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line, to try the serpentine one. There were |
no erooked pathways in Hazlitt's intellect.
His style is brilliant, but never cloyed with
ornamentation. Hazlitt’s paper on Gifford
was thought by Procter to be as pungent a
bit of writing as had appeared in his day,
and he quoted this paragraph as a sample

of its biting justice: * Mr. Gifford is admi-
rably qualified for the sifuation he has held
for many years as editor of the Quarterly by
a happy combination of defects, natural and
acquired.”, In one of his letters to me Proe-
ter writes, “I despair of the age that has
forgotten to read Hazlitt.”

RECENT FRENCH CARICATURE.

FRIGATE, ASSISTED BY THE FAITUFUL BERTRAND,—PARIS, 1815,

IT is buf natural that bad rulers shounld
dread the satiric pencil. Caricature,
powerless against an administration that is
honest and competent, powerless against a
public man who does his duty in his place, is
nevertheless a most effective device against
arrogance, double-dealing, corrnption, cow-
ardice,and iniquity. England, as the French
themselves admit, is the native home of po-
litieal eavicature, but not an instance can be
named in all its history of caricature injur-
ing a good man or defeating a good measure.

A free pencil, too, becomes ever a gayer and

a kinder pencil. The measure
of freedom which France has
oceasionally enjoyed during the
last ninety years has never last-
ed long enough to wear off the
keen point of the satirvist’s ridi-
cule, and collectors can tell, Ly
the number and severity of the
pictures in a portfolio, just how
much freedom Frenchmen pos-
sessed when they were produced.
It is eurious, also, to note that
caricatures on the wrong side of
great public questions are never
excellent. It is doubtful if a
bad man with the wealth of an
empire at his command could
procure the execution of one
first-rate caricature hostile to
the public good. A despot ean
never fight this fire with fire,
and has no resource but fo
stamp it ont.

Vainly, therefore, will the
most vigilant collector search
for French caricatures of Napo-
leon Bonaparte published dur-
ing his reign. His government
was a despotism not tempered
by epigrams, and it was con-
trolled by a despot who, though
not devoid of a sense of humor,
had all a Corsican’s mortal ha-
tred of ridicule. No man in
France was less French than
Napoleon, either in lineage or in
character. His moral position
in Paris was not unlike that
which Othello might have held
in Venice if Othello had been
base enough to betray and expel
the Senate which he had sworn
to serve. We can imagine how the shy,
proud Moor would have writhed under the
pasquinades of the graceful, dissolute Vene-
tian wits whom he despised. So Napoleon,
who never ceased to have much in him of
the semi-barbarian chief (and always look-
ed like one when he was dressed in imperial
robes), shrank with morbid apprehension
from the tongue of Madame De Staél, and
wrote antograph notes to Fouché calling
his attention to the placards and verses
of the street corners. There is something
more than ludierons in the spectacle of this
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rude soldier, with a million arm-
ed men under his command, and
half Europe at his feet, sitting
down in rage and affright to or-
der Fouché to send a little wom-
an over the frontiers lest she
should say something about him
for the drawing-rooms of Paris
to laugh at.

Instead of carvicature, there-
fore, we have only allegorical
“glory” in the fugitive pictures
of his reign, none of which is
worthy of remembrance.

English Gilray, on the other
side of the Channel, made most
ample amends. Modern carica-
ture has not often equaled some
of the best of Gilray’s upon Na-
poleon. In 1806, when the con-
queror had finally lost his head,
dazzled and bewildered by his
own victories, and was setting
up new kingdoms with a facility
which began to be amusing, Gil-
ray produced his masterpiece of
the “ Great Irench Gingerbread
Baker drawing out a new Batch
of Kings.” It is full of happy
detail. Besides the central fig-
ure of Bonaparte himself draw-
ing from the “New French Oven”
a fresh batch of monarchs, we
see Bishop Talleyrand kneading
in the “Political Kneading-Trough,” into
which Poland, Hanover, and Prussia have
just been thrown. There is also the “ Ash
Hole for Lroken Gingerbread,” into which
Spain, Italy, Switzerland, and broad-backed
Holland have been swept. On a chest of
drawers stand-a number of *Dongh Vice-
roys intended for the next Batch,” and the
drawers are labeled “ Kings and Queens,”
“Crowns and Sceptres,” “Suns and Moons.”
Gilray burlesqued almost all the history of
the gingerbread colossus from the Egyp-
tian expedition onward, but he never sur-
passed the gayety and aptness of this pie-
ture, which was all the more effective in
English eyes because gilt gingerhread made
into figures of kings, queens, crowns, anch-
ors, and princes’ feathers is a familiar ob-
Jject at English fairs,

Napoleon himself may have laughed at it.
We know that at St. Helena he applanded
English caricatures of a similar character,
notably one which represented George III.
as a corpulent old man standing on the En-
glish coast, hurling in fury a huge beet at
the head of Napoleon on the other side of
the Channel, and saying to him, “Go and
make yourself some sugar!”® We know
also that while he relished the satirical pic-

* Napoleon at St. Helena. By Jons 8. C. Apnorr.
New York: Harper and Brothers. P. 90,
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TALLEYBAND—TIE MAN WITH BLX HEADS.—PARIS, 1817,

tures aimed at his enemies and rivals, he
was very far from enjoying those which re-
flected disagreeably upon himself. “If car-
icatures,” said he one day at St. Helena,
“sometimes avenge misfortune, they form
a confinnal annoyance to power; and how
many have been made upon me! I think I
have had my share of them.”

It was not until-his power was gone that
French satirists tried their pencils upon him,
and then with no great success, With the
downfall of Napoleon was involved the pros-
tration of France. Humiliation followed
humiliation. The spirit of Frenchmen was
broken, and their resources were exhaunsted.
In the presence of such events as the Rus-
sian catastrophe, the mareh of the Allies
npon Paris, Napoleon’s hanishment to Elba,
the Hundred Days, Waterloo, the encamp-
ment of foreign armies in the public places
of Paris, the flight of the emperor, and his
final exile, the satirist was superseded, and
burlesque itself was outdone by reality.
When at last Paris was restored to herself,
and peace again gave play to the human
mind, Napoleon was covered with the maj-
esty of what seemed a sublime misfortune,
That peerless histrionic genius took the pre-
caution in eritical moments to let the world
know what character he was enacting, and
accordingly, when he stepped on board the
English man-of-war, he announced himself
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to mankind as Themistoeles magnanimously
seeking an asylum at the hands of the most
powerful of his enemies.

The good ruler is he who leaves to his
successor, if not an easy task, yet one not
too diffienlt for respectable talents. Napo-
leon solved none of the menacing problems.
He threw no light npon the difficulties with
which the modern world finds itself face to
face. Every year that he reigned he only
heaped up perplexity for his successors, un-
til the mountain mass transcended all hu-
man ability, and entailed upon Frenchmen
that tumultuous apprenticeship in self-gov-
ernment which is yet far from ending.

The first effort of the caricaturists in Par-
is after the Restoration was simply to place
the figure of a weather-cock after the names
of public men who had shown particular
alacrity in changing. their politics with the
changing dynasties. This was soon im-
proved upon by putting weather-ecocks
cnough to denote the precise number of
times a personage had veered. Thus Tal-
leyrand, who from being a Dbishop and a
nobleman had become a republican, then a
minister under Napoleon, and at last a sup-
porter and servant of the Restoration, be-
sides exhibiting various minor changes, was
complimented with as many weather-cocks
as the fancy of each writer suggested.

= ==x = =

TALLEYRAND'S WEATUER-COCKS.

