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CHARITY AND HUMOUR

SEVERAL charitable ladies of this city, to some of whom I am under great
personal obligation, having thought that a Lecture of mine would advance a
benevolent end which they had in view, I have preferred, in place of delivering a
Discourse, which many of my hearers no doubt know already, upon a subject
merely literary or biographical, to put together a few thoughts which may serve as
a supplement to the former Lectures, if you like, and which have this at least in
common with the kind purpose which assembles you here, that they rise out of the
same occasion, and treat of charity.

Besides contributing to our stock of happiness, to our harmless laughter and
amusement, to our scorn for falsehood and pretension, to our righteous hatred of
hypocrisy, to our education in the perception of truth, our love of honesty, our
knowledge of life, and shrewd guidance through the world, have not our humorous
writers, our gay and kind weekday preachers, done much in support of that holy
cause which has assembled you in this place; and which you are all abetting—the
cause of love and charity, the cause of the poor, the weak, and the unhappy; the
sweet mission of love and tenderness, and peace and good-will towards men? That
same theme which is urged upon you by the eloquence and example of good men
to whom you are delighted listeners on Sabbath-days, is taught in his way and
according to his power by the humorous writer, the commentator on everyday life
and manners.

And as you are here assembled for a charitable purpose, giving your contributions
at the door to benefit deserving people who need them, I like to hope and think that
the men of our calling have done something in aid of the cause of charity, and have
helped, with kind words and kind thoughts at least, to confer happiness and to do
good. If the humorous writers claim to be weekday preachers, have they conferred
any benefit by their sermons? Are people happier, better, better disposed to their
neighbours, more inclined to do works of kindness, to love, forbear, forgive, pity,
after reading in Addison, in Steele, in Fielding, in Goldsmith, in Hood, in Dickens?
I hope and believe so; and fancy that in writing they are also acting charitably,
contributing with the means which Heaven supplies them to forward the end which
brings you too together.
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A love of the human species is a very vague and indefinite kind of virtue, sitting
very easily on a man, not confining his actions at all shining in print, or exploding
in paragraphs, after which efforts of benevolence, the philanthropist is sometimes
said to go home, and he no better than his neighbours. Tartuffe and Joseph Surface,
Stiggins and Chadband, who are always preaching fine sentiments, and are no
more virtuous than hundreds of those whom they denounce and whom they cheat,
are fair objects of mistrust and satire; but their hypocrisy, the homage, according to
the old saying, which vice pays to virtue, has this of good in it, that its fruits are
good: a man may preach good morals, though he may be himself but a lax
practitioner; a Pharisee may put pieces of gold into the charity-plate out of mere
hypocrisy and ostentation, but the bad man's gold feeds the widow and the
fatherless as well as the good man's. The butcher and baker must needs look, not to
motives, but to money, in return for their wares.

I am not going to hint that we of the Literary calling resemble Monsieur Tartuffe or
Monsieur Stiggins, though there may be such men in our body, as there are in all.

A literary man of the humouristic turn is pretty sure to be of a philanthropic nature,
to have a great sensibility, to be easily moved to pain or pleasure, keenly to
appreciate the varieties of temper of people round about him, and sympathise in
their laughter, love, amusement, tears. Such a man is philanthropic, man-loving by
nature, as another is irascible, or red-haired, or six feet high. And so I would
arrogate no particular merit to literary men for the possession of this faculty of
doing good which some of them enjoy. It costs a gentleman no sacrifice to be
benevolent on paper; and the luxury of indulging in the most beautiful and brilliant
sentiments never makes any man a penny the poorer. A literary man is no better
than another, as far as my experience goes; and a man writing a book, no better nor
no worse than one who keeps accounts in a ledger, or follows any other
occupation. Let us, however, give him credit for the good, at least, which he is the
means of doing, as we give credit to a man with a million for the hundred which he
puts into the plate at a charity-sermon. He never misses them. He has made them in
a moment by a lucky speculation, and parts with them, knowing that he has an
almost endless balance at his bank, whence he can call for more. But in esteeming
the benefaction, we are grateful to the benefactor, too, somewhat; and so of men of
genius, richly endowed, and lavish in parting with their mind's wealth, we may
view them at least kindly and favourably, and be thankful for the bounty of which
Providence has made them the dispensers.

I have said myself somewhere, I do not know with what correctness (for definitions
never are complete), that humour is wit and love; I am sure, at any rate, that the
best humour is that which contains most humanity, that which is flavoured
throughout with tenderness and kindness. This love does not demand constant
utterance or actual expression, as a good father, in conversation with his children
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or wife, is not perpetually embracing them, or making protestations of his love; as
a lover in the society of bis mistress is not, at least as far as [ am led to believe, for
ever squeezing her hand, or sighing in her ear, ' My soul's darling, I adore you!' He
shows his love by bis conduct, by his fidelity, by his watchful desire to make the
beloved person happy; it lightens from his eyes when she appears, though he may
not speak it; it fills his heart when she is present or absent; influences all his words
and actions; suffuses his whole being; it sets the father cheerily to work through the
long day, supports him through the tedious labour of the weary absence or journey,
and sends him happy home again, yearning towards the wife and children. This
kind of love is not a spasm, but a life. It fondles and caresses at due seasons, no
doubt; but the fond heart is always beating fondly and truly, though the wife is not
sitting hand-in-hand with him, or the children hugging at his knee. And so with a
loving humour: I think, it is a genial writer's habit of being; it is the kind gentle
spirit's way of looking out on the world—that sweet friendliness which fills his
heart and his style. You recognise it, even though there may not be a single point of
wit, or a single pathetic touch in the page; though you may not be called upon to
salute his genius by a laugh or a tear. That collision of ideas which provokes the
one or the other, must be occasional. They must be like papa's embraces which I
spoke of anon,.who only delivers them now and again, and cannot be expected to
go on kissing the children all night. And so the writer's jokes and sentiment, his
ebullitions of feeling, his outbreaks of high spirits, must not be too frequent. One
tires of a page of which every sentence sparkles with points, of a sentimentalist
who is always pumping the tears from his eyes or your own. One suspects the
genuineness of the tear, the naturalness of the humour;: these ought to be true and
manly in a man, as everything else in his life should be manly and true; and he
loses his dignity by laughing or weeping out of place, or. too often.

