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referred to America. And this I will do and cause te
be done, not in mere love and thankfulness, but
because I regard it as an act of plain justice and
honour.”

I said these words with the greatest earnestness

that I could lay upon them, and I repeat them in print §

here with equal earnestness. So long as this book
shall last, I hope that they will form a part of it, and
will be fairly read as inseparable from my experiences

and impressions of America.

CuarrLes DickENs.
May, 1868,
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THE LONG VOYAGE.

—_—

WHEN the wind is blowing and the sleet or rain is driving against the dak
windows, I love to sit by the fire, thinking of what I have read in books of voyage
and travel. Such books have had a strong fascination for my mind from my earliest
childhood ; and I wonder it should have come to pass that I never have been round
the world, never have been shipwrecked, ice-environed, tomahawked, or eaten.

Sitting on my ruddy hearth in the twilight of New Year's Eve, I find incidents
of travel rise around me from all the latitudes and longitudes of the globe. They
observe no order or sequence, but appear and vanish as they will—* come like
shadows, so depart.” Columbus, alone upon the sea with his disaffected crew,
looks over the waste of waters from his high station on the poop of his ship, and
sces the first uncertain glimmer of the light, “rising and falling with the waves,
like a torch in the bark of some fisherman,” which is the shining star of a new
world.  Bruce is caged in Abyssinia, surrounded by the gory horrors which shall
often startle him out of his sleep at home when years have passed away., Franklin,
come to the end of his unhappy overland journey—swould that it had been his last !
—lies perishing of hunger with his brave companions : each emaciated figure
stretched upon its miserable bed without the power to rise : all, dividing the weary
days between their prayers, their remembrances of the dear ones at home, and con-
Yersation on the pleasures of eating ; the last-named topic being ever present to
them, likewise, in their dreams, All the African travellers, wayworn, solitary
and sad, submit themselves again to drunken, murderous, man-selling despots, of
e lowest order of humanity ; and Mungo Park, fainting under a tree and suc-
coured by a woman, gratefully remembers how his Good Samaritan has always
come to him in woman’s shape, the wide world over.

A shadow on the wall in which my mind’s eye can discern some traces of a rocky
Sea-coast, recalls to me a fearful story of travel derived from that unpromising
narrator of such stories, a parliamentary blue-book, A convict is its chief figure,
and this man escapes with other prisoners from a penal settlement. It is an island,
and they seize a boat, and get to the main land. Their way is by a rugged and
Precipitous sea-shore, and they have no earthly hope of ulfimate escape, for the
Patty of soldiers despatched by an easier course to cut them off, must inevitably
armive at their distant bourne long before them, and retake them if by any hazard
they survive the horfors of the way. Famine, as they all must have foreseen,

€5 them early in their course,  Some of the party die and are eaten ; some are
murdered by the rest and eaten. This one awful creature eats his fill, and sustains
strength, and lives on to be recaptured and taken back. The unrelateable
Xperiences through which he has passed have been so tremendous, that he is not
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hanged as he might be, but goes back to his old chained-gang work. A little time,
and he tempts one other prisoner away, seizes another boat, and flies once more—
necessarily in the old hopeless direction, for he can take no other. He s soon cut off,
and met by the pursuing party face to face, upon the beach. Heisalone. In his
former journey he acquired an inappeasable relish for his dreadful food. He urged
the new man away, expressly to kill him and eat him. In the pockets on one side
of his coarse convict-dress, are portions of the man’s body, on which he is regaling 3
in the pockets on the other side is an untouched store of salted pork (stolen before
he left the island) for which he has no appetite. He is taken back, and he 18
hanged. But I shall never see that sea-beach on the wall or in the fire, without him,
solitary monster, eating as he prowls along, while the sea rages and rises at him.

Captain Bligh (a worse man to be entrusted with arbitrary power there could
scarcely be) is handed over the side of the Bounty, and turned adrift on the wide
ocean in an open boat, by order of Fletcher Christian, one of his officers, at this very
minute. Another flash of my fire, and ** Thursday October Christian,” five-and-
twenty' years of age, son of the dead and gone Fletcher by a savage mother, leaps
aboard His Majesty’s ship Briton, hove-to off Pitcairn’s Island ; says his simple
grace before eating, in good English ; and knows that a pretty little animal on
board is called a dog, because in his childhood he had heard of such strange
creatures from his father and the other mutineers, grown grey under the shade of
the bread-fruit trees, speaking of their lost country far away.

See the Halsewell, East Indiaman outward bound, driving madly on a January
night towards the rocks near Seacombe, on the island of Purbeck | The captain’s
two dear danghters are aboard, and five other ladies, The ship has been driving
many hours, has seven foet water in her hold, and her mainmast has been cut
away, The description of her loss, familiar to me from my early boyhood, seems

to be read aloud as she rushes to her destiny.

iday the sixth of January, the ship still drivingy
and approaching very fast to the shore, Mr. Henry Meriton, the second mate, went
again into the cuddy, where the captain then was. Another conversation taking
place, Captain Pierce expressed extreme anxiety for the preservation of his beloved
daughters, and earnestly asked the officer if he could devise any method of saving

i ith great concern, that he feared it would be impossible,

them. On his answering W
but that their only chance would be to wait for morning, the captain lifted up his

hands in silent and distressful ejaculation.

At this dreadfill moment, the ship struck, with such violence as to dash the
heads of those standing in the cuddy against the deck above them, and the shock
was accompanied by a shriek of horror that burst at one instant from every quartes
of the ship.

# Many of the seamen, who had been remarkably inattentive and remiss in theif
duty during great part of the storm, now poured upon deck, where no exertions 0
the officers could keep them, while their assistance might have been useful. They
had actually skulked in their hammocks, leaving the working of the pumps an
other necessary labours to the officers of the ship, and the soldiers, who had made
uncommon exertions, Roused bya sense of their danger, the same seamen, at
this moment, in frantic exclamations, demanded of heaven and their fellows
sufferers that succour which their own efforts, timely made, might possibly have
procured. 1

“The ship continued to beat on the rocks; and soon bilging, fell with her
broadside towards the shore. When she struck, a number of the men climbed up.
the ensign-staff, under an apprehension of her immediately going to pieces.

“Mr. Meriton, at this crisis, offered to these unhappy beings the best advice

# About two in the moming of Fr
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him into etemity, he determined to seize the present opportunity, and follow the ék-
ample of the crew and the soldiers, who were now quitting the ship in numbers, an
making their way to the shore, thoungh quite ignorant of its nature and description.

¢ Among other expedients, the ensign-stafl had been unshipped, and attempted
to be laid between the ship's side and some of the rocks, but without success, for it
snapped asunder before it reached them. However, by the light of a lanthorn,
which a seaman handed through the skylight of the round-house to the deck, Mr.
Meriton discovered 2 spar which appeared to be laid from the ship's side to the
rocks, and on this spar he resolved to attempt his escape.

¢ Accordingly, lying down upon it, he thrust himself forward ; however, he soon
found that it had no communication with the rock ; he reached the end of it, and
then slipped off, receiving a very violent bruise in his fall, and before he cowld
recover his legs, he was washed off by the surge. Ie mow supported himself by
swimming, until a returning wave dashed him against the back part of the cavern.

Here he laid hold of a small projection in the rock, but was so much benumbed
that he was on the point of quitting it, when a seaman, who had already gained &
footing, extended his hand, and assisted him antil he could secure himself a little
on the rock ; from which he cdlambered on a shelf still higher, and out of the reach
of the surf.
¢ Mr. Rogers, the third mate, remained with the captain and the unfortunate
ladies and their companions nearly twenty minutes after Mr. Meriton had quitt
the ship. Soon after the latter loft the round-house, the captain asked what was
become of him, to which Mr. Rogers replied, that he was gone on deck to see
what could be done. After this, a heavy sea breaking over the ship, the ladies
exclaimed, * Oh poor Meriton! hc is drowned ; had he stayed with us he would
have been safe!” and they all, particularly Miss Mary Pierce, expressed great
concern at the apprehension of his loss.

« The sea was now breaking in at the fore part of the ship, and reached as far
as the mainmast. Captain Pierce gave Mr. Rogers a nod, and they took a Jamp
and went together into the stern-g llery, where, after viewing the rocks for some
time, Captain Pierce asked Mr. Rogers if he thought there was any possibility
saving the girls ; to which he replied, he feared there was none; for they could
only discover the black face of the perpendicular rock, and not the cavern whi
afforded shelter to those who escaped. They then returned to the round-houséy
where Mr. Rogers hung up the lamp, and Captain Pierce sat down between his
two daughters.

¥ The sea continuing to break in very fast, Mr. Macmanus, a midshipman, and
Mr. Schutz, a passenger, asked Mr Rogers what they could do to escape
¢ Follow me,’ he replied, and they all went into the stern-gallery, and from thenge
to the upper-quarter-gallery on the poop. While there, a very heavy sea fell of
board, and the round-house gave way; Mr. Rogers heard the ladies shriek ak
intervals, as if the water reached them; the noise of the sea at other times
drowning their voices. !

