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MISS TICKLETOBY'S LECTURES ON ENGLISH 
HISTORY

A CHARACTER
(TO INTRODUCE ANOTHER CHARACTER)

WE have  the  pleasure  to  be  acquainted  with  a  young  fellow  by  the  name  of 
Adolphus Simcoe, who, like many another person of his age and rank in life, has 
been smitten with a love for literary pursuits, which have brought him to early ruin.

He  gained  a  decent  maintenance  as  assistant  in  the  shop  of  Messrs.―, 
apothecaries,  Cheapside,  but  even  then was  observed  never  to  move without  a 
Byron in his pocket, and used to amuse the other gents in the establishment by 
repeating whole passages from Shelley,  Wordsworth, and Moore. To one young 
man be confided a large ledger of poems, of his own composition; but being of a 
timid turn, and the young man falling asleep during the reading of the very first 
ballad, Adolphus never attempted a similar proceeding with any of his comrades 
again, but grew more morose and poetical, frequenting the theatres, coming late to 
business, living alone, and turning down his shirtcollars more and more every day. 
Messrs. Butler had almost determined, although with regret, to turn away the lad, 
when be prevented that step on their part by signifying his own intention to retire. 
His grandmother,  who, we are led to believe, kept  a small shop in the town of 
York, left  Adolpus a fortune of  three hundred pounds in the Three per  Cents., 
which sum he thought folly adequate for the making of his fortune in his own way.

His passion was to become an editor of a Magazine; to assemble about him 'the 
great spirits of the age,' as he called them; and to be able to communicate his own 
contributions to the public, aided by all the elegances of type, and backed by all the 
ingenuities of puffery.

That  celebrated  miscellany,  the  Lady's  Lute,  then  being  for  sale—indeed,  if  a 
gentleman has a mind to part with his money, it is very hard if he cannot find some 
periodical  with  a  broom at  its  masthead—Adolphus,  for  the  sum of  forty-fire 
pounds became the proprietor and of the Lute; and had great pleasure in seeing his 
own name in the most Gothic capitals upon the title-page—his poems occupying 
the place of honour within. The honest fellow has some good mercantile notions, 
and did not in the least hesitate to say, on the part of the proprietors, and on the fly-
leaf of the Magazine, that the Public of England would rejoice to learn, that the 
great aid of Adolphus Simcoe, Esquire, had been secured, at an immense expense, 
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for the Lady's Lute; that his contributions would henceforth be solely confined to it, 
and that the delighted world would have proofs of his mighty genius in song.

Having got all the poets by heart, he had a pretty knack of imitating them all, and 
in a single ballad would give you  specimens of,  at least,  half-a-dozen different 
styles. He had, moreover, an emphatic way of his own, which was for a little time 
popular; and the public, for near a year, may be said to have been almost taken in 
by Adolphus Simcoe—as they have been by other literary characters of his kind. It 
is, we do believe, a fact, that for a certain time Adolphus's Magazine actually paid 
its contributors; and it is a known truth, that one India-paper proof of the portrait of 
himself, which he published in the second year of his editorship, was bought by a 
young lady, a sincere admirer of his poems.

In the course of eighteen months he exhausted his manuscript ledger of poetry—he 
published his 'Ghoul,' a poem in Lord Byron's style; his 'Leila,' after the manner of 
Thomas Moore; his 'Idiosyncrasy,' a didactic poem, that strongly reminded one of 
Wordsworth;  and his  'Gondola,  a  Venetian  Lay,'  that  may be considered  to  be 
slightly similar to the works of L. E. L. Then he came out with a Tragedy, called 
'Perdition, or the Rosicrucian Gammons,' of which the dulness was so portentous, 
that at the end of the fourth act it was discovered there were not more than thirty-
three subscribers left to the Magazine.

Suffice it  to say,  that though he continued the work desperately for six months 
longer, pouring, as he said, the whole energies of his soul into its pages—(the fact 
was that, as there was no more money, there were no more contributors)—though 
he wrote articles  pathetic,  profound,  and humorous,  commenced  romances,  and 
indited the most bitter and sarcastic reviews, the Lady's Lute fell to the ground—its 
chords, as he said, were rudely snapped asunder, and he who had swept them with 
such joy went forth a wretched and heart-broken man.

He passed three months in her Majesty's  Asylum of the Fleet,  from whence he 
issued in brocade robe-de-chambre, and the possessor of the cut-glass bottles and 
shaving trumpery of a dressing-case, the silver covers of which he had pawned in 
order to subsist while in durance.

Our belief is that Miss Tickletoby is his relation: it is certain that he sleeps in her 
back garret (and the venerable age of the lady puts all scandal out of the question); 
he has,  we are fully certain,  instructed her pupils in penmanship, filling up his 
leisure moments by writing what would have been contributions to the Magazines, 
if those works would but have accepted the same.

He  still  speaks  of  the  Lady's  Lute  as  of  the  greatest  periodical  that  ever  was 
produced, and but the other day apologised warmly to the writer of this for having 
abused his early volume of Poems—'Lyrics of the Soul' they were called—written 
at  sixteen,  when we were students  at  the University of  London.  He persists  in 
thinking that the author of 'Lyrics of the Soul' has never forgiven him, that he has 
never  been  the  same man  since,  but  has  pined  away under  the  effects  of  that 
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withering sarcasm. Our next work, he says, was the bitter Slough of Despair—it 
was called 'The Downy Dragsman; or, Love in Liquorpond Street.' This, at least, 
the reader will remember. Could anything be more frank than its humour—more 
joyously low than every one of the scenes in that truly racy production?