When the Reverend Laurence Sterne begins to sentimentalise over the carriage in
Monsieur Dessein's courtyard, and pretends to squeeze a tear out of a rickety old
shandrydan; when, presently, he encounters the dead donkey on his road to Paris,
and snivels over that asinine corpse, I say: 'Away, you drivelling quack: do not
palm off these grimaces of grief upon simple folks who know no better, and cry
misled by your hypocrisy.' Tears are sacred. The tributes of kind hearts to
misfortune, the mites which gentle souls drop into the collections made for God's
poor and unhappy, are not to be tricked out of them by a whimpering hypocrite,
handing round a begging-box for your compassion, and asking your pity for a lie.
When that same man tells me of Lefevre's illness and Uncle Toby's charity; of the
noble at Rennes coming home and reclaiming his sword, I thank him for the
generous emotion which, springing genuinely from his own heart, has caused mine
to admire benevolence and sympathise with honour; and to feel love, and kindness,
and pity.
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If I do not love Swift, as, thank God, I do not, however immensely I may admire
him, it is because I revolt from the man who placards himself as a professional
hater of his own kind; because he chisels his savage indignation on his tombstone,
as if to perpetuate his protest against being born of our race—the suffering, the
weak, the erring, the wicked, if you will, but still the friendly, the loving children
of God our Father: it is because, as I read through Swift's dark volumes, I never
find the aspect of nature seems to delight him; the smiles of children to please him,;
the sight of wedded love to soothe him. I do not remember in any line of his
writing a passing allusion to a natural scene of beauty. When he speaks about the
families of his comrades and brother clergymen, it is to assail them with gibes and
scorn, and to laugh at them brutally for being fathers and for being poor. He does
mention in the Journal to Stella a sick child, to be sure—a child of Lady Masham,
that was ill of the smallpox—but then it is to confound the brat for being ill, and
the mother for attending to it, when she should have been busy about a Court
intrigue, in which the Dean was deeply engaged. And he alludes to a suitor of
Stella's, and a match she might have made, and would have made, very likely, with
an honourable and faithful and attached man, Tisdall, who loved her, and of whom
Swift speaks, in a letter to this lady, in language so foul that you would not bear to
hear it. In treating of the good the humourists have done, of the love and kindness
they have taught and left behind them, it is not of this one I dare speak. Heaven
help the lonely misanthrope! be kind to that multitude of sins, with so little charity
to cover them!

Of Mr. Congreve's contributions to the English stock of benevolence, I do not
speak; for, of any moral legacy to posterity, I doubt whether that brilliant man ever
thought at all. He had some money, as I have told; every shilling of which he left to
his friend the Duchess of Marlborough, a lady of great fortune and the highest
fashion. He gave the gold of his brains to persons of fortune and fashion, too.
There is no more feeling in his comedies than in as many books of Euclid. He no
more pretends to teach love for the poor, and good-will for the unfortunate, than a
dancing-master does; he teaches pirouettes and flic-flacs; and how to bow to a
lady, and to walk a minuet. In his private life Congreve was immensely liked—
more so than any man of his age, almost; and, to have been so liked, must have
been kind and good-natured. His good-nature bore him through extreme bodily ills
and pain, with uncommon cheerfulness and courage. Being so gay, so bright, so
popular, such a grand seigneur, be sure he was kind to those about him, generous to
his dependants, serviceable to his friends. Society does not like a man so long as it
liked Congreve, unless he is likeable; it finds out a quack very soon; it scorns a
poltroon or a curmudgeon: we may be certain that this man was brave, good-
tempered, and liberal; so, very likely, is Monsieur Pirouette, of whom we spoke; he
cuts his capers, he grins, bows, and dances to his fiddle. In private he may hare a
hundred virtues; in public, he teaches dancing. His business is cotillons, not ethics.
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As much may be said of those charming and lazy Epicureans, Gay and Prior, sweet
lyric singers, comrades of Anacreon, and disciples of love and the bottle. 'Is there
any moral shut within the bosom of a rose?' sings our great Tennyson. Does a
nightingale preach from a bough, or the lark from his cloud? Not knowingly; yet
we may be grateful, and love larks and roses, and the flower-crowned minstrels,
too, who laugh and who sing.

Of Addison's contributions to the charity of the world I have spoken before, in
trying to depict that noble figure; and say now, as then, that we should thank him
as one of the greatest benefactors of that vast and immeasurably spreading family
which speaks our common tongue. Wherever it is spoken, there is no man that does
not feel, and understand, and use the noble English word 'gentleman.' And there is
no man that teaches us to be gentlemen better than Joseph Addison. Gentle in our
bearing through life; gentle and courteous to our neighbour; gentle in dealing with
his follies and weaknesses; gentle in treating his opposition; deferential to the old;
kindly to the poor, and those below us in degree; for people above us and below us
we must find, in whatever hemisphere we dwell, whether kings or presidents
govern us; and in no republic or monarchy that I know of, is a citizen exempt from
the tax of befriending poverty and weakness, of respecting age, and of honouring
his father and mother. It has just been whispered to me—I have not been three
months in the country, and, of course, cannot venture to express an opinion of my
own—that, in regard to paying this latter tax of respect and honour to age, some
very few of the Republican youths are occasionally a little remiss. I have heard of
young Sons of Freedom publishing their Declaration of Independence before they
could well spell it; and cutting the connection with father and mother before they
had learned to shave. My own time of life having been stated, by various
enlightened organs of public opinion, at almost any figure from forty-five to sixty,
I cheerfully own that I belong to the Fogey interest, and ask leave to rank in, and
plead for, that respectable class. Now a gentleman can but be a gentleman, in
Broadwood or the backwoods, in Pall Mall or California; and where and whenever
he lives, thousands of miles away in the wilderness, or hundreds of years hence, I
am sure that reading the writings of this true gentleman, this true Christian, this
noble Joseph Addison, must do him good. He may take Sir Roger de Coverley to
the Diggings with him, and learn to be gentle and good-humoured, and urbane, and
friendly in the midst of that struggle in which his life is engaged. I take leave to say
that the most brilliant youth of this city may read over this delightful memorial of a
bygone age, of fashions long passed away; of manners long since changed and
modified; of noble gentlemen, and a great, and a brilliant and polished society; and
find in it much to charm and polish, to refine and instruct him, a courteousness,
which can be out of place at no time, and under no flag, a politeness and simplicity,
a truthful manhood, a gentle respect and deference, which may be kept as the
unbought grace of life, and cheap defence of mankind, long after its old artificial
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distinctions, after periwigs, and small-swords, and ruffles, and red-heeled shoes,
and titles, and stars and garters have passed away. I will tell you when I have been
put in mind of two of the finest gentlemen books bring us any mention of. I mean
our books (not books of history, but books of humour). I will tell you when I have
been put in mind of the courteous gallantry of the noble knight, Sir Roger de
Coverley of Coverley Manor, of the noble Hidalgo Don Quixote of La Mancba:
here in your own omnibus-carriages and railway-cars, when I have seen a woman
step in, handsome or not, well dressed or not, and a workman in hobnail shoes, or a
dandy in the height of the fashion, rise up and give her his place. I think Mr.
Spectator, with his short face, if he had seen such a deed of courtesy, would, have
smiled a sweet smile to the doer of that gentleman-like action, and have made him
a low bow from under his great periwig, and have gone home and written a pretty
paper about him.

I am sure Dick Steele would have hailed him, were he dandy or mechanic, and
asked him to a tavern to share a bottle, or perhaps half-a-dozen. Mind, I do not set
down the five last flasks to Dick's score for virtue, and look upon them as works of
the most questionable supererogation.

Steele, as a literary benefactor to the: world's charity, must rank very high, indeed,
not merely from his givings, which were abundant, but because his endowments
are prodigiously increased in value since he bequeathed them, as the revenues of
the lands, bequeathed to our Foundling Hospital at London, by honest Captain
Coram, its founder, are immensely enhanced by the houses since built upon them.
Steele was the founder of sentimental writing in English, and how the land has
been since occupied, and what hundreds of us have laid out gardens and built up
tenements on Steele's ground! Before his time, readers or hearers were never called
upon to cry except at a tragedy, and compassion was not expected to express itself
otherwise than in blank verse, or for personages much lower in rank than a
dethroned monarch, or a widowed or a jilted empress. He stepped off the high-
heeled cothurnus, and came clown into common life; he held out his great hearty
arms, and embraced us all; he had a bow for all women; a kiss for all children; a
shake of the hand for all men, high or low; he showed us Heaven's sun shining
every day on quiet homes; not gilded palace-roofs only, or Court processions, or
heroic warriors fighting for princesses, and pitched battles. He took away comedy
from behind the fine ladies' alcove, or the screen where the libertine was watching
her. He ended all that wretched business of wives jeering at their husbands, of
rakes laughing wives, and husbands too, to scorn. That miserable, rouged, tawdry,
sparkling, hollow-hearted comedy of the Restoration fled before him, and, like the
wicked spirit in the Fairy-books, shrank, as Steele let the daylight in, and shrieked,
and shuddered, and vanished. The stage of humourists has been common life ever
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since Steele's and Addison's time; the joys and griefs, the aversions and
sympathies, the laughter and tears of nature.