« Mr. Brimer had followed him to the poop, where they remained togethet
about five minutes, when on the breaking of this heavy sea, they jointly seized &
hen-coop. The same wave which proved fatal to some of those below, carried hif
and his companion to the rock, on which they were yiolently dashed and miserabiff
bruised. - ;

+ Here on the rock were twenty-seven men ; but it now being low water, and
as they were convinced that on the flowing of the tide all must be wash ‘
many attempted to get to the back or the sides of the cavern, beyond the reach ol
the returning sea, Scarcely more than six, besides Mr, Rogers and Mr. Brimély

succeeded.
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comes when they both are ill, and beg their wretched partners in despair, reduced
and few in number now, to wait by them one day. They wait by them one day,
they wait by them two days. On the morning of the third, they move very softly
about, in making their preparations for the resumption of their journey ; for, the
child is sleeping by the fire, and it is agreed with one consent that he shall not be
disturbed until the last moment. The moment comes, the fire is dying—and the
child is dead.

His faithful friend, the steward, lingers but a little while behind him. His grief
lays, lies down in the desert, and dies. But he
loubt it 1—with the child, where
“ Imasmuch as ye
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is great, he staggers on for a few ¢
shall be re-united in his immortal spirit—who can ¢
he and the poor carpenter shall be raised up with the words,
have done it unto the least of these, ye have done it unto Me.”

As I recall the dispersal and disappearance of nearly all the participators in this
once famons shipwreck (a m handful being recovered at last), and the legends
that were long afterwards revived from time to time among the English officers at
the Cape, of a white woman with an infant, said to have been seen weeping outside
qut far in the interior, who was whisperingly associated with the remems
brance of the missing ladies saved from the wrecked vessel, and who was often
sought but never found, thoughts of another kind of travel came into my mind.

Thoughts of a voyager unexpectedly summoned from home, who travelled a
vast distance, and could never return, Thoughts of this unhappy wayfarer in the
depths of his sorrow, in the bitterness of his anguish, in the helplessness of his
self-reproach, in the desperation of his desire to set right what he had left wrong,
and do what he had left undone. 3

For, there were many many things he had neglected. Little matters while he
was at home and surrounded by them, but things of mighty moment when he was
at an immeasurable distance. There were many many blessings that he had
inadequately felt, there were many trivial injuries that ke had not forgiven,
there was love that he had but pecorly returned, there was friendship that he had
too lightly prized : there were million kind words that he might have spoken, &
million kind looks that he might have given, uncountable slight easy deeds in
which he might have been most truly great and good. O for a day (he would
exclaim), for but one day to make amends ! But the sun never shone upon that
happy day, and out of his remote captivity he never came.

Why does this traveller's fate obscure, on New Year's Eve, the other histories
of travellers with which my mind was filled but now, and cast a solemn shadow
over me ! Must T one day make his journey? Even so. Who shall say, that
I may not then be tortured by such late regrets : that T may not then look from
my exile on my empty place and undone work? I stand upon a sea shore, where
the waves are years. They break and fall, and T may little heed them ; buty
with every wave the sea is rising, and I know that it will float me on this travellers
voyage at last,

a savage |
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immense sum and left him to pay it ; his brother would have given him employ»
ment to the tune of hundreds a-year, if he would have consented to write letters on
a Sunday ; his brother enunciated principles incompatible with his religious views,
and he could not (in consequence) permit his brother to provide for him. His

landlord has never shown a spark of human fef‘ing. When he put in that execution

1 don't know, but he has never taken it out. The broker's man has grown grey
in possession, -They will have to bury him some day.

He has been attached to every conceivable pursuit. He has been in the army,
in the navy, in the church, in the law ; connected with the press, the fine arts,
public institutions, every description and grade of business. He has been brought
up as a gentleman ; he has been at every collegein Oxford and Cambridge ; he can
quote Latin in his letters (but generally mis-spells some minor English word) ; he
can tell yon what Shakespeare says about begging, better than you know it. It is
to be observed, that in the midst of his afflictions he always reads the newspapers ;
and rounds off his appeal with some allusion, that may be supposed to be in my
way, to the popular subject of the hour.

His life presents a series of inconsistencies, Sometimes he has never written
such a letter before, He blushes with shame. That is the first time ; that shall
be the last. Don’t answer it, and let it be understood that, then, he will kill
himself quictly. Sometimes (and more frequently) he /as written a few such letters.
Then he encloses the answers, with an intimation that they are of inestimable value
to Liim, and a request that they may be carefully retarned, He is fond of enclosing
something—verses, letters, pawnbrokers’ duplicates, anything to necessitate an
answer, He is very severe upon ‘“ the pampered minion of fortune,” who refused
him the half-sovereign referred to in the enclosure number two—but he knows me
better,

He writes in a vanety of styles; sometimes in low spirits; sometimes quite
jocosely. When he is in low spirits he writes down-hill and repeats words—these
little indications being expressive of the perturbation of Lis mind, When he is
more vivacious, he is frank with me ; he is quite the agreeable rattle. 1 know what
human nature is,—who better? Well! He had a little money once, and he ran
through it—as many men have done before him. He finds his old friends tum
away from him now—many men have done that before him too! Shall he tell
me why he writes to me? ~Because he has no kind of cliim uponme. He puls
it on that ground plainly ; and begs to ask for the loan (as 1 know human nature)
of two sovereigns, to be repaid next Tuesday six weeks, before twelve at noon,

Sometimes, when he is sure that I have found him out, and that there is no
chance of money, he writes to inform me that I have got rid of him at last, He
has enlisted into the Company's service, and is off directly—but he wants a cheesa,
He is informed by the serjeant that it is essential to his prospects in the regiment
that he should take out a single Gloucester cheese, weighing from twelve to fifteen
pounds. Eight or nine shillings would buy it. He does not ask for money, after
what has passed ; but if he calls at nine to-morrow morning may he hope to find &
cheese? And is there anything he can do to show his gratitude in Bengal?

Once he wrote me rather a special letter, proposing relief in kind. He had gok
into a little trouble by leaving parcels of mud done up in brown paper, at people’s
houses, on pretence of being a Railway-Porter, in which character he receiy
carriage money, This sportive fancy he expiated in the House of Corrections
Not long after his release, and on a Sunday morning, he called with a Jetter
(having first dusted himself all over), in which he gave me to understand thaly
being resolved to earn an honest livelihood, he had been travelling about the
country with a cart of crockery, That he had heen doing pretty well until the day
before, when his horse had dropped down dead near Chatham, in Kent, That this:
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it, too, and sooner or later set up for themselves, He employs a messenger—man,
woman, or child, That messenger is certain ultimately to become an independent
Begging-Letter Writer. His sons and daughters sm‘;ccec;.l to 1115 calling, :gnd write
begging-letters when he is no more. He throws off the infection of begging-letter
writing, like the contagion of disease, What Sydney Smith so happily called
“the dangerous luxury of dishonesty” is more tempting, and more catching, it
would seem, in this instance than in any other.

He always belongs to a Corresponding-Society of Begging-Letter Writers. Any
one who will, may ascertain this fact. Give money lo-day in recognition of a
begging-letter,~-no matter how unlike a common begging-letter,—and for the next
fortnight you will have a rush of such communications, Steadily refuse to give ;
and the begging-letters become Angels’ visits, until the Society is from some cause
or other in a dull way of business, and may as well try you as anybody else. It is
of little use inquiring into the Begging-Letter Writer's circumstances. Ie may be
sometimes accidentally found out, as in the case already mentioned (though that
was not the first inquiry made) ; but apparent misery is always a part of his trade,
and real misery very often is, in the intervals of spring-lamb and early asparagus.
1t is naturally an incident of his dissipated and dishonest life.

That the calling is a successful one, and that large sums of money are gained by
it, must be evident to anybody who reads the Police Reports of such cases. Buty
prosecutions are of rare occurrence, relatively to the extent to which the trade is
carried on. The cause of this is to be found (as no one knows better than the
Begging-Letter Writer, for it is a part of his speculation) in the aversion people
feel to exhibit themselves as having been imposed upon, or as having weakly
gratified their consciences with a lazy, flimsy substitute for the noblest of all virtues.
There is a man at large, at the moment when this paper is preparing for the press
(on the 2gth of April, 1850), and never once taken up yet, who, within these
twelvemonths, has been probably the most audacious and the most successful
swindler that even this trade has ever known. There has been something singus
larly base in this fellow’s proceedings; it has been his business to write to all
sorts and conditions of people, in the names of persons of high reputation and
unblemished honour, professing to be in distress—the general admiration and
respect for whom has ensured a ready and generous reply.

