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TOM KING,
- gRy, MONSIEUR TONSON.

qERE livd, as fame reports, in days of yore,

il fome fifty years ago, or more, .

'p!n{'znt wight in town, yclip'd T'om King,
qw 'that was clever at a joke,

[t i all the arts to teaze and smoke,

: fhot, for firokes of humour, quite the thing.

pasy 2 jovial club this King was known,

o shom bis adtive wit unrivall'd fhone—

hoice fpirity grave free-mafon, buck, and blood,
oud crood bis ftories and bon mots to hear,

d rose 2 dif2ppointment e’ee could fear,

is tzmour flow’d in fuch a copious flood.

b2 frelic was a high delight—
.lic he would hunt for day and night,
lefs how Prudence on the fport might frown :
e 2 pleafant mifchief fprang to view,
ace o'er hedge and ditch away he flew,
o Left the game till he had run it down,

wight our hero, rambling with a friend,

b fumd St. Giles's chanc’d his courle to bend,
At by that fpot the Seven Dial’s height

as beree all around and clear the coaft,
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Some more excufes tender'd, off King goes,
And the old Frenchman fought once more repofe,
The rogue next night puifu’d his old career—
"T'was long indeed before the man came nigh,
And then he utter'd in a piteous cry,
 Sare, 'pon my soul, no monsieur Tonson here!”

Our {portive wight his ufual vifit paid,
And the next mght came forth a prattling maid,
Whofe tongue, indeed, than any jack went falter—
Anxious fhe {trove his errand to inquire,
He faid ¢ tis vain your pretty tongue to tire
¢ He fhould not ftir till he had feen her mafter.”

The damfel then began, in doleful ftate
T'he Frenchman’s broken flumbers to relate,
And begg’d he'd call at proper time of day——
King told her fhe muft fetch her mafter down,
A chaifle was ready, he was leaving town,
But firlt had much of deep concern to fay.

Thus urg'd, fhe went the fnoring man to call,
And long*indeed was fhe oblig'd_to bawl,
Ere fhe could roufe the torpi(rlump of clay——
At lalt he wakes—he riles, and he {wears,
But {carcely had he totter'd down the flairs,
When King attacks him in his ufual way.

The Frenchman now perteiv’d "twas all in vain,

~To this tormentor mildly to complain,

And ftrait in rage began his creft to rear—
% Sare, vat the desil make you treat me 507
& Sareg—Itell yous—sare, treeone two nights ago, _

o farce 2 lamp difplay’d a twinkling lighte——— ~

asd this place there liv’d the num’rous clans
hnelt plodding foreign artizans,

pown at that time by name of refugees,—
fod of perlecution from their home,

oeli'd the inoffenfive race to roam,

hod bere they lighted like a fwarm of bees.

Mrear two friends were faunt'ring thro’ the fireet,
Poges fome food for humour foon to mneet,
ihen in 2 window near, a light they view ;
dtheuzh a dim and melancholy ray,
d the prologue to fome merry play,

otwards the gloomy dome our hero drew.

itatthe door he gave a thund’ring knock

e tie we may fuppole near two o’clock),

Tk, fays King, ¢“if Thompfon lodges here ;"

onpfon,” cries t'othery ¢ who the devil is he 1"
kv not,” King replies, ¢ but want to (ee
What kird of animal will now appear.”

et ometime a little Frenchman came, :
band difplay'd a rufhlight’s trembling flame,

other held a thing they call culotte ;

old ftrip'd woollen night-cap grac’d his head,
pret'd waiftcoat o'er one fhoulder fpread,

half awake, he heav'd a yawning note.

h thus untimely rous'd, he court’oufly finil'd,
l'w_n addrefs'd our wag in accents mild,

eding his head politely to his knee—

4y sarey vat vant you, dat you come so late ;
¢ your pardon, sarey, to make you vait ;

Frey tell me, sare, vat your commands vid nie 2
" replied King, ¢ I merely thought to know,
i by your houfe [ chanc'd to night to go—

But really, 1 difturb'd your fleep I fear—

[iy I thought, that you perhaps could tell,

Bong the folks who in this {treet do dwell,

If there's a My, Thompson lodges heres”

Giv'ring Frenchman though not pleas'd to find
.ﬁncis of this unimportant kind, -

o fimple to {uiped 'twas meant in jeer,

zg'fl out a figh that thus his reft fhould break,

2 With unalter'd courtely he fpake,

No, sare, no monsicur Tonson lodges here.”

w2z begg'd pardon, and t'ward home he fpcd,
¢ the poor Fréenchman crawled again to bed ;
ut King refolvid, not thus to drop the jeft,

2 next night with more of whim than grace,
" be made a vifit to the place, K
o break once more the poor old Frenchman’s reft.

knock'd—but waited longer than before,—
footllep feem’d approaching to the door,

u Erenchman lay in fuch a fleep profound ;

R vith the kuocker, thunder'd then again,

P on bis poft determin'd to remain ;

™ oft indeed, he made the door refound.