And here, coming off the stage, and throwing aside the motley habit, or satiric
disguise, in which he had before entertained you, mingling with the world, and
wearing the same coat as his neighbour, the humourist's service became
straightway immensely more available; his means of doing good infinitely
multiplied; his success, and the esteem in which he was held, proportionately
increased. It requires an effort, of which all minds are not capable, to understand
'Don Quixote'; children and common people still read 'Gulliver' for the story
merely. Many more persons are sickened by 'Jonathan Wild' than can comprehend
the satire of it. Each of the great men who wrote those books was speaking from
behind the satiric mask I anon mentioned. Its distortions appal many simple
spectators; its settled sneer or laugh is unintelligible to thousands, who have not the
wit to interpret the meaning of the vizored satirist preaching from within. Many a
man was at fault about Jonathan Wild's greatness, who could feel and relish All
worthy's goodness in 'Tom Jones,' and Doctor Harrison's in 'Amelia,' and dear
Parson Adams, and Joseph Andrews. We love to read—we may grow ever so old,
but we love to read of them still—of love and beauty, of frankness, and bravery,
and generosity. We hate hypocrites and cowards; we long to defend oppressed
innocence, and to soothe and succour gentle women and children. We are glad
when vice is foiled and rascals punished; we lend a foot to kick Blifil downstairs;
and as we attend the brave bridegroom to his wedding, on the happy marriage day,
we ask the groom's-man's privilege to salute the blushing cheek of Sophia. A lax
morality in many a vital point I own in Fielding, but a great hearty sympathy and
benevolence; a great kindness for the poor; a great gentleness and pity for the
unfortunate; a great love for the pure and good; these are among the contributions
to the charity of the world with which this erring but noble creature endowed it.

As for Goldsmith, if the youngest and most unlettered person here has not been
happy with the family at Wakefield; has not rejoiced when Olivia returned, and
been thankful for her forgiveness and restoration; has not laughed with delighted
good-humour over Moses's gross of green spectacles; has not loved with all his
heart the good Vicar, and that kind spirit which created these charming figures, and
devised the beneficent fiction which speaks to us so tenderly—what call is there
for me to speak? In this place, and on this occasion, remembering these men, |
claim from you your sympathy for the good they have done, and for the sweet
charity which they have bestowed on the world.

When humour joins with rthythm and music, and appears in song, its influence is
irresistible, its charities are countless, it stirs the feelings to love, peace, friendship,
as scarce any moral agent can. The songs of Béranger are hymns of love and
tenderness; I have seen great whiskered Frenchmen warbling the 'Bonne Vieille,'
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the 'Soldats, au pas, au pas,' with tears rolling down their mustachios. At a Burns's
Festival I have seen Scotchmen singing Burns, while the drops twinkled on their
furrowed cheeks; while each rough hand was flung out to grasp its neighbour's;
while early scenes and sacred recollections, and dear and delightful memories of
the past came rushing back at the sound of the familiar words and music, and the
softened heart was full of love, and friendship, and home. Humour! if tears are the
alms of gentle spirits, and may be counted, as sure they may, among the sweetest
of life's charities,—of that kindly sensibility, and sweet sudden emotion, which
exhibits itself at the eyes, I know no such provocative as humour. It is an
irresistible sympathiser; it surprises you into compassion: you are laughing and
disarmed, and suddenly forced into tears. I heard a humorous balladist not long
since, a minstrel with wool on his head, and an ultra-Ethiopian complexion, who
performed a negro ballad that I confess moistened these spectacles in the most
unexpected manner. They have gazed at dozens of tragedy-queens, dying on the
stage, and expiring in appropriate blank verse, and I never wanted to wipe them.
They have looked up, with deep respect be it said, at many scores of clergymen in
pulpits, and without being dimmed; and behold a vagabond with a corked face and
a banjo sings a little song, strikes a wild note which sets the whole heart thrilling
with happy pity. Humour! humour is the mistress of tears; she knows the way to
the fons lachrymarum, strikes in dry and rugged places with her enchanting wand,
and bids the fountain gush and sparkle. She has refreshed myriads more from her
natural springs than ever tragedy has watered from her pompous old urn.

Popular humour, and especially modern popular humour, and the writers, its
exponents, are always kind and chivalrous, taking the side of the weak against the
strong. In our plays, and books, and entertainments for the lower classes in
England, I scarce remember a story or theatrical piece in which a wicked aristocrat
is not bepummelled by a dashing young champion of the people. There was a book
which had an immense popularity in England, and I believe has been greatly read
here, in which the Mysteries of the Court of London were said to be unveiled by a
gentleman who, I suspect, knows about as much about the Court of London as he
does of that of Pekin. Years ago I treated myself to sixpennyworth of this
performance at a railway station, and found poor dear George IV., our late most
religious and gracious king, occupied in the most flagitious designs against the
tradesmen's families in his metropolitan city. A couple of years after, I took
sixpennyworth more of the same delectable history: George IV. was still at work,
still ruining the peace of tradesmen's families; he had been at it for two whole
years, and a bookseller at the Brighton station told me that this book was by many,
many times the most popular of all periodical tales then published, because, says
he, 'it lashes the aristocracy!'" Not long since I went to two penny theatres in
London; immense eager crowds of people thronged the buildings, and the vast
masses thrilled and vibrated with the emotion produced by the piece represented on
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the stage, and burst into applause or laughter, such as many a polite actor would
sigh for in vain. In both these pieces there was a wicked Lord kicked out of the
window—there is always a wicked Lord kicked out of the window. First piece:
—'Domestic drama—Thrilling interest'—Weaver's family in distress!—Fanny
gives away her bread to little Jacky, and starves!—Enter wicked Lord: tempts
Fanny with offer of Diamond Necklace, Champagne Suppers, and Coach to ride in!
—Enter sturdy Blacksmith.—Scuffle between Blacksmith and Aristocratic minion:
exit wicked Lord out of the window.' Fanny, of course, becomes Mrs. Blacksmith.

The second piece was a nautical drama, also of thrilling interest, consisting chiefly
of hornpipes, and acts of most tremendous oppression on the part of certain Earls
and Magistrates towards the people. Two wicked Lords were in this piece the
atrocious scoundrels: one Aristocrat, a deep-dyed villain, in short duck trousers and
Berlin cotton gloves; while the other minion of wealth enjoyed an eyeglass with a
blue riband, and whisked about the stage with a penny cane. Having made away
with Fanny Forester's lover, Tom Bowling, by means of a press-gang, they meet
her all alone on a common, and subject her to the most opprobrious language and
behaviour: 'Release me, villains!' says Fanny, pulling a brace of pistols out of her
pockets, and crossing them over her breast so as to cover wicked Lord to the right,
wicked Lord to the left; and they might have remained in that position ever so
much longer (for the aristocratic rascals had pistols too), had not Tom Bowling
returned from sea at the very nick of time, armed with a great marline-spike, with
which—whack! whack! down goes wicked Lord No. 1—wicked Lord No. 2.
Fanny rushes into Tom's arms with an hysterical shriek, and I dare say they marry,
and are very happy ever after. Popular fun is always kind: it is the champion of the
humble against the great. In all popular parables, it is Little Jack that conquers, and
the Giant that topples down. I think our popular authors are rather hard upon the
great folks. Well, well! their Lordships have all the money, and can afford to be
laughed at.

