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were seething, and beheld, on the following day, their goveral
shelis suspended like armorial trophies in the sunshine. I was
now alone in the ivorld-a hopeless, helpless, solitary 'fish.
There hung the remains of all that was dcar to me ; I shrank
fron the spectacle !-.gain and again I floundered ta release
myself fron my miserable thraldon ; and again and again my
persecutors surrounded me to triumph again in flic annoince-
ment, thht I was still " deadly lively," and should arrive in the
docks in the nick of time for thc Reform dinner at Guildhall.

At length came ic fatal moment for -unixing !" My mang-
led flesh now adhered to the rusty nails, îvhich had-become,.as
it vere, a part of my own substance'; yet scarcely had I:lifted
up ny languid cyes and beholed

The towers of Julns, London's lasting siame

pecring over my head, when a barbarous-stranger vvrenéhedime
fron my inprisonment, and excess of nnguish wronght its own
rernedy. I was conveyed, in a state ofinscnsibility, fron St. KIa-
tharine's docks to tlc execution-dock of this renowned hostel.

The very naine of "' The King's fHead " was ominous in
my ears, when I woko to a sense of my own situation ! It-is a
well known fact that, in England, they eut off the tails of their
horses, and the heads of their kings and turtles ;-and when,
with a presentiment of decapitation strong upon ny mind I be-
held a tall gaunt man approaching, at the string of whlosewhite
apron hung a riurderous steel l-I felt that mny last hourwas•at
hand !-There blazed the fire-ltere yaw'ned flic caul-
dron-here stood the chopping block--there the cook !--'Every
moment I cxpccted the fatal fiat of-

Of with his head 1-so much rorBuckingham,
whcn a solemn-looking gentleman (I took hin for the-Ordinary'of
Ncwgate) stalked into the Icitchen ; and, as I lay gasping on the
floor, gravely addressed mny executioner. The naines of 'Lord
John Iltssell-Lord Althorp," now rcached miy cars, followed
by allusions to " approaching clections-públic dinneis-re-
form -towi-hall-nd, though last not lca. ta flile sovp !"-

Lord John tissel and tuirtle-soup !"-Reform and lime
punch !"-Oh ! filhy anti-climax, dishonouring to flic legisla-
ture of a civilized nation !-Oh! fatal antithesis, appalling to
my iaphibious race i-to you am I indebted for flic cruel re-

prieve that consigns me to this mclancholy tank !
It appeared, that the renowned propiictor of the Ring's

HIead (like soie newr Magazine) ias just then in wvant of " a
lively article ;"-that viiy tenacify of life had established my
reputation. The cook, regarced me with the crafly eye of a life-


