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62 ' THE SPORTING MAGAZINE.

comes to hob or nob, he scorns the,
fires of party rage, and most of all
avoids ungraclous epolitics.  His
country’s good he wishes from his
heart, and where the ruling powers
oppress, he marks them with a
sxgh and all his hope implores
a speedy change. His land, his
corn, his cattle, most engross his
talk; not like the miser, to heap
gold on gold, but for theggood of
others 'less fortunate than himself :
at early eve he seeks repose, and
finds it in the virtuous arms of her
he values more than all the world
beside. Thus, day succeeding day,
the rural sportsman shapes his
course, till age with silver hairs,
conducts him to the grave; and
when he is gone from hence, the
tongues of all the village shall be
his loud epitaph. Such i1s the rural
sportsman, and such to imitate, let
all the rural throngbe passing proud,
nor leave a churlish name behind;
for such are faithful subjects to
the king, the kindest neighbours,
husbands, and the best of friends.
Yesterday morning, when the
weather became brighter, our Faru-
ham friend called upon me at my
1nn, to accompany him to

A COCKING,

A sport for which Mr. W. enter-
tains a particular affection, and who
is, as heassuredme,anadeptinall its
mysteries. In our way he promised
to bet low,and I was prevailed on
to go shares in his fortune. For
want of knowledge of the terms
used in this art, I fear I shall not
be able to make you well acquainted
with the nature of my entertain-
ment. Suffice it to say, the two
principal champions were designa-
ted by the names .of Shagbag and
Ginger-rump, and possessed every
property required in a fighting
cock, that is to say, shape, colour,

courage, a small head, and a sharp
heel. The company was very nu.
merous, among which some ?£ the
hi ghest"utled charactersin the coun-
ty presided. As we entered the
place, we found it particularly
noisy, bets ran- pretty high, and
there @ppeared great plenty of the
Eldorado metal. The birds were
now turned out of their envelopes,
<Shaghag was of the right Norfolk
breed, and Ginger-rump from Lin-
coln. They were full of strength
and high in spirit; they began to
eye each other for the first time
with some indifference, till the
Norfolk cock gave the crow of de-
fiance, and the Lincoln prepared for
battle; they both whet their angry
beaks for a moment, and then began
the fray—

Not like the dunghill cock, a coward

breed,
But such as better know to fight than
feed.

Their fury was great, their eyes
seemed to dart spdrl\s of fire, their
wings struck quick as hghtmng,
and with a brisk sound: yet so
equally were they matched, that
success for a long time hung doubt-
ful, the blood spun out apace, but
their courage did not appear to
abate ; however, the strength of
the Lincoln cock seemed to give
way, and Jockey of Norfolk, with a
tremendous blow, laid his enemy
prostrate at his feet: and now the
sounds became like the roaring of
many waters; dreadful imprecations
were mingled with horrid murmurs,
while Mr. W. took the long odds
against the Lincolnshire cock,

. which, before it was possible for

the knowing ones to tell him out,
received, like Anteus of old, new
vigour from his mother earth, and
by an exertion the most unexpect-
ed, sprung again to the charge, and
with one fatal blow, struck his spur

through




fantagonist—

through the brain of his mighty
Wiio fell upon him with a goary head,

“Aud made his conqueror’s wing his fea-
ther bed. Lt

_ All bedlam was again broke
loose, and the exultations of the
successful parties were beyond de-
scription  vociferous, while silent
and collected I sat amidst the tem-
pest.  Of the rejoicing number
was our friend W. who often high-
ly extolling his own judgment, and
the exertions of Ginger-rump, col-
lected his winnings, and we left the
cockpit together, each of us finding
our pockets heavier by fifteen half
crowns, than when we entered this
theatre of blasphemy, brutal bra-
very, and intolerable riot, amidst
which I could not help engendering
a disgust that made me resolve on
no pretence, to mingle with know-
ing ones at another cocking.

ORIGIN OF COCKFIGHTING.

