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PART I.


Every single speaker, who, like me,

attempts to entertain an audience, has not only the censure of that

assembly to dread, but also every part of his own behaviour to

fear. The smallest error of voice, judgment, or delivery, will be

noted: "All that can be presumed upon in his favour is, a hope that

he may meet with that indulgence which an English audience are so

remarkable for, and that every exhibition stands so much in need

of."


This method of lecturing is a very

ancient custom; Juno, the wife of Jupiter, being the first who gave

her husband a lecture, and, from the place wherein that oration was

supposed to have been delivered, they have always, since that time,

been called curtain lectures.


But, before I pretend to make free

with other people's heads, it may be proper to say something upon

my own, if upon my own any thing could be said to the purpose; but,

after many experiments, finding I could not make any thing of my

own, I have taken the liberty to try what I could do by exhibiting

a Collection of Heads belonging to other people. But here is a head

[shews Stevens''s head] I confess I have more than once wished on

my own shoulders: but I fear my poor abilities will bring a blush

into its cheeks. In this head Genius erected a temple to

Originality, where Fancy and Observation resided; and from their

union sprang this numerous and whimsical progeny. This is the head

of George Alexander Stevens, long known and long respected; a man

universally acknowledged of infinite wit and most excellent fancy;

one who gave peculiar grace to the jest, and could set the table in

a roar with flashes of merriment: but wit and humour were not his

only excellencies; he possessed a keenness of satire, that made

Folly hide her head in the highest places, and Vice tremble in the

bosoms of the great: but now, blessed with that affluence which

genius and prudence are sure to acquire in England, the liberal

patroness of the fine arts, he now enjoys that ease his talents

have earned, whilst Fame, like an evening sun, gilds the winter of

his life with mild, but cheerful beams. With respect, but honest

ambition, I have undertaken to fill his place, and hope my

attention and zeal to please, will speak in behalf of conscious

inferiority.





A HEAD, to speak in the gardener's

style, is a mere bulbous excrescence, growing out from between the

shoulders like a wen; it is supposed to be a mere expletive, just

to wear a hat on, to fill up the hollow of a wig, to take snuff

with, or have your hair dressed upon.


Some of these heads are

manufactured in wood, some in pasteboard; which is a hint to shew

there may not only be block-heads, but also paper-skulls.


Physicians acquaint us that, upon

any fright or alarm, the spirits fly up into the head, and the

blood rushes violently back to the heart. Hence it is, politicians

compare the human constitution and the nation's constitution

together: they supposing the head to be the court end of the town,

and the heart the country; for people in the country seem to be

taking things to heart, and people at court seem to wish to be at

the head of things.


We make a mighty bustle about the

twenty-four letters; how many changes they can ring, and how many

volumes they have composed; yet, let us look upon the many millions

of mankind, and see if any two faces are alike. Nature never

designed several faces which we see; it is the odd exercise they

give the muscles belonging to their visages occasions such looks:

as, for example; we meet in the streets with several people talking

to themselves, and seem much pleased with such conversation. [Here

take them off.] Some people we see staring at every thing, and

wondering with a foolish face of praise, [make a face here]; some

laughing, some crying. Now crying and laughing are contrary

effects, the least alteration of features occasions the difference;

it is turning up the muscles to laugh [do so here], and down to

cry.


Yet laughter is much mistook, no

person being capable of laughing, who is incapable of thinking. For

some people suddenly break out into violent spasms, ha, ha, ha! and

then without any gradation, change at once into downright

stupidity; as for example-[Here shews the example.]


