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THE KING WHOSE WORDS BUTTERED
PARSNIPS.
(An Apologue, dedicated to Prussia.)

NOW that there was
once a King who had a
silly people, who be-
lieved that fine words
did  butter parsnips.
. The King was quite
& aware of the peculiarity
of his subjects; and
when they held up their
social parsnips to be
buttered by political rights, he al-
ways made them a fine speech, and
told them that he was their father,
and that he would give them plenty
of butter—some day soon; upon
which the foolish people shouted
¢ God save our worthy King!”’ and
went home and contentedly eat their
> Parsnips dry.
Now, this farce was many times
repeated—so many times, that at length the people, silly as
they were, began to get tired of it, and so one day they rose up
in right-down earnest to seek real butter for their parsnips.
Upon this, the King commanded his cavalry, and his infantry,
and his artillery to mow down his dearly beloved children,
which they did by thousands; but the people still fighting
valiantly, drubbed the troops, and held the city in their posses-
sion, and the King in their hands. '

Out he came with his fine buttering words again, and cried
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over the dead bodies of those whom he had caused to be slain,
and told the people that he loved them better than ever, and that
they should have butter with their parsnips the day after to-mor-
row ; and the people, who upon this subject had no more brains in
their skulls than there is in the insides of boiled pumpkins,
shouted out again ¢ God save our worthy King!” and Went
home, and once more eat their parsnips dry.

Next day the King convened them all. He lookéd af their
bayonets, and knew that his troops were beaten and &iép‘érsecl,
and that the people could kick him out of his palace whenever
they thought proper. So he asked them whether he was not a
dear good old King, and a loving father, to give them whatever
they wanted without the least compulsion, but quite spontane-
ously? And then he enquired whether they did not think such
a capital King would make a still better Emperor? Would it
be believed that the donkeys of people shouted * Yes!
yes! God save our worthy Emperor!” So the King laughed
in his sleeve at the gulls he had to deal with, and made
them all manner of promises ; kindly consenting to give them,
as great favours, things which they could have taken without
leave—asked or received. Upon which the people again went
home, and again eat their parsnips dry.

‘We are not, however, without great hopes that very soon this
foolish people will have its eyes opened to the respectable Hum-
bug who has been deceiving them, and that they will cause him
to march out of his k1n0dom, with every drum in Germany
playing the ¢“Rogue’s March ” at his heels,

THE LAST DEPTH OF DEPRAVITY ! !

WrEN a Field-officer dies, what constellation is his undertaker
travelling to? b
He’s going to hearse a Major (Ursa Major).



	TheKingWhoseWordsButteredParsnips
	TheKingWhoseWordsButteredParsnips2