How far cockfighting ought to
be admitted among our games of
sport, I shall notat present attempt
to determine ; it has its enemies in
abundance; its advocates are as nu-
merous; and in the great assembly
of the nation, a senator of some
eminence lately took upon himself
to defend it, and went so far as to
assert, that should it be discouraged
by the legislature, in all probability
the manly spirit so distinguishable
In our peasantry, might soon dwin-
dle to the effeminacy of our less fa-
voured neighbours. This I humbly
conceive to be erroneous. Mr.Wind-
ham, however, is not alone in this
sentiment ; if we may credit ZEli-
anus the historian, Themistocles
was nearly of the same opinion.
After their victory over the Per-
slans, the Athenians enacted a de-
cree thag cocks should fight on one
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day in the year, “for the amusement
of the people. The occasion of this
law, it seems, had in it something.
singular; when Themistocles was
leading out his body of citizens
against the barbarians—Persians,
as well as all other nations, were so
called by the Greeks—that general
haltedto*hehold some cocks fghting,
and was particularly stricken with
their courage : thinking to turn it to

‘his advantage, he thus addressed his

army—“ Athenians, behold these
animals, how bravely they suffer!
not for thesake of theircountry, nor
their country’s gods,nor for their fa-
milies, nor for glory, nor freedom,
nor children; but each from aversion
to inferiority, and from yeilding the
one to the other.” By these ob-
servations Themistocles confirnied
the courage of the Athenians, and
what then was thought an incite-
ment to fortitude, he endeavoured
to establish as a stimulus for ever.
The martial spirit of the game cock
was also the admiration of the Ro-
man people:- to improve it, and to
keep up the right breed, they spared.
no expence to obtain the eggs of
the game fowl, from their Grecian
neighbours, and the chickens were
reared by them with as much at-
tention as their children. The
Casarian legion when in Britain,
finding the true spiritimprove with
the climate, continued the sport with
new energy, and soon taught the
love ofit to the natives with whom
they came tomingle. The affection
having taken root, quickly spread
like a tempest; and it not only con-
tinues in-vigour to the present day,
but, by the attention and cunning
of the feeder, and by the artificial
assistance of the steel spur, it has
become the great delight of our best
sportsmen, and the means of floating
from hand to hand innumerable
sums of treasure,

12 3 X Our
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Our countrymen are not alone
celebrated at this day for cockfight-
1ng; inevery part of the EastIndies,
where the English name and man-
ners are known, the sport is greatly
encouraged.

M. Zoffani, in one of his most
approved pictures, has described a
cockfighting between the }jabob of
Arcot, and the English gentlemen
resident in Calcutta, with this dif-
ference, the birds are no way trim-
med after the British fashion. A
friend of mine, who has been fre-
quently at Malacca, Sunatra, and
Borneo, assures me from observa-
tion, that cockfighting is a prime
sport among the natives; and that
so infatuated are the Malays, that
no consideration can- deter them
from betting away their hardest
earnings at a cocking; that when a
Malay has lost his all, he will stake
his children, and last of all the wife
of his bosom. Our British came-
sters, with all theirimperfections on
their heads, are,I believe, no way
emulous to make a sacrifice so de-
grading and. so unnatural.. The
Malay cock, as [ have seen, is of
great courage, very strong, and is
coveted in most parts of the East-
earn world. The egg is in shape
and colour unlike ours; it is of a
fine bright red, and if carefully pre-
served will fetch a good price even
all along the shores of China.

This moruing I arose early, and
as I had waited longer for fair wea-
ther than suited my inclination, I
quitted Farnham without a sacrifice
to Ceres; and taking the lower road
that leads to Gosport, made the
best of my way: my mind was
filled with the occurrence of the
former day, and to relieve it from
the burden of reflections that op-
pressed it, I entered on my tablet
the following strictures

= ‘
- \ :
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ON GAMING.

. They are confirmed by my oy
observations, and I think may be
useful to these whoincline to listey
to the principles I wish them to
inculchte. ; s

CGaming is an enchanting witch-
ery, gotten between idleness ang
avarice ; an itching disease, that
makes somescratch the head, while
others, as if they were bitten by
a tarantula, are laughing and dan-
cing themselves to death.

It 1s a paralytical distemper,
which, seizing the arm the man cau-
not choose but shake his elbow.

It has this ill property above all
ather vices, it renders men incapa-
ble of prosecuting serious actions,
and makes them at all times dissa-
tisfied with thelr own conditions.

The gamester is either lifted to
the very acme of joy with.success,
or plunged to the bottom of despair
by misfortune, always in extremes,
always in a storm.

This minute the gamestes
countenance 1$ so serene and calm,
that one would think nothing could
disturb it, and the next moment so
stormy and tempestuous, that if
threatens destruction to itself and
others; and as he is transported
with joy when he wins, so losing,
Be is tossed upon the billows of 2
high swelling passion, till he has
lost sight of common sense, and at
last of divine reason, ending his ex-
istence perhaps in a mad house or a-
prison.