In speaking about faces, we shall

now exhibit a bold face. [Shews the head. ]
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This is Sir Whisky Whiffle. He is

one of those mincing, tittering, tip-toe, tripping animalculæ

of the times, that flutter about fine women like flies in a flower

garden; as harmless, and as constant as their shadows, they dangle

by the side of beauty like part of their watch equipage, as

glittering, as light, and as useless; and the ladies suffer such

things about them, as they wear soufflée gauze, not as things

of value, but merely to make a shew with: they never say any thing

to the purpose; but with this in their hands [takes up an

eye-glass] they stare at ladies, as if they were a jury of

astronomers, executing a writ of inquiry upon some beautiful

planet: they imagine themselves possessed of the power of a

rattle-snake, who can, as it is said, fascinate by a look; and that

every fine woman must, at first sight, fall into their

arms.—"Ha! who's that, Jack? she's a devilish fine woman,

'pon honour, an immensely lovely creature; who is she? She must be

one of us; she must be comeatable, 'pon honour."—"No, Sir,"

replies a stranger, that overheard him, "she's a lady of strict

virtue."—"Is she so? I'll look at her again—ay, ay, she

may be a lady of strict virtue, for, now I look at her again, there

is something devilish un-genteel about her."








Wigs, as well as books, are

furniture for the head, and both wigs and books are sometimes

equally voluminous. We may therefore suppose this wig [shews a

large wig] to be a huge quarto in large paper; this is a duodecimo

in small print [takes the knowing head]; and this a jockey's head,

sweated down to ride a sweepstakes. [Takes the jockey's head.] Now

a jockey's head and a horse's head have great affinity, for the

jockey's head can pull the horse's head on which side of the post

the rider pleases: but what sort of heads must those people have

who know such things are done, and will trust such sinking funds

with their capitals? These are a couple of heads which, in the

Sportsman's Calendar, are called a brace of knowing ones; and, as a

great many people about London affect to be thought knowing ones,

they dress themselves in these fashions, as if it could add to the

dignity of ahead, to shew they have taken their degrees from

students in the stable, up to the masters of arts, upon a

coach-box. [ Gives the two heads off, and takes the book-case.]


The phrase of wooden-heads is no

longer paradoxical; some people set up wooden studies,

cabinet-makers become book-makers, and a man may shew a parade of

much reading, by only the assistance of a timber-merchant. A

student in the temple may be furnished with a collection of law

books cut from a whipping-post; physical dictionaries may be had in

Jesuits' bark; a treatise upon duels in touchwood; the history of

opposition in wormwood; Shakespeare's works in cedar, his

commentators in rotten wood; the reviewers in birch, and the

history of England in heart of oak.


Mankind now make use of substitutes

in more things than book-making and militia-men: some husbands are

apt to substitute inferior women to their own ladies, like the

idiot, who exchanged a brilliant for a piece of broken

looking-glass; of such husbands we can only say, they have borrowed

their education from these libraries, and have wooden, very wooden

tastes indeed. [ Gives it off.]








Here's a head full charged for fun

[takes the head], a comical half-foolish face, what a great many

upon the stage can put on, and what a great many people, not upon

the stage, can't put off. This man always laughed at what he said

himself, and he imagined a man of wit must always be upon the broad

grin; and whenever he was in company he was always teasing some one

to be merry, saying, "Now you, muster what do you call 'im? do now

say something to make us all laugh; come, do now be comical a

little." But if there is no other person will speak, he will

threaten to "tell you a story to make you die with laughing," and

he will assure you, "it is the most bestest and most comicallest

story that ever you heard in all your born days;" and he always

interlards his narration with "so as I was a saying, says I, and so

as he was a saying, says he; so says he to me, and I to him, and he

to me again;——did you ever hear any thing more comical

in all your born days?" But after he has concluded his narration,

not finding any person even to smile at what he said, struck with

the disappointment, he puts on a sad face himself, and, looking

round upon the company, he says, "It was a good story when I heard

it too: why then so, and so, and so, that's all, that's all,

gentlemen." [Puts on a foolish look, and gives the head off.]