It is needless to say, we have no sort of anger against poor Adolphus; but that, on 
the contrary, meeting him very wild and gloomy, and more than usually dirty, at 
the 'Globe,' in Bow Street, which we both frequent, it was a great pleasure to us to 
lend him seven shillings, which enabled him to order a dish of meat in addition to 
that unhappy half-pint of beer which seemed really to form all his dinner.

The dinner and the money made him communicative; and he was good enough to 
confide to us the history of a vast number of his disappointments—'His blighted 
opes—his withered dreams of hearly years—his "vain hambitiou"' (Adolphus is a 
Londoner,  whatever  his grandmother may have been),  and at  the end of all,  he 
pulled out a manuscript (which is always rather a frightful object to a literary man), 
but instead of reading it began, thank Heaven! only to discourse about it. It was 
another's writing, not his own.

'Halfred,' said he, 'you know I hoccupy no common position in the literary world. I 
ave at least done so, until misfortune hovertook me. Since my sorrows, I've been 
kindly oused by a munificent being—a woman ("'ere's to 'er,'" said he, draining his 
glass  solemnly,  'who  doubles  hall  our  joys,  and  alves  hall  our  sorrows—to 
woman!'). Having finished his brandy-and-water, he resumed:—

'Hever since hi've been in the ouse of that hangelic being—she's hold, Halfred, 
hold enough to be my grandmother, and so I pray you let the sneer pass away from 
your lips—hi've not neglected, has you may himagine, the sacred calling for which 
hi feel hi was born. Poesy has been my solace in my lonely hagonies, hand I've 
tried the newspapers  hall  round.  But  they're  a  callous  and ard-earted set,  those 
literary men—men who have feasted at my table, and quaffed of my wine-cup—
men, who in the days of my prosperity have grown rich from my purse—will you 
believe it, they won't accept a single harticle of my writing, and scornfully, pass me 
by! Worse than this—they refuse to elp me by the most simple puff, for me and 
mine; would you believe it, my dear friend, Miss Tickletoby has just commenced a 
series of lectures, for which hi'm hanxious to get the world's good opinion, and not 
one paper will hinsert the little description I've written off. The Rage, the Hargus,  
the Hera, hi've applied to 'em all, and they're hall the same—hall, hall, ungrateful.'

'My dear fellow, if you will write verse,' said I―

'It's  not  verse,'  answered  Adolphue,  'it's  prose—a  report  of  Miss  T.'s  lecture, 
prefaced by a modest leading harticle.'

'I'll see if I can get it into Punch,' said I.

'Hush,  Punch!' shouted he, 'Heavens, have you fallen so low? I, write in  Punch! 
Gracious powers! In Punch— in Punch!'
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'Rum or brandy, sir?' said Betsy, the waiter, who caught the last word.

'Rum,' said Adolphus (with a good deal of presence of mind); and, as he drank the 
steaming liquor, took my hand. 'Halfred,'  said he, 'tell  me this one thing—does 
Punch pay? for, between ourselves, Mrs Tickletoby says that she'll turn me out of 
doors unless I can make myself useful to her and—pay my bill.'

Adolphus Simcoe is to be paid for his contributions, and next week we shall begin 
Miss Tickletoby's Lectures.



LECTURE I

WE have just had the joy to be present at one of the most splendid exhibitions of 
intelligence which has been witnessed in our splendid and intelligent  time. The 
great spirit of History, distilled in a mighty mind's alembic, outpouring, clear, rich, 
strong,  intoxicating  oft—so  delicious  was  the  draught,  and  so  eager  the 
surrounding drinkers—the figures of statesmen and heroes, wise heroes and heroic 
statesmen,  caught  up  from  their  darkness  in  the  far  past,  and  made  by  the 
enchantress to shine before us visible; the gorgeous and gigantic memories of old 
Time rising stately from their graves, and looking on us us in life they looked: such 
were  the  thoughts,  sensations,  visions,  that  we  owe  to  the  eloquence  of  Miss 
Tickletoby this day.

We write under a tremendous emotion, for the words of the fair speaker still thrill 
in our ears; nor can we render account of one tithe part of that mystic harmony of 
words,  that  magic  spell  of  poesy,  which  the  elegant  oratrix  flung  round  her 
audience—a not-readily-to-be-dissipated charm.

Suffice  it  to say,  that,  pursuant to her  announcements  in the public prints,  this 
accomplished lady commenced her series of lectures on English History to-day. 
Her friends, her pupils, those who know and esteem her (and these consist of the 
rarest of England's talent, and the brightest of her aristocracy), were assembled at 
one o'clock punctually in her modest dwelling (No. 3 Leg-of-Veal Court, Little 
Britain,  over  the  greengrocer's;  pull  the  third  bell  from the  bottom).  We were 
among the first to attend, and gladly give the publicity of our columns to a record 
of the glorious transactions of the day. The reporters of this paper were employed 
in taking down every word that fell from the speaker's lips—(would that they could 
have  likewise  transferred  the thrilling tones  and  magic  glance  which  made her 
words a thousand times more precious):  we, on the other hand, being from our 
habits  more  accustomed  to  philosophic  abbreviation,  have  been  contented  with 
taking down rather the heads and the  suggestivity  (if we may use the phrase) of 
Miss Tickletoby's discourse, and we flatter ourselves that upon a comparison with 
the text, the analysis will be found singularly faithful.

We have spoken of the public character: a word now regarding Miss Tickletoby 
the woman. She has long been known and loved in the quarter of which she is the 
greatest blessing and ornament—that of St. Mary Axe.