Six appears to have been the favorife
number, We find in the previous picture
that he is represented as the man with six
heads. The public men signalized by this
simple device were said to belong to the
Order of the Weather-Cock, and it was the
interest of the reactionists, who urged on
the trial and exeeution of Ney and his com-
rades, to cover them with odium. To this
day much of that odium clings to the name
of Talleyrand. A man who keeps a cool
head in the midst of madmen is indeed a
most offensive person, and Talleyrand com-
mitted this enormity more than once in his
life. So far as we can yet discern, the only
“treason” he ever practiced toward the gov-
ernments with which he was connected con-
sisted in giving them better advice than
they were capable of acting upon. The few
words which he uttered on leaving the coun-
¢il - chamber, after wvainly advising Marie
Louise to remain in her husband’s abode
and maintain the moral dignity of his ad-
ministration, show how well he understood
the collapse of the “empire” and its canse:
It is difficult to comprehend such weak-
ness in such a man as the emperor. What
a fall is his! o give his name to a series of
adventures, instead of bestowing it upon his cen-
tury! When I think of that, I can not help

groaning.” Then he added the words which
gave him his high place in the Order of the
Weather-Coclk : “ But now what part to take?
It does not suit every body to let himself be
overwhelmed in the ruins of this edifice.”
Particularly it did not suit M. De Talley-
rand, and he was not overwhelmed, accord-
ingly. Considering the manner in which
France was governed during his career, he
might well say, “ I have not betrayed gov-
ernments: governments have betrayed me.”

It is mentioned by M. Champfleury as a
thing unprecedented that this weather-cock
device did not wholly lose its power to
amuse the Parisians for two years. The
portly person and ancient court of the king,
Louis XVIIL, called forth many caricatures
at a later period. This king was as good-
natured, as well-intentioned, as honorable o
Bourbon as could have been found in either
hemisphere. It was not he who enriched
all langnages by the gift of his family name.
It was not his obstinate adherence to an-
cient folly which caused it to be said that
the Bourbons had forgotten nothing and
learned nothing. Born as long before his
accession as 1755, he was an accomplished
and popular prince of mature age during
the American Revolution and the intellect-
ual ferment which followed it in France. A
respectablescholar (for a prince), well versed
in literature (for a prince), a good judge of
art (for a prince), of liberal politics (for a
prince), and not so hopelessly ignorant of
state affairs as kings and princes usually
were, he watched the progress of the Revo-
lution with some intelligence and, a first,
with some sympathy. DBoth then and in
1815 he appears to have been intelligently
willing to accept a constitution that should
have left his family on the throne by right
divine.

Right divine was his religion, to which he
sacrificed much, and, unquestionably, would
have sacrificed his life. When he was liy-
ing in exile upon the bounty of the Emperor
of Russia, he said to his nephew, on the
wedding-day of that young Bourbomn: “If
the crown of France were of roses, I wonld
give it to you. It is of thorns; I keep it.”
And, indeed, a turn in politics expelled him
soon after, in the middle of winter, from his
abode, and made him again a dependent
wanderer. In 1803, too, when there conld
be deseried no ray of hope of the restoration
of the old dynasty, and Napoleon, apparent-
ly lord of the world, offered him a principal-
ity in landed wealth if he would but form-
ally renounce the throne, he replied in a
manner which a believer in divine right
might think sublime :

“I do not confound M. Bonaparte with
those who have preceded him. His valor,
his military talents, I esteem; and I am
even grateful to him for several measures
of his administration, since good done to my
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people will ever be dear to
my heart. Butifhe thinks
to engage me to compro-
misemy rights, he deceives
himself. On the contrary,
by the very offer he now
malkes me he would estab-
lish them if they could be
thought of as doubtful. I
do not know what are the
designs of God with regard
to my house and myself,
but I know the obliga-
tions imposed upon me by
the rank in which it was
His pleasure to canse me
to be born. A Christian,
I shall fulfill those obli-
gations even to my latest
breath; a son of St. Louis,
I shall know, taught by
his example, how even in
chains to respect myself;
a sucecessor of Franeis I, 1
desire at least to be able
to say, like him, ‘All is
lost but honor '

Again, in 1814, when
the Emperor Alexander of
Russia urged him fo con-
cede so much to the popu-
Jar feeling as to call-him-
self King of the French,
and to omit from his style
the words * par la grice de
Dien,” he answered: “Divine right is at
once a consequence of religions dogma and
the law of the country. By that law for
eight centuries the monarchy has been he-
redifary in my family. Without divine
right I am but an infirm old man, long an
exile from my country, and reduced to beg
an asylum. But by that right, the exile is
King of France.”

He wrote and said these “neat things”
himself, not by a secretary. Among his hap-
Py sayings two have remai ned in the mem-
ory of I'renchmen : “ Punctuality is the po-
liteness of kings,” and “Every French soldier
carries a marshal’s baton in his knapsack.”
He was, in short, a genial, witty, polite old
gentlemen, willing to govern France consti-
tutionally, disposed to forget and forgive,
and be the good king of the whole people.
But he was sixty years of age, fond of his
eqase, and extremely desirous, as he often
said, of dying in his own bed. He was sur-
rounded by elderly persons who were bigot-
ed to a Past which could not be resuscitated;
and his brother, heir-presumptive to the
throne, was that fatal Comte A’ Artois
(Charles X.) who aggravated the violence
of the revolution of 1789 and precipitated
that of 1830 by his total incapacity to com-
prehend either. Gradually the gloomy par-
ty of reaction and revenge who surrounded

DE LA VILLEVIELLE, OAMUBACERES, DAIGRE FEUILLE—A FPROMENADE LN
THE PALAIS-ROYAL.—PARIS, 1818,

the heir-presumptive gained the aseendency,
and the good-natured old king could only
restrain its extravagance enough to accom-
plish his desire of dying in his own house.
Sincerely religious, he was no bigot; and it
was not by his wish that the court assumed
more and more the sombre aspect of a Jesnit
seminary. It is doubtful if there would
have been one exception to the amnesty of
political offenses if Louis XVIIL had been as
firm as he was kind. The reader sees
proof of his good nature in the accompany-
ing pieture of Prince Cambacéres, who was
Second Consul when Napoleon was First
Consul, and Arch-Chancellor under the em-
pire, peacefully walking in the sfreets of
Paris with two of his fiiends. This carica-
ture has a value in preserving an excellent
portrait of a personage noted for twenty
years in the history of France.

To the Order of the Weather-Cock sue-
ceeded, in 1819, when priestly ascendency at
court was but too manifest, the Family of
the Extinguishers. In the picture on the
next page the reader has the pleasure of
viewing some of the family portraits, and
in another he sees members of the family
at work, rekindling the fire and extingunish-
ing the lights. The fire was to consume the
charter of French liberty and the records
of seience ; the lights are the men to whom
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France felt herself indebted for liberty and
knowledge—Buffon, Franklin, D'Alembert,
Montesquien, Voltaire, Montaigne, Fénelon,
Condoreet, and their friends. Above is the
personified Church, with sword uplifted,
menacing mankind with new St. Bartholo-
mews and Siecilian Vespers. Underneath
this elaborate and ingenious work was the
refrain of Béranger’s song of 1819, entitled,
“Les Missionnaires,” which was almost
enough of itself to expel the Bourbons:
“Vite sonfMons, sufflons, morhlen !