Now, in the hope that the results of the real experience of a real person may do
something more to induce reflection on this subject than any abstract treatise —and
with a personal knowledge of the extent to which the Begging-Letter Trade has
been carried on for some time, and has been for some time constantly increasing—
the writer of this paper entreats the attention of his readers to a few concluding
words. His experience is a type of the experience of many ; some on a smallery
some on an infinitely larger scale, All may judge of the soundness or unsoundness
of his conclusions from it,

Long doulitful of the efficacy of such assistance in any case whatever, and able
to recall but one, within his whole individual knowledge, in which he had the
least after-reason to suppose that any good was done by it, he was led, last
autumn, into some serious considerations. The begging-letters flying about by

every post, made it perfectly manifest that a.set of lazy vagabonds were interposed
between the general desire to do something to relieve the sickness and misery
under which the poor were suffering, and the suffering poor themselves. That
many who sought to do some little to repair the social wrongs, inflicted in the way
of preventible sickness and death upon the poor, were strengthening those wrongsy
however innocently, by wasting money on pestilent knaves cumbering socieng.
That imagination,—soberly following one of these knaves into his life of punish®
ment in jail, and comparing it with the life of one of these poor in a choleras
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A CHILD'S DREAM OF A STAR.

—-—
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A Clild’s Dream cfftl Star,

hand at a window. ¥ hoever saw it first cried out, ** [ see the star!” And often
they cried out both tugether, knowing so well \\:hﬂ‘.l il_\vnuld rise, nndAwhcze. So
they grew to be such friends with it, that, before lying down in their beds, they
always looked out once again, to bid it good night; and when they were turning
round to sleep, they used to say, *“ God bless the star !”

But while she was still very young, oh very very young, the sister drooped, and
came to be so weak that she could no longer stand in the window at night ; and
then the child looked sadly out by himself, and when he saw the star turned round
and said to the patient pale face on the bed, 1 see the star !” and then a smile
would come upon the face, and a littie weak voice used lo say, ““God bless my
brother and the star!” v

And so the time came all too soon ! when the child looked out alone, and when
there was no face on the bed ; and when there was a little grave among the graves,
riot there before ; and when the star made long rays down towards him, as he saw
it throngh his tears. 4

Now, these rays were so bright, and they seemed to make such a shining way
ftom earth to Heaven, that when the child went to his solitary bed, he dreamed
about the star; and dreamed that, Iying where he was, he saw a train of people
taken up that sparkling road by angels. And the star, opening, showed him a
great world of light, where many more such angels waited to receive them.

All these angels, who were waiting, turned their beaming eyes upon the people
who were carried up into the star; and some came out from the long rows in
which they stood, and fell upon the people’s necks, and kissed them tenderly, and
went away with them down avenues of light, and were so happy in their coms»
pany, that lying in his bed he wept for joy.

But, there were many angels who did not go with them, and among them one
he knew. The patient face that once had lain upon the bed was glorified and
radiant, but his heart found out his sister among all the host.

His sister's angel lingered near the entrance of the star, and said to the leader
among those who had brought the people thither :

“ Is my brother come ?”

And he said * No.”

She was turning hopefully away, when the child stretched out his arms, and
cried, ** 0, sister, [ am here! Take me!” and then she turned her beaming 2yes
upon him, and it was night ; and the star was shining into the room, making long
ravs down towards him as he saw it through his tears.

From that hour forth, the child looked out upon the star as on the home he was
to go to, when his time should come ; and he thought that he did not belong t0
the earth alone, but to the star too, because of his sister’s angel gone before.

There was a baby born to be a brother to the child ; and while he was so little

that he never yet had spoken word, he stretched his tiny form out on his bed, and:

died.

Again the child dreamed of the open star, and of the company of angels, and
the train of people, and the rows of angels with their beaming eyes all turned upon
those people’s faces.

Said his sister’s angel to the leader;

*¢ Jsmy brother come ?”

And he said “ Not that one, but another.”

As the child beheld his brother’s angel in her arms, he cried, * 0, sister, I am
here! Take me!” And she tumed and smiled upon him, and the star wad
shining. '

He grew to be a young man, gnd was busy at his books yhen an old servaik
came to him and said ;
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o T%l)’ mother is no more. I bring her blessing on her darling son !

Again at night he saw the star, and all that former company, Said his sister’s
angel to the leader: i

* Is my brother come ?

And he said, ** Thy mother !"

A mighty cry of joy went forth through all the star, because the mother was
re-unlte(l'to her two children. And he stretched out his arms and cried, *“ O
??(JlJicr, hla}Fr, and brother, I am here! Take me!™ And they answered him

{\Iﬂt yet," and the star was shining. ,

e grew to be a man, whose hair was turning grey as sitting in hi
e b:\'r e B IL - as l:‘._. Almn_ grey, and he was sitting in his
Y side, heavy with grief, and with his face bedewed with tears, when

the star opened once again.

said his sister's angel to the leader: * Is my brother come? ”

And he said, ““ Nay, but his maiden daughter.”

]A._”f![ﬂ}"" man who had been the child saw his daughter, newly lost to him, a
ce estial creature among those three, and he said, ** My daughter’s head is on my
sister’s bosom, quI her arm is around my mother’s neck, and at her feet there is
the baby of old time, and I can bear the parting from her, Gob be praised !

And the star was shining.

-m:{ |}1‘\h :I‘m‘Cl!ll-l came to be an old man, and his once smooth face was wrinkled,
g 15 steps were slow and feeble, and his back was bent. And one night as he

la{llfpon his bed, his children standing round, he cried, as he had cried so long

T see the star I "
th[v whispered one another, ¢ He is dying.”
ne ek “ e e T i £ H
lmv-\rqlshthrjmzt‘- ,i :Lfin:H My age is falling from me like a garment, and T move
5 e star as a child. And O, my Father, now I thank thee that it has so
olten opened, to receive those dear ones who await me !

And the star was shining ; and it shines upon his grave,

OUR ENGLISH WATERING-PLACE,

——

In the Ay i T
itumn-time of the year, when the gre etropolis is
i Ltamn ti nc‘] f the year, when the great metropolis is so much hotter,
CSO o sier, so much more dusty or so much more water-carted, so much more
rowded, so much more disturbing and distracting in all respects, than it usually is
I y sually is,

;!hqmeﬁ sea-bcqch becomes indeed a blessed spot. Half awake and half asleep
|_ﬂl!}»‘_lt clmurmng in our sunny window on the edge of a chalk-cliff in the old-
shioned watering-place to which we are a faithful resort incli
i : c are a faithful resorter, we feel a lazy na-
tm,?.]lo sketch its picture. : Y

te place seems to resp Sky, s each i i i
L tl}c\- iy e ; 'u' Lf_l .un"T. .ﬁl\},'hen, beach, and village, lie as still before us
= o e sitting for the picture. It is dead low-water. A ripple plays
o ong the ripening corn upon the cliff; as if it were faintly trying from recollection
0 1lmnale Vlhu sea; and the world of butterflies hovering over the crop of radish-
thcc -:’m:[ as restless in their little way as the gulls are in their larger manner when
];\‘ ind blows. But the ocean lies winking in the sunlight like a drowsy lion—its
ﬁm!-S){]\mlem scarcely curve upon the shore—the fishing-boats in the tiny harbour
tndg slrn}nrhl:d in the mud—our two colliers (our watering-place has a maritime
emp o that i shippi { i ithi
i ploying that amount of shipping) have not an inch of water within a
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quarter of a mile of them, and turn, exhausted, on their sides, like faint fish of aa
antediluvian species, Rusty cables and chains, ropes and rings, undermost parts
of posts and piles and confused timber-defences against the waves, lic strewn
about, in a brown litter of tangled sea-weed and fallen cliff which looks as if a
family of giants had been making tea here for ages, and had observed an untidy
custom of throwing their tea-leaves on the shore.

In truth, our watering-place itself has been left somewhat high and dry by the
tide of years. Concerned as we are for its honour, we must reluctantly admit that
the time when this pretty little semi-circular sweep of houses tapering off at the
end of the wooden pier into a point in the sea, was a gay place, and when the
lighthouse overlooking it shone at daybreak on company dispersing from public
balls, is but dimly traditional now. Thereis a bleak chamber in our watering.
place which is yet called the Assembly “ Rooms,” and understood to be available
on hire for balls or concerts ; and, some few seasons since, an ancient little gentle-
man came down and stayed at the hotel, who said that he had danced there, in
bygone ages, with the Honorable Miss Peepy, well known to have been the Beauty
of her day and the cruel occasion of innumerable duels. But he was so old and
shrivelled, and so very rheumatic in the legs, that it demanded more imagination
than our watering-place can usually muster, to believe him; therefore, except the
Master of the ““Rooms” (who to this hour wears knee-breeches, and who con-
firmed the statement with tears in his eyes), nobody did believe in the little lame
old gentleman, or even in the Honorable Miss Peepy, long deceased.