From her early life practising tuition, some of the best families of the City owe to 
her their earliest introduction to letters. Her Spelling-book is well known, and has 
run  through  very  nearly  an  edition;  and  when  we  rank  among  her  pupils  the 
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daughter of one of the clerks of. Alderman Banner AND A NIECE OF A LATE HONOURED 
LORD MAYOR, we have said enough to satisfy the most fastidious votary of fashion 
with respect to the worldly position of those who ait at Mias Tickle-toby's feet.

Miss Tickletoby believes that education, to be effective, should be begun early, and 
therefore  receives  her  pupils from the age of two upwards.  Nay,  she has  often 
laughingly  observed  that  she  would  have  no  objection  to  take  them from  the 
month, as childhood's training can never be too soon commenced. Of course, at so 
tender an age,  sex is no consideration. Miss Tickletoby's children (as she loves to 
call them) are both of the sterner and the softer varieties of our human species;

With regard to her educational system, it is slightly coercive. She has none of the 
new-fangled  notions  regarding  the  inutility  of  corporal  punishments,  but, 
remembering  their  effects  in  her  own  case,  does  not  hesitate  to  apply  them 
whenever necessity urges.

On Wednesdays (half-holidays) she proposes to deliver a series of lectures upon 
English history, occasionally (it would appear from a hint in the present discourse) 
diversified by subjects of a lighter and more holiday kind. We shall attend them all
—nor can the public of this city do better than follow our example. The price of 
tickets for the six lectures is—ninepence.

Can such things be, 
And overcome us like a summer cloud 
Without our special wonder!

THE LECTURE-ROOM

The lecture was announced for one o'clock, and arriving at that hour, we found the 
room full  of  rank  and  fashion.  Excellent  accommodation  was  arranged  for  the 
public press.  Flowers,  some of those cheap but lovely and odorous ones which 
form the glory of England's garden, were placed tastefully here and there—on the 
mantel, on the modest table at which stood the lecturer's  chair, and a largo and 
fragrant bouquet in the window-sill. These were (with the exception of a handsome 
curtain that hung before the door from which Miss Tickletoby was to issue) the 
sole ornaments of the simple academic chamber.

The lovely children,  with wistful  eyes  and cheeks more flushed than any roses 
there,  were  accommodated  with  their  usual  benches,  while  their  parents  were 
comfortably ranged in chairs, behind them. 'Twas indeed a thrilling sight—a sight 
to  bring  tears  into  the  philanthropic  heart—happy tears  though—such  as  those 
spring  showers  which  fell  from the  lids  of  childhood,  and  which  rainbow  joy 
speedily dries up again.
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The bell rings: one moment—and the chintz curtain draws aside; and 'midst waving 
of kerchiefs, and shouting of bravos, and with smiling eyes fixed upon her, and 
young hearts  to  welcome her,  the  Lecturer  steps  forth.  Now,  our  task  is  over. 
Gentles, let the enchantress speak for herself.

Having cleared her voice, and gazing round the room with a look of affection, she 
began

THE LECTURE

My Loves,—With regard to the early history of our beloved country, before King 
Alfred  ascended  the  throne,  I  have  very little  indeed  to  say;  in  the  first  place, 
because  the  story itself  is  none  of  the most  moral  —consisting of  accounts  of 
murders agreeably varied by invasions; and secondly, dears, because to tell you the 
truth, I have always found those first chapters so abominably stupid, that I have 
made a point to pass them over. For I had an indulgent mamma, who did not look 
to my education so much as I do to yours, and provided she saw Howell's 'Medulla' 
before me, never thought of looking to see whether 'Mother Goose' was within the 
leaves. Ah, dears! that is a pleasant history, too, and in holiday time we will have a 
look at that.

Well,  then,  about  the abominable,  odious Danes and Saxons,  the Picts and the 
Scots, I know very little, and must say have passed through life pretty comfortably 
in  spite  of  my  ignorance.  Not  that  this  should  be  an  excuse  to  you—no,  no, 
darlings;  learn  for  learning's  sake;  if  not,  I  have  something  hanging  up  in  the 
cupboard, and you know my name is Tickletoby. [Great agitation.]

How first our island became inhabited is a point which nobody know. I do not 
believe  a  word  of  that  story  at  the  beginning  of  the  'Seven  Champions  of 
Christendom,'  about  King  Brute  and  his  companions;  and  as  for  the  other 
hypotheses  (let  Miss  Biggs  spell  the  word  'hypothesis,'  and  remember  not  to 
confound it with 'apothecary') they are not worth consideration. For as the first man 
who entered the island could not write, depend on it he never set down the date of 
his arrival;  and I leave you to guess what a confusion about dates there would 
speedily be,—you who can't remember whether it was last Thursday or Friday that 
you had gooseberry pudding for dinner.

Those little dears who have not seen Mrs. Trimmer's 'History of England' have, no 
doubt, beheld pictures of Mr. Oldridge's Balm of Columbia. The ancient Britons 
were like the lady represented there, only not black; the excellent Mrs. T.'s pictures 
of these, no doubt, are authentic, and there our ancestors are represented as dressed 
in painted skins, and wearing their hair as long as possible. I need not say that it 
was  their  own  skins  they  painted,  because,  as  for  clothes,  they  were  not  yet 
invented.
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Perhaps some of my darlings have seen at their papas' evening parties some curious 
(female) Britons who exist in our own time, and who, out of respect for the country 
in which they were born, are very fond of the paint, and not at all partial to clothes.

As  for  the  religion  of  the  ancient  Britons,  as  it  was  a  false  and  abominable 
superstition, the less we say about it the better. If they had a religion, you may be 
sure they had a clergy.  This body of persons were called Druids. The Historian 
Hume gays that they instructed the youth of the country, which, considering not 
one boy in 1,000,000,000,000 could read, couldn't give the Druids much trouble. 
The Druids likewise superintended the law matters and government of Britain; and, 
in  return  for  their  kindness,  were  handsomely  paid,  as  all  teachers  of  youth, 
lawyers,  and  ministers  ought  to  be.  ['Hear,  hear,'  from  LORD ABINGER and  SIR 
ROBERT PEEL.]