I had passed through Bentley
and the petty town of Alton, and-
was mounting to Filmer hill, when,
at the fifty-sixth mile stone, the
cravings of hunger demanded my
stay and attention. I entered 2
little farm house by the road side,
and after some preliminaries made

one of the pleasantest meals [
7 ig L even




ever enjoyed. Itwasnos very cost-
1y, but to me Aot the lessaceeptable,
it was nothing but bread: in a
bason of

BOILED MILE,:

Sweet and. nourishing, from. the

‘pure lacteal fountains of the do-

mestic cow, a blessing you in the
metropoiis are not permitted: to
participate. The indulgence was
so grateful that I could not help re-
flecting with pain on the miseries
resulting from your city adultera-
tions, where for the advantage of
the vender, the unsuspicious pur-
chaser becomes the victim. of a
poison, though slow in its opera-
tion, as certain as fate.

To set this matter 1 a clearer
light, I have only to relate a cir-
cumstance, though laughable in its:
nature, yet perfectly true. It is
well known to you that the cow-
keepers surrounding your great
town, have the milk ready at a
very early hour for the accommoda-
tion of their customers the car--
riers, and many of them a copper
of hot water for the sare purpose,
also a pump, which they nickname
the one-handed landlady. 'The car-
rier having purchased the quantum
within his compass, to work he
goes; 1f it be winter, he first
takes the hot water, and having
discoloured it with golard or starch
dashed with a little blue, he blends
the whole, making up the quantity
his-conscience dictates, and then
trots away for the town, to poison
his customers. As I was one morn-
ing approaching one of -these cow-
keeper's premises, I met a Welch
girl with her face greatly scratched
and bleeding: I inquired the cause,
when she: replied, ¢ They have used
me very ill in the cow yard; the
Irish carriers have thrown down
my milk and beaten me as you miay
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see.” For what could they do this>
I inquired, “ because;” returned the:
girl, ¢ L was contented with three
threads; and they would have me’
make jfive, that my milk might
be as bad as their own.” This
was a mystery I wished to come at,
and requested the girl to explain;
whe. it appeared that to every gal-
lon of pure milk, she put fhree
pints, or threads, of impure water,
while the savages who had been
beating her, were so unreasonable
as to put five. This fact will not
only give you a tolerable idea of
their unmerited profits, but of the
filthy mixture with whieh this di-
vine aliment is- confaminated:
Thus the venders of five threads,
obtain for their beastly roguery,
more than half profit, while those
who are contented with three tareads.

_ have something under..

Would they take the same pains to be
cleanly and just,

Their gain would be greater, and less
your distrust.

The little village of West Meon.
was before me, I was delighted with
the scenery, there was scurcely a
house or hovel, without its mantle
of full blown honey-suckles ; all
was singularly interesting, from the
blacksmith’s forge, to the farmon
the hill, from whence I descended
to enter the straggling town of

WARNFORD,

Where, at the Paulet Arms, after a
brisk walk of twenty miles, Ifound
refreshment, and a complete wel-
come,. The Earl of Clanricardehasa
beautiful seat in this neighbourhood;
the gardens are extensive, tastefully
laid out, andinfront ofithe building
spreads a fine sheet of water. After
passing Lixton, Meonstoke, Corn-
hampton, Oroxford. and Soberton,

I found myself at the seventy mile
‘stone
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stone in the town of Wickham, on
the river Bere, the birth'place of
that great prelate, William of Wick-
ham : his parents, as I learn lLere,
were exceedingly poor, their names
were John and Sybil Long. The
ancient family of Uvedal was for
many centuries seated near this
place. Nicholas Uvedal was!pa-
tron to Bishop Wickham ; and the
ancient seat of that family, and
part of the domain, has since passed
to the Howards, in consequence of
a marriage with the heiress of the
Uvedals and the Earl of Carlisle.

Farham was now before me, and
after a short pause, invited by the
ragged fragments of the most an-
cient'building in this part of Eng-
land, I made my visit to

PORCHESTER CASTLE,

It stands on a pleasant peninsula,
at the head of the harbour of
Portsmouth, and, asI findrecorded,
was a place of defence in the time
of the Britons; but shortly after
their invasion, the Romans, by order
of Julius Cesar, rebuilt Porchester
in its present form ; and it was for
near six hundred years a prime
station for their invincible legions.
Its fashion is a very extensive
quadrangular figure, withra lofty

tower of the same form at the N.'

W. angle. As we enter this tower,
the Roman mode of building is still
very conspicuous; the corner stones
from which the arches spring that
support the first lodgement, are
each sculptured with an eagle and a
sphinx  alternately, an ornament
peculiar to that polished people.
The area of late years has been a
receptacle for prisoners taken in
war, who, out of wantonness, have
destroyed many of its antiquities.
At the commencement of hostilities,
the government had hired the use of
the castle for similar purposes; but

MAGAZINE.