As to subscription balls in the Assembly Roonis of our wateting-place now red:
hot cannon balls are less improbable. Sometimes, a misguided wanderer of a
Ventriloquist, or an Infant Phenomenon, or a Juggler, or somebody with an Orrery
that is several stars behind the time, takes the place for a night, and issues bills
with the name of his last town lined out, and the name of ours ignominiously
written in, but you may be sure this never happens twice to the same unfortunate
person. On such occasions the discoloured old Billiard Table that is seldom played
at (unless the ghost of the Honorable Miss Peepy plays at pool with other ghosts)
is pushed into a comer, and benches are solemnly constituted into front seats, back
seats, and reserved seats—which are much the same after you have paid—and a
few dull eandles are lighted—wind permitting—and the performer and the scanty
audience play out a short match which shall make the other most low-spirited—
which is unsually a drawn game. After that, the performer instantly departs with
maledictory expressions, and is never heard of more.

But the most wonderful feature of our Assembly Rooms, is, that an annual sale
of “ Faney and other China,” is announced here with mysterious constancy and
perseverance. Where the china comes from, where it goes to, why it is annually
put up to auction when nobody ever thinks of bidding for it, how it comes to pass
that it is always the same china, whether it would not have been cheaper, with the
sea at hand, to have thrown it away, say in eighteen hundred and thirty, are stand=
ing enigmas, Every year the bills come out, every year the Master of the Rooms
gets into a little pulpit on a table, and offers it for sale, every year nobody buys ity
every year it is put away somewhere till next year, when it appears again as if the
whole thing were a new idea. We have a faint remembrance of an unearthly col-
lection of clocks, purporting to be the work of Parisian and Genevese artists—
chiefly bilious-faced clocks, supported on sickly white crutches, with their pendu-
lums dangling like lame legs—to which a similar course of events occurred for
several years, until they seemed to lapse away, of mere imbecility.

Attached to our Assembly Rooms is a library. There is a wheel of fortune in
it, but it is rusty and dusty, and never turns, A large doll, with moveable eyes,
was put up to be raffled for, by five-and-twenty members at fwo shillings, seven
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5:3:{51 }:ltgo til%ls :Eirlltluniz}, and the ]}Sf is not f:ull vet. 'We are rather sanguine, now,
e raflie will come off next year, We think so; because we only want nine
members, and should only want eight, but for number two having grown up since
helj name was entered, and withdrawn it when she was married, t!Down the street.
there is a toy-ship of considerable burden, in the same condition. Tiwo of the
boys xv]30 ‘were entered for that raffle have gone to India in real ships, since ; and
3}:;5;;1}:0511 :if, and died in the arms of his sister’s lover, by whom he sent his last
This is the libraty for the Minerva Press, If you want that kind of reading,
come to our watering-place. The leaves of the romances, reduced to & condition
very like curl-paper, are thickly studded with notes in pencil : sometimes compli-
mentary, sometimes jocose. Some of these commentators, like commentators in a
more extensive way, quarrel with one another. One young gentleman who sarcas-
tically writes ““O!!1” after every sentimental passage, is pursued through his
literary career by another, who writes ¢ Insulting Beast 1" Miss Julia Mills has
read the whole collection of these books. She has left mareinal notes on the
Ppages, as “ Is not this truly touching? J. M.” “How thrilling ! J- M n “Enl:
tranced here by the Magician’s potent spell. J. M.” She has also italicised her
f:}\'ou11te traits m‘thc description of the hero, as ““his hair, which was darb and
wazy, clustered in zich grofusion around a marble brow, "whose loft nleées:
bespoke the intellect within,” It reminds her of another hero. She 1(15; P How
llkerl’s. L.  Can this be mere coincidence ? J. M.” ol 2
You would hardly guess which is the main street of our watering-place, but you
may know it by its being always stopped up with donkey-chaises. Whenever you
cc[unf here, and sece haressed donkeys eating clover out of barrows dral\vn cc:;m-
ﬁtcitulty ﬂC(l)OhS 3 narrow thoroughfare, you may be quite sure you are in-our High
atreet,  Our Police you may know by his uniform, likewise by his never on an
;_u:counlt interfering with anybody—especially the tramps and vagabonds, In ou);
:}ncy shopﬁs we have a capital collection of damaged goods, among which the flies
inn jf:‘zlulclitle?s summers ‘¢ hav_e bgen roaming.” We are great in oli‘cnlete seals, and
lnil‘% & -p}nAcus:Inons, and in rickety camp-stools, and in exploded cutlery, and in
YIHtI{lE\CSSEI:, and in stun_tcc_l little telescopes, and in objects made of shells that
Eii:;ifns:rt]}?[t to fhe shells, Diminutive spades, barrows, and baskets, are our .prin-
s S;Lé x?f toﬂ ;:lgx‘znla;;; ;oil%m (rivendthe)f; don’t look quite new somehow, They
Ak b v ered and refused somewhere else, before they came
b Y‘I’-lf, r}t_mu:st not be su_l')pqsed that our watering-place is an empty place, deserted
tii(ea h\lslt(}l‘b except a few staunch persons of approved fidelity, On the contrary,
ﬁudca, ?lt(l)t;e&i atrelth'ﬂt'xf you came down here in August or September, you wouldn't
rih do g;;}s,f)ur'hend i, As to finding either house or lodging of which
S thit:e I;tnclc he teu;_]s, you could scarcely engage in a more hopeless pursuit,
S it tl;;: )!.wu flllle &010 bserve iha_t every season 1§ }l}e worst season ever known,
et {;10 ungﬂl')opulatwn of our watering-place are ruined regularly
e atl T cy G‘re l1 Le: the farmers, in regard that it is surprising how much
o ar. We have an excellent hotel—capital baths, wamm, cold, and
b er—first rate‘]3:1thlrn_g-maclunes—md as good butchers, bakers, and grocers
phil;::t‘}tn%o;ﬁ(_l_ (ile.stu‘le. 1 They all do business, 1t is to be presumed, from motives of
B Stmnfrer]sym )111“ it is quite certain that they are all being ruined. - Their interest
B i 1_;_ heir p?hlenes:; under ruin, bespeak their amiable nature. Vou
apartmen{s, , It you only saw the baker helping a new comer to find suitable
So it i
Popu];gﬁyﬁc(:l?ege:g?hat a dlslc?unt as to company, we are in fact what would be
er a nobby place, Some tip-top * Nobbs” come down occas
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sionally—even Dukes and Duchesses. 'We have known such carriaies to blaze
among the donkey-chaises, a¢ made beholders wink. Attendant on these equipages
come resplendent creatures in plush and powder; who are sure to be stricken dis-
gusted with the indifferent accommodation of our watering-place, and who, of an
evening (particularly when it rains), may be seen very much out of drawing, in
rooms far too small for their fine figures, looking discontentedly out of little back
windows into bye-streets. The lords and ladies get on well enough and quite good-
humouredly : but if you want to see the gorgeous phenomena who wait upon them
at a perfect non-plus, you should come and look at the resplendent creatures with
little back parlors for servants’ halls, and turn-up bedsteads to sleep in, at our
watering-place. You have no idea how they take it to heart.

We have a pier—a queer old wooden pier, fortunately without the slightest pre-
tensions to architecture, and very picturesque in consequence. Boats are hauled
up upon i, ropes are coiled all over it ; lobster-pots, nets, masts, oars, spars, sails,
ballast, and rickety capstans, make a perfect labyrinth of it. For ever hovering
about this pier, with their hands in their pockets, or leaning over the rough bul-
wark it opposes to the sea, gazing through telescopes which they carry about in the
same profound receptacles, are the Boatmen of our watering-place. Looking at
them, you would say that surely these must be the laziest boatmen in the world.
They lounge about, in obstinate and inflexible pantaloons that are apparently made
of wood, the whole season through. Whether talking together about the shipping
in the Channel, or grufily unbending over mugs of beer at the public-house, yoil
would consider them the slowest of men. The chances are a thousand to one that
you might stay here for ten seasons, and never see a boatman in a hurry. A cer
tain expression about his loose hands, when they are not in his pockets, as if he
were carrying a considerable lump of iron in each, without any inconvenience,
suggests strength, but he never seems to use it. He has the appearance of perpe:
tually strolling—running is too inappropriate a word to be thought of—to seed.
The only subject on which he seems to feel any approach to enthusiasm, is piteh.
He pitches everything he can lay hold of,—the pier, the palings, his boat, his
house,—when there is nothing else left he turns to and even pitches his hat, or his
rough-weather clothing. Do not judge him by deceitful appearances, These are
among the bravest and most skilful mariners that exist, Let a gale arise and swell
into a storm, Jet a sea run that might appal the stoutest heart that ever beat, let
the Light-boat on these dangerous sands throw up a rocket in the night, or let
thém hear through the angry roar the signal-guns of a ship in distress, and these
men spring up into activity so dauntless, so valiant, and heroie, that the world can-
not surpassit, Cavillers may object that they chiefly live upon the salvage of
valuable cargoes.  So they do, and God knows it is no great living that they get
out of the deadly risks they run, But put that hope of gammaside. Let these rough
fellows be asked, in any storm, who volunteers for the life-boat to save some
perishing souls, as poor and empty-handed as themselves, whose lives the perfec-
tion of human reason does not rate at the value of a farthing each; and that
boat will be manned, as surely and as cheerfully, as if a thousand pounds were told
down on the weather-beaten pier. For this, and for the recollection of their
comrades whom we have known, whom the raging sea has engulfed before their
children’s eyes in such brave efforts, whom the secret sand has buried, we hold
the boatmen of our watering-place in our love and honour, and are tender of
the fame they well deserve.