Eteignons les lumidres

Et rallumons le fen,”

The historian of that period will not omit
to examine the songs which the incompar-
able Béranger wrote during the reion of
the two kings of the Restoration. “Le peu-
vle, c'est ma Muse,” the poet wrote many
years after, when reviewing this period. The

people were his Muse. He studied the people, |

he adds, “with religious care,” and always
found their deepest convietions in harmon ¥y
with his own. He had been completely fas-
cinated by the “ genius of Napoleon,” never
suspecting that it was Napoleon’s lament-
able want of ability which had devolved
upon the respectable Louis XVIIL an im-
possible task. But he perceived that the
fask was impossible. There were two im-
possibilities, he thought, in the way of a sta-
ble government. It was impossible for the
Bourbons, while they remained Bourbons, to

govern France, and it was impossible for |

France to make them any thing but Bour-
hons.  Henee, in lending his exquisite £ift
to the popular eanse, he had no seruples
and no reserves; and he freely poured forth
those wonderful songs which became imme-
diately part and parcel of the familiar speech
of his countrymen. Alas for a Bourbon
when there is a Béranger loose in his capi-
tall  Charles X. attempted the Bourbon
policy of repression, and had the poet twice
imprisoned. But he could not imprison his
songs, nor prevent his writing new ones in
prison, which sung themselves over France
in a week. Caricature, too, was severely
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FAMILY OF THE EXTINGUISHERS. —CARLOATURE OF THE RESTORATION.—TARIs, 1819,

repressed —the  usual
precursor of collapse in
a French government,
The end of the Res-
toration, in 1830, oec-
curred with a sudden
and  spontaneous fa-
cility, which showed,
among other things,
how effectively Béran-
ger had sung from his
garret and his prison.
The old king in 1824
had his wish of dying
in his own bed, and is
said to have told his
successor, with his dy-
ing Dbreath, that he
| owed this privilege to the policy of tacking
ship rather than allowing a contrary wind to
| drive herupon the rocks. He advised % Mon-
sienr” to pursue the same “tackin g policy.”
But Monsieur was Comte d’Artois, that entire
and perfect Bourbon, erusted by his sixty-
seven years, a willing vietim in the hands of
Jesuif priests, Insix years the ship of state
was evidently driving full upon the rocks ;
but, instead of tacking, he put on all sail,
and let herdrive. At amoment when France
was in the last extremity of alarm for the
portion of liberty which her constitution
secured her, this unhappy king signed a de-
| eree which put the press under the control
| of the Minister of Police, and the rest of the
people of France under Marshal Marmont.
Twenty-one days after, August 16, 1830, the
| king and his suit were received on board
| of two American vessels, the Charles Carroll
and the Great Britain, by which they were
conveyed from Cherbourg to Portsmouth,
| “This,” said the king to his first English
visitors, “is the reward of my efforts to ren-
der France happy. I wished to make one
last attempt to restore order and tranquil-
lity. The factions have overturned me.”
| The old gentleman resumed his dai ly mass,
[ and found much consolation for the loss of
| a erown in the slaughter of beasts and birds.
Louis Philippe was King of the French, by
the grace of Lafayette and the acquiescence
of a majority of the French people,
Caricature, almost interdicted during the
last years of the Restoration, pursued the
| fugitive king and his family with avenging
ridicule, Gavarni, then an nnknown artist
of twenty-six, employed by Emile de Girar-
|din to draw the fashion plates of his new
| periodical, La Mode, gave Paris, in those wild
July days of 1830, the only political earica-
[tures he ever published. One represented
the king as an old-clothes man, bawling, “0ld
Coats, Old Lace.” In another he appeared
astride of a lance, in full flight, in a costume
composed of a priest’s black robe and the
| glittering uniform of a general ; white bands
at his neck, the broad red ribbon of the
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THE JESUITS AT COURT.—PARLS, 1819,
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Legion of Honor across his breast, one arm
loaded with mitres, relics, and chaplets, with
the scissors of the censor on the thumb, on
the other side the end of a sabre, and the
meagre legs encompassed by a pair of huge
jack-boots. Another picture, called the
“TLost Balloon,” exhibited the king in the
car of a balloon, with the same preposterous
boots hanging down, along with the Duc
@’Angouléme clinging to the sides, and the
duchess erushing the king by her weight.
The royal banner, white, and sown with
fleurs-de-lis, streamed out behind as the bal-
loon disappeared in the clouds.

These were the only political carieatures
ever published by the man whom French-
men regard as the greatest of their recent
‘gatirical artists. He eared nothing for pol-
itics, and had the usnal attachment of art-
ists and poets to the Established Order.
Having aimed these light shafts at the fiy-
ing king in mere gayety of heart, because
every one else was doing the same, he soon
remembered that the king was an old man,
past seventy-three, as old as his own father,
and flying in alarm from his home and coun-
try. He was conscience-stricken. Reading
aloud one day a poem in which allusion was
made to a white-haired old man going into
exile with slow, reluctant steps, his voice
broke, and he could scarcely utter the lines:
 Pas d'outrage au vieillard qui s'exile & pas lenta.

Clest une piété d*épargner les ruines.

Je n'enfoncerai pas la couronne d’épines

Que la main du malhenr met sur ses cheveux blanes.”
As he spoke these words the image of his
old father rose vividly before his mind, and
he could read no more. “I felt,” said he,
“ag if T had been struck in the face;” and
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Blow! Blow! Let us put out the lights and rekindle the fires!”

ever after he held political caricature in
horror.

This feeling is one with which the reader
will often find himself sympathizing while
examining some of the heartless and thought-
less pietures which exasperated the elderly
paterfamilias who was now called to preside
over demoralized France. Louis Philippe
was another good-natured Louis XVIIL., mi-
nus divine right, plus a large family, With
all the domestic virtnes, somewhat too anx-
ious to push his children on in the world, a
good citizen, a good patriot, an unostenta-
tious gentleman, he was totally destitute of
those picturesque and captivating qualities
which adventurers and banditti often pos-
sess, buf which wise and trustworthy men
seldom do. Inlooking back now upon that
eighteen years’ struggle between this re-
spectable father of a family and anarchy, it
seems as if France should have rallied more
loyally and more considerately round him,
and given him too the privilege, so dear to
elderly gentlemen, of dying in his own bed.
One-tenth of his virtue and one-half his in-
telleet had sufficed under the old rdgime.

But since that lamentable and fatal day
when the priests wronght upon Louis XIV.
to decree the expulsion of the Huguenots,
who were the élite of his kingdom, France
had been undergoing a course of political
demoralization, which had made a constitu-
tional government of the country almost im-
possible. Recent events had exaggerated
the eriminal elass. Twenty years of intox-
icating victory had made all moderate suc-
cess, all gradual prosperity, seem tame and
flat; and the reduction of the army had sef
afloat great numbers of people indisposed to
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peaceful industry. Under the Restoration,
we may almost say, political conspiracy had
hecome a recognized profession. The new
king, pledged to make the freedom of the
press “ a reality,” soon found himself face to
face with difficulties which Bourbons had
invariably met by mere repression. Repub-
lieans and Legitimists were equally dissat-
isfied. Legitimists could only wait and
plot; but Republicans could write, speak,
and draw. A considerable proportion of the
voung, irresponsible, and adventurous talent
was republican, and there was a great deal
of Bohemian characier available for that
side. ‘Tt was a time when a Louis Napoleon
could belong fo a democratic club.

Caricature speedily marked the “ citizen
king” for her own. Napoleon had employ-
ed all his subtlest tact during the last ten
years of his reign in keeping alive in French
minds the fendal feeling, so congenial to
human indolence and vanity, that it is no-|
bler to be a soldier than to rear a f:unilyi
and keep a shop. In his bulletins we find
this false sentiment adroitly insinuated in
a hundred ways. He loved to stigmatize
the English as a nation of shop-keepers.
He displayed infinite art in exalting the |
qualities which render men willing to de- |
stroy one another without asking why, and |
in easting contempt on the arts and virtues
by which the waste of war is repairéd. The
homely habifs, the plain dress, the method-
ical ways, of Louis Philippe were, therefore,
easily made to seem ridiculous. He was
styled the first bourgeois of his kingdom—
as he was—but the French people had been
taught to regard the word as a term of
contempt.