Here is Master Jacky [takes the

head], mamma's darling; when she was with child of him she dreamt

she was brought to bed of a pincushion. He was never suffered to

look into a book for fear of making him round-shouldered, yet was

an immense scholar for all that; his mamma's woman had taught him

all Hoyle by heart, and he could calculate to a single tea-spoonful

how much cream should be put into a codlin tart. He wears a piece

of lace which seems purloined from a lady's tucker, and placed

here, to shew that such beings as these can make no other use of

ladies' favours than to expose them. Horace had certainly such a

character in view by his dulcissime rerum—"sweetest of all

things;" all essence and effeminacy; and that line of

his—Quid Agis, dulcissime rerum? may be rendered, "What ails

you, master Jacky?" As they have rivalled the ladies in the

delicacy of their complexion, the ladies therefore have a right to

make reprisals, and to take up that manliness which our sex seems

to have cast off.








Here is a Lady in her fashionable

uniform. [Takes up the head.] She looks as if marching at the head

of a battalion, or else up before day to follow the hounds with

spirit; while this lies in bed all the morning, with his hands

wrapped up in chicken gloves, his complexion covered with milk of

roses, essence of May-dew, and lily of the valley water. This does

honour to creation; this disgraces it. And so far have these things

femalized themselves, by effeminate affections, that, if a lady's

cap was put on this head, Master Jacky might be taken for Miss

Jenny [puts a lady's cap on the head of Master Jacky]; therefore

grammarians can neither rank them as masculine or feminine, so set

them down of the doubtful gender. [Puts off the heads.]


Among the multitude of odd

characters with which this kingdom abounds, some are called

generous fellows, some honest fellows, and some devilish clever

fellows. Now the generous fellow is treat-master; the honest fellow

is toast-master; and the devilish clever fellow he is

singing-master, who is to keep the company alive for four or five

hours; then your honest fellow is to drink them all dead

afterwards. They married into Folly's family, from whom they

received this crest, and which nobody chooses to be known by. [

Takes up the fool's cap.]








This Fool's Cap is the greatest

wanderer known; it never comes home to any body, and is often

observed to belong to every body but themselves. It is odd, but the

word nobody, and the term nothing, although no certain ideas can be

affixed to them, are often made such use of in conversation.

Philosophers have declared they knew nothing, and it is common for

us to talk about doing nothing; for, from ten to twenty we go to

school to be taught what from twenty to thirty we are very apt to

forget; from thirty to forty we begin to settle; from forty to

fifty we think away as fast as we can; from fifty to sixty we are

very careful in our accounts; and from sixty to seventy we cast up

what all our thinking comes to; and then, what between our losses

and our gains, our enjoyments and our inquietudes, even with the

addition of old age, we can but strike this balance [Takes the

board with cyphers]—These are a number of nothings, they are

hieroglyphics of part of human kind; for in life, as well as in

arithmetic, there are a number of nothings, which, like these

cyphers, mean nothing in themselves, and are totally insignificant;

but, by the addition of a single figure at their head, they assume

rank and value in an instant. The meaning of which is, that nothing

may be turned into something by the single power of any one who is

lord of a golden manor. [Turns the board, shews the golden one.]

But, as these persons' gains come from nothing, we may suppose they

will come to nothing; and happy are they who, amidst the variations

of nothing, have nothing to fear: if they have nothing to lose,

they have nothing to lament; and, if they have done nothing to be

ashamed of, they have every thing to hope for. Thus concludes the

dissertation upon nothing, which the exhibitor hopes he has

properly executed, by making nothing of it.





This is the head of a London Blood,

taken from the life. [Holds the head up.] He wears a bull's

forehead for a fore-top, in commemoration of that great blood of

antiquity, called Jupiter, who turned himself into a bull to run

away with Europa: and to this day bloods are very fond of making

beasts of themselves. He imagined that all mirth consisted in doing

mischief, therefore he would throw a waiter out of the window, and

bid him to be put into the reckoning, toss a beggar in a blanket,

play at chuck with china plates, run his head against a wall, hop

upon one leg for an hour together, carry a red-hot poker round the

room between his teeth, and say, "done first for fifty."