Mr. Thistlewait, lotd of the watot,
a gentleman of great taste,and whe

/ exceedingly venerates these remains

of Roman magnificence, determined
that Porcliester should neverbe let
for such purposes while he was pro-
prietor. Within the castle is the
parish church, very ancient, and
remarkable for nothing nosw but a
neat alabaster monument; the effigy
of Sir Richard Cornwallis, ances-
tor of the present honourable fami-
ly, who was groom porter to the -
First James and his son: also a
very singular baptismal font, of the -
earliest Christian antiquity.

While reflecting that this castle
was once the seat of golden grandeur,
and comparing it then with its pre-
sent mutilated state, I was stricken
with the mutability of humian great-
ness; and, pressing my bosom, I
exclaimed—* Why does man make
all these preparations for futurity,
when the face of Time laughs them
to scorn, and with his sharp tooth
rips up all his beauteous labours but
to lay them in the dust :

¢ And like the baseless fabric of a vision,
Leave not a wreck behind.”

ADDRESS TO THE RUINS.

Hail hoary pile! that o’er the wavy bay
Peers proud, the bulwark of this rural
site, :
Still may’st thou point the wand’ring
seaman’s way,
Amidst the terrors of the stormy night.

Old Porchester! trac’d high on record’s
page,
Ere first the Roman sandal press’d our
shore,
Ere science bold, presumed to mend the
age,
That drew its virtues from a Druid’s
lore—

Thy ivy’d towers, by Cwsar’s mandate
rais’d, (]
Hold to the world slow desolation’s

hour; {
‘Where
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Where erst his eagles to the mid day‘

blaz’d, 4
The jackdaw builds his peaceful wick-
er bow’r, Mg

Off, where yon speckled starlings forma -

oW,
Sweet whistling to the sising briny
wave, .
‘The skilful archer drew his fatal bow,
And many a chief lamented, found a
grave.

How chang’d the scene! of all defence
bereft,
The night-owl hides him till the ev’n-
! Ing’s grey, 2
Beneath the mantle of the mould’ring
cleft, ;
That once receiv’d the brilliancy of
day. i

O faded Porchester! our country’spride,
Ere England’s bulwark to perfection
grew,
Though modern towers thy lack of
strength deride,
Time hence shall wear them all to fade
like you—"

The wallflow’r, bramble, and the elder
tree,
The twining ivy, dress'd in berried
pride,
Shall spread their marlines, now so fair to
see, 3
And all your architect’ral beauties
hide—

Around your polish’d base, the sea gull
flit,
The wild duck lead her brood with
clam’rous tongue, .
The hern majestic o’er your turrets sit,
Or raise the cradle for her grateful
young—

E'en fearful Richmond’s battlements
shall fall ;
Each boasted magazine, now bullet

proof;

Shall house the bat within its crazy
wall,

Aud yield to suply winds its oaken
100f—

67
The verdant houseleek, and the rye g}ass

BaYs,
Shall chol® the efforts of his trem-
bling care,
His vast expansive lines shall waste away,
Nor e’en his name the tyrant Time -
shall spare.

Since tow’rs dissolve, and peers so prosd,
so great,
Be'’t mine, old Porchester, ere grey
0 with age,
To learn humility from ruthless fate,
And fit my bosom for a better stage.

Fatigued with a day’s journey of
nearly thirty-six miles, I took the
boat at the top of the harbour, and
landed on Portsmouth yard, just as
the dock men were leaving their
labour, and after procuring a com-
fortable station, I refreshed nature
with simple food, provided for iy
companion Tray, end with my re-
vivifying tube closed another day
of industry. I am your’s, &e.

N

P. S. I must observe to you,
that Porchester is remarkable for
producing a saline article ef food, a
quart of which is enough for a
meal for any one but a glutton.
What is more extraordinary, when
you have eaten the nutritious part,
the remainder, which cannot be
masticated, occupies the same
space to the full, as was measured
to the buyer, so that when you
have a belly full, thereis no appear-
ance of diminution. It will take
you some timeto find out the name
of this article.

\

Not long, by your leave; it re-
minds us of ‘an epitaph upon a cle-
rical eplcure—thus :

Here —— lies, interred within these

cloisters,
If he dont wake at the last tramp—Cry
OysTERS ! EpiToR
: THE



AFE
ROYAL STAG GHASE.