In our days, in England, the importance of the humorous preacher has prodigiously
increased; his audiences are enormous; every week or month his happy
congregations flock to him; they never tire of such sermons. I believe my friend
Mr. Punch is as popular to-day as he has been any day since his birth; I believe that
Mr. Dickens's readers are even more numerous than they have ever been since his
unrivalled pen commenced to delight the world with its humour. We have among
us other literary parties; we have Punch, as I have said, preaching from his booth;
we have a Jerrold party very numerous, and faithful to that acute thinker and
distinguished wit; and we have also—it must be said, and it is still to be hoped—a
Vanity-Fair party, the author of which work has lately been described by the
London Times newspaper as a writer of considerable parts, but a dreary
misanthrope, who sees no good anywhere, who sees the sky above him green, I
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think, instead of blue, and only miserable sinners round about him. So we are; so is
every writer and every reader I ever heard of; so was every being who ever trod
this earth, save One. I cannot help telling the truth as I view it, and describing what
I see. To describe it otherwise than it seems to me would be falsehood in that
calling in which it has pleased Heaven to place me; treason to that conscience
which says that men are weak; that truth must be told; that fault must be owned;
that pardon must be prayed for; and that love reigns supreme over all.

I look back at the good which of late years the kind English Humourists have done;
and if you are pleased to rank the present speaker among that class, I own to an
honest pride at thinking what benefits society has derived from men of our calling.
That 'Song of the Shirt,' which Punch first published, and the noble, the suffering,
the melancholy, the tender Hood sang, may surely rank as a great act of charity to
the world, and call from it its thanks and regard for its teacher and benefactor. That
astonishing poem, which you all of you know, of the 'Bridge of Sighs,' who can
read it without tenderness, without reverence to Heaven, charity to man, and thanks
to the beneficent genius which sang for us nobly?

I never saw the writer but once; but shall always be glad to think that some words
of mine, printed in a periodical of that day, and in praise of these amazing verses
(which, strange to say, appeared almost unnoticed at first in the magazine in which
Mr. Hood published them)—I am proud, I say, to think that some words of
appreciation of mine reached him on his deathbed, and pleased and soothed him in
that hour of manful resignation and pain.

As for the charities of Mr. Dickens, multiplied kindnesses which he has conferred
upon us all; upon our children; upon people educated and uneducated; upon the
myriads here and at home, who speak our common tongue; have not you, have not
I, all of us reason to he thankful to this kind friend, who soothed and charmed so
many hours, brought pleasure and sweet laughter to so many homes; made such
multitudes of children happy; endowed us with such a sweet store of gracious
thoughts, fair fancies, soft sympathies, hearty enjoyments? There are creations of
Mr. Dickens's which seem to me to rank as personal benefits; figures so delightful,
that one feels happier and better for knowing them, as one does for being brought
into the society of very good men and women. The atmosphere in which these
people live is wholesome to breathe in; you feel that to be allowed to speak to them
is a personal kindness; you come away better for your contact with them; your
hands seem cleaner from having the privilege of shaking theirs. Was there ever a
better charity sermon preached in the world than Dickens's 'Christmas Carol'? 1
believe it occasioned immense hospitality throughout England; was the means of
lighting up hundreds of kind fires at Christmas-time; caused a wonderful
outpouring of Christmas good feeling; of Christmas punch-brewing; an awful
slaughter of Christmas turkeys, and roasting and basting of Christmas beef. As for
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this man's love of children, that amiable organ at the back of his honest head must
be perfectly monstrous. All children ought to love him. I know two that do, and
read his books ten times for once that they peruse the dismal preachments of their
father. I know one who, when she is happy, reads 'Nicholas Nickleby'; when she is
unhappy, reads 'Nicholas Nickleby'; when she is tired, reads 'Nicholas Nickleby';
when she is in bed, reads Nicholas Nickleby'; when she has nothing to do, reads
'Nicholas Nickleby'; and when she has finished the book, reads 'Nicholas Nickleby'
over again. This candid young critic, at ten years of age, said, 'T like Mr. Dickens's
books much better than your books, papa'; and frequently expressed her desire that
the latter author should write a book like one of Mr. Dickens's books. Who can?
Every man must say his own thoughts in his own voice, in his own way; lucky is
he who has such a charming gift of nature as this, which brings all the children in
the world trooping to him, and being fond of him.

I remember, when that famous 'Nicholas Nickleby' came out, seeing a letter from a
pedagogue in the north of England, which, dismal as it was, was immensely
comical. '"Mr. Dickens's ill-advised publication,' wrote the poor schoolmaster, 'has
passed like a whirlwind over the schools of the North." He was a proprietor of a
cheap school; Dotheboys Hall was a cheap school. There were many such
establishments in the northern counties. Parents were ashamed that never were
ashamed before until the kind satirist laughed at them; relatives were frightened;
scores of little scholars were taken away; poor schoolmasters had to shut their
shops up; every pedagogue was voted a Squeers, and many suffered, no doubt
unjustly; but afterwards schoolboys' backs were not so much caned; schoolboys'
meat was less tough and more plentiful; and schoolboys' milk was not so sky-blue.
What a kind light of benevolence it is that plays round Crummies and the
Phenomenon, and all those poor theatre people in that charming book! What a
humour! and what a good-humour! 1 coincide with the youthful critic, whose
opinion has just been mentioned, and own to a family admiration for 'Nicholas
Nickleby.'

One might go on, though the task would be endless and needless, chronicling the
names of kind folks with whom this kind genius has made us familiar. Who does
not love the Marchioness, and Mr. Richard Swiveller? Who does not sympathise,
not only with Oliver Twist, but his admirable young friend the Artful Dodger?
Who has not the inestimable advantage of possessing a Mrs. Nickleby in his own
family? Who does not bless Sairey Gamp and wonder at Mrs. Harris? Who does
not venerate the chief of that illustrious family who, being stricken by misfortune,
wisely and greatly turned his attention to 'coals,' the accomplished, the Epicurean,
the dirty, the delightful Micawber?

I may quarrel with Mr. Dickens's art a thousand and a thousand times, I delight and
wonder at his genius; I recognise in it I speak with awe and reverence—a
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commission from that Divine Beneficence, whose blessed task we know it will one
day be to wipe every tear from every eye. Thankfully I take my share of the feast
of love and kindness which this gentle, and generous, and charitable soul has
contributed to the happiness of the world. I take and enjoy my share, and say a
Benediction for the meal.