The ancient Britons were of a warlike, rude nature (and loved broils and battles, 
like Master Spry yonder). They used to go forth with clubs for weapons, and bulls' 
horns for trumpets; and so with their clubs and trumps they would engage their 
enemies,  who  sometimes  conquered  them,  and  sometimes  were  conquered  by 
them, according to luck.

The priests remained at  home and encouraged them; praying to their gods,  and 
longing no doubt for a share of the glory and danger; but they learned, they said, to 
sacrifice themselves for the public good. Nor did they only sacrifice themselves—I 
grieve to say that it was their custom to sacrifice other people: for when the Britons 
returned from war with their prisoners,  the priests carried the latter into certain 
mysterious groves, where they slew them on the horrid altars of their gods. The 
gods, they said, delighted in these forests and these dreadful human sacrifices, and 
you will better remember the facts by representing these gods to you as so many 
wicked  Lovegroves,  and  their  victims  as  unfortunate  Whitebait.  [Immense  
sensation.]

And as your papas have probably taken some of you to see the opera of 'Norma,'  
which relates to these very Druids that we are talking about, you will know that the 
ancient  Britons  had  not  only  priests,  but  priestesses—that  is,  clergywomen. 
Remember this, and don't commit an error which is common in society, and talk of 
two clerical gentlemen as two priestesses. It is a gross blunder. One might as well 
speak of the ' Blue Posteses' (in Cork Street, Burlington Gardens, where, I am told, 
excellent beef-steaks are served), or talk of having your  breakfasteses,  as I have 
heard the Duchess of― often do. Remember then, Priests; singular, Priest. 'Blue 
Posts' (Cork Street, Burlington Gardens); singular 'Blue Post.' 'Breakfasts,' singular
—What is the singular of Breakfasts, Miss Higgins?

Miss Higgins. I don't know.

Master Smith (delighted and eager). I know.
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Miss Tickletoby. Speak, my dear, and tell that inattentive Miss Higgins what is the 
singular of 'breakfasts.'

Master Smith (clearing his voice by rubbing hit jacket sleeve across his nose). The 
most  singular  breakfast  I  know is  old  John  Wapshot's,  who  puts  sugar  in  his 
muffins, and takes salt in his tea! [MASTER SMITH was preparing to ascend to the  
head of the class, but was sternly checked by  MISS TICKLETOBY who resumed her  
discourse.]

It was not to be supposed that the wickedness of these Priests could continue for 
ever:  and accordingly we find (though upon my word I  don't  know upon what 
authority) that, eighteen hundred and ninety-seven years ago, Julius Caesar, that 
celebrated military man, landed at Deal. He conquered a great number of princes 
with jaw-breaking names, as did the Roman Emperors, his successors, such as the 
Trinobantes, the Atrebates, the Silures, all richly deserving their fate, doubtless, as 
I fear they were but savages at best. They were masters of the Britons for pretty 
near  five hundred years,  and though the Scotch pretend that  the Romans never 
conquered their part  of it,  I  am inclined to suppose it  was pretty much for the 
reasons that the clothes are not taken off a scarecrow in the fields, because they are 
not worth the taking.

About  the  year  450,  the  Romans,  having  quite  enough  to  do  at  home,  quitted 
Britain for good, when the Scots, who were hungry then, and have been hungry 
ever since, rushed in among the poor unprotected Britoners, who were forced to 
call the Saxons to their aid.

'Twas two o'clock—the Lecturer made her curtsey and reminded her auditory that 
another Lecture would take place on the following Wednesday, and the Company 
departed, each making a mental affidavit to return.



LECTURE II

IN the lecture-room we observed one of the noblest of our poet-philosophers, who 
was assiduously taking notes, and we say that it is to Adolphus Simcoe, Esquire, 
author  of  the  'Ghoul,'  'Leila,'  'Idiosyncrasy,'  etc.,  that  we  are  indebted  for  the 
following Philosophical  Synopsis  of Miss Tickletoby's  First  Lecture  on English 
History, delivered to her pupils and their  friends  on the — July at her Scholastic 
Hall, Little Britain.

1. On the painful impression occasioned by the contemplation of early barbarism.

2. The disposition of the human mind to avoid such a study.

3.  The  mystic  and  the  historic:  their  comparative  beauty  and  excellence—the 
Lecturer promises on ft further occasion to speak upon the former subjects.

4. Spite of his unwillingness, 'tis the duty of the student to acquaint himself with 
all the facts of history, whether agreeable or not, and of the tutor to urge by every 
means the unwilling,

5.  Various  hypotheses  with  regard  to  the  first  colonisation  of  Britain.  The 
hypothesis of the chivalric ages, and of the cycle of Arthur.

6. The insufficiency of all theories upon the subject proved by a familiar appeal to 
the student's own powers of memory.

7.  THE ANCIENT BRITONS—their costume: (8) its singular resemblances with that of 
the Transatlantic savage; (9) a passing word of reprobation upon an odious modern 
custom.

10. THB RELIGION OP THE BRITONS.—11. A religion inseparable from a priesthood.—
The attributes of the Druidical priesthood, their privileges and powers.—12. Of the 
rewards that the State ought to grant to the ministers of its government, its laws, 
and its education.

13. THB WARS OF THE BRITONS.—14. Their weapons.—15. Their various fortunes in 
the field.

16. The influence of the Priests upon their campaigns.—17. The barbaric sacrifices 
in the groves of Odin.—18. Fanciful simile.