THE stag roused from his lair,
shakes his dappled sides, tosses
his beamy head, and, conscious of
superior agility, -scems to defy the
gathering storm.—First he has re-
course to stratagem and evasive
shifts.  He plunges into the fopse,
darts across the glade, and wheels
about in doubling mazes, as though
the would pursue even the foe he
avoids. The full-mouthed pack un-
ravel all his windings, and drive
him from his wily haunts. Now
he betakes himself to flight, and
<onfides in his speed. He bursts
through the woods, bounds over
the lawns, and leaves the lagging
hounds far behind.  The beagles
elow, but sure, trace his steps
through woeds, through lawns,
through half the extended forest.
Unwearied, still unwearied, they
nrge their ardent way,and gain upon
the alarmed object of their pursuit.
Again he flies ; flies with redoubled
swiftness; -shoots down the steep,
strains up the hill, sweeps along
the fields ; and, at last, takes shel-
ter in the immense recess-of some
sequestered grove. The sagacious
hounds hang swith greedy nostrils
on the scent. They recover, by
andefatigable assiduity, the ground
they had lost. Up they come a
third time; 2nd, joining in a gene-
zal peal of vengeance, hurry the
affrighted animal from his short
<oncealment.

Perplexed, and in the utmost '

distress, he seeks the numerous
herd.  Tfe would lose himself, and
elude his pursuers, amidst the mul-
titude of his fellows; but they,
unconcerned for a brother’s woe,
shun the niserable creature, or ex-

THE SPORTING MAGAZINE.

pel him from ‘the selfish circle.—
Abandoned by his associates, and
haunted with apprehensions of ap-
proaching ruin, he trembles at
every leat that shakes. ile starts,
he springs ; -and wild and swift-as

the wind,dlies he knows not where, *

yet pours all his soul in flight—
Vain, vain are his efforts. The
horrid ery ,latéfy ‘lessened, thickens
upon the gale, and thunders in his
ear. Now the poor breathless vic-
tim is full in view. His sprightli-
ness now forsakes him: his agility
is spent. See! how he toils in
yonder valley, with faultering
limbs, and a-hobbling gait. The
sight of their game quickens their
pace, and whets the ardour of the
impetuous hounds.  With tumul-
tuous' violence they rush in, and
with clamerous joy demand their
prey.

What can he do? surrounded as
he is with insulting tongues, and
ravenous'jaws ?  Despair 15 capa-
ble of inspiriting even the timorous
breast. Having nothing to hope, he
forgets to fear. He faces about and
makes a resolute'stand. The trunk
of a sturdy tree covers his rear,
and ‘his ‘own branching horns de-
fend him in front. He rushes
upon his adversaries, gores some,
lays others grovelling on the turf,
and makes the whole coward pack

" give way.

Encouraged by this unexpected
success, his hopes reyive. He ral-
lies once again his drooping spirits,
exerts the remaainder of his strength,
and springs through the midst of
the retiring rout—It is his last, last
chance. e stretches every nerve,
once niore loses sight of the rabble
from the kennel ; and, fiuding no
security on the land, takes to the
water. He throws his burningsides
into the river, sails down the cool-
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rat, and King of Puddle Dock.” wonderfully learned, and supernu-
Great was my surprise about two turally gifted lady.” oy
hours afterwards to meet that au-  “ Very true,cousin,” said T, “ and
gust personage near Leicester- 1t is to those supers atural gifts of
square, with his box before him, hers that the learned are indebted
retailing nutmeg-graters, save-alls, for all the‘prescien t has ever
&c. asusual.. been in the ¥ e ¥
: ' Gw,"‘&ﬁd he, % the
“influence over the
“may we not allow
the same influence
nimalrace of every

2 G RN
THE S

DESCENT.OF THE MUSES,

“species ?”
“ You wi
returned

Fatent of Astrology— Hints for calculating
the nativity of Horses, Dogs, Herbs, &¢.
under the government of Dlars ‘and
Venus—Appeul to the learned—Influ- S
ence of the Stars upon Love and Dap- to dumb ereatures, it is 1

riage: you know, that governs them :
; ““ So the learned philosophers
DEAR COUSIN, = . may imagine,” he rephed as.
'HIS being the last letter on the numerous race of infes ani-

A the Descent of the Muses, I mals have a striking simi
shall make it similar to the first their members, senses,
m one point of view, namely, it humours; tempers, and. pasgl()xx>, to.
shall be found in aprose attire. those of the human race; and as