CRITICAL REVIEWS

GEORGE CRUIKSHANK

ACCUSATIONS of ingratitude, and just accusations no doubt, are made against
every inhabitant of this wicked world, and the fact is, that a man who is ceaselessly
engaged in its trouble and turmoil, borne hither and thither upon the fierce waves
of the crowd, bustling, shifting, struggling to keep himself somewhat above water
—fighting for reputation, or more likely for bread, and ceaselessly occupied to-day
with plans for appeasing the eternal appetite of inevitable hunger to-morrow—a
man in such straits has hardly time to think of anything hut himself, and, as in a
sinking ship, must make his own rush for the boats, and fight, struggle, and trample
for safety. In the midst of such a combat as this, the 'ingenious arts, which prevent
the ferocity of the manners, and act upon them as an emollient' (as the philosophic
bard remarks in the Latin Grammar) are likely to be jostled to death, and then
forgotten. The world will allow no such compromises between it and that which
does not belong to it—no two gods must we serve; but (as one has seen in some
old portraits) the horrible glazed eyes of Necessity are always fixed upon you; fly
away as you will, black Care sits behind you, and with his ceaseless gloomy
croaking drowns the voice of all more cheerful companions. Happy he whose
fortune has placed him where there is calm and plenty, and who has the wisdom
not to give up his quiet in quest of visionary gain.

Here is, no doubt, the reason why a man, after the period of his boyhood, or first
youth, makes so few friends. Want and ambition (new acquaintances which are
introduced to him along with his beard) thrust away all other society from him.
Some old friends remain, it is true, hut these are become as a habit—a part of your
selfishness; and, for new ones, they are selfish as you are. Neither member of the
new partnership has the capital of affection and kindly feeling, or can even afford
the time that is requisite for the establishment of the new firm. Damp and chill the
shades of the prison-house begin to close round us, and that 'vision splendid' which
has accompanied our steps in our journey daily farther from the east, fades away
and dies into the light of-common day.

And what a common day! what a foggy, dull, shivering apology for light is this
kind of muddy twilight through which we are about to tramp and flounder for the
rest of our existence, wandering farther and farther from the beauty and freshness



14 William Makepeace Thackeray

and from the kindly gushing springs of clear gladness that made all around us
green in our youth! One wanders and gropes in a slough of stock-jobbing, one
sinks or rises in a storm of politics, and in either case it is as good to fall as to rise-
to mount a bubble on the crest of the wave, as to sink a stone to the bottom.

The reader who has seen the name affixed to the head of this article scarcely
expected to be entertained with a declamation upon ingratitude, youth, and the
vanity of human pursuits, which may seem at first sight to have little to do with the
subject in hand. But (although we reserve the privilege of discoursing upon
whatever subject shall suit us, and by no means admit the public has any right to
ask in our sentences for any meaning, or any connection whatever) it happens that,
in this particular instance, there is an undoubted connection. In Susan's case, as
recorded by Wordsworth, what connection had the corner of Wood Street with a
mountain ascending, a vision of trees, and a nest by the Dove? Why should the
song of a thrush cause bright volumes of vapour to glide through Lothbury, and a
river to flow on through the vale of Cheapside? As she stood at that corner of
Wood Street, a mop and a pail in her hand most likely, she heard the bird singing,
and straightway began pining and yearning for the days of her youth, forgetting the
proper business of the pail and mop. Even so we are moved by the sight of some of
Mr. Cruikshank's works—the 'Busen fiihlt sich jugendlich erschiittert,' the
'schwankende Gestalten' of youth flit before one again,—Cruikshank's thrush
begins to pipe and carol, as in the days of boyhood; hence misty moralities,
reflections, and sad and pleasant remembrances arise. He is the friend of the young
especially. Have we not read all the story-books that bis wonderful pencil has
illustrated? Did we not forego tarts, in order to buy his 'Breaking-up,' or his
'Fashionable Monstrosities' of the year eighteen hundred and something? Have we
not before us, at this very moment, a print, one of the admirable 'Illustrations of
Phrenology'—which entire work was purchased by a joint-stock company of boys,
each drawing lots afterwards for the separate prints, and taking his choice in
rotation? The writer of this, too, had the honour of drawing the first lot, and seized
immediately upon 'Philoprogenitiveness'—a marvellous print (our copy is not at all
improved by being coloured, which operation we performed on it ourselves)—a
marvellous print,—indeed, full of ingenuity and fine jovial humour. A father,
possessor of an enormous nose and family, is surrounded by the latter, who are,
some of them, embracing the former. The composition writhes and twists about
like the Kermes of Rubens. No less than seven little men and women in nightcaps,
in frocks, in bibs, in breeches, are clambering about the head, knees, and arms of
the man with the nose; their noses, too, are preternaturally developed—the twins in
the cradle have noses of the most considerable kind. The second daughter, who is
watching them; the youngest but two, who sits squalling in a certain wicker chair;
the eldest son, who is yawning; the eldest daughter, who is preparing with the
gravy of two mutton chops a savoury dish of Yorkshire pudding for eighteen
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persons; the youths who are examining her operations (one a literary gentleman, in
a remarkably neat nightcap and pinafore, who has just had his finger in the
pudding); the genius who is at work on the slate, and the two honest lads who are
hugging the good-humoured washerwoman, their mother—all, all, save this worthy
woman, have noses of the largest size. Not handsome certainly are they, and yet
everybody must be charmed with the picture. It is full of grotesque beauty. The
artist has at the back of his own skull, we are certain, a huge bump of
philoprogenitiveness. He loves children in his heart; every one of those he has
drawn is perfectly happy, and jovial, and affectionate, and innocent as possible. He
makes them with large noses, but he loves them, and you always find something
kind in the midst of his humour, and the ugliness redeemed by a sly touch of
beauty. The smiling mother reconciles one with all the hideous family: they have
all something of the mother in them—something kind, and generous, and tender.

Knight's, in Sweeting's Alley; Fairburn's, in a court off Ludgate Hill; Hone's, in
Fleet Street—bright, enchanted palaces, which George Cruikshank used to people
with grinning, fantastical imps, and merry, harmless sprites,—where are they?
Fairburn's shop knows him no more; not only has Knight disappeared from
Sweeting's Alley, but, as we are given to understand, Sweeting's Alley has
disappeared from the face of the globe. Slop, the atrocious Castlereagh, the sainted
Caroline (in a tight pelisse, with feathers in her head), the 'Dandy of Sixty," who
used to glance at us from Hone's friendly windows where are they? Mr. Cruikshank
may have drawn a thousand better things since the days when these were; but they
are to us a thousand times more pleasing than anything else he has done. How we
used to believe in them! to stray miles out of the way on holidays, in order to
ponder for an hour before that delightful window in Sweeting's Alley! in walks
through Fleet Street, to vanish abruptly down Fairburn's passage, and there make
one at his 'charming gratis' exhibition. There used to be a crowd round the window
in those days, of grinning, good-natured mechanics, who spelt the songs, and spoke
them out for the benefit of the company, and who received the points of humour
with a general sympathising roar. Where are these people now? You never hear
any laughing at HB.; his pictures are a great deal too genteel for that—polite points
of wit, which strike one as exceedingly clever and pretty, and cause one to smile in
a quiet, gentleman-like kind of way.