Unfortunately he abandoned the policy
of letting the caricaturists alone. Several
French rulers have adopted the principle,
of not regarding satire, but not one has had
the courage to adhere to it long. Sooner
or later all the world will come into the
“ American system,” and all the world will
at length discover the utter impotence of
the keenest ridicule and the most persist-
ent abuse against public men who do right
and let their assailants alone. The chief
harm done by the abuse of public men in|
free countries is in making it too difficult
to expose their real fanlts. How would it
be possible, for example, to make the people
of the United States believe ill of a Presi-
dent in villifying whom ingenious men and
powerful journals had exhausted themselves

daily for years? Nothing short of testimony,
abundant and indisputable, such as would |
convinee an honest jury, could procure se- |
rious attention. From President Washing- |
ton to President Grant the history of Amer-|
ican polities is one continuous proof of Mr.

Jefferson’s remark, that “an administration

which has nothing to conceal has nothing

to fear from the press.”

When Louis Philippe had been a year
upon the throne appeared the first number
of Le Charivari, a daily paper of four small
pages, conducted by an unknown, inferior
artist, named Charles Philipon. Around him
gathered a number of Bohemian draughts-
men and writers, not one of whom appears
then to have shared in the social or polit-
ical life of the country, or to have had the
faintest conception of the consideration dne
to a fellow-citizen in a place of such ex-
treme difficulty as the head of a govern-
ment, They assailed the king, his person,
his policy, his family, his habits, his history,
with thoughtless and merciless ridicule. A
periodical which has undertalken to supply
a cloyed, fastidious public with three hun-
dred and sixty-five ludicrous pictures per
annum must often be in desperation for
subjects, and there was no resource to Phi-
lipon so obvious or so sure as the helpless
family imprisoned in the splendors and eti-
quette of royalty. Unfortunately for mod-
ern govermnents, the people of Europe were
for so many centuries preyed upon and op-
pressed by kings that vast numbers of peo-
ple, even in free countries, still regard the
head of a government as a kind of natural
enemy, to assail whom is among the rights
of a citizen. And, moreover, the king, the
president, the minister, is unseen by those
who hurl the barbed and poisoned javelin.
They do not see him shrink and writhe.
To many an anonymous coward it is a po-
tent consideration, also, that the head of a
constitutional government can not usually
strike back.

Mr. Thackeray, who was but nineteen
when Louis Philippe came to the throne,
witnessed much of the famous contest be-
tween this knot of caricaturists and the
King of the French, and in one of the first
articles which he wrote for subsistence, aft-
er his father’s failure, he gave the world
some acconnt of it.* At a later period of
his life he would probably not have regarded
the king as the stronger party. He would
probably not have described the contest as
one between ‘“half a dozen poor artists on
the one side, and his Majesty Louis Phi-
lippe, his angust family, and the numberless
placemen and supporters of the monarchy,
on the other.” Half a dozen poor artists,
with an unsernpulons publisher at their
head, who gives them daily access to the
eye and ear of a great capital, can array
against the object of their satire and abuse
the entire nunthinking crowd of that capi-
tal. A firm, enlightened, and competent
king would have united against these a
majority of the responsible and the reflect-
ing. Sueh a king wounld truly have been,
as Mr. Thackeray observed, “an Ajax gird-

* In the London and Westminster Review for April
1829, Article IL
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ed at by a Thersites.” But Louis Philippe
was no Ajax. He was no hero at all. He
had no splendid and no commanding fraits.
He was merely an overfond father and well-
disposed citizen of average talents. He was
merely the kind of man which free commu-
nities can ordinarily get to serve them, and
who will serve them passably well if fhe
task is not made needlessly difficult. Hence
Philipon and his “half a dozen poor artists”
were very much the stronger party—a fact
which the king, in the sight and hearing
of all France, confessed and proclaimed by
putting them in prison.

It was those prosecutions of Philipon that
were fatal to the king. Besides adding em-
phasis, celebrity, and weight to the sallies
of Le Charivari, they presaged the abandon-
ment of the central principle of the move-
ment that made him king—the freedom of
utterance. The scenes in court when Phi-
lipon, or his artist, Daumier, was arraigned
were most damaging to the king’s dignity.
One, incorrectly related by Thackeray, may
well serve to warn future potentates that of
all conceivable expedients for the caricatur-
ist’s frustration, the one surest to fail is to
summon him to a court of justice.

A favorite device of M. Philipon was to
draw the king's face in the form of a huge
pear, which it did somewhat resemble. Am-
ateur dranghtsmen also chalked the royal
pear upon the walls of Paris; and the ex-
aggerated pears with the king's features
roughly outlined which every where met
the eye excited the mocking laughter of the
idle Parisian. No jest could have heen so
harmless if it had been unnoticed by the
person at whom it was aimed, or noticed
only with a smile. Buf the government
stooped to the imbecility of arraigning the
author of fhe device. The poire actually
beeame an object of prosecntion, and the
editor of Le Charivari was summoned before
a jury on a charge of inciting to contempt
against the person of the king by giving his
face a Indicrous resemblance to one of the
fruits of the earth. Philipon, when he rose
to defend himself, exhibited to the jury a
series of fonr sketches, upon which he com-
mented. The first was a portrait of the
king devoid of exaggeration or burlesque.
“This sketeh,” said the dranghtsman, “re-
sembles Louis Philippe. Do you condemn
it?” He then held up the second picture,
which was also a very good portrait of the
king; but in this one the toupet and the
side whiskers began to “flow together,” as
M. Champfleury has it (s'onduler), and the
whole to assume a distant resemblance to
the outline of a pear. “If you condemn the
first sketch,” said the imperturbable Phi-
lipon, %yon must condemn this one which
resembles it.” He next showed a picture in
which the pear was plainly manifest, though
it bore an unmistakable likeness to the

king. TFinally, he held up to the court a
figure of a large Burgnndy pear, pure and
simple, saying, “If you are consistent, gen-
tlemen, you can not aequit this sketch ei-
ther, for it certainly resembles the other
three.” ,

Mr. Thackeray was mistaken in supposing
that this impudent defense carried convie-
tion to the minds of the jury. Philipon was
condemned and fined. He avenged himself
by arranging the court and jury upon a page
of Le Charivari in the form of a pear.* He
and his artists played upon this theme hun-
dreds of variations, until the government
found matter for a prosecution even in a
picture of a monkey stealing a pear. The
pear became at last too expensive a luxury
for the conductor of Le Charivari, and that
fruit was “ exiled from the empire of carica-
tore.”

Before Louis Philippe had been three
years upon the throne there was an end of
all but the pretense of maintaining the free-
dom of press or pencil. “The Press,” ag Mr,
Thackeray remarks, “was sent to prison;
and as for poor dear Caricature, it was fair-
ly murdered.” In Le Charivari for Augnst
30, 1832, we read that Jean-Baptiste Dau-
mier, for an equally harmless caricature of
the king, was arrested in the very presence
of his father and mother, of whom he was
the sole support, and condemned to six
months’ imprisonment. It was Daumier,
however, as M. Champfleury reveals, who
had “served up the pear with the greatest
variety of sauces.” It was the same Dau-
mier who after his release assailed the ad-
vocates and legal system of his country with
ceaseless burlesque, and made many a cov-
ert Innge at the personage who moved them
to the fatal absurdity of imprisoning him.

Driven by violence from the political
field, to which it has been permitted to re-
turn only at long intervals and for short
periods, French caricature has ranged over
the scene of human foibles, and attained a
varied development. Danmier and Philipon
conjointly produced a series of skefches in
Le Charivari which had signal and lasting
success with the public. The play of Rob-
ert Macaire, after Tunning a while, was sup-
pressed by the government, the actor of the
prineipal part having used it as a vehicle of
political burlesque. Le Charivari seized the
idea of satirizing the follies of the day by
means of two characters of the drama—
Maecaire, a cool, adroit, andacious villain,
ands Bertrand, his comrade, stupid, servile,
and timid.

