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THE DOLEFUL MAN-

A SBEETCH.

Joy on, joy on, the footpath way,
And merrily bent the stile-a :
A merry heart goes all the day,
"~ Your sad tune in a mile a—
Shakespeare— F¥inler’s Tale.
Tthas been my lot to know Sir Georg» Dismal for many
'years.” He was then precisely as he is now. Time,
which has falsified so many of bis lugubrious predictions, | ?
‘and disappointed him in his fond anticipations of civic dis-
‘umon—-domeshc brnil, and every species of
" "« Moving accidents by field and flood,”’
ﬁnds hnn now engaged, soul and body, in harrassing his own
;mmd and tormenting the spirits of every one around him
,by conunua!ly representing to himself and themn, (like the
wortby Menedemus in Terence) visions of horror, frighi-
fnlenongh to be classed with the very furie, which can
‘naver take place, and for which there is no earthly thing to
; yuufy the possibility of their ever happening. Such a
n an was George Dismal in his moody bumors. True to
thaquhshman s notion of privilege, hereally would be
" miserable were he not allowed the indulgence of his whim,
‘which, to do him-justice, he certainly exercises to the *‘top
of his bent.”’

The first occasion upon which I met Sir George Dismal
F&uo me fall insight into his character. 1 was seated in a
Mok ata well known refectory in Loadon, chewing the cud
ofmet and bitter coffee, or rather emndasvoauring to (we
" have-no. English word to express the mede or the action.

<‘The"Ftench bave it ‘avelei,’ the only true term,) grind|

thrdngha viscid and blackish mass, entitied by courtesy
“afid’ by‘the master of the establishment, genuine Mocha:
* when'1- heard a voice excliin in an adjoining box, with|
é“I!lst emphasis, the following words,
“‘B.iha' sir, don’t tell me! \We are going backwards
s very day. Talk of your march of intellect—a precions
*hnmbng’ I can see, sir, though you nor you can’t—but xf

" you live long enough you wiil witness the downfull of the|
- English constitution—a sight, sir, to make the angels weep!,
~—you ‘will see the erown empty—our parliament dissejved ,

* —our form of laws converted into the vilest agrarianism— |
" mo hn,——no lords—no church—but, sir, the country will: .
bogaverned by a rddica' mob, headed by Dan O'Coanel,:
- wtio ~sir, ~doubtless is waiting only a fitting opportunity to
eievate himself to-the post of a Daaton, a Marat or Robes-! .
pxerre pr

"“Fhe last sentence was flanked by a most elognert rap on'
the table, and the rear of the whole address broaght up;
" with a heavy groan or two.

“Presenitly another voice took up the role.
‘ My dear Dismal, why should you make yourseif so
" unhappy by these chimerical fancies >—What you aﬁirm,l
can aever take place, aud—"’
- Not take place, sir,—not take place ~zoands sir,
_@’ye tell me 80, who bave mude the investigation of pass-
‘ing events the sole study of my life. I see it, sir—I see it
Pplainly !—Firewell for ever to the constitution and laws of
old England 1> and here was groan the second, ¢ ditto
répealdd.’” -

¢« Ha! ha George you really make yourself ridicul ous

—*¢ Neither you nor 1 wﬂl ever gee what you predict to
take place.’’

" ¢ Yery well, sir—very well ! langh away—grin away.

‘You may chance to grin on the other side of your chops—
_-and that too before iong !>’ Whereupon the speaker rose
-and walked out.

I had finished my vile potation, and was preparing to}
depan when my old friend, Harry Somers. tapped me on
the shoulder.

*« Oh ! Harry,’’ said I “‘isit you? I thought I recoguniz-

.-ed your voice.”” -

. . Xes,” said he, “l -have just been amusiug myself
\ »mh,@nmof the-greatest originals you.ever saw.’’