ﬂ'_ng hears him o’er the paffage creep,

“nng what fiend again difturb’d his fleep,
wag falutes him with a civil leer;

_“ fawlivg out to heighten the furprife

lle the poor Frenchman rubb'd his heavy eyes)
$ there—a. M, Thomplon—lodges here "

F::ch{r}?n faulter'd; with a-kind of fright—
' 2arey -Lm’sure I70ld you, sare, last night
nd here hie laboured with a ﬁgh’ﬁnccr_e) ’
s ::m‘"_“‘" Tonson-in de varld 1 know,
In ;’_‘-"fw‘ Tonson here—I told yowso;
¢ed) sare, dere no monsivur. Tonson heren
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" Got tam I swear, no monsicur

True as the night, King went, and heard a ftrife,

Between the harrafs'd Frenchman and his wife,
Which would defcend to chafe the fiend away ;

At length to join their forces they agree,

And ftrait impetuoufly they turn the key,

Prepar’d with mutual fury for the fray !

QOur hero, with the firmnels of a rock,
Colleé&ted to receive the mighty fhock,

Utt’ring the old inquiry, calmly ftood—
The name of Thompfon rais’d the ftorm fo high,
He deem'd it then the {afeft plan to fly,

With, % Well I'll call when you're in gentler mood.’s

In {i®rt our hero with the fame intent,

Full many a night to plague the Frenchman went—
So fond of mifchief was this wicked wit:

They threw out water—for the watch they call,

But King, expecting, ftill efcapes from all—
Monficur at laft was forced his houfe to quit !

It happen'd that our wag about this time,
On fome fuir profpeét fought the eaflern clime,
Six ling’ring years were there his tedious lot;
At length, content, amid his rip'aing ftore,
He treads again on Britain’s happy fhore,
And his long abfence is at once forgot.

To Landon, with impatient hope be tlies,
And the fame night, as former freaks arife,

He fain muft ftroll,-the well known haunt to trace.
« Ah! here's the fcene of frequeng mirth,” he faid,
« My poor old Frenchman, I fuppofe’is dead—
. ¢ Egad, I'll knock, and fee who holds his place.”

With rapid ftrokes he makes the manfion roar,
And while he eager eyes the op’ning door,
Lo! who obeys the knocker’s rattling peal?
Why ¢’en our little Frenchman, {trange to fay,
He took his old abode that very day—-
Capricious turn of fportive fortune’s wheel !

Without one thought of the relentlefs foe,
Who fiend-like, haunted him fo long agop
Juft in his former trim he now appears;
The waiftcoat and the night-cap feem'd the fame,
With ruﬂ\-light as before, he creeping came,
And King’s deteited voice aftonifh’d hears.

As if fome hideous (peétre firuck his fight,
His fenfes feem'd bewilder'd with affright,
His face, indeed, befpoke a heart full fore—
Then Rarting, he exclaim’d, in rueful ftrain,
¢ Begar ! here's monsieur Tonson come again I”
Away he ran—and fe'er was heard of more.

gl (T MR

INSCRIPTION

- —

FOR A COLUMN AT TRUXILLO, THE BIRTH-PLACE
OF PIZARRO, THE CONQUEROR OF PERU.

PIZARRO here was born. A greater name

The lifts of glory boaft not. Loil, and want,-

And danger, never from his courfe deterrd

* This daring foldier. Many a fight he won :

He flaughter'd thoufands ; he fubdu'd a rich

And ample realm.  Such were PIZARRO'S decds ;
And Wealth, and Pow’r and Fame; were his reward
Among.mankind ! There is another world.

O reader ! If you earn your daily bread

By daily tabour ; if your lot be low, i \
And-hard,-and wretched—thank the gracious God
‘Who made you, that you are ot fuch as he !
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FROM A LATE LONDON PRINT.

ANECDOTE o¥ BOISST.