19. The Priestesses: grammatical  distinction to be drawn between them and the 
Priests.

20. Episode of Miss Higgins and Master Smith—absurd blunder of the latter.
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21. THE ROMANS IN BRITAIN.—22. The character of Cæsar.—23. Of his successors.—
24. Their victories over the barbarous Britons a blessing, and not an evil.—25, The 
Scottish boasts of invincibility; the true view of them.

26.  THE DOWNFALL OF THE ROMAN EMPIRE.—The legions withdrawn from Britain. 
Depredations of the Scots in that unhappy island.

The  following  questions  on  the  most  important  points  of  the  Lecture  were 
delivered by Miss Tickletoby to her pupils:—

EXAMINATION PAPER

July 1812.

At the Academe, Leg-of-Veal Court, London, 

superintended by WILHELMINA MARIA TICKLETOBY.

Q. By whom was Britain first colonised; and at what period?
A. From the best accounts it is quite uncertain. It was colonised at the period when 
the colonists landed.

Q. What was the date of the landing of the Romans in Britain?
A. A day or two after they quitted Gaul.

Q. Why were they obliged to jump into the water from their boats? 
A. Because they were invaders.

Q, When Boadicea harangued the Icenic warriors before her supreme combat with 
Suetonius, why did she remind the latter of a favourite vegetable?
A.  Because  she  was  an  Icenean  (a  nice  inion).  The  alicampane  prize  to  Miss 
Parminter (for answering this).

THE LECTURE

Personages present.

MISS WILHELMINA MARIA TICKLETOBY.

MASTER SPRY (a quarrelsome boy).

MISS PONTIFEX (a good girl).

MASTER MAXIMUS PONTIFEX (her brother, a worthy though not brilliant lad).

MASTER DELANCEY MORTIMER (says nothing).
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MR.  DESBOROUGH MORTIMER (footman in the service of  SIR GEORGE GOLLOP,  Bart., 
and father of the above).

MISS BUDGE, an assistant (says nothing).

Boys, Girls, Parents, etc.

Scene as before.

THE PICTS,  THE SCOTS,  THE DANES;  GREGORY THE SATIRIST,  THE CONVERSION OF THE 
BRITONS, THE CHARACTER OF ALFRED.—I did not in my former Lecture make the least 
allusion to the speech of Queen Boadicea to her troops before going into action, 
because, although several reports of that oration have been handed down to us, not 
one of them, as I take it, is correct, and what is the use, my darlings, of reporting 
words (hers were very abusive against the Romans)—of reporting words that never 
were uttered? There's scandal enough, loves, in this wicked world without going 
back to old stories:  real  scandal,  too,  which may satisfy any person. Nor did I 
mention King Caractacus's noble behaviour before the Roman Emperor Claudia—
for that history is so abominably stale that I am sure none of my blessed loves 
require to be told it.

When the Britons had been deserted by the Romans, and found themselves robbed 
and pillaged by the Picts and Scots, they sent over to a people called Saxons (so 
called because they didn't live in Saxony): who came over to help their friends, and 
having turned out the Picts and Scots, and finding the country a pleasant one to 
dwell in, they took possession of it, saying that the Britons did not deserve to ha« » 
country, as they did not know how to keep it. This sort of argument was considered 
very just in those days—and I've seen some little boys in this school acting Saxon-
fashion: for instance, Master Spry the other day took away a piece of gingerbread 
from Master Jones, giving him a great thump on the nose instead; and what was the 
consequence? I showed Master Spry the injustice of his action, and punished him 
severely,

To Master Spry. How did I punish you, my dear?—tell the company.

Matter Spry. You kept the gingerbread.

Miss T. (severely). I don't mean that: how else did I punish you?

Master Spry. You vipped me: but I kicked your shins all the time.

Unruly boy!—but so it is, ladies and gentlemen, in the infancy of individuals as in 
that  of  nations:  we  hear  of  these  continual  scenes  of  violence,  until  prudence 
teaches respect for property, and law becomes stronger than force. To return to the 
Saxons, they seized upon the goods and persons of the effeminate Britons, made 
the  latter  their  slaves,  and  sold  them  as  such  in  foreign  countries.  The  mind 
shudders at such horrors! How should  you  like, you naughty Master Spry,  to be 
seized  and  carried  from  your  blessed  mother's  roof—[immense  sensation,  and 
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audible sobbing among the ladies present]—how should you like to be carried off 
and sold as a slave to France or Italy?

Master Spry. Is there any schools there? I shouldn't mind if there ain't.

Miss T. Yes, sir, there are schools—and RODS.

[Immense uproar. Cries of' 'Shame!' 'No flogging!' 'Serve him right!' 'No tyranny!'  
'Horse  him  this  instant!'  With  admirable  presence  of  mind,  however,  MISS 
TICKLETOBY stopped the disturbance by unfolding her GREAT HISTORICAL PICTURE!]

It chanced that two lovely British children, sold like thousands of others by their 
ruthless Saxon masters, were sent to Rome, and exposed upon the slave-market 
there. Fancy those darlings in such a situation!

There they stood—weeping and wretched, thinking of their parents' cot, in the far 
Northern Isle, sighing and yearning, no doubt, for the green fields of Albin!i

It happened that a gentleman by the name of Gregory, who afterwards rose to be 
Pope  of  Rome—but  who  was  then  a  simple  clerical  gent,  passed  through  the 
market, with his friends, and came to the spot where these poor British children 
stood.