So manty children are brought down to our watering-place that, when they are
not out of doors, as they usually are in fine weather, it is wonderful where they
are put: the whole village seeming much too small to hold them under cover.
In the afternoons, you see no end of salt and sandy little boots drying on upper
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window-sills, At bathing-time in the morning, the little bay re-echoes with ever
shrill variety of shriek and splash—after which, if the weather be at all fresh thé
sands teem with small blue mottled Tegs. The sands are the children’s great resort,
They cluster there, like ants: so busy burying their particular fiiends, and making
casil_cs. with infinite labor which the next tide overthrows, that it ,is curious to
consider how their play, to the music of the sea, foreshadows the realities of 1]1cir
after lives. :

It is curious,_tpo, to observe a natural ease of approach that there seems to le
betwe‘:en.tl}e children and the boatmen. They mutually make acquaintance, and
take individual likings, without any help. You will come upon one of those slow
heavy fellows sitting down patiently mending a little ship for a mite of a boy.
whom he could crush to death by throwing his lightest pair of trousers on him,
You will be sensible of the oddest contrast between the smooth little creature,
and the rough man who seems to be carved out of hard-grained wood —between
the delicate hand expectantly held out, and the immense thumb and finger that
can hardly feel the rigging of thread they mend —between the small voice and the
geull growl—and yet there is a natural propriety in the companionship : always to
be noted in confidence between a child and a person who has any merit of reality
and genuineness : which is admirably pleasant. :

We havea preventive station at our watering-place, and much the same thing
may be ohserved—in a lesser degree, becanse of their official character—of the
coast blockade ; a steady, trusty, well-conditioned, well-conducted set of men
with no misgiving about looking you full in the face, and with a qm'r*.t ihorough:
gomg way of passing along to their duty at night, carrying huge sou-wester cloth-
g In reserve, that is fraught with all good prepossession. They are handy fellows
—neat about their houses—industrious at gardening—would get on with their
wives, one thinks, in a desert island—and people it, too, soon. )

As to the naval officer of the station, with his hearty fresh face, and his blue eye
that has pierced all kinds of weather, it warms our hearts when he comes into
church on a Sunday, with that bright mixture of blue coat, buff waisteoat. black
neck-kerchief, and gold epaulette, that is associated in the minds of all Iingr],ishl;lcn
gathdbrave, unpretending, cordial, national service. We like to look at him in his
dm]_gy state ; and if we! were First Lord (really possessing the indispensable
qualification f_ur the office of knowing nothing whatever about the sea), we would
gwerh:m a ship to-morrow. = i
petril?e}(lla}‘;g vzx_!.ch\ﬂrchbb)?_%pg-by, of course—a hideous temple of flint, like a great
b educatioyl:;)lgt-]; i [L\']:n:; ::Eflcrl]‘fﬂm] dlgnllrlary, who, to his honor, has done much
sound, shrewd, healthy gcntlenmrx)une{:’]wf‘:n;m;ﬂs;o?t'alldb??t(]l eMe“{nt SCI]:{OP' Ty
With the neighbouring farmers, but has liad 5 ]111 ¢ trick. e T
L e e :',Id-l 1?5 L:.( a pestilent trick of being right. Under

e e - )IJe led the church of our watering-place to another
o= L ptlh e }m-o e we get on in church well, We are a little bilious
and more, ks )01.1; t]_c:'%el( n.;.s ol'l !I;atcrnlsntlon, and abfmt_ nations pl‘l'i\ving at a new

o nprejudiced knowledge of each other (which our Christianity don’t
quite approve), but it soon goes off, and then we get on very well,
aboutirtfeare two dissenting chapels, besides, in our small \\'thcring-plnce ; being in
3 Proportion of a hundred and twenty guns toa yacht. But the dissension

uestias tonl us lately, has not been a religious one. It has arisen on the novel
(I]\Io Ggsn OIftt;as. Our watering-place bns_‘been convulsed by the agitation, Gas or
Bmad‘si;]es \\‘:?: nfl‘;tlc*éc::sgniiih{ I\IE (Jﬂs-’: bu]t'thm}‘: prate Nots ey
place. The No Eas arty rebsted zl1;‘tju t_1:] aritql?g"ulcﬁmémn.ce Mt
e g - P )1 1 content with cha king “No Gas!” and ** Down
: other such angry war-whoops, on the few back gates and scraps
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of wall which the limits of our watering-place afford ; but the Gas party printed
and posted bills, wherein they took the high ground of proclaiming against the No
Gas party, that it was said Let there be light and there was light ; and that not to
have light (that is gas-light) in our watering-place, was to contravene the great
decree. ‘Whether by these thunderbolts or not, the No Gas party were defeated ;
and in this present season we have had our handful of shops illuminated for the
first time. Such of the No Gas party, however, as have got shops, remain in
opposition and burn tallow—exhibiting in their windows the very picture of the
sulkiness that punishes itself, and a new illustration of the old adage about cutting
off your nose to be revenged on your face, in cuiting off their gas to be revenged
on their business.

Other population than we have indicated, our watering-place has none, There
are a few old used-up boatmen who creep about in the sunlight with the help of
sticks, and there is a poor imbecile shoemaker who wanders his lonely life away
among the rocks, as if he were looking for his reason—which he will never find.
Sojourners in neighbouring watering-places come occasionally in flys to stare at us,
and drive away again as if they thought us very dull ; Italian boys come, Punch
comes, the Fantoccini come, the Tumblers come, the Ethiopians come ; Glee-
singers come at night, and hum and vibrate (not always melodiously) under our
windows, But they all go soon, and leave us to ourselves again, We once had a
travelling Circus and Wombwell's Menagerie at the same time. They both know
better than ever to try it again; and the Menagerie had nearly razed us from the
face of the earth in getting the elephant away—his caravan was so large, and the
watering-place so small. We have a fine sea, wholesome for all people ; profitable
for the body, profitable for the mind. The poet’s words arg semetimes on its
awful lips ;

And the stately ships go on
To their haven under the hill ;
But O for the touch of a vanish'd hand,
And the sound of a voice that is still !
Break, break, break,
At the foot of thy crags, O sea!
But the tender grace of a day that is dead
Will never come back to me.

Yet it is not always so, for the speech of the sea is various, and wants not
abundant resource of cheerfulness, hope, and lusty encouragement. And since I
have been idling at the window here, the tide has risen. The boats are dancing
on the bubbling water: the colliers are afloat again; the white-bordered waves
rush in ; the children

Do chase the ebbing Neptune, and do fly him
When he comes back ;

the radiant sails are gliding past the shore, and shining on the far horizon; all the
sea is sparkling, heaving, swelling up with life and beauty, this bright morning,

OUR FRENCH WATERING-PLACE.

———

II.\\'I}'G earned, by many years of fidelity, the right to be sometimes mconstant
to our English watering-place, we have dallied for two or three seasons with a
French watering-place : once solely known to us as a town with a very long street
beginning with an abattoir and ending with a steam-boat, which it seemed our fate
to behold only at daybreak on winter mornings, when (in the days before conti-

nental railroads), just sufficiently awake to know that we were most uncomfortably
asleep, it was our destiny always to clatter through it, in the coupé of the diligence
frnm' Paris, with a sea of mud behind us, and a sea of tumbling waves before. In
relation to which latter monster, our mind’s eve now recals a worthy Frenchman in
a seal-skin cap with a braided hood over it, once our travelling companion in_the
coupé aforesaid, who, waking up with a pale and crumpled ?isa:fe, and looking
ruefully out at the grim row of breakers enjoying themselves fanatically on an in-
strument of torture called *the Bar,” inquired of us whether we were ever sick at
sea? Both to prepare his mind for the abject creature we were presently to become,
and also to afford him consolation, we replied, “Sir, your servant is always sick
when it is possible to be s0.” e returned, altogether uncheered by the bright
cxa‘iﬂplc, **Ah, Heaven, but I am always sick, even when it is impossible to be
$0,

The means of communication between the French capital and our French water-
Ing-place are wholly changed since \hose days ; but, the Channel remains unbridged
a5 yet, and the old floundering and knocking about go on there. It must be con-
fessed II]:m saving in reasonable (:ami‘tlwrc!'orc rare) sea-weather, the act of arrival
;tes:r;l ])::,]igh{;‘;3};111!1%:11:]’:cc fn;:p F_.nglfxlnd is Llllilc.l!l.l.Pl()- be ncl_lic‘\'ed_wilh fli.gll_ity.