2 eaid I, ‘‘was. it yon who held couverse with
.who deplored the downfaﬂ of the constitu-
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a:lhy !ha !** shouted Harry,' o dxd you overhear

| conversing with Sir George Dismal, 37 0ld friend of wmine;

| uubappy, by foretelling the udvent of all the woes depre-

]
me upon the loss of my ** vipe ;' as he wus plensed, moy
classically . to denowinate it, bud a pluck at my walch,
Good heaven, sir, ia it pot apparent that when the righty
of private property ure uo louger iespucted, the ugryriy,

MEPER
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1 was almost choked with suppressed lnughter on |,.
toning to the lucid display of the rights of privaie p?ope"'
whon dinner beingannounced, the discourse terminated fur
the present, Sir Georgo comnencing upon unolberscgr,

‘“ Harry Somers !—-Harry Somers ! here is nuother g,
stance of innovation !-—when a private man and a huurt’
old bachelor dines at huif pust five -1 wou'ld'ut cyee sir,
about the wmutter if you were married ;5 for it is very najg.
ral to suppaose that thosu mistaken devils who have uban.
doned the ranks of celihacy, should be compelled o wait
the pleasure of their august spouses.  Things were dify.
rext in the good old days of Queen Besa. You saw ko affyc.
tation ofdizplay there wir : beefund nlo wore thy com.
wodities which sapplied food---you can discover no l‘l’éncl)

““ I had the pl‘vénsure." said I
“ Aud, egad, I've had the pleasure, as )ou call it, of
fistening to the same thing for the last three yonrs I was

who seizes every upportunity to mnke bimseii happily

cuted in the litany.”

““Yes,' said I, ¢ so it would appear from his agrarian
government and his apprehensions of O’Counell’s Jucob-
inisw.”’ .

¢ Ha ! ha ! did you ever hear any thing so ridiculous .
But, you have nothing better to do, and relish the induc-
tion so mueh, come and dine with ine, aud you shall hear
the continuation of the play.”’

«¢ | assent with pleasure,’” said I, and we parted.

At five o'clock 1 repaired to the chambers of Harry So-
mers. I found the table luid for three ; Hurry engagedin
torturing a tune from an old Gerwan flute, which appeared

!
to coatain, from the varioty of tone and modulation it poq-!
sessed, all the properties generally ascribed to the *¢ hurdy- o7 Italian poisvns, covsed by u greusy martre de Cuisine iy
gurdy,”’ an iustrument now becoming, happily obsulete, (2 red woollen nightcop-—no vintage of sour whey, served
and the very quintessence of a racked life ; in shert, lhu‘"P under titles of lmposing mugnilicence-—-no lusuriggy
sounds produced were enough to destroy the peace and st.ouz.hns-—-no widnight nasetblivs--and ajl was then health,
happiness of all Pentonville. _ (By the way, how rem.nrk-!PTO*P'-“l}v and cheerfulnes=  Bir, I could weep, ay |
able it is that the tausical taste of all single gentlemen Witness the decay and drg,mur.u') from those hubits which
should be ceutred, as it were, upon gingle chambers and u ’uuaurcd our natiun’s wea.i to the precursive warhs of rapid
German fiute.) Upon the rug lay llarry’s cat, an suimal of ‘approach towards French Jacobiuism '—it &ill come, sir
pecualiar sagacity, .if we may believe the account of her ‘'l way uot see it—aeither may you-—but the nexe gene-
owner ; and the rest of the room displayed all that elugant ration will witness the dowafill of merrie England.””
coufusion ouly to be found in the abode of single geatie- In this manner did Sir George sustain the tabledtalk ;
men of arather bracl.sh inclination. Sir George bhad uot P‘\*bm" occasionally from nativnal to 1adividual degenem-
yet made his appeunrance. His countenunce duaring the whole timne dicplayed o

«« Ah " said Hurry, discontinuing his diabolical noise, Nugubrious nod forlorn an appearance—his groans were so
I'd t.q).cssue-—and his melancholy attempts 1o zrin a smile,

llUr

« glad to see you. 1 cxpect Dismal every moment.
luy an even betthat he brings somo awful tale with him.*’ which proved, (as the owaur iotended they shou!d doabt-

Just at that mowment, Sir George maude his appearance. "Hﬂ ) so utterly nnd entirely abortive, might bave justified

i He advanced towards Harry, aud estecding one leg, suth- the supposition that he had borrowed a vixage of the illas-

I ciently well bespattered with black mud, bawled with in- | trious hidulgo, Don Quisote, or hud been pructising all the
' dignaut countenance . Wod-bf' goue costortions of aspect with which Liston was
¢« 89 sir-—here is your march of intellest-—your radical ' wont to dr light the pit in Billy Lackaday. ‘The whole
reforin.—your huinbug '—this is what it is, to have your scens wus most elequently demonsirntive of the title puges
enny repositories for enlightening the brains asd polish- jof our ancicot dramatic authors, being the very personifi-
inz the minds of the rabbi. ! your mmental Day and Mar- cation ofa right merrie trogedy, ora most doleful comedy.

ou-éom':t‘f | ]

“ W hy George, what’s the matter ’——How did you get;
in such a pickle ?”’