Of all the men in the world, I the earth is as bountifulin supply=
least expected to have seen your ing them with proper sustendnec
brother last week—\Well, I have is it not reasonabic to suppaose that
seen him— anagreeable fellow, upon  the stars have: an mfluence oyer
the whole, as you no doubt will them in proportion; and that 1t 15

« 52y, when [ have told you what en- as easy to cast the nativity of a
tertainment he gave me. _ horse; ox, bull, dog, cat, &e. and

After a world of inquiries and to predict the most prominent
agreeable chit chat, he put on a .events and occurrences to take
wise and serious face, and said, #So,  pluce in life of either;ias, it is iu
cousin Sophia, you have been amu- respect to the lives and fortur
sing sister Emma with some learn-  human beings? Many horses and
ed lines and shrewd remarks on dogs, let me tell you, see many ups
astrology.  Could you not have hit and downs i life, and experience
on a more familar and pleasant Jargely in the siniles and frowns of
subject?” fortune.” T ;

“ Lord, cousin Bobby,” said T, “ A very notable supposition,”
** pleasant and familiar things were said I, “ but. will the learned admit
least in my thoughts—I wanted to your hypathesiss” “= &= =
display my profound erudition.” “That I know not,” returned he,

“ If_that be. the case,” said he, % Ileave it to the learned to decide ;
““ I must acknowledge that you have Jsince all abstruse and occult matters
been fortunate in your choice, since must - ever: be referred to their de-
Astrology professes to be a very .acisions, tliéy haying a right para-

. ; yrount
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WHIMSICAL FRENCH DRAMA,

| ADRAMA,of a- very singular
- LA nature was lately brought
ott on the French stage. It is
solled “ The Babillard,” and is pro-
perly a Monologue, consistiug of
ten or twelve'scenes.  In fact, there
is no dialogue, for only one person
opens his mouth during the whole
picve.  This loquacious hero is

* colled Dorante.  He puts to flight
five women with his tongue, remains
master of the field of battle, and
still talks while he remains alone
on the scene.—In the first scene,
- without allowing his valet the op-
portunity of putting in a word, he
informs him of his love for a lady,
of his hopes, and project for mar-
riage. In the second scene, he
meets his mistress, silences her by
his volubility, and always interprets
her silence in his favour. In the
third, the father and mother of
the lady arrive, and the @adience
expeet at last to have some dia-
- logue, but their hopes are vain.
The indefatigable Dorante speaks
for the father and mother, and re-
plies for his mistress. In short, all
the other personages wha appear,
have only the opportunity of ex-
pressing their sentiments by ges-

_ tures.—This whimsical bluette was
loudly applauded on the first repre-
sentation, and the Parisians erowd
to see it every night. Much of its
success was owing to the exertions
ofthe actor who performed Dorante.
He shewed that he possessed a hap-

py memory ; had he paused a mo- -

ment for the prompter, the picce
would have been lost.

At the conclusion the name of
the author was, according to the
French custom, called for. One of
the mute performers stepped for-
ward, and was going to open his
mouth for the first time, in order to

¥o1. XXVII. No. 158.
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satisfy the cuﬁoﬁi-ty of the audience ;
but the talkative Dorante was too
quick for him, and'interrupted him

- with—* The piece which we have

had the honour to represent’-—
“You should say, which I have
had the honour to represent,” cried
a voice from the pit. -~ :

The author was declared to bea
Mr. Charles Maurice, who wrote
before) a little piece called * The
Consolateurs.”

E:’ = -

SIR SOLOMON. i

MR. EDITOR, ;
A very incorrect account of SIr
. Soromox having appeared
in a London-paper, and probably
may have been copied into several
others, I have sent you a correct
statement of that once celebrated
Racer and now a Stallion ; for in-
sertion in your valuable and inte-
resting publication.

The account of the above cele-
brated Horse, was introduced with
the following paragraphs :— Men
of the best information on the
Turf, veterans in the art and prac-
tice of breeding and training, very
much depreciate the too prevalent
custom at present of running hor-
ses so early as two years old; by
which premature exertion, before
he has attained sufficient power, his
speed is totally destroyed.—The
ancient practice was to train at
three years old, and start at four
years, by which means the haorse
was thoroughly competent to per-
form his work, and in corroboration
of the superiorutility of this usage,
we state the following particulars,
not generally known relating to a
celebrated horse:—

¢ Sir Solomon, bred by Lord
Fitzwilliam, originally called Tan-
' M kersley,
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Age. Colour. gl ;

12 Br. STAMFORD, at Carr-House, near Doncaster,
Yorkshire. —By Sir Peter Teazeb; dam Horatia,
(Mr Teazle and Archduke’s dam) by Eelipse ;
grandam, Countess, (Cobscar, Vizard, Greybeard,

Achilles, and Delpini’s dam) by Blank —See

Delpint. o o o <o dhona s aliien G datlos cne e

13 Bay. STICKLER, at the same place as Castrel.—Own
. brother to Screveton, Sparkler, and Diamond, by
Highflyer; dam by Match’ em; graudam, Bai-

bara, by Snap; great gra.nda.m, Miss Vernon,

(Otho s dam) by Cade, out of an own stster to

the Widdrington Mare, by Partner...........