s combine to render the visitor an object of humiliation.
In t_hc first 1:]:1.130, the steamer no sooner touches the port, than all the passengers
fall into captivity : being boarded by an overpowering force of Custom-house offi-
cers, and marched intoa gloomy dungeon. In the second place, the road to this
dungeon is fenced off with ropes breast-high, and outside those ropes all the Eng.-
lish 1 the place who have lately been sea-sick and are now well, assemble in their
best clothes to enjoy the degradation of their dilapidated fellow-creatures, ¢ Oh,
“r“z_{gTﬂlcmus '] how I;Il, th.-; one has been !” “Here's a damp one coming next !”
cresapaleone!” “Oh! Ain't he green in the face, this nex B
% oursui[l(mn (i;;ici 2 i:: llll T\Im 'tr,h"" %;mnAm t.wgv{atg,”tlu.-, m:\t u.ne. ‘ Even
) i e atural dignity) have a lively remembrance of stagger-
ing up lh;s detested lane one September day in a L;:;!s' of wind, when we were
mcca\:ezi like an irresistible comic actor, with a burst of laughter and applause
occasioned by the extreme imbecility of our legs, " g
llp\i\net‘{:.srjlsr;:sslg to 1)11‘: third !)1-.IL~_'C.- In the third place, the captives, being shut
gloomy dungeon, are strained, two or three at a time, into an inner cell
to ?M; examined as to passports ; and across the doorway of communication, snnd;
almlll_tﬂ'r_v creature making a bar of his arm. Two ideas are generally PT(;SCI;t to
the British mind during these ceremonies ; first, that it is necessary to make for the
cell with violent struggles, as if it were a life-boat and the dungeon a ship goin
down ; secondly, that the military creature’s arm is a national affront ‘whiix:l% lhg
‘gf'“'em'mcnt at home ought instantly to “take up.” The British mind and body
ecoming heated by these fantasies, delirious answers are made to inquiries, and
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cxtravagant actions performed. * Thus, Johnson persists in giving Johnson as his
haptismal name, and substituting for his ancestral designation the national ** Dam "
Neither can he by any means be brought to recognise the- distinction between a
portmanteau-key and a passport, but will obstinately persevere in tendering the one
when asked for the other. This brings him to the fourth place, in a state of mere
idiotey ; and when he is, in the fourth place, cast out at a little door into a howling
wilderness of touters, he becomes a lunatic with wild eyes and floating hair until
rescued and soothed, If friendless and unrescued, he is generaliy put into a railway
omnibus and taken to Ps

But, our French watering-place, when it is once got into, is a very enjoyable
place. It has a varied and beautiful country around it, and many characteristic
and agreeable things within it. To be sure, it might have fewer bad smells and less
decaying refuse, and it might be better drained, and much cleaner in many parts,
and therefore infinitely more healthy. Still, it is a bright, airy, pleasant, cheerful
town ; and if you were to walk down either of its three well-paved main streets,
towards five o'clock in the afternoon, when delicate odours of cookery fill the air,
and its hotel windows (it is full of hotels) give glimpses of long tables set out for
dinner, and made to look sumptuous by the aid of napkins folded fan-wise, you
would rightly judge it to be an uncommonly good town to eat and drink in.

We have an old walled town, rich in cool public wells of water, on the top of a
hill within and above the present husiness-town ; and if it were some hundreds of
miles further from England, instead of being, on a clear day, within sight of the
grass growing in the crevices of the chalk-cliffs of Dover, you would long ago have
been bored to death about that town, It is more picturesque and quaint than half
the innocent places which tourists, following their leader like sheep, have made
impostors of. To say nothing of its houses with grave courtyards, its queer by-
corners, and its many-windowed streets white and quiet in the sunlight, there is an
ancient belfry in it that would have been in all the Annuals and Albums, going
and gone, these hundred years, if it had but been more expensive to get al,
Happily it has escaped so well, being only in our French watering-place, that you
may like it of your own accord in a natural manner, without being required to go
into convulsions about it. 'We regard it as one of the later blessings of our life,
that BILKINS, the only authority on Taste, never took any notice that we can find
out, of our French watering-place. Bilkins never wrote about it, never pointed
out anything to be seen in it, never measured anything in it, always left it alone.
For which relief, Heaven bless the town and the memory of the immortal Bilkins
likewise !

There is a charming walk, arched and shaded by trees, on the old walls that
form the four sides of this High Town, whence you get glimpses of the streets
below, and changing views of the other town and of the river, and of the hills and
of the sea. It is made more agrecable and peculiar by some of the solemn houses
that are rooted in the deep streets below, bursting into a fresher existence a-top,
and having doors and windows, and even gardens, on these ramparts. A child
going in at the courtyard gate of one of these houses, climbing up the many stairs,
and coming out at the fourth-floor window, might conceive himself another Jack,
alighting on enchanted ground from another bean-stalk. It is a place wonderfully
populous in children ; English children, with governesses reading novels as they
walk down the shady lanes of trees, or nursemaids interchanging gossip on the
seats; French children with their smiling bonnes in snow-white caps, and them-
selves—if little boys—in straw head-gear like bee-hives, work-baskets and church
hassocks. Three years ago, there were three weazen old men, one bearing a
frayed red ribbon in his threadbare button-hole, always to be found walking
together among these children, before dinner-time.  If they walked for an appetite,
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they doubtless lived en pension—were contracted for=otherwise their poverl
would bave made it a rash action, They were stooping, blear-eyed, dull old mcny
slipshod and shabby, in long-skirted short-waisted coats and meagre trousers,
and yet with a ghost of gentility hovering in their company. They spoke little to
each other, and looked as if they might have been politically <liscon:}emetl i} the
had had vitality enough, Once, we overheard red-ribbon feebly complain tnl H)‘,
other two that somebody, or something, was “a Robber 3" and then l%’lt} r all thrc]'t:
set their mouths so that they would have ground their teeth if they hanl)l:vl any,
The ensuing winter gathered red-ribbon unto the great company of faded ribbons,
and next year the remaining two were there—getting themselves entangled with
hoops and dolls—familiar mysteries to the chiiul'ca1ji\(c)l;nl-1s' in the eyes of most
of them, harmless creatures who had never been like children, and whom chilcirc:n
could never be like. Another winter came, and another old man went, and so,
this present year, the last of the triumvirate, left off walking—it was no good nT v
—and sat by himself on a little solitary bench, with the hoo s and lhb" d ll t“:
lively as ever all about him. : A
In the Place d’Armes of this town, a little decayed*market is held, which 5
to slip through the old gateway, like water, and go 1:|‘~;-1:n‘-r down 111: lws'leimth
mingle with lhe‘murmur'in;,r market in the lower h)\r::;, and get Tmt in its n;ov.ulm'e \‘:
and bustle, 1t is very agreeable on an idle summer morning to pursue this mark '-l{-
stream from the hill-top. It begins, dozingly and dully with a!fe;\- sacks t'"- "
starts into a surprising collection of boots and shoes : woes brawling dow 3 l“.‘un'IT'
in a diversified channel of old cordage, old iron, old crockery. ¢  clothes, civil e
a ge, old A ockery, old clothes, civil and
mlilt-ar_v__ old rags, new cotton goods, flaming prints of saints, litt "
and incalculable lengths of tape ; dives into a backway, keepin
little while, as streams will, or only sparkling fora mome
drinking-shop ; and suddenly reappears behind the great church, shooting jtself
into a bright confusion of white-capped women and blue-bloused men, pe =Ilh't'i
vegetables, fruits, flowers, pots, pans, praying-chairs, soldiers um‘m;'\'l L‘l:!tl'-“
umbrellas and other sun-shades, girl-porters waiting to be hired with baskets 1;[] o
backs, and one weazen little old man in a cocked hat, wearinga Cll:r"!.*.\'.l!‘r‘lhri"}killl‘-!:l
Blasses and carrying on his shoulder a crimson temple fluttering with flags ik a
glorified pavior’s _rammer without the handle, who rings a little bell in all ,wartatnnf
1}1‘_? scene, and cries his co ling drink Hola, Hola, ]‘]‘n-n-la.’ in a shrill lnci:ei
Yoice that somehow makes itself heard, above all the chaffering and vending hu :
Early in the afternoon, the whole course of the stream is dry, i'hc pm\'iu: cllll;?‘).‘
are put back in the church, the umbrellas are folded np.’lhe \*n\:)hi'rnzds '1:\
Cn.rnied away, the stalls and stands disappear, the square is S\\';];t. th? hm:k:‘n:'\.
:soanc“:ﬁllgs?i?(“_:?I‘-EUT. be hired, and on all the country roads (if you walk about,