There must be no smiling with Cruikshank. A man who does not laugh outright is a
dullard, and has no heart; even the old dandy of sixty must have laughed at his own
wondrous grotesque image, as they say Louis Philippe did, who saw all the
caricatures that were made of himself. And there are some of Cruikshank's designs
which have the blessed faculty of creating laughter as often as you see them.. As.
Diggory says in the play, who is bidden by his master not to laugh while waiting at
table—'Don't tell the story of Grouse in the Gunroom, master, or I can't help



16 William Makepeace Thackeray

laughing.! Repeat that history ever so often, and at the proper moment, honest
Diggory is sure to explode. Every man, no doubt, who loves Cruikshank, has his
'Grouse in the Gun-room.' There is a fellow in the 'Points of Humour' who is
offering to eat up a certain little general, that has made us happy any time these
sixteen years: his huge mouth is a perpetual well of laughter buckets full of fun can
be drawn from it. We have formed no such friendships as that boyish one of the
man with the mouth. But though, in our eyes, Mr. Cruikshank reached his apogee
some eighteen years since, it must not be imagined that such is really the case.
Eighteen sets of children have since then learned to love and admire him, and may
many more of their successors be brought up in the same delightful faith. It is not
the artist who fails, but the men who grow cold—the men, from whom the illusions
(why illusions? realities) of youth disappear one by one; who have no leisure to be
happy, no blessed holidays, but only fresh cares at Midsummer and Christmas,
being the inevitable seasons which bring us bills instead of pleasures. Tom, who
comes bounding home from school, has the doctor's account in his trunk, and his
father goes to sleep at the pantomime to which he takes him. Pater infelix, you too
have laughed at clown, and the magic wand of spangled harlequin; what delightful
enchantment did it wave around you, in the golden days 'when George the Third
was king!' But our clown lies in his grave; and our harlequin, Ellar, prince of how
many enchanted islands, was he not at Bow Street the other day,' in his dirty,
tattered, faded motley—seized as a law-breaker, for acting at a penny theatre, after
having well-nigh starved in the streets, where nobody would listen to his old
guitar! No one gave a shilling to bless him: not one of us who owe him so much.

We know not if Mr. Cruikshank will be very well pleased at finding his name in
such company as that of Clown and Harlequin; but he, like them, is certainly the
children's friend. His drawings abound in feeling for these little ones, and hideous
as in the course of his duty he is from time to time compelled to design them, he
never sketches one without a certain pity for it, and imparting to the figure a certain
grotesque grace. In happy schoolboys he revels; plum-pudding and holidays his
needle has engraved over and over again; there is a design in one of the comic
almanacs of some young gentlemen who are employed in administering to a
schoolfellow the correction of the pump, which is as graceful and elegant as a
drawing of Stothard. Dull books about children George Cruikshank makes bright
with illustrations—there is one published by the ingenious and opulent Mr. Tegg. It
is entitled 'Mirth and Morality,' the mirth being, for the most part, on the side of the
designer—the morality, unexceptionable certainly, the author's capital. Here are
then, to these moralites, a smiling train of mirths supplied by George Cruikshank.
See yonder little fellows butterfly-hunting across a common! Such a light, brisk,
airy, gentlemanlike drawing was never made upon such a theme. Who, cries the
author—
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'Who has not chased the butterfly,

And crushed its slender legs and wings,
And heaved a moralising sigh:

Alas! how frail are human things!'

A very unexceptionable morality truly; but it would have puzzled another than
George Cruikshank to make mirth out of it as he has done. Away, surely not on the
wings of these verses, Cruikshank's imagination begins to soar; and he makes us
three darling little men on a green common, backed by old farm-houses,
somewhere about May. A great mixture of blue and clouds in the air, a strong fresh
breeze stirring, Tom's jacket flapping in the same, in order to bring down the insect
queen or king of spring that is fluttering above him, he renders all this with a few
strokes on a little block of wood not two inches square, upon which one may gaze
for hours, so merry and lifelike a scene does it present. What a charming creative
power is this, what a privilege to be a god, and create little worlds upon paper, and
whole generations of smiling, jovial men, women, and children half inch high,
whose portraits are carried abroad, and have the faculty of making us monsters of
six feet curious and happy in our turn. Now, who would imagine that an artist
could make anything of such a subject as this. The writer begins by stating—

'I love to go back to the days of my youth,
And to reckon my joys to the letter,

And to count o'er the friends that I have in the world,
Ay, and those who are gone to a better.’

This brings him to the consideration of his uncle. 'Of all the men I have ever
known,' says he, 'my uncle united the greatest degree of cheerfulness with the
sobriety of manhood. Though a man when I was a boy, he was yet one of the most
agreeable companions I ever possessed....He embarked for America, and nearly
twenty years passed by before he came back again;...but oh, how altered! —he was
in every sense of the word an old man, his body and mind were enfeebled, and
second childishness had come upon him. How often have I bent over him, vainly
endeavouring to recall to his memory the scenes we had shared together: and how
frequently, with an aching heart, have I gazed on his vacant and lustreless eye,
while he has amused himself in clapping his hands and singing with a quavering
voice a verse of a psalm.' Alas! such are the consequences of long residences in
America, and of old age even in uncles! Well, the point of this morality is, that the
uncle one day in the morning of life vowed that he would catch his two nephews
and tie them together, ay, and actually did so, for all the efforts the rogues made to
run away from him; but he was so fatigued that he declared he never would make
the attempt again, whereupon the nephew remarks,—'Often since then, when
engaged in enterprises beyond my strength, have I called to mind the determination
of my uncle.'
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Does it not seem impossible to make a picture out of this? And yet George
Cruikshank has produced a charming design, in which the uncle and nephews are
so prettily portrayed that one is reconciled to their existence, with all their
moralities. Many more of the mirths in this little book are excellent, especially a
great figure of a parson entering church on horseback,—an enormous parson truly,
calm, unconscious, unwieldy. As Zeuxis had a bevy of virgins in order to make his
famous picture—his express virgin—a clerical host must have passed under
Cruikshank's eyes before he sketched this little, enormous parson of parsons.

Being on the subject of children's books, how shall we enough praise the delightful
German nursery-tales, and Cruikshank's illustrations of them? We coupled his
name with pantomime awhile since, and sure never pantomimes were more
charming than these. Of all the artists that ever drew, from Michael Angelo
upwards and downwards, Cruikshank was the man to illustrate these tales, and give
them just the proper admixture of the grotesque, the wonderful, and the graceful.
May all Mother Bunch's collection be similarly indebted to him; may 'Jack the
Giant Killer,' may "Tom Thumb,' may 'Puss in Boots,' be one day revivified by his
pencil. Is not Whittington sitting yet on Highgate Hill, and poor Cinderella (in that
sweetest of all fairy stories) still pining in her lonely chimney nook? A man who
has a true affection for these delightful companions of his youth is bound to be
grateful to them if he can, and we pray Mr. Cruikshank to remember them.