8 Bay. TEDDY THE GRINDER, at the same piace as
Guildford——By Asparagus; dam, Stargazer,

(Planet, Astronomer, Bonylass, Gazer, Astrono-

my, and Enterprise’s dam) by Highflyer; gran-

dam, Miss West, (Quiz's dam) by NMatch’em ;-

Regulus; Crab; Childers; Basto. ..cccaae..
24 Black. TRUMPATOR, at Rockingham-Castle, North-
amptonshire. By Conductor; dam Brunette,

(Cat, Cantator, Cordelia, Harpator, Jubilator, -

Pipator, and Drumator’s dam) by Squirrel;
grandam, Dove, by Matchless; great grandam
by the Duke of Ancaster’s Starling; Grasshop-
per; Sir Michael Newton’s Arabian; Old Pert;
St. Martins; Sir Edward Hale's Turk.—Ten
Mares, (besides those of his Owner.)sseees .-
16 Bay. WAXY, at Newmarket.—By Pot8o’s; dam, NMa-

ria, (Dolly, Jemima, Kezia, Kerenhappuch, Wor-

thy, and Wowski’s dam) by King Herod; gran-

dam Lisette, by Snap, out of sts Wmdsqr, by

5 Eord Godolphin’s Arabian. .ceeecesenceans

17 Bay. WHISKEY, at Great Barton, near Berry St. Ed-

mund’s, buﬂblk —By Saltram; dam, Calash,

(Paragon, Louisa, Aston, and Kltes dam) by

King Herod; grandam, Teresa, (Abigail’s dam)

by Matchlem: Regulus, out of an own sister to

the Duke of Ancaster’s Starhingdsie eETTIoL oL

11 Bay. WORTHY, at Padnall’s Farm, near Romford, Es-

sex.—Own brother to Waxy. cceeovanaeen.s

10 Br.  YOUNG JUSTICE, at*Langham, near Bury St.

Tdmund’s, Sufolk. By Justice; dam, Dido,

(own sister to Javelin) by Echpse, grandam by

. Spectator; Blank, out of Lord Lelcvh s Diana,
by Sécond; thoxough bred Mares g alis.

5 Bay. YOUNG WI!ISKI*Y at the same place as Whis-

key.—DBy Whiskey, out of Young Giantess, the

1 Al OfBONCEIEL, V0" o likeTalels sishnretsrs i#ha slnko e ‘s
10 Bay. ZACHARIAH, at Shipton, near York,—Own bro-
brother to Beningbrough.....coieieeaeeense

- To be contunued. by
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THE HIGH COURT OF DIANA.

¥RANSLATION FROM OPPIAN.

BOOK THE F IRST.

THREE various ways are rural sports

: enjoy’d,

T air, on land, or in the wat'ry deep;

Put not to each do equal toils belong.

Requires it man’s exerted pow’rs no less

To draw its struggling native from the
flood, ~ ‘

Or stop the feather’d tribe’s aerial flight;

Than, on the giddy mountain height,
’ engage

Tn deeds of blood with savage beasts of
prey?

From toil and labour quite exempt, their
prize,

Nor fowler gains, nor fisherman can seize§

But dangers—none they face—no blood
they show.

On some rude crag that guards the sea-
beat shore;

The angler safely takes his quietiseat;

Fill'd with delight when to his bait he
lures

The crafty fish, and to his barbed brass

Fast fix’d, on high, the wreathing victim
throws.

Nor less the fowler’s care delightful; he

Wants nor the sword, nor lance, nor braz-
en spear,

But with his hawk attendant seeks the
groves. ‘

And is the chase of beasts but
this? %

Is it no more to brave the lion’s rage,

Wound the grim pard, or spear the bris-

tling boar,
Than pierce the eagle from the sounding

- bow, )
Or dtag the hook’d murzna™ to the land?

v
\

Is it no nobler feat, no bolder deed,

To rouse the farious tiger from his lair;

Or wound the vasty elephant? has this

No more of danger than torob the shore-

Of half-dead shell fish, or besmear the
twig

With stringent birdlime for the feather'd
choir;

Say, are the dangers, are the toils the

same?