Philipon supplying the words and Dau-
mier executing the pietures, they made
Macaire undertake every scheme, practice,
and profession which contained the requisite

* Histoire de la Caricature Moderne, par CHAMP-
FLEURY. P.100.
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ROBERT MACAIRE FIBHING FOR BHARE-HOLDEES.
DAUMIER, 1883,

ingredients of the comic and the rascal-
ly. The series extended beyond ninety
sketches. Macaire founds a joint-stock
charity—Ia morale en action, he explains to
gaping Berfrand, each action (shave) being
placed at 250 francs. He becomes a quack
doctor. “Don't trifle with your complaint,”
he says to a patient, as he gives him two
bottles of medicine. “ Come to see me oft-
en; it won’t ruin you, for I make no charge
for consultations. You owe me twenty
francs for the two bottles.” The patient
appearing to be startled at the magnitude
of this sum, Dr. Macaire blandly says, as he
bows him out, “ We give two cents for re-
turned bottles.” He becomes a private de-
tective. A lady consults him in his office.
“8ir,” she says, “I have had a thousand-
frank mote stolen.” ¢ Precisely, madame.
Consider the business done: the thief is a
friend of mine.” “But)? says the lady,
“can I get my note back, and find out who
took it 1”7 “Nothing easier. Give me dfif-
teen hundred francs for my expenses, and
to-morrow the thief will return the note
and send yon his eard.”

Iivery resource being exhausted, Macaire
astounds the despairing Bertrand by saying,
“Come, the fime for mundane things is
past; let ns attend now to eternal inter-
ests. Suppose we found a religion ¥’ “A

religion !" eries Bertrand; “that is not so
easy.” To this Macaire replies by alluding
to the recent proceedings of a certain Abbé
Chiitel, in Paris. “One makes a pontiff of
himself, hires a shop, borrows some chairs,
preaches sermons upon the death of Napo-
leon, npon Voltaire, upon the discovery of
America, upon any thing, no matter what.
There’s a religion for you; it’s no more dif-
fieult than that.” On one occasion Maecaire
himself is a little troubled in mind, and Ber-
trand remarks the unusnal cireumstance.
“You seem anxious,” says Bertrand. “ Yes,”
replies Macaire, “ T am in bad humor. Those

, scoundrels of bond-holders have bothered

me fo snch a point that I have actnally
paid them a dividend!” “What!” exclaims
Bertrand, aghast, “a bona fide dividend ?”
“Yes, positively.” “What are you going to
do about it #” “I am going to get it back
again.”

The reader will, of course, infer that each
of these pictures was a hit at some scoun-
drelly exploit of the day, the public knowl-
edge of which gave effect to the caricature.
In many instances the event is forgotten,
but the picture retains a portion of its in-
terest. One of Macaire’s professions was
that of eramming students for their bache-
lor's degree. A student enters. “There
are two ways in which we can put you
through,” says Macaire : “one, to make yon
Ppass your examination by a substitute; the
other, to enable you to pass it yourself.,” I
prefer to pass it myself)” says the young

man. “Very well. Do you know Greelk #”
“No.” “Latin?’ “No»” “All right. You

know mathematies ?” “Nof the least in
the world.” “What do you know, then ?
“Nothing at all.” “But you have two
hundred franes ¥ “Certainly.” “Just the
thing! You will get your degree next
Thursday.” We may find comfort in this
series, for we learn from it that in every
infamy which we now deplore among our-
selves we were anticipated by the French
forty years ago. Macaire even goes into
the mining business, at least so far as to sell
shares. “We have made our million,” says
the melancholy Bertrand ; “ but we have en-
gaged to produce gold, and we find nothing
but sand.” “No matter ; utilize your cap-
ital ; haven't you got a gold mine ?’ “Yes
—but afterward?’ ¢ Afterward you will
simply say to the share-holders, ‘I was mis-
taken ; we must try again.’ You will then
form a company for the utilization of the
sand.” Bertrand, still anxious, ventures to
remark that there are snch people as police-
men in the country. *Policemen!” cries
Macaire, gayly. “So much the better: they
will take shares.” One of his circular let-
ters was a masterpiece :

“*8m,—I regret to say that your application for

shares in the Consolidated European Incombustible
Blacking Association can not be complied with, as all



RECENT FRENCH CARICATURE.

805

the shares of the C. E. I. B. A. were disposed of on the
day they were issued. I have nevertheless registered
your name, and in case a second series should be put
forth I shall have the honor of immediately giving you
notice. Iam, 8ir, ete. Rosert Macare, Director.”

“Print 300,000 of these,” says the direct-
or, ““and poison all ¥France with them.”
“But,” says Bertrand, “we haven't sold a
single share; you haven’t a sou in your
pocket, and—"? ¢ Bertrand, you are an ass.
Do as I tell yon.”

Thus, week after week, for many a month,
did Le Charivari “utilize” these impossible
characters fo expose and satirize the plausi-
ble scoundrelism of the period. Mr. Thack-
eray, who onght to be an excellent anthority
on any point of safirical art, praises highly
the execution of these pictures by M. Dau-
mier. They seem carelessly done, he re-
marks; but if is the careless grace of the
consummate artist. He recommends the
illustrator of Pickwick to study Daumier.
When we remember that Thackeray had
offered to illustrate Pickwick, his comments
upon the artist who was preferred to himself
have a certain interest: “If we might ven-
ture to give a word of advice to another
humorons designer [Hablot K.
Browne], whose works are exten-
sively circulated, the illustrator
of Pickwick and Nicholas Nickleby,
it would be to study well those
caricatures of M. Daumier, who,
though he executes very careless-
ly, knows very well what he would
express, indicates perfectly the at-
titude and identity of the figure,
and is quite aware beforehand of
the effect he intends to produce.
The one we should faney to be a
practiced artist taking his ease,
the other a young one somewhat
hewildered —a very clever one,
however, who, if he would think
more and exaggerate less, would
add not a little to his reputa-
tion.” Possessors of the early edi-
tions of Pickwick will be tempted
to think that in this criticism of
Mr. Browne’s performances by a
disappointed rival there was an
ingredient of wounded self-love.
The young author, however, in
another passage, gave presage of
the coming Thackeray. He ob-
serves that in France ladies in
difficulties who write begging
letters or live by other forms of
polite beggary are wont to style
themselves “ widows of the Grand
Army.” They all pretended to
some connection with le Grand
Homme, and all their husbands
were colonels. “This title,” says
the wicked Thackeray, “ answers
exactly to the clergyman's daugh-

ter in England;” and he adds, “The differ-
enee is eurious as indicating the standard
of respectability.”

Many caricaturists who afferward attained
celebrity were early contributors to M. Phi-
lipon’s much-prosecuted periodical. Among
them was “the elegant Gavarni,” who for
thirty years was the favorite comic artist
of Paris rouds and dandies—himself a roud
afid dandy. At this period, according to his
friend, Théophile Gautier, he was a very
handsome young man, with luxuriant blonde
curls, always fashionably attired, somewhat
in the English taste, neat, quiet, and precise,
and “ possessing in a high degree the feeling
for modern elegances.” He was of a slender
form, which seemed laced in, and he had the
air of being carefully dressed and thorough-
ly appointed, his feet being effeminately
small and: daintily clad. In shorf, he was
a dandy of the D'Orsay and N. P. Willis pe-
riod. For many years he expended the chief
foree of his fruly exquisite talent in invest-
ing vice with a charm which in real life it
never possesses. Loose women, who are, a8
a class, very stupid, very vulgar, most greedy
of gain and pleasure, and totally devoid of

A HUBBAND'S DILEMMA.

“Yes; but if you quarrel like that with all your wife’s lovers,
you will never have any friends.”—From Paris Nonsensicalities
(Baliverneries Parisicnnes).—By GAVARNL
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HOUSEREEPING.

* Gracious, Dorothy, I have forgotten the meat for
your cat!”

