee ;
Zbe Doors toide open greet thee.”
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Upen the Herie beimd fim ;
9int reunt the trajity Rider flang,

Per Lily Armb entwined him.
Unt furra ! off ! away ! the Steed
Blies Lile the Tink, with whirtling Speed 5
The Detfe and Nider quivering, :
And Sparls and Pebbles fhivering.

#nd rizht and left—cm either Hand
Befere their Gyes quid fumberd,

Hew flew the Lanrnd, and Peathd, and Land !
And how the Bridges thunberd !

* Deareft, teft fear? The Moen i8 bigh!

purra ! the Dead can fwifily Ay !

Deft fear the Dead, my own Love?”

* Ray—leave the Dead alone, Love.”

Bhat feund i8 that of Glang and Kuell ¥
0oy to the Ravens flutter?

Part! the death-feng: anbd tolls the Bell !
# Bury the corpfe” they utter |

A funeral Srain wad coming near ;

Zhey bore the Goffin and the Biec:

Zhe Hymn, the Groal refembled

Of Frogd in Ponds affembled.

v Hfter midnight inter the Dead,

Mith Knell and Lamentation :
Row, my young Wife I hemetward lead
With bridal Gelebration.
Gome, Sexton, with thy choral Throng
And drawl us cut thy bridal Song !
Gome, gabile, Prieft, thy Bleffing,
G'ev tor'vbd the Sond v v yeeiegy”
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he Glang wasd [HI'd ; vanifl'd the Bier,
Dbedient to his calling :

And all befide—Tefs and (¢f8 near
Bebind bis Horfe was falling.

And further—fafter fil—the Steed

Glied (ite the Wind with whiftling Sypeed ;

The Horfe and Rider quivering,

And Sparls and Pebbled fhivering.

nbd left, and vight, bow fivift in fight
Pafi’d Pedges, Trees, and Meuntaing :

$ow flew on right, and left, and right,
Sowns, Villages, and Fountaing,  *

#Deareft! doft fear? The moon 8 high!

purra! the Dead can fwiftly fy !

Deft fear the Dead, my oton Love 2

" UG, leave the Dead alone, Love 1”

Gee theve ! about the Gallows® Height

Round the Lheel's Arle prancing, *
Seen dimly in the pale Moonlight,

U fhabdoroy Mob 8 dancing.
 Dallco—there! Rabble! Ho! come eve !
Gome, Mob, with me—and follow near !

Our TWeddingsdance be ftipping
BGen we to Bed are tripping.” ~v- -,

Und quictly on the Mob did ruffy
Bebind them, noify-clattering,
A8 Whitlwinds through the Hafel:bujy,
Send bown the drty Ledved pattering :
And further —fafter fill—the Steed
Flies (ite the MWind, with whiftling Speed ;
Zhe Perfe and Rider quivering,
And Spar?d and Pebtles fivering.
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Hew flew they in the Moon’s wite ight,
Soon into Diftance fyeeding !

And overhead, how quick in Fight
Were Heavend and Starsd receding !

' Deareft | doft fear? The Moon is high !

Hurral the Dead can frifily fiy
Doft fear the Dead, my ern Love 1~
O, leave the Dead alone, Love 1”

My Steed ! metbints the Gock doth crow 3

The Sand i8 fuft expented 3
My Steed ! the Morning Aix § tnoww,
Quid, benee | cur Sourfe (8 enbed :
Adhiev’d, achiev'd now i8 cur RNide !
The nuptial Ghamber oyend wite |
The Dead ride fwiftly friving !
Lhe Soal, the Goal's arriving !”

And froifily tow’rdd au ivon Grate
With tearing Speed they thunder'd :
With a flight Switdy be frited the Gate,
#ind Loct and Bolt i8 funderd.
The Doors unfelbed, creating wide,
And over Graved il on they ride,
With Tomb:ftoned round them gleaming,
©On whidy the Meon i8 beaming.

"Qoot! in the Swintling of an Gye,

$o! bol—a ghaftly wonber !

Plecemeal the Rider's Gavmentd lie,
Qite Tinder {Ghred afunder.

U Stull, of Tuft and Queue bereft,

U naled Stull alone i8 (eft |

A Sleleton, before fee

Helts Seytie and Sanvsglold Setinel
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The Blact-borfe wildly fnorts and rears,
And breathes forth Sparts ; and jbrinting
Hrom unbderneath them, difappears,
Quid vanifhing and finting.
ild Howling fills the Wellin vound,
And Groans from the deep Grave refound.
Qenora’ Peart, juft fhivering,
Twirt Life and Death i3 quivering.

2nd now beneath the Moeon's pale Glance,
Round in a Gircle feowling,

inb'd band in hand, the Spectres dance,
And to this Tune ave howling :

o Forbear | forbear ! though breald the Heart,

'Sainft God in Heaven tale no Part.

Row from thy Dody fever,—

God fave thy Soul for ever !”
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