«« A pickle!—, gad, sir,—it is a pickle !—Why, sir—
i I'l1 tell you-—and this worthy geutleman te whom 1 have
not yet bad an introduction. More degeneracy of the |
times, though it may be the fashion.””

“ \Why zounds !’ said Harry, ** it’s all yoor owa fuult.
You will break out in invectives upoa your favorite to-
picks, before I had an opportonity.”

We were introduced and made onr bows.

‘s Well George, said Somers, ** how did yoa get so
bespattered ?*’

** Why, sir, I’ll tell ye—but its ooly adding another in-
stance to the truth of my predictions, at which yoa are so
often pleased tolangh. I was crossiog the street, sir, and
the rascally sweeper held out his hat into which I deposi-
ted a ha!f-penny. But, sir, that did’nt conteant the extrava-
gunt villain, be actually demanded a peuny, and when he
found that I would oot accede to so exorbitant s demand—
by Jove, sir, he whirled round bisbrush filled with black
mad, and discharged it full against my breeches, a black-
guard radical, doubtless. You see, sir, that the depravity
of the age has reached so faras to dispise the rights of
private property !—’

¢ Ha ! ha ! George— a little water will soon do your
basipess—'" a

«« Yes, sir, a little weénr may clean my garment—but 3l
the water in the Tha.es can’t wash out the convictidn
from my mind, that agranamdm—-repnbhcnmsm—nthelsm
{—and for aught 1 know, primitive barburism, are rapidly
striding over the land. S’death, sir, it was buta few
nights ago that I adventured near the theatre. Sir, oomo
pickpocket—the devil cunfound bim—ran off with: my
bandkerchief ; and another worthy, who was co

lius

I lovked upon the man with a species, of niixed sensation,
swhich it is impossible to define-—aot knowing whetherto
jlnunh at his absurdity or to pity his misfortune. ~—Presently
'a newspaper was brought in-—one of those croaking dis-
'heartening  productions, the very perusal of which, ona
November night, might drive a man to commit suicide,
especially il he had prefuccd it by deluging his viscers with
that soar decoction of tansy and catnip, yclept the Chinese
horb, but which iu most cases, is indigenoun to the soil sf
an  Frglish kitchen-gziden.
avidity and preseuntly, withan exclamation of borror, drop-
ped it— :

*“ Good gracious ! Dismal, what is the matter ?*’ ﬁ-’-~ ‘
lu imed Somers, running towards him. '

*“ Read !—read !”’ replied Sir George, in an exceedingly
faint and despoanding tone. ‘

Somers eagerly scized the paper, apprehanding immedi-
ately: the death of some dear friend—there was a dead add
silent pause~-wkich was broken by a roar of iaoghter |
from Harry.

“Ha! ha't ha ¥’ he shouted—** ot it again George ?"

*“ What are you laughing as eir *'—dvmanded Sir George
sternly. ¢ 1I'm sure there’s nothi. ; in that to make you -
lavgh I hope ?** a .

*“ Read it Ifarry,* I exclaimed.

Harry pansed—put on n-look of the most eloquent mook-.
sensibility—and prefacing his spcech with dismal epcllh- N
tions—proceeded thus :

‘‘ Muidstone, Kent. We are sorry to remark the P'ﬂ'a
vailing apprehensions of a shert crop. Hops down. Cate
tle market, &c.”’

+ Tconld stand this'no longer. I shouted till the whole
room rang, and Harry was eqnally affected. 8ir George -
gazed on us with angry countenance, and leaping from his

 |seat, seized his hat, addressing us in Gerce indiguation ;

Eir George seizcd it with '. .