‘“Have you, indeed ? But you didn’t forget the his-
cuit for your bird, egotist! No matter! No matter!
If there is nothing in the house for my cat, I shall
give her your bird, I shall!"—From Impressions de
Ménage.—By (GAVARSL

every kind of interesting quality, he endow-
ed with a grace and wit, a fertility of re-
source, an airy elegance of demeanor, never
found except in honorable women reared in
honorable homes. He was the great master
of that deadly school of French satiric art
which finds all virtuous life clumsy or ridic-
ulous, and all abominable life graceful and
pleasing.

Albums of this kind are extant in which
married men are invariably represented as
objecis of contemptuous pity, and no man
is graceful or interesting except the sneak-
ing scoundrel who has designs upon the in-
tegrity of a household. Open the Musée
pour Rire, for example. Here is a little
family of husband, wife, and year-old child
in bed, just awake in the morning, the wife
caressing the child, and the husband look-
ing on with admiring fondness. This scene
is rendered ridienlons by the simple expedi-
enti of making the wife and child hideously
ugly and the fond father half an idiot. An-
other pictnre shows the same child, with a
head consisting chiefly of mouth, yelling in

| the middle of the night, while the parents
| look on,imbecile and helpless. Turn to the
sketches of the masked ball or the midnight
carouse, and all is elegant, becoming, and de-
lightful. If the French caricatures of the
last thirty years do really represent French
social life and French moral feeling, we may
safely prediet that in another generation
France will be a German province, for men
capable of maintaining the independence of
a nation can not be produced on the Gavar-
nian principles.

Marriage and civilization we might al-
most call synonymous terms. Marriage was
at least the greatest conquest made by
primitive man over himself, and the indis-
pensable preliminary to a higher civiliza-
tion. Nor has any mode yet been discov-
ered of rearing full-formed and efficient
men, capable of self-control, patriotism, and
high prineiple, except the union of both
parents striving for that end with cordial
resolution longer than an average lifetime.
It is upon this most sacred of all institu-
tions that the Fremch caricaturists of the
Gavarni school pour ceaseless scorn and con-
tempt. As I write these lines my eyes fall
upon one of the last numbers of a comie
sheet published in Paris, on the first page
of which there is a picture which illustrates
this propensity. A dissolute-looking wom-
an, smoking a cigarette, is conversing with
a boy in buttons who has applied for a
place in her household. “How old are you
she asks. “Eleven, madame.” “And your
name ?’ “Joseph.” Upon this innocent re-
ply the woman makes a comment which is
truly comic, but very Gavarnian: “So young,
and already he calls himself Joseph !”

Among the heaps of albums to be found
in a French collection we turn with partic-
ular curiosity to those which satirize the
child life of France. Gavarni’s celebrated
series of Enfants Terribles has gone round
the world, and called forth child satire in
many lands. The presence of children in
his pictures does not long divert this artist
from his ruling theme. One of his terrible
children, a boy of four, prattles innocently
to his mother in this strain: “ Nurse is go-
ing to get up very early now that you have
come home, mamma. Goodness! while you
were in the counfry she always had her
breakfast in bed, and it was papa who took
in the milk and lighted the fire. But wasn’t
the coffee jolly sweet, though!” Another
alarming boy of the same age, who is climb-
ing up his father’s chair and wearing his
father’s hat, all so merry and innocent, dis-
courses thus to the petrified anthor of his
being : #“Whois Mr. Albert ? Oh, he is a gen-
tleman belonging to the Jardin des Planies,
who comes every day to explain the animals
to mammaj a large man with mnstaches,
whom you don’t know. He didn’t come to-
day until after they had shut up the monk-
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eys. Youought to have
seen how nicely mamma
entertained him. Ol
dear!” (discovering a
bald place on papa’s
pate) “ you have hardly
any hair upon the top of
your head, papa!” Ina
third picture both par-
ents are exhibited seat-
ed side by side upon a
sofa, and the terrible
boy addresses his moth-
er thus: “ Mamma, isn’t
that liftle mustache
comb which Cornelia
found in your bedroom
this morning for me "
Another sketch shows
us father, mother, and
terrible boy taking a
walk in the sfreets of
Paris. A dandy, in the
likeness of Gavarni him-
self, goes by, with his
cane in his mouth, and
his face fixed so as to
seem not to see them.
But the boy sees him,
and bawls to his moth-
er: “ Mamma! mamma !
that Monsieur du Lux-
embourg ! —you know
him—the one you said
was such a great friend
to papa—he has gone
by without saluting! I suppose the rea-
son is, he don’t know how to behave.”
Another picture presents to view a little
girl seated on a garden bench eating nuts,
and talking to a young man: “The rose
which you gave to mamma?’ “Yes, yes.”
“The one you nearly broke your neck in
getting? Let me sce. Oh, my cousin Nat
stuek it in the tail of Matthew’s donkey.
How mamma did laugh! Got any more
nuts " © The same appalling girl imparts a
family secret to her tutor: “Mamma wrote
to M. Prosper, and papa read the letter.
Oh, wasn't papa angry, though! And all
becaunse she had spelled a word wrong.” A
mother hearing a little girl say the cate-
chism is a subject which one wounld sup-
pose was not available for the purposes of a
Gavarni, but he finds even that suggestive.
“Come, now, pay attention. What must we
do when we have sinned (péché)?” To
which the terrible child replies, playing un-
consciously upon the word péché (sinned),
which does not differ in sound from péehé
(fished), “When we have péché? Wait a
moment. Oh! we go back to the White
House with all the fish in the basket, which
my nurse eats with Landernean. He is a
big soldier who has white marks upon his
sleeve. AndI eat my share,lef me tell you!”
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A POULTIOE FOR TWO—BYMPATHY AND ECONOMY.—FROM ‘‘ IMPRESSIONS DE

MENAGE"—BY GAVARNIL

It is thus that the first caricaturist of
France “utilized” the innocence of child-
hood when Louis Philippe was King of the
Freneh.

There is a later series by Randon, entitled,
Messieurs nos Fils et Mesdemoiselles nos Filles,
which exhibits other varieties of French
childhood, some of which are inconceivable
to persons nof of the “ Latin race.” It has
been said that in America there are no lon-
ger any children; but nowhere among us
are there young human beings who could
suggest even the burlesque of precocity such
as M. Randon presents to us. We have no
boys of ten who go privately to the hero of
a billiard * tournament” and request him
with the politest gravity, cap in hand, to
“put him up to some points of the game
for his exclusive use.” We have no boys
of eight who stand with folded arms be-
fore a sobbing girl of seven and address her
in words like these: “Be reasonable, then,
Amelia. The devil! People can’t be al-
ways loving one another.” We have no er-
rand-boys of eight who offer their services
to a young gentleman thus: “ For delivering
a note on the sly, or getting a bouquet into
the right hands, monsienr can trust to me.
I am used to little affairs of that kind, and
I am as silent as the tomb.” We have no
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PARIBIAN “‘gHo0, FLY "

“ Captain, I am here to ask your permission to fight a duel.”

“What for, and with whom 2

“With Saladin, the trumpeter, who has so far forgotten himself
as to call me a moucheron” (little fly).—From Messicurs nos I'ils et
Mesdemoiselles nos Filles.—By Rawvos, Paris,

little boys in belt and apron who say to a
bearded veteran of half a dozen wars: “ You

don’t know your happiness.
For my part, give me a beard
as long as yours, and not a
woman in the world should
resist me!” We have no lit-
tle boys who in the midst of
a fight with fists, one having
a black eye and the other a
bloody nose, would pause to
say : “At least we don’t fight
for money, like the English.
It is for glory that we fight.”
We have no little boys who,
on starting for a ride, wave
aside the admonitions of the
groom by telling him that
they know all abount man-
aging a horse, and what they
want of him is simply to tell
them where in the Bois they
will be likely to meet most
“Amazons.” No, nor in all
the length and breadth of
English-speaking lands can
there be found a small boy
who, on being lectured by his

father, would place one hand
upon his heart, and lift the
other on high, and say, “ Papa,
by all that I hold dearest, by
my honor, by your ashes, by
any thing you like, I swear to
change my conduct!” All these
things are so remote from our
habit that the wildest artist
could not conceive of them as
passable caricature.