’l-lJr?fb'C(l, l'lillllg il‘UmC. \\‘1:11‘131': ])lcm-nr_uu'\'l saadle-furniture of clean milk-pail
right butter-kegs, and the like, on the jolliest little donkeys in the world
We have another market in our French watering-place—that is to say, a few
wooden !mrchea in the open street, down by the Port—devoted to fish, Our fish.
ln;];-lm:xl: are famous egerywhere ; and our fishing people, though they love lively
f&ﬂel:x:rnelji zgsllej\ jm:u!Tr.:d E:‘mc Bilkins), are among the most ]:lelurésqxi@ people
b [)l ntered, ;:]c_\ have not only a_quarter of their own in the town
Thei, y hey occupy w‘:ul_c villages of their own on the neighbouring cliffs.,
Ir chprches and chapels are their own ; they consort with one another, they juter-
ﬁﬁ:f:ﬂg thﬁmselv_cs, their customs are their own, and their costume is their
ol bcrr; ‘thtang;:h.. ]As soon as one of their boys can walk, he is provided
o hg ght red nightcap ; and one of their men would as soon think of going
without his head, as without that indispensable appepdage to it. Then, they

le looking-glasses,
keeping out of sight for a
nt in the shape of a market

1 will see the peasant women, always neatly and comfortably
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wear the noblest boots, with ]t]he hulgest .t0p5+§app1:§e:;;ﬁ tﬁ%ﬁi (::dr aggr::z;\; ;
above which, they encase themselves in such wo el
to all appedrance of tarry old sails, so additionally stiffene
Lﬁgﬁeamndrgz?t? that the a'ggrers have a walk of their own,1 and go str;-x_d(}l]ltu;% i?.;;l
swinging about among the 'I;oa? :mcfl_ ba;’re]z and ltlstfh::en;e ;115%2%0? .zggﬂinn ti1ei;~
ir younger women, by dint of going down arefoot, ta fling their
g:;i::a’tst?f\iz};he goats as they come in \\'I]th the (tllde, ':1;(}'1‘2?55111‘\ ttil:l?elﬁrliinft[ll\{;
vith propitiatory promises te love and marry that de herman wh
glfl.atllll%l}ﬁlll}a: basl\?et Ilike an Aingel, have the finest legs ever carved bﬂy -1\ i::tl reo::z
the brightest mahogany, and they walk lxk_e Juno. H}c_n' eyes, t]og, M_L .sznd “'he;
that their long gold ear-rings turn dull beside those hr}lhant ne.'.;; ?uls 3 e
they are dressed, what with these beasnes.ttpudttlwgi’l |£nlfetflli?o :. [Sacis];:riy; =
i —striped petticoats, red petticoats, ] ats, always g
::ff;}'zm%??,l:ﬁ?itsne\?e; %oo 1(?11 g—and their home-made stockings, mlulbefrr};ca::l]gm;e?‘li2
blue, brown, purple, lilac—which the older women, t_;lkmg: care O{.t 1€ :n icno
looking children, sit in all sorts of places kpntmg, ]:_mttmg_, ifn}ttmlg Tom nlmﬁtg'nar
to night—and what with their little saucy bright blue jackets, 1\1:utht:et .tlolo, a;lf . ﬂlei,
close to their handsome figures ; and what with the natural grace W ltd1 :\]’ hic lu)lu]y..
wear the commonest cap, or fold the commonest handkerchief 110}111 their .
riant hair—we say, in a word and out of breath, that takmg all t1e:.e.pt11 extlaneshave
our consideration, it has never been a matter of the least sux prise tous ‘_mi “rfls ]
never once met, in the cornfields, on the dusty roads, by the I):eezzy “:u ﬁl}{l r,mm
the plots of short swect grass overhanging the seu—auywhereia }oun;_,th at]?“ ]h an
and fisherwoman of our French watering-place together, but the a{m (_)1 tnt‘ 1s)t 2
man has invariably been, as a matter of course and'thhout any ;]1 15..111( a eml;ﬁnd
disguise so plain a necessity, round the neck or waist gf that hs,] 1_?;\v;)ma.t12. e
we have had no doubt whatever, standing looking at their up " 15 ree :,,i ih :
rising above house, and terrace above terrace, and bright gz_]l‘ll'l{il‘lis“lt’.:}‘e I:111(b_ tftlf:
lying sunning on rough stone parapets, that the pleasant mist on a lbl—\ct‘- ((31 _jEC':,
caused by their being seen through the brown nets hung across on Foies Gtt'l};’ Lﬁ
in the eyes of every true young fisherman, a mist of love and beauty, setting o
f his heart. 3 :
th(‘j\l'g;riggf;oit is to be observed that these are an mdusipous p_copll_le, altnlﬂa
domestic people, and an honest people. And though we are nu:?;e t}:_lt al 1‘0
bidding of Bilkins it is our duty to fall down and worship the Heapy ilm}zs, i
make bold very much to prefer the fishing people of our French w ““thL““éjP ;:cl_—1
especially since our last visit to Naples within these twelvemonths, w hen e '.ou:tu
only four conditions of men remaining in the whole city : to wit, lfwz.zurom, }lJue's_ s’,r
spies, and soldiers, and all of] them iieggars; the paternal government having
ished all its subjects except the rascals. 2
bﬂ%l::{lei{_gllc;ti Sne{'er heucgf\)rth separate our French _\\-'alcnng-])_lace from our
own landlord of two summers, M. Lqul Devasseur, citizen and town-councillor.
Permit us to have the pleasure of presenting M. Loyal Devasseur, S
His own family name is simply Loyal ; bl}t, as he is married, and as in fll:_lff
part of France a husband always adds to his own name the fmml_y name o 11;
wife, he writes himself Loyal Devasseur. He owns a compact _lmle' estate o
some twenty or thirty acres on a lofty hill-side, and on it he has built t{wo C(‘)Lln]t{ 04
houses, which he lets furnished. They are by many degrees the best 'l()l]l‘St.S that
are so let near our French watering-place ; we have had the honour of living tg
both, and can testify. The entrance-hall of the first we inhabited was gman?e_mc
with & plan of the estate, representing it as about twice the size of Ireland ; inso-
much that when we were yet new to the property (M. Loyal always speaks of it ni
“La propriété”’) we went three miles straight on end in search of the bridge o
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Austerlitz—which we afterwards found to be immediately outside the window,
The Chiteau of the Old Guard, in another part of the grounds, and, according to
the plan, about two leagues from the little dining-room, we sought in vain for a
week, until, happening one evening to sit upon a bench in the forest (forest in the
plan), a few yards from the house-door, we observed at our feet, in the igno-
minious circumstances of being upside down and greenly rotten, the Old Guard
himself: that is to say, the painted effigy of a member of that distinguished corps,
seven feet high, and in the act of carrying arms, who had had the misfortune to be
blown down in the previous winter, It will be perceived that M. Loyal is a
staunch admirer of the great Napoleon. He is an old soldier himself—captain of
the National Guard, with a handsome gold vase on his chimney-piece, presented
to him by his company—and his respect for the memory of the illustrious general
is enthusiastic.  Medallions of him, portraits of him, busts of him, pictures of him,
are thickly sprinkled all over the property. During the first month of our oceu-
pation, it was our affliction to be constantly knocking down Napoleon : if we
touched a shelf in a dark corner, he toppled over with a crash ; and every door we
opened, shaok him to the soul. Vet M, Loyal is not 2 man of mere castles in the
air, or, as he would say, in Spain. He has a specially practical, contriving,
clever, skilful eye and hand. "His houses are delightful. ¥e unites French
elegance and English comfort, in a happy manner quite his own. He has an
extraordinary genius for making tasteful little bedrooms in angles of his roofs,
which an Englishman would as soon think of turning to any account as he would
think of cultivating the Desert. We have ourself reposed deliciously in an elegait
chamber of M. Loyal's construction, with our head as nearly in the kitchen chim-
ney-pot as we can conceive it likely for the head of any gentleman, not by pro-
fession a Sweep, to be, And, into whatsoever strange nook M. Loyal's genius
penetrates, it, in that nook, infallibly constructs a cupboard and a row of pegs.
In either of our houses, we could have put away the knapsacks and hung up the
hats of the whole regiment of Guides,

Aforetime, M. Loyal was a tradesman in the town. You can transact business
Wwith no present tradesman in the fown, and give your card “‘chez M. Loyal,” but
a brighter face shines upon you directly. “We doubt if there is, ever was, or ever
will be, 2 man so universally pleasant in the minds of people as M. Loyal is in the
minds of the citizens of our French watering-place, They rub their hands and
laugh when they speak of him, Ah, but he is such a good child, such a brave