It is folly to say that this or that kind of humour is too good for the public, that only
a chosen few can relish it. The best humour that we know of has been as eagerly
received by the public as by the most delicate connoisseur. There is hardly a man
in England who can read but will laugh at Falstaff and the humour of Joseph
Andrews; and honest Mr. Pickwick's story can be felt and loved by any person
above the age of six. Some may have a keener enjoyment of it than others, but all
the world can be merry over it, and is always ready to welcome it. The best
criterion of good humour is success, and what a share of this has Mr. Cruikshank
had! how many millions of mortals has he made happy! We have heard very
profound persons talk philosophically of the marvellous and mysterious manner in
which he has suited himself to the time—fait vibrer la fibre populaire (as
Napoleon boasted of himself), supplied a peculiar want felt at a peculiar period, the
simple secret of which is, as we take it, that he, living amongst the public, has with
them a general wide-hearted sympathy, that he laughs at what they laugh at, that he
has a kindly spirit of enjoyment, with not a morsel of mysticism in his
composition; that he pities and loves the poor, and jokes at the follies of the great,
and that he addresses all in a perfectly sincere and manly way. To be greatly
successful as a professional humourist, as in any other calling, a man must be quite
honest, and show that his heart is in his work. A bad preacher will get admiration
and a hearing with this point in his favour, where a man of three times his
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acquirements will only find indifference and coldness. Is any man more remarkable
than our artist for telling the truth after his own manner? Hogarth's honesty of
purpose was as conspicuous in an earlier time, and we fancy that Gilray would
have been far more successful and more powerful but for that unhappy bribe,
which turned the whole course of his humour into an unnatural channel.
Cruikshank would not for any bribe say what he did not think, or lend his aid to
sneer down anything meritorious, or to praise anything or person that deserved
censure. When he levelled his wit against the Regent, and did his very prettiest for
the Princess, he most certainly believed, along with the great body of the people
whom he represents, that the Princess was the most spotless, pure-mannered
darling of a Princess that ever married a heartless debauchee of a Prince Royal. Did
not millions believe with him, and noble and learned lords take their oaths to her
Royal Highness's innocence? Cruikshank would not stand by and see a woman ill-
used, and so struck in for her rescue, he and the people belabouring with all their
might the party who were making the attack, and determining from pure sympathy
and indignation, that the woman must be innocent because her husband treated her
so foully.

To be sure we have never heard so much from Mr. Cruikshank's own lips, but any
man who will examine these odd drawings, which first made him famous, will see
what an honest, hearty hatred the champion of woman has for all who abuse her,
and will admire the energy with which he flings his wood-blocks at all who side
against her. Canning, Castlereagh, Bexley, Sidmouth, he is at them, one and all;
and as for the Prince, up to what a whipping-post of ridicule did he tie that
unfortunate old man! And do not let squeamish Tories cry out about disloyalty; if
the crown does wrong, the crown must be corrected by the nation, out of respect, of
course, for the crown. In those days, and by those people who so bitterly attacked
the son, no word was ever breathed against the father, simply because he was a
good husband, and a sober, thrifty, pious, orderly man.

This attack upon the Prince Regent we believe to have been Mr. Cruikshank's only
effort as a party politician. Some early manifestoes against Napoleon we find, it is
true, done in the regular John Bull style, with the Gilray model for the little upstart
Corsican: but as soon as the Emperor had yielded to stern fortune our artist's heart
relented (as Béranger's did on the other side of the water), and many of our readers
will doubtless recollect a fine drawing of 'Louis XVIIL. trying on Napoleon's
boots,' which did not certainly fit the gouty son of Saint Louis. Such satirical hits
as these, however, must not be considered as political, or as anything more than the
expression of the artist's national British idea of Frenchmen.

It must be confessed that for that great nation Mr. Cruikshank entertains a
considerable contempt. Let the reader examine the 'Life in Paris,’ or the five
hundred designs in which Frenchmen are introduced, and he will find them almost
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invariably thin, with ludicrous spindle-shanks, pigtails, outstretched hands,
shrugging shoulders, and queer hair and mustachios. He has the British idea of a
Frenchman; and if he does not believe that the inhabitants of France are for the
most part dancing-masters and barbers, yet takes care to depict such in preference,
and would not speak too well of them. It is curious how these traditions endure. In
France, at the present moment, the Englishman on the stage is the caricatured
Engbshman at the time of the war, with a shock red head, a long white coat, and
invariable gaiters. Those who wish to study this subject should peruse Monsieur
Paul de Kock's histories of 'Lord Boulingrog' and 'Lady Crockmilove.' On the other
hand, the old émigré has taken his station amongst us, and we doubt if a good
British gallery would understand that such and such a character was a Frenchman
unless he appeared in the ancient traditional costume.'

A curious book, called 'Life in Paris,' published in 1822, contains a number of the
artist's plates in the aquatint style; and though we believe he had never been in that
capital, the designs have a great deal of life in them, and pass muster very well. A
villainous race of shoulder-shrugging mortals are his Frenchmen indeed. And the
heroes of the tale, a certain Mr. Dick Wildfire, Squire Jenkins, and Captain
O'Shuffleton, are made to show the true British superiority on every occasion when
Britons and French are brought together. This book was one among the many that
the designer's genius has caused to he popular; the plates are not carefully
executed, but, being coloured, have a pleasant, lively look. The same style was
adopted in the once famous book called "Tom and Jerry, or Life in London,' which
must have a word of notice here, for, although by no means Mr. Cruikshank's best
work, his reputation was extraordinarily raised by it. Tom and Jerry were as
popular twenty years since as Mr. Pickwick and Sam Weller now are; and often
have we wished, while reading the biographies of the latter celebrated personages,
that they had been described as well by Mr. Cruikshank's pencil as by Mr.
Dickens's pen.

As for Tom and Jerry, to show the mutability of human affairs and the evanescent
nature of reputation, we have been to the British Museum and no less than five
circulating libraries in quest of the hook, and 'Life in London,' alas, is not to be
found at any one of them. We can only, therefore, speak of the work from
recollection, but have still a very clear remembrance of the leather-gaiters of Jerry
Hawthorn, the green spectacles of Logic, and the hooked nose of Corinthian Tom.
They were the schoolboy's delight; and in the days when the work appeared we
firmly believed the three heroes above named to be types of the most elegant,
fashionable-young fellows the town afforded, and thought their occupations and
amusements were those of all high-bred English gentlemen. Tom knocking down
the watchman at Temple Bar; Tom and Jerry dancing at Almack's; or flirting in the
saloon at the theatre; at the night-houses, after the play; at Tom Cribb's, examining
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the silver cup then in the possession of that champion; at the chambers of Bob
Logic, who, seated at a cabinet piano, plays a waltz to which Corinthian Tom and
Kate are dancing; ambling gallantly in Rotten Row; or examining the poor fellow
at Newgate who was having his chains knocked off before hanging: all these
scenes remain indelibly engraved upon the mind, and so far we are independent of
all the circulating libraries in London.

As to the literary contents of the book, they have passed sheer away. It was, most
likely, not particularly refined; nay, the chances are that it was absolutely vulgar.
But it must have had some merit of its own, that is clear; it must have given
striking descriptions of life in some part or other of London, for all London read it,
and went to see it in its dramatic shape. The artist, it is said, wished to close the
career of the three heroes by bringing them all to ruin, but the writer, or publishers,
would not allow any such melancholy subjects to dash the merriment of the public,
and we believe Tom, Jerry, and Logic were married off at the end of the tale, as if
they had been the most moral personages in the world. There is some goodness in
this pity, which authors and the public are disposed to show towards certain
agreeable, disreputable characters of romance. Who would mar the prospects of
honest Roderick Random, or Charles Surface, or Tom Jones'? only a very stern
moralist indeed. And in regard of Jerry Hawthorn and that hero without a surname,
Corinthian Tom, Mr. Cruikshank, we make little doubt, was glad in his heart that
he was not allowed to have his own way.