The opprobrious words in use
among French boys would not
strike the boys of New York
or London as being very exas-
perating. M. Randon gives us
an imaginary conversation be-
tween a very small trumpeter
in gorgeous uniform and a
gamin of the street. Literally
translated it would read thus,
“Look out, little fly, or you
will get yourself erushed.” To
which the street boy replies,
“Descend, then, species of
toad: I will make you see what
a little fly is!” On the other
hand, if we may believe M,
Randon, French boys of a very
tender age consider themselves
subject to the code of honor,
and hold themselves in readi-
ness to accept a challenge to
mortal combat. A soldier of
ten years appears in one of
this series with his arm in a
sling, and he explains the cir-
cumstance to his military com-

rade of the same age: “It’s all a sham, my
I’ll tell you the reason in strict con-

THEREE !|—FROM ** ARITHMETIO ILLUSTRATED."—BY CHAM,
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fidence: it is to make a certain person of my |
acquaintance believe that I have fought for
her” The boys of France, it is evident, are
nothing if nof military. Most of the young
veterans blasés exhibited in these albums
are in uniform.

An interesting relic of those years when
Frenchmen still enjoyed some semblance of
liberty to discuss subjects of national and
Earopean concern is Gavarni's series of mas-
terly sketehes burlesquing the very idea of
private citizens taking an interest in public
affairs, This is accomplished by the device |
of giving to all the men who are talking |
polities countenances of comic stupidity.
An idiot in a blouse says to an idiof in a
coaf, “ Poland, don’t you see, will never for-
give youringratitude!” Anidiotin anight-
cap says to an idiot bare-headed, with ludi-
crous intensity, ““ And when you have taken
Lombardy, then what?” Nothing can ex-
ceed the skill of the draughtsman of this se-
ries, excepf the perversity of the man, to
whom no human activity seemed becoming
unless its object was the lowest form of sen-
sual pleasure. But the talent which he dis-
played in this album was immense. It was,
if I may say so, frightful ; for there is noth-
ing in our modern life so alarming as the
power which reckless and dissolute talent
has to make virtuous life seem provineial
and ridienlous, vicious life graceful and met-
ropolitan. 1

During the twenty years of Louis Napo-
leon, political caricature being extinguish-
ed, France was inundated with diluted Ga-
varni. Any wrefich who drew or wrote for
the penny almanacs, sweltering in his Man-
sard on a franc a day, could produce a cer-
tain effect by representing the elegant life
of his country, of which he knew nothing,
to be corrupt and sensual. Pick up one of
these precious works blindfold, open it at
random, and you will be almost certain to
light upen some penny-a-line calumny of
French existence, with a suitable picture
annexed. I have just done so. The Alma-
nach Comique for 1869, its twenty-eighth year,
lies open before me at the page devoted to
the month of August. My eye falls upon a
picture of a loosely dressed woman gazing
fondly upon a large full purse suspended
upon the end of a walking-stick, and under-
neath are the words, “ Elle ne tarde pas i se
réapprivoiser.” She does not delay to refame
herself, the verb being the one applied to
wild beasts. There is even a subtle devil-
try in the »¢ implying that she has rebelled
against her destiny, but is easily enough
brought to terms by a bribe. The reading
matter for the month consists of the follow-
ing brief essay, entitled August—the Vir-
gin: “How to go for a month to the sea-
shore during the worst of the dog-days.
Hire a chalef at Cabourg for Madame, and

a cottage on the beach of Trouville for Made-

TWO ATTITUDES.
“With your air of romantic melancholy, yon could

succeed with some women. For my part, I make my
conquests with drums beating and matches lighted.”
—From M, v& nos Fils et Mesd, 1 nog Filles.
—By Raxnox, Paris,

moiselle.  The transit between those two
places is accomplished per omnibus in an
hour. That is very convenient. Breakfast
with Mademoiselle; dinewith Madame. This
double existence is very expensive, but as it
is the most common, we are compelled to ex-
amine it in order to establish a basis for the
expendifures of the twelve months.” Is it
not obvious that this was “evolved 7’ Does
it not smell of a garlicky Mansard? And
have not all modern eommunities a common
interest in discrediting anonymous ealum-
ny? It were as unjust, doubtless, to judge
the frugal people of France by the comie
annuals as the good-natured people of En-
gland by the Saturday Review.

It is evident, too, that the French have a
totally different conception from ourselves
of what is fit and unfit to be uttered. They
ridicule onrsqueamishness; westand amazed
at their indelicacy. Voltaire, who could read
his Pucelle to the Queen of Prussia, her young
daughter being also present and seen to be
listening, was astounded in London at the
monstrous indecency of Othello ; and English
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people of the same generation were aghast at
the license of the Parisian stage. M. Marce-
lin, a popular French caricaturist of to-
day, dedicates an albnm containing thirty
pictures of what he styles Un certain Monde
to his mother! We must not judge the pro-
ductions of such a people by standards
drawn from other than “ Latin” sources.
Among the comic artists who began their
career in Lonis Philippe’s time, under fhe
inspiration of Philipon and Daumier, was a
son of the Comte de Noé, or, as we might
oxpress i, Count Noah, a peer of France
when there were peers of France. Amédée
de Noé, catching the spirit of caricature
while he was still a boy (he was but thir-
teen when Le Charivavi was started), soon
made his pseudonym, Cham, familiar fo Par-
is. Cham being French for Shem, it was a
happy way of designating a son of Count
Noah. From that time to the present hour
Cham has confinued to amuse his conntry-
men, pouring forth torrents of sketches,
which usually have the merit of being harm-
less, and are generally good enough to call
up a smile upon a face not too stiffly wrin-
kled with the cares of life. He is almost as
prolific of comic ideas as George Cruikshank,
but his pictures are now foo rudely execu-
ted to serve any but the most momentary
purpose. When a comic album containing
sixty-one pictures by Cham is sold in Paxis
for about twelve cents of our currency, the
artist can not bestow much time or pains
upon his work. The comie almanae quoted

above, containing 183 pages and seventy piec-
tures, costs the retail purchaser ten cents.

Gustave Doré, now so renowned, came
from Strasburg to Paris in 1845, a boy of
thirteen, and made his first essays in art,
three years after, as a caricaturist in the
Journal pour Rive. But while he seratched
trash for his dinner, he reserved his betfer
hours for the serious pursuit of art, which,
in just ten years, delivered him from a
vocation in which he could never have
talken pleasure. His great subsequent ce-
lebrity has caused the publication of several
volumes of his comic work. It abounds in
striking ideas, but the pictures were exe-
cuted with headlong haste, to gratify a
transient public feeling, and keep the artist’s
pot boiling. His series exhibiting the Dif-
ferent Publics of Paris is full of pregnant
suggestions, and there are happy thoughts
even in his Histoire de la Sainte Russie, a
series published during the Crimean war,
though most of the work is crude and hasty
beyond belief.