I THINK it may not be unferviceable to otr times -
once more to call to mind, and to relate the following .
hiftory, ‘as an admonition to young people who ltart .
afide from their ferious ftudies, and 1ufh into the arms -

of the mufes to flarve in rapture.
*
Borssy, the author of feveral dramatic pieces,

that were received with applaufe, met wiih the com-
mon fate of thofe who give themfelves up entirely to
the arts of the mufes. He laboured ard toiled un-
remittingly—his works procured him fzme but no
bread.  He languifhed with a wife and child, under
the preflure of the extremcft poverty. - e

But, melancholy as his fituation was, ke loft no-
thing of that pride which is peculiar te genius, whe-
ther great or fmall; he could not creep and fawn at
the fect of a patron.  He bad friends who would have
atwiniftered relief to him 3 but they were never made
acquainted with his condition, or had ot friendly
;l}!pcluoﬁty enough to force their afliftance wpon
nnt, -

Boifly became a prey to difire(s and defpondencye
"T'he fhorteflt way to rid himfelf at once from all his
milery feemed to him to be death.” Death appeared
to him as a friend, as a faviour and deliverer; and
_gained his affeQion, His tender fpoule, who was no
lels weary of life, liftened with participation; when he”

= ﬁ*dﬂizum 3 3 TR
deliverance from this earthly prifon,- and of the fmil<
ing profpe@s of futurity; anc¢ at length refolved to
accompany him in death, But fhe could not think of
leaving her belaved fon, of five years old, in a world
of mifery and forrow ; it was theretore agreed to take
the child along with them on their paffage into ano-
ther and better world,

They were now firmly retolved to die. But what
mode of death fhould they adopt? They made choice
of the molt horvible—ol ftarving : Accordingly they
fought in their folitury and deferted department, their
deliverer, in his m(t ghsfty form.  Their refolution,
their fortitude, we.e immoveable.

They locked the door, and began to Maft.—sWhen
any one came «ndd knocked, they fled tretbling into
the corner, and w2re in perpetuat dread left their pur-
pole fhould be dilcovered.  Their little fon, who had
not yet learnt to filence the calls of hunger by arti-
ficial reafons, whimpering and crying afked for bread ;
but they always found means to quiet him,

It occurred to one of Boilly's friends, that it was
very extraordinary he (heuld never find him at home,
At firlt he thought the family were removed ; but, on
being affured of the contrary, he grew more unealy.
He called feveral times in one day : always nobody at
home! At laft he burlt open the door.—O what a
fight! )

He faw his friend, with his wife and fon, lying on
a bed, pale and emaciated, fcarcely able to utter a

_word. _The boy lay in the middle, and the hufband
and wife had their arins thrown over him.—The child

ftretch d out its little hands towards his deliverer, and -

his firft word was—bread ! It was now the third day
that not a morfel of food had entered his lips.
The parents lay flill in a perfect ftupor! they had
never heard the burfting open of the door, and felt
nothing of the embraces of their agitated friend.—
Their walted eyes were diredted towards the boy ; and
the tenderell expreflions of pity were in the looks,
with which they had laft beheld him, and fiill faw him
dying. ; .
Their friends haftened to take meafures tor their
deliverance ; but could not fucceed without difficulty.
They thought they had already done with all the trou-
bles of the world ; and were {uddenly terrified at be-
ing forced into them again ! Void of fenfc and reflec-
tion, they fubmitted to the attempts that were made
to reftore themn to life. At length their friends .hic
upon the molt efficacions means, He took the child
from their arms, and thus called up the laft fpark of
paternal and maternal tendernefs. He gave the child
to'cat; who, with one hand, held his bread, and
with the other alternately fhook his father and mother;
his piteous moans roufed them at laft from their death-
like flumber. It feemed at once ta awake a neW love
of life in their hearts, when they faw that their child
.had left the bed and their embrace. . .
‘" . Nature did her office. Their friend procurtd them
“ftrengehening broths, which he put to their lips with
the atmoft caution; and did, not leave them till every

fymptom of reftored life was fully vifible. Thus were .

they faved, - Lo

This tranfa@ion made much noife irr Paris, and at
length reached the cars of the Marchionels de Pom.
padour. Boaifly’s deplorable fituation moved her. . She
immediately fent him 2 bundred Touis d’ars, and foon
after procured him the profitable place of Contraollur
de Mercure de France, with g penfion for his wife
and child, if they outlived him,
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