VENANDI CUPIDUS.

]

EPILOGUE
TO
PRIOR CLAIM

—

SPOKEN BY MISS DUNCAN.

T HANK Heav'n, my face at liberty,
again : i
My tongue can amble in a nimbler strain:
I love the laugh, and so indeed do you,
Though now and then, you love the seri~
ous too.

. As prologues ne’er the ensuing scenes

betray,
But only ask your mercy for the play;
So useless sure for epilogue to show
Those incidents you all already knoyw:
‘More useless still your mercy to implore;
Judgmentonce pass'd and execution o’er.
From your deeision, 0o appeal we claim,
Your censure, candid ; but your plaudits,
fame. :
We hail the hour propitious that recals
Once more your welcome presence i@
these walls;
From rural sports and theatres, again
To grace the ample seats of Drury-lane.
No longer cits the briny breeze enjoy.
In crowded cabin of a Margate hoy;

* Ths Murena was a fish something like the lamprey, and esteemed a great de-

licacy.

Vos, XXVII. No, 158.
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Donkies now mourn, their envied triumph
o’er, :

By beauty’s precious burden press’d no
more ; ;

Unless some fashionable nymyh will
show ; :

How well they tittup-it, in Rotten-row.

Having, like sheep, within one penfold

fenc'd ye, 5

To-night two authors set their wits against
_yes

Yhough too much brains, they say, one
head may fetter, p

Yet all men own, two heads than one are
better;

Yon critic, in bob-wig so round and small

Cries, humph! two heads may have no
brains at all! g

For though the simile my nature shocks,

One head, like mine, is better than two
blocks.

I fear, one fault our title has—youw’ll.

say,

Ttreally seems connected with the play—

Yet difPrent minds it difi’rently will
strike;

All lay a prior claim to what they like.

Miss in her teens, and miss in years well
sped,

All, gll-assert the prior claim to wed.

Shouts the old soldier, mine the claim,
’tis plain,

To meet the foe,and drive him back again.

Avast! cries Jack, our prior claim shall
stand,

To threshithe lubbers ere they reach the
land. ° g

Huzza!” then roars the mob, we’ll all ad-
vance ;

Qur prior -claim to quell the pride of
France.

In one compacted body will we stand

Zeal in each heart, and arms in ev'ry

hand,
To crush th’ Usurper on our native land!
(Going, returns. )
But, soft—a word, before I haste
away— &
This from our authors for this ev’ning’s
play:

They know your lib’ral voice, fo justice

true,

And leave their cause to candour, and fo

ou.

Should);rou approve, they’re proud your
taste to lit,

Bhould you condemn, they mourn it, and
submit,

THE SPORTING MAGAZINE.

SONG FROM THE.SAME,

‘ &
Sung by My. Johnstone in the character of I
Patrick O’Shatter.

I, take me to your arms, my love,'
Or I'll take you to mine;
Oh, take me to your arms, my love,
Or Pl take you to mine.
She rose from bed, popp’d out her head,
Begone, you rogue says she ; :
Came down, says I, or here P’l] lie.
Beneath this apple tree.

Next morn I rose right early, 3
And sat me upon end;

Next morn I rose right early,
Thinking to see my friend.

My-wife was gone, my friend was flown,
With all my wealth so snug;

So dgwn I lay, and sigh’d all day,
Beneath the worsted rug.

EPILOGUE

TO |
THE DELINQUENT.

Whitten by W.T. Fitzgerald, Esq.—Spolen
by Mys. H. Johnston.

ASHION ’s the aim through' ev’ry

rank of life, :

From the peer’s consort to tlic pedlar's:
wife;- i

All to her temple vush, the lame, the
blind,

To court that tinsel idol of mankind!

Perch’d on a chequer’d colour’d wheel
she stands,

And scatters follies from a hundred
hands;

Her slaves to-crowded routs in shoals re=
pair,

"To find: that first of joys—the want ofair!

Where beaux, in coats with sleeves like
- U sacks, admire
Belles, almost dress’d in Mrs, Lve’s at-
tire! ) i
Oh! was delightful! cries Sir Brilliant
: Airs, 2 e
So full! 1 got no farther than the stairs:

But ev'ry (hing’s in stile at Humbug's -
féte, X BT

*Tis always crowded, and ’tis alw’f‘):’
late!

More !

i
if
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