The Reverend Mr. Gregory was instantly struck by their appearance—by their rosy 
cheeks,  their  golden  hair;  their  little  jackets  covered  all  over  with  sugar-loaf 
buttons, their poor nankeens grown all too short by constant wash and wear: and 
demanded of their owner, of what nation the little darlings were?

The man (who spoke in Latin)  replied that  they were  Angli, that  is,  Angles  or 
English.

'Angles,' said the enthusiastic Mr. Gregory, 'they are not Angles, but Angels;' and 
with this joke, which did not do much honour to his head, though certainly his 
heart  was  good,  he  approached  the  little  dears,  caressed  them,  and  made  still 
further inquiries regarding them.ii

Miss Pontifex (one of the little girls). And did Mr. Gregory take the little children 
out of slavery, and send them home, ma'am?

Mr. Hume, my dear good little girl, does not mention this fact; but let us hope he 
did: with all my heart, I'm sure  I hope he did. But this is certain, that he never 
forgot them, and when in process of time he came to be Pope of Rome―

Master Maximus Pontifex. Pa says my name's Lat'n for Pope of Rome, is it, ma'am?

I've no doubt it is, my love, since your papa says so: and when Gregory became 
Pope of Rome, he despatched a number of his clergy to England, who came and 
converted the benighted Saxons and Britons, and they gave up their hideous idols, 
and horrid human sacrifices, and sent the wicked Druids about their business.
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The Saxons had  ended  by becoming complete masters  of  the  country,  and  the 
people were now called Anglo or English Saxons. There were a great number of 
small sovereigns in the land then: but about the year 830, the King called Egbert 
became  the  master  of  the  whole  country;  and  he,  my loves,  was  the  father  of 
Alfred.

Alfred came to the throne after his three brothers, and you all know how good and 
famous a king he was. It is said that his father indulged him, and that he did not 
know how to read until  he was twelve years  old—but this,  my dears,  I  cannot 
believe; or, at least, I cannot but regret that there were no nice day-schools then, 
where children might be taught to read before they were twelve, or ten, or even 
eight years old, as many of my dear scholars can.

[MISS TICKLETOBY here paused for a moment, and resumed her lecture with rather a  
tremulous voice.]

It is my wish to amuse this company as well as I can, and sometimes, therefore—
for I am by nature a facetious old woman, heartily loving a bit of fun—I can't help 
making jokes about subjects which other historians treat in a solemn and pompous 
way.

But, dears, I don't think it right to make one single joke about good King Alfred; 
who was so good, and so wise, and so gentle, and so brave, that one can't laugh, but 
only love and honour bis memory. Think of this, how rare good kings are, and let 
us value a good one when he comes. We have had just fifty kings since his time, 
who have reigned for near a thousand long years, and he the only Great one. Brave 
and victorious many of them have been, grand and sumptuous, and a hundred times 
more powerful than he: but who cares for one of them (except Harry the Fifth, and 
I think Shakspeare made that king)—who loves any of them except him—the man 
who spoiled the cakes in the herdsman's cottage, the man who sang and played in 
the Danes' camp?

There are none of you so young but know those stories about him. Look, when the 
people love a man, how grateful they are! For a thousand years these little tales 
have passed from father to son all through England, and every single man out of 
millions and millions who has heard them has loved King Alfred in his heart, and 
blessed him, and was proud that he was an Englishman's king. And then he hears 
that Alfred fought the Danes,  and drove them out of England,  and that he was 
merciful to his enemies, and kept faith at a time when every one else was deceitful 
and cruel, and that he was the first to make laws, and establish peace and liberty 
among us.

Who cares for Charles the Second, secured in his oak, more than for any other man 
at a pinch of danger? Charles might have stayed in his tree for us, or for any good 
that he did when he came down. But for King Alfred, waiting in his little secret 
island,  until  he  should  be  strong  enough  to  have  one  more  battle  with  his 
conquerors, or in the camp of the enemy singing his songs to his harp, who does 
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not feel as for a dear friend or father in danger, and cry hurra! with all his heart,  
when he wins?

All the little Children. Hurray! Alfred for ever!

Yes, my dears, you love him all, and would all fight for him, I know.

Master Spry. That I would.

I'm sure you would, John, and may you never fight for a worse cause! Ah! it's a 
fine thing to think of the people loving a man for a thousand years! We shan't come 
to such another in the course of all these lectures—except mayhap if we get so far, 
to one George―

Mr. Mortimer (aloud, and with much confidence).  George the Fourth, you mean, 
miss, the first gentleman in Europe.

Miss T. (sternly).  No, sir; I mean George Washington,—the American Alfred, sir, 
who gave and took from us many a good beating, and drove the English-Danes out 
of his country.

Mr. Mortimer. Disgusting raddicle!—Delancey, my dear, come with me. Mem!—I 
shall withdraw my son from your academy.

[Exeunt MORTIMER, Senior and Junior.

Miss T.  Let them go. As long as honest people agree with me, what care I what 
great  men's  flunkeys  choose  to  think?  Miss  Budge,  make  out  Mr.  Mortimer's 
account.  Ladies  and  Gentlemen,  on Wednesday next  I  hope  for  the  honour  of 
resuming these lectures.

[Punch,  in  concluding  this  long  paper,  begs  to  hint  to  Mr.  Simcoe,  whose 
remuneration will be found at the office, that for the future he may spare his own 
remarks, philosophical, laudatory, or otherwise, and confine himself simply to the 
Lectures of Miss Tickletoby.]



LECTURE III. THE SEA-KINGS IN ENGLAND

IN the olden time our glorious country of England, my dears, most have been a 
pleasant place; for see what numbers of people have taken a fancy to it! First came 
the Romans, as we have seen, then the Saxons,—and when they were comfortably 
established here, the Danes, under their Sea-kings, came gallantly over the main, 
and were not a whit less charmed with the island than the Saxons and Romans had 
been.