Soon after the 'Tom and Jerry' and the 'Life in Paris,' Mr. Cruikshank produced a
much more elaborate set of prints, in a work which was called 'Points of Humour.'
These 'Points' were selected from various comic works, and did not, we believe,
extend beyond a couple of numbers, containing about a score of copper-plates. The
collector of humorous designs cannot fail to have them in his portfolio, for they
contain some of the very best efforts of Mr. Cruikshank's genius, and though not
quite so highly laboured as some of his later productions, are none the worse, in
our opinion, for their comparative want of finish. All the effects are perfectly
given, and the expression is as good as it could be in the most delicate engraving
upon steel. The artist's style, too, was then completely formed; and, for our parts,
we should say that we preferred his manner of 1825 to any other which he has
adopted since. The first picture, which is called 'The Point of Honour,' illustrates
the old story of the officer who, on being accused of cowardice for refusing to fight
a duel, came among his brother officers and flung a lighted grenade down upon the
floor, before which his comrades fled ignominiously. This design is capital, and the
outward rush of heroes, walking, trampling, twisting, scuffling at the door, is in the
best style of the grotesque. You see but the back of most of these gentlemen; into
which, nevertheless, the artist has managed to throw an expression of ludicrous
agony that one could scarcely have expected to find in such a part of the human
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figure. The next plate is not less good. It represents a couple who, having been
found one night tipsy, and lying in the same gutter, were, by a charitable though
misguided gentleman, supposed to be man and wife, and put comfortably to bed
together. The morning came; fancy the surprise of this interesting pair when they
awoke and discovered their situation. Fancy the manner, too, in which Cruikshank
has depicted them, to which words cannot do justice. It is needless to state that this
fortuitous and temporary union was followed by one more lasting and sentimental,
and that these two worthy persons were married, and lived happily ever after.

We should like to go through every one of these prints. There is the jolly miller,
who, returning home at night, calls upon his wife to get him a supper, and falls to
upon rashers of bacon and ale. How he gormandises, that jolly miller! rasher after
rasher, how they pass away frizzling and smoking from the gridiron down that
immense grinning gulf of a mouth. Poor wife! how she pines and frets, at that
untimely hour of midnight to be obliged to fry, fry, fry perpetually, and minister to
the monster's appetite. And yonder in the clock: what agonised face is that we see?
By heavens, it is the squire of the parish. What business has he there? Let us not
ask. Suffice it to say, that he has, in the hurry of the moment, left upstairs his br—;
his—psha! a part of his dress, in short, with a number of bank-notes in the pockets.
Look in the next page, and you will see the ferocious, bacon-devouring ruffian of a
miller is actually causing this garment to be carried through the village and cried
by the town-crier. And we blush to be obliged to say that the demoralised miller
never offered to return the bank-notes, although he was so mighty scrupulous in
endeavouring to find an owner for the corduroy portfolio in which he had found
them.

Passing from this painful subject, we come, we regret to state, to a series of prints
representing personages not a whit more moral. Burns's famous 'Jolly Beggars'
have all had their portraits drawn by Cruikshank. There is the lovely 'hempen
widow,' quite as interesting and romantic as the famous Mrs. Sheppard, who has at
the lamented demise of her husband adopted the very same consolation.

'My curse upon them every one,
They've hanged my braw John Highlandman;

And now a widow I must mourn,
Departed joys that ne'er return;

No comfort but a hearty can

When I think on John Highlandman.'

Sweet 'raucle carlin,’ she has none of the sentimentality of the English
highwayman's lady; but being wooed by a tinker and
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'A pigmy scraper wi' his fiddle
Wha us'd to trystes and fairs to driddle,’

prefers the practical to the merely musical man. The tinker sings with a noble
candour, worthy of a fellow of his strength of body and station in life

'My bonnie lass, I work in brass,
A tinker is my station;

I've travell'd round all Christian ground
In this my occupation.

I've taen the gold, I've been enroll'd
In many a noble squadron;

But vain they search'd when off I march'd
To go an' clout the caudron.'

It was his ruling passion. What was military glory to him, forsooth? He had the
greatest contempt for it, and loved freedom and his copper kettle a thousand times
better—a kind of hardware Diogenes. Of fiddling he has no better opinion. The
picture represents the 'sturdy caird' taking 'poor gut-scraper' by the beard,—
drawing his 'roosty rapier,' and swearing to 'speet him like a pliver' unless he would
relinquish the bonnie lassie for ever—

'Wi' ghastly ee, poor tweedle-dee
Upon his hunkers bended,

An' pray'd for grace wi' ruefu' face,
An' so the quarrel ended.'

Hark how the tinker apostrophises the violinist, stating to the widow at the same
time the advantages which she might expect from an alliance with himself:

'Despise that shrimp, that withered imp,
Wi' a' his noise and caperin';

And take a share with those that bear
The budget and the apron!

'And by that stowp, my faith an' houpe,
An' by that dear Kilbaigie!

If e'er ye want, or meet wi' scant,
May I ne'er weet my craigie.'

Cruiksbank's caird is a noble creature; his face and figure show him to be fully
capable of doing and saying all that is above written of him.

In the second part, the old tale of 'The Three Hunchbacked Fiddlers' is illustrated
with equal felicity. The famous classical dinners and duel in 'Peregrine Pickle' are
also excellent in their way; and the connoisseur of prints and etchings may see in
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the latter plate, and in another in this volume, how great the artist's mechanical skill
is as an etcher. The distant view of the city in the duel, and of a market-place in
'The Quack Doctor,' are delightful specimens of the artist's skill in depicting
buildings and backgrounds. They are touched with a grace, truth, and dexterity of
workmanship that leave nothing to desire. We have before mentioned the man with
the mouth, which appears in this number emblematical of gout and indigestion, in
which the artist has shown all the fancy of Callot. Little demons, with long saws
for noses, are making dreadful incisions into the toes of the unhappy sufferer; some
are bringing pans of hot coals to keep the wounded member warm; a huge, solemn
nightmare sits on the invalid's chest, staring solemnly into his eyes; a monster, with
a pair of drumsticks, is banging a devil's tattoo on his forehead; and a pair of imps
are nailing great tenpenny nails into his hands to make his happiness complete.

The late Mr. Clark's excellent work, 'Three Courses and a Dessert,' was published
at a time when the rage for comic stories was not so great as it since has been, and
Messrs. Clark and Cruikshank only sold their hundreds where Messrs. Dickens and
Phiz dispose of their thousands. But if our recommendation can in any way
influence the reader, we would enjoin him to have a copy of the 'Three Courses,'
that contains some of the best designs of our artist, and some of the most amusing
tales in our language. The invention of the pictures, for which Mr. Clark takes
credit to himself, says a great deal for his wit and fancy. Can we, for instance,
praise too highly the man who invented that wonderful oyster?

Examine him well: his beard, his pearl, his little round stomach, and his sweet
smile. Only oysters know how to smile in this way; cool, gentle, waggish, and yet
inexpressibly innocent and winning. Dando himself must have allowed such an
artless native to go free, and consigned him to the glassy, cool, translucent wave
again.

In writing upon such subjects as these with which we have been furnished, it can
hardly be expected that we should follow any fixed plan and order—we must
therefore take such advantage as we may, and seize upon our subject when and
wherever we can lay hold of him.

For Jews, sailors, Irishmen, Hessian boots, little boys, beadles, policemen, tall life-
guardsmen, charity children, pumps, dustmen, very short pantaloons, dandies in
spectacles, and ladies with aquiline noses, remarkably taper waists, and
wonderfully long ringlets, Mr. Cruikshank has a special predilection. The tribe of
Israelites he has studied with amusing gusto; witness the Jew in Mr. Ainsworth's
'Jack Sheppard,' and the immortal Fagin of 'Oliver Twist." Whereabouts lies the
comic vis in these persons and things? Why should a beadle be comic, and his
opposite a charity boy? Why should a tall life-guardsman have something in him
essentially absurd? Why are short breeches more ridiculous than long? What is