In looking over the volumes of recent
French caricature we discover that a con-
siderable number of English words have be-
come domesticated in France. France hav-
ing given us the words of the theatre and
the restaurant, has adopted in return sev-
eral English words relating to out-of-door
exercises : Turf, ring, steeple-chase, box (in
a stable), jockey, jockey-club, betting, bet-
ting-book, handicap, race, racer, four-in-
hand, mail-coach, sport, tilbury, dog-cart,

THE DEN OF LIONB AT THE OPREA.—FROM *' LES DIFFERENTS PUBLIOS DE PARIS.”"—BY GUSTAVE DORE.
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tandem, pickpocket, and re-
volver. Rosbif, bifstek, and
“ choppe” have long been fa-
miliar. “Milord” is no longer
exclusively used to designate
asumptuous Englishman, but
is applied to any one who ex-
pends money ostentatiously.
Gentleman, dandy, dandyism,
flirt, flirtation, puff, cockney,
and cocktail are words that
would be recognized by most
Parisians. A French writer
quotes the phrase “hero of
two hemispheres,” applied fo
Lafayette, as a specimen of
the “ puff” superlative. Othel-
lo has become synonymous
with jealous man, and the
gentence, “That is the ques-
tion,” from Hamlet, seems to
have acquired currency in
France. Cab, abbreviated a
century ago from the French
(eabriolet), has been brought
back to Paris, like the head
of a fugitive decapitated in
exile.

Therecenteventsin France,
beginning with the outbreak
of the war with Prussia, have
elicited countless caricatures
and series of caricatures. The
downfall of the “empire,” as
it was ealled, gave the carica-
turists an opportunity of ven-
geance which they improved.
A citizen of New York pos-
sesses a  collection of one
thousand satirical pictures
published in Paris during the war and under
the Commune. A people who submit fo a
despised nsurper are not likely to be moder-
ate or decent in the expression of their con-
tempt when, at length, the tyrant is no lon-
ger to be feared. It was but natural that
the French court should insult the remains
of Louis XIV., to whom living it had paid
honors all but divine ; foritis only strength
and valor that know how fo be either mag-
nanimous or dignified in the moment of de-
liverance. Many of the people of Paris,
when they heard of the ridiculons termina-
tion near Sedan of the odious fiction called
The Empire, behaved like boys just rid of a
school-master whom fhey have long detest-
ed and obeyed. Of course they seized the
chalk and covered all the blackboards with
monstrous pictures of the tyrant. The flight
of his wife soon after called forth many scan-
dalous sketches similar to those which dis-
graced Paris when Marie Antoinette was in
prison awaiting the execution of her hus-
band and her own trial. Many of these bur-
lesques, however, were fair and legitimate.
The specimen given on the next page, en-

THE YULTURE.—FEOM * LA MENAGERIE IMPERIALE," 1871,

titled ¢ Partant pour la Syrie,” which ap-
peared soon after the departure of Eugénie
and her advisers, was a genuine hit. If
was exhibited in every window, and sold
wherever in France the victorious Germans
were not. A member of the American le-
gation, amidst the rushing tide of exciting
events and topics, chanced to save a copy,
from which it is here reduced.

Among the “albums” of siege sketches we
come upon one executed by the veterans
Cham and Daumier, the same Henri Dau-
mier whom Lonis Philippe imprisoned and
Thackeray praised forty years ago. In this
collection we see Parisian ladies, in view of
the expected bombardment, bundled up in
huge bags of cotton, leading lap-dogs pro-
tected in the same manuer. An ugly Prus-
sian touches off a bomb aimed at the chil-
dren in the Jardin du Luxembourg. King
William decorates erntehes and wooden legs
as “ New-Year's presents for his people.” An
apothecary sells a plaster ¢ warranted to pre-
vent wounds, provided the wearer never
leaves his house.” A workman goes to
church for the first time in his life, and
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gives as a reason for so unworkmanlike a
proceeding that “a man don’t have to stand
in line for the blessed bread.” A volunteer
goes on a sortie with a pillow under his
waisteoat ¢ to show the enemy that we have
plenty of provisions.” All these are by the
festive Cham.

Danmier does not jest. He seems to have
felt that Louis Napoleon, like a child-mur-
derer, was a person far beneath carica-
ture—a creature only fit to be destroyed
and hurried out of sight and thought for-
ever. Amidst the dreary horrors of the
siege, Henri Daumier could only think of
its mean and guilty eanse. One of his few
pictures in this collection is a row of four
vaults, the first bearing the inscription,
*Died on the Boulevard Montmartre, De-
cember 2, 1851 ;" the second, “ Died at Cay-
enne;” the third, “ Died at Lambessa;’ the
fourth, “Died at Sedan, 1870.” DBut even
then Daumier, true to the vocation of a pa-
triotic artist, dared to remind his country-
men that it was they who had reigned in the
guise of the usurper. A wild female figure

standing on a field of battle points with one
hand to the dead, and with the other to a
vase filled with ballots, on which is printed
the word Our.  She cries, “ These killed those”

During the Commune the walls of Paris
were again covered with drawings and lith-
ographs of the eharacter which Frenchmen
prodnce after long periods of repression:
Louis Napoleon crucified between the two
thieves, Bismarck and King William ; Thiers
in the pillory eovered and surronnded with
opprobrious inscriptions ; Thiers, Favre, and
M‘Mahon placidly looking down from a lux-
urious upper room upon a slain mother and
child ghastly with blood and wounds; land-
lords, lean and hungry, begging for bread,
while fat and rosy laborers bask idly in the
sun; little boy Paris smashing his play-
things (Trochu, Gambetta, and Rochefort)
and crying for the moon; “Paris eating a
general a day;” Queen Victoria in conster-
nation frying to stamp out the horrid cen-
tipede, International, while * Monsieur John
Boule, Esquire,” stands near with the ha-
beas corpus act in his hand ; naked France
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pressing Rochefort to her bosom; and hun- | France has adopted the system of suppress-

dreds more, describable and indescribable,
but equally striking.

ing political, while permitting abominable,
caricature, Nothing in the way of pictorial

And now, once more, after so many proofs [ burlesque can be too vile for the censure to

of its fatal impolicy, the government of

pass.

BUTTER AND CHEESE.

PASTURAGE.

HERE has been no specialty of agri-|
culfure that has recently made such
marked progress, both in extent of produc-
tion and in improvement of practice, as the
branch which begins with the culture of
fragrant grasses in the pasture, gathers this
sweetness in the veins of the milk-produe-
ing animal, draws it therefrom as one draws
the spirit of the grape from fthe wine-press,
tosses it about in carefully arranged tem-
peratures and with ingeniously contrived
machinery, stores it in a package, as nature
fills an egg, and places it at Iungth in a sil-
ver dish upon a city table—Dbringing to the
city-bound Mohammed the very substance
and fresh fragrance of the mountain. Such
is the service of the dairy-man, such his
claim to popular consideration. Buf it is
not for this that popunlar atfention is in-
vited to his work. It is rather because of
the inherent inferest of the methods which
he has devised, the almost scientific perfec-
tion of his system, and the extent of his in-
dustry, which commands consideration by
its very greatness, that this, the first com-
prehensive showing of dairy facts and meth-
ods in a popular magazine, is undertaken.
It is hardly half a century since dairying,
as a distinet specialty in agriculture, began |

in this country. Before that, of conrse,
|there was the old- time churmng in farm-
houses, and there was the rude curdling
and ruder pressing in which our grand-
mothers achieved a gossipy reputation.
There was the early trade system by which
a tub of hutter or a queer liftle cheese was
bartered for coffee or calico at the country
store. But these were the blossoms of that
early agriculture; no one had thought of
them as roots or branches. After a few
years the willingness with which cheese
was taken by the country dealers, and the
natural adaptation of the country for the
pasture, led naturally to the gradual in-
crease of the amount of cheese. It began
to be apparent that the men who sold
cheese had fuller purses than they who
toiled in grain fields, and profit, the great-
est incentive to production, began to im-
part to the hills of Herkimer County that
distinctive characteristic of a dairy region,
a confinuous verdure. And yet men re-
garded the newly found road to wealth
with doubt and suspicion. It was altogeth-
er new. It seemed broad and smooth, but
no one could tell whither it led or how soon
the men who set ouf npon it might be
forced to return and take again the turn-