He was quite the thing, either for

kicking up a riot, or keeping it up after he had kicked it up: he

was quite the thing, for one day he kicked an old woman's

codlin-kettle about the streets: another time he shoved a blind

horse into a china shop—that was damned jolly: he was a

constant customer to the round house: a terror to modest women, and

a dupe to the women of the town; of which this is exhibited as a

portrait. [ Take the head.] This is the head of a Man of the Town,

or a Blood; and this of a Woman of the Town, or a

———; but whatever other title the lady may have,

we are not entitled to take notice of it; all that we can say is,

that we beg Mirth will spare one moment to Pity; let not delicacy

be offended if we pay a short tribute of compassion to these

unhappy examples of misconduct; indeed, in the gay seasons of

irregular festivity, indiscretion appears thus—[takes off

that, shews the other:] but there is her certain catastrophe; how

much therefore ought common opinion to be despised, which supposes

the same fact, that betrays female honour, can add to that of a

gentleman's. When a beauty is robbed, the hue and cry which is

raised, is never raised in her favour; deceived by ingratitude,

necessity forces her to continue criminal, she is ruined by our

sex, and prevented reformation by the reproaches of her own. [Takes

it off.] As this is the head of a Blood going to keep it up [takes

it off], here is the head of a Blood after he has kept it up.

[Shews that head.] This is the head of a married Blood—what a

pretty piece of additional furniture this is to a lady of

delicacy's bed-chamber: What then? it's beneath a man of spirit,

with a bumper in his hand, to think of a wife: that would be

spoiling his sentiment: no, he is to keep it up, and to shew in

what manner our London Bloods do keep it up. We shall conclude the

first part of this lecture by attempting a specimen—[puts on

the Blood's wig]: "Keep it up, huzza! keep it up! I loves fun, for

I made a fool of my father last April day. I will tell you what

makes me laugh so; we were keeping it up, faith, so about four

o'clock this morning I went down into the kitchen, and there was

Will the waiter fast asleep by the kitchen fire; the dog cannot

keep it up as we do: so what did I do, but I goes softly, and takes

the tongs, and I takes a great red-hot coal out of the fire, as big

as my head, and I plumpt it upon the fellow's foot, because I loves

fun; so it has lamed the fellow, and that makes me laugh so. You

talk of your saying good things; I said one of the best things last

week that ever any man said in all the world. It was what you call

your rappartées, your bobinâtes. I'll tell you what it

was: You must know, I was in high spirits, faith, so I stole a dog

from a blind man, for I do love fun! so then the blind man cried

for his dog, and that made me laugh; so says I to the blind man,

'Hip, master, do you want your dog?' 'Yes, sir,' says he. Now, only

mind what I said to the blind man. Says I, 'Do you want your dog?'

'Yes, sir,' says he. Then says I to the blind man, says I, 'Go look

for him.'—Keep it up! keep it up!—That's the worst of

it, I always turn sick when I think of a parson, I always do; and

my brother he is a parson too, and he hates to hear any body swear;

so I always swear when I am along with him, to roast him. I went to

dine with him one day last week, and there was my sisters, and two

or three more of what you call your modest women; but I sent 'em

all from the table before the dinner was half over, for I loves

fun; and so there was nobody but my brother and me, and I begun to

swear; I never swore so well in all my life; I swore all my new

oaths; it would have done you good to have heard me swear: so then,

my brother looked frightened, and that was fun. At last he laid

down his knife and fork, and lifting up his hands and his eyes, he

calls out, Oh Tempora! oh Mores!—-'Oh ho, brother!' says I,

'what, you think to frighten me, by calling all your family about

you; but I don't mind you, nor your family neither—Only bring

Tempora and Mores here, that's all; I'll box them for five pounds;

here,—where's Tempora and Mores? where are they?—Keep

it up! keep it up!"
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