Amongst these distinguished foreigners  may be mentioned the Sea-king Swayn, 
who came to England in the year nine hundred and something, landing at Margate, 
with which he was so pleased as to determine to stop there altogether,—being, as 
he said, so much attached to this country that nothing would induce him to go back 
to his own. Wasn't it a compliment to us? There is a great deal of this gallantry in 
the people of the North; and you may have observed, even in our own days, that 
some of them, 'specially Scotchmen, when once landed here, are mighty unwilling 
to go home again.

Well, King Swayn's  stay became preposterously long: and his people consumed 
such a power of drink and victuals, that at length our late beloved monarch, King 
Ethelred  the  Second,  was  induced  to  send  to  him.  A  bard  of  those  days  has 
recorded, with considerable minuteness, the particulars of Swayn's arrival; and as 
his work has not been noticed by Turner,  Hallam, Hume, or any other English 
historian, it may be quoted with advantage here. Snoro the bard (so called from the 
exciting  effect  which  bis  poem  produced  on  his  audience)  thus  picturesquely 
introduces us to the two Kings:—

'ÆTHELRED KONING MURNING POST REDINGE1

B. M. MSS. CLAUD. XXV.—XXVII

A-reading of the newspaper | in meditation lost,
Sate Æthelred of England | and took bis tea and toast;
Sate Æthelred of England | and read the Morning Post.

Among the new arrivals | the Journal did contain,
At Margate on the twentieth | his Majesty King Swayn,
Of Denmark with a retinue | of horsemen and of Dane!

Loud laugh'd King Æthelred, | and laid the paper down;
'Margate is a proper place | for a Danish clown.'
'Take care,' said the Chancellor, | 'he doesn't come to town.'
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'This King Swayn,' says Witfrid the fool, | laughing loud and free,
'Sea-king as he is, | a boatswain ought to be.'
'It is none of our seeking,' | said the Chancellor, says he.

'Let him come,' said the King, (in his mouth | butter'd toast popping),
'At Wapping or at Redriff | this boatswain will be stopping.'
'Take care,' says Chancellor Wigfrid, | 'he don't give you a wapping.'

'I'm certain,' says wise Wigfrid, | 'the Sea-King means us evilly;
Herald, go to Margate | and speak unto him civilly;
And if he's not at Margate, | why then try Ramsgate and Tivoli.'

Herald, in obedience | to his master dear,
Goes by steam to Margate, | landing at the Pier
Says he, 'King Swayn of Denmark | I think is lodging here?'

Swayn, the bold Sea-king, | with his captains and skippers, 
Walk'd on the sea-beach | looking at the dippers—
Walk'd on the sea-beach | in his yellow slippers.

The ballad, which is important to the archæologian, as showing how many of the 
usages  of  the  present  day  prevailed  nine  hundred  years  back  (thus  fondly  do 
Englishmen adhere to their customs!),  and which shows that  soma of the jokes 
called puns at present currently uttered as novelties were in existence at this early 
period of  time,  goes  on to describe,  with a  minuteness  that  amounts almost  to 
tediousness, the interview between Swayn and the herald; it is angry, for the latter 
conveys  to the Danish monarch the strongest  exhortations,  on the part  of King 
Ethelred, to quit the kingdom

'Nay, I cannot go,' said Swayn, | 'for my ships are leaking.'
'You shall have a fleet,'says the herald, | 'if that be what you're seeking.'
'Well, I won't go, and that's flat,' | answered Swayn the Sea-king.

Falling  into  a  fury,  Swayn  then  abuses  the  King  of  England  in  the  most 
contumelious terms; says that he will make his back into a football, and employ his 
nose for a bell-rope; but finally recollecting himself dismisses the herald with a 
present  of  five-eighths  of  a  groat—twopence  halfpenny  (a  handsome largesse, 
considering the value of money in those days), bidding him at the same time order 
what he liked to drink at the hotel where he (King Swayn) resided. 'Well,' says the 
Chronicler pathetically, 'well might he order what he thought proper. King Swayn 
of Denmark never paid a copper.' A frightful picture of the insolence and rapacity 
of the invader and his crew!

A battle, as is natural, ensues; the invader is victorious—Ethelred flies to France, 
and the venerable Chancellor Wigfrid is put to the most dreadful tortures, being 
made by the ferocious despot to undergo the indignities which. (as we have seen in 
the former passage)  he had promised to inflict on the royal  fugitive,  as well as 
many more. As a specimen of the barbarian's ingenuity, it may be stated that the 
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martyr Wigfrid is made to administer a mockery of justice, seated on a woolsack 
stuffed with—the mind revolts at the thought—stuffed with fleas!

But it is remarkable that the bard Snoro, who so long as Swayn was not victorious 
over Ethelred is liberal to his abuse of the Dane, immediately on Ethelred's defeat 
changes his note, and praises with all his might the new sovereign. At Swayn's 
death  he  is  lost  in  grief—being,  however,  consoled  in  the  next  stanza  by  the 
succession of his son Canute to the throne.

Snoro  gives  particular  accounts  of  Canute's  reign  and  astonishing  victories  in 
foreign  lands,  and  the  great  drawn  battle  between  him and  Edmund Ironsides, 
about whose claims the bard is evidently puzzled to speak; however, on Edmund's 
death, which took place, singularly and conveniently enough, about a month after 
Canute and he had made a compromise regarding the crown (the compromise left 
the kingdom to the  survivor),  Snoro takes up the strain loudly and decidedly in 
favour of Canute, and hints at the same time his perfect conviction that Ironsides is 
roasting in a certain place.

And then, after following King Canute through his battles—in one of which the 
celebrated  Godwin  (who,  I  believe,  afterwards  married  Mary  Wollstonecraft) 
showed the valour of Englishmen—after going through a list of murders, treasons, 
usurpations, which the great monarch committed, the bard comes to that famous 
passage in his history, which all little boys know; and I have the pleasure to show a 
copy of an Anglo-Saxon drawing which is to be found in the MS., and which never  
has been seen until the present day.

[This drawing was handed round to the company by Miss Tickletoby, and excited 
an immense sensation, which having subsided, the lecturer proceeded to read from 
the same MS., Claud. XXVII., XXVIII.. 'The Song of King Canute.'iii]

King Canute was weary-hearted, | he had reigned for years a score; 
Battling, struggling, pushing, fighting, | killing much, and robbing more; 
And he thought upon his actions | walking by the wild seashore.

Twixt the Chancellor and Bishop | walk'd the King with step sedate;
Chamberlains and grooms came after, | Silver-sticks and Gold-sticks great; 
Chaplains, Aides-de-Camp, and Pages, | all the officers of State.

Sliding after like his shadow, | pausing when be chose to pause,
If a frown his face contracted | straight the courtiers dropp'd their jaws;
If to laughter he was minded | out they burst in loud hee-haws.

But that day a something vex'd him, | that was clear to old and young; 
Thrice his Grace had yawn'd at table | when his favourite gleeman sung— 
Once the Queen would have consoled him | and he bid her hold her tongue.

'Something ails my royal master,' | cried the Keeper of the Seal;
'Sure, my Lord, it is the lampreys | served at dinner, or the veal. 
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Shall I call your Grace's doctor?' | 'Psha! it is not that I feel.

''Tis the heart and not the stomach, | fool! that doth my rest impair;
Can a king be great as I am, | prithee, and yet know no care?
Oh! I'm sick, and tired, and weary.' | Some one cried, 'The King's armchair!'

Then towards the lacqueys turning, | quick my Lord the Keeper nodded; 
Straight the King's great chair was brought him | by two footmen able-bodied;
Languidly he sunk into it, | it was comfortably wadded.

'Leading on my fierce companions,' | cried he, 'over storm and brine, 
I have fought and I have conquer'd: | where is glory like to mine?'
Loudly all the courtiers echoed, | 'Where is glory like to thine?'

'What avail me all my kingdoms? | I am weary now and old; 
Those fair sons I have begotten | long to see me dead and cold; 
Would I were, and quiet buried | underneath the silent mould.

'Oh, remorse! the writhing serpent, | at my bosom tears and bites; 
Horrid, horrid things I look on | though I put out all the lights,— 
Ghosts of ghastly recollections | troop about my bed of nights.

'Cities burning, convents blazing | red with sacrilegious fires;
Mothers weeping, virgins screaming | vainly to their slaughtered sires.'—
'Such a tender conscience,' cries the | Bishop, 'every one admires.

'But for such unpleasant bygones | cease, my gracious Lord, to search; 
They're forgotten and forgiven | by our holy mother Church. 
Never, never doth she leave her | benefactors in the lurch.

'Look, the land is crown'd with minsters | which your Grace's bounty raised;
Abbeys fill'd with holy men, where | you and Heaven are daily praised;— 
You, my Lord, to think of dying! | on my honour I'm amazed.'

'Nay, I feel,' replied King Canute, | 'that my end is drawing near.' 
'Don't say go,' exclaimed the courtiers | (striving each to squeeze a tear); 
'Sure your Grace is strong and lusty | and will live this fifty year!'

'Live these fifty years!' the Bishop | roar'd (with action made to suit); 
'Are you mad, my good Lord Keeper, | thus to speak of King Canute?
Men have lived a thousand years, and | sure his Majesty will do't.

'Adam, Enoch, Lamech, Canan, | Mahaleel, Methuselah,
Lived nine hundred years apiece; and | is not he as good as they?'
'Fervently,'exclaimed the Keeper, | 'fervently I trust he may.'

'He to die?' resumed the Bishop; | 'he, a mortal like to us! 
Death was not for him intended, | though communis omnibus. 
Keeper, you are irreligious | for to talk and cavil thus.
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'With his wondrous skill in healing | ne'er a doctor can compete;
Loathsome lepers, if he touch them, | start up clean upon their feet; 
Surely he could raise the dead up | did his Highness thank it meet.

'Did not once the Jewish Captain | stop the sun upon the hill, 
And the while he slew the foeman | bid the silver moon stand still?
So, no doubt, could gracious Canute | if it were his sacred will.'

'Might I stay the sun above us, | good Sir Bishop?' Canute cried. 
'Could I bid the silver moon to | pause upon her heavenly ride?
'If the moon obeys my orders, | sure I can command the tide.

'Will the advancing waves obey me, | Bishop, if I make the sign?'
Said the Bishop, bowing lowly, | 'Land and sea, my Lord, are thine.'
Canute look'd toward the ocean: | 'Back,' be said, 'thou foaming brine!

'From the sacred shore I stand on, | I command thee to retreat, 
Venture not, thou stormy rebel, | to approach thy master's seat;
Ocean, be thou still, I bid thee, | come not nearer to my feet.'

But the angry ocean answered | with a louder, deeper roar,
And the rapid waves drew nearer, | falling sounding on the shore,—
Back the Keeper and the Bishop, | back the King and courtiers bore.

And he sternly bade them never | more to kneel to human clay, 
But alone to praise and worship | that which earth and seas obey; 
And his golden crown of empire | never wore he from that day. 
King Canute is dead and gone: | Parasites exist alway.