0¥, such a generous spirit, that Monsieur Loyal | It is the honest truth, M,
Loyal’s nature is the nature of = gentleman, e cultivates his ground with his
own hands (assisted by one little labourer, who falls into a fit now and then); and
he digs and delves from mom to eve in prodigious perspirations— “works always,”
as be says—but, cover him with dust, mud, weeds, water, any stains you will, you
NEver can cover the gentleman in M. Loyal, © A portly, upright, broad-shouldered,
brown-faced man, whose soldierly bearing gives him the appearance of being taller
than he is, look into the bright eye of M. Loyal, standing before you in his work-
ng blouse and cap, not particularly well shaved, and, it may be, very earthy, and
you shall discern in M. Loyal a gentleman whose true politeness is ingrain, and
confirmation of whose word by his bond you would blush to think of, Not with-
out reason is M. Loyal when fie tells that story, in his own vivacious way, of his
travelling to Fulham, near London, to buy all these hundreds and hundreds of
trees you now see upon the Property, then a bare, bleak hill; and of his sojourn-
ing in Fulham three months ; and of his jovial evenings with the market-gardeners;;
and of the crowning hanquet before his departure, when the market-gardeners
Tose as one man, clinked their glasses ali tagether (as the custom at Fulham is), and
eried, *“ Vive Loyal | ”
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M. Loyal has an agreeable wife, but no family 3 and he loves to drill the
children of his tenants, or run races with them, or do anything with them, or for
them, that is good-natured, He is of a highly convivial temperament, and his
hospitality is unbounded. Billet 2 soldier on him, and he is delighted. Five-and-
thirty soldiers had M. Loyal billeted on him this present summer, and they all got
fat and red-faced in two days. It became a legend among the troops that whoso-
ever got billeted on M. Loyal rolled in clover ; and so it fell out that the fortunate
man who drew the billef “ M. Loyal Devasseur” always leaped into the air,
though in heavy marching order. M. Loyal cannot bear to admit anything that
might seem by any implication to disparage the military profession. We hinted to
him once, that we were conscious of a remote doubt arising in our mind, whether
a sou a day for pocket-money, tobacco, stockings, drink, washing, and social
pleasures in general, left a very large margin for a soldier’s enjoyment, Pardon !
said Monsieur Loyal, rather wincing. It was not a fortune, but—a la bonne
heure—it was better than it used to be ! What, we asked him on another occasion,
were all those neighbouring peasants, each living with his family in ene room, and
each having a soldier (perhaps two) billeted on him every other night, required to
provide for those soldiers? * Faith!” said M. Loyal, reluctantly; *‘a bed,
monsieur, and fire to cook with, and a candle. And they share their supper
with those soldiers. It is not possible that they could eat alone,”—** And what
allowance do they get for this?” said we. Monsieur Loyal drew himself up
taller, took a step back, laid his hand upon his breast, and said, with majesty,
zés sp(ia’l,cing for himself and all France, ** Monsieur, it is a contribution to the

tate !

1t is never going to rain, according to M. Loyal. When it is impossible to deny
that it is now raining in torrents, he says it will be fine—charming—magnificent—
to.morrow. It is never hot on the Property, he contends. Likewise it is never
cold, The flowers, he says, come out, delighting to grow there ; it is like Paradise
this morning ; it is like the Garden of Eden. He is a little fanciful in his lan-
puage : smilingly observing of Madame Loyal, when she is absent at vespers, that
she is ““gone to her salvation”—allée & son salut. He has a great enjoyment of
tobacco, but nothing would induce him to continue smoking face to face with a
lady. His short black pipe immediately goes into his breast pocket, scorches his
blouse, and nearly sets him on fire. In the Town Council and on_occasions of
ceremony, he appears in a full suit of black, with a waistcoat of magnificent
breadth across the chest, and a shirt-collar of fabulous proportions. Good
M. Loyal! Under blouse or waistcoat, he carries one of the gentlest hearts that
beat in a nation teeming with gentle people. He has had losses, and has been at
his hest under them. Not only the loss of his way by night in the Fulham times—
when a bad subject of an Englishman, under pretence of seeing him home, took

him into all the night public-houses, drank ¢ arfanarf” in every one at his expense,
and finally fled, leaving him shipwrecked at Cleefeeway, which we apprehend to
be Ratelife Highway—but heavier losses than that. Long ago a family of
children and a mother were left in one of his houses without money, a whole year,
M. Loyal—anything but as rich as we wish he had been—had not the heart to say
“ you must go 3 so they stayed on and stayed on, and paying-tenants who would
hiave come in couldn’t come in, and at last they managed to get helped home across
the water; and M, Loyal kissed the whole group, and said, ¢ Adieu, my poor
infants | " and sat down in their deserted salon and smoked his pipe of peace—

“Therent, M. Loyal?” ‘Eh! well! Therent!” M. Loyal shakes his head.

“T,e hon Dien,” says M. Loyal presently, *“will recompense me,” and he laughs

and smokes his pipe of peace. May he smoke it on the Property, and not be

recompensed, these fifty years |

Jts Amusements, 17y

_ There are public amusements in our French watering-place, or it would not be
French. They are very popular, and very cheap. The sea-bathing—which may
vank as the most favoured daylight entertainment, inasmuch as the French visitur)s(
bathe all day long, and seldom appear to think of remaining less than an hour at
a time in the water—is astoundingly cheap. Omnibuses convey you, if you please
{rom a convenient part of the town to the beach and back again ; y(;u have Eclmr;
and comfortable bathing-machine, dress, linen, and all appliance’s ; and the ‘clmr‘ e
for the whole is half-a-franc, or fivepence.  On the pier, there is 'L;Sually a uitaﬁ"
which seems presumptuously enough to set its tinkling against the deep hr)ngenc‘:;
of the sea, and there is always some boy or woman \\fhobs'mgs without any voice
little songs without any tune : the strain we have most freque’ntIy heard b)éin  an
appeal to ““the sportsman ™ not to bag that choicest of game, the swallow gl“or
bathing purposes, we have also a subscription establishment with an esplanade
where people lounge about with telescopes, and seem to get a good deal OIE w‘eari’-
ness for their money ; and we have also an association of individual machine pro-
prietors combined against this formidable rival. M. Féroce, our own 1flic}ﬁ11r
friend in the bathing line, is one of these. How he ever came by his E‘ame \:_,u
cannot imagine, Heis as gentle and politea man as M. Loyal Devassenr himself;
unm?nsely stout withal; and of a beaming aspect, M. Féroce has saved so manyt
1:]::033 he from drowning, and has been decorated with so many medals in consequence
tha '15. ?l;)}itnc_fss seems a special dispensation of Providence toenable him to wear
onemal,llatnsng?nh }»’ex;e theI girth of an ordinary man, he could never hang them
o, o homu;:‘. /\t is ]()31 y on very great occasions that M. Féroce displays his
o Ieg ok t other :trlme§ they lie by, with rolls of manuscript testifying to

frases o their presentation, in a huge glass case in the red-sofa’d salon of his
ﬁ;:vntertﬁsi;;}en;c} on the beach, where M. F_érocc also keeps his family pictures,
ﬁtt]p?) its o .unfself as he appears both in bathing life and in private life, his

'I% oats that rock by clockwork, and his other ornamental possessions. [
nowfafh\;’reeh&]ve a COHlD:lOleL]S and gay Theatre—or had, for it is bumed down
o dow? (:pEﬁ'L W lz}s ialways preceded by a vaudeville, in which (as usual)
ol wﬁr(,) w 1 to ; he . ittle old man with the large hat and the little cane and
b t]ay» }?lgye: ?ltlier my Uncle or my Papa, suddenly broke out of the
Strang:a]‘s g (1;1.111 Pe‘:‘;t vocal snatches, to the great perplexity of unaccustomed
i gh m l(:._’lt Britain, who never cpuld make out when they were singing
o when they were talking—and indeed it was pretty much the same. But, the
e %{’fﬁ 525;](18 ::r;); {;fr glitcelzi'ic::ll]'rlle:ft to whom we e]u'e most beholden, are the So,ciety

' gz, ¢ active all the summer, and give the proceeds of their good
;VSOE}}SJ ;c& itcl;?el:ioglths(c)l?i]]ed fjnth?’ mojttigrteeatble {éltes Lhe{ contrive, are annouiced
: s+ an e taste with which they turn a smal ic

inclc:;u;e into an elegn}mt garden beautifully illuminated ; an(){ the thorouq;}):gﬁ)lrt
eartifiess and energy with which they personally direct the childish pleasures ; are
supremely delightful. For fivepence a head, we hav e
R R I 1. 3 d, we have on these occasions donkey
T gr sh ]Jo eis,” and other rustic sports ; lotteries for toys ; round-
iy Lan:. (}m “Cl grass to the music of an admirable band, fire-balloons and
e ;]a mf t 1ler, a m}:}st every .\veekh all through the summer—never mind, now,
e y‘ 0 1‘15: wee —Flzen'e is a féte in some adjoining village (called in that
o turfin(-?‘[l;ntly a Ducasse), where the people—really #e people—dance on the
Sy e open zui[, r01111{1 a little orchestra, that seems itself to dance, there
e bet\vealr)t(]nm“(m'o élagn and streamers all about it. And we do not suppose
ek \Vifl’? ie To.md. one and the North Pole there are to be found male
ke suchka:,tomshms?y loose legs, furnished with so many joints in wrong
=l y unknown to Professor Owen, as those who here disport themselves.
ctimes, the féte appertains to a particular trade; you will see among {he

ez 1he
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joi illi ilors, a whole-
a ss¢ of the milliners and tailors,
¢ i women at the joint Ducass ) hale,
cinej;l:rl\c’):}ll:cjl;gc of the art of making common and cheap }iu_ngs ?::C:?'mr?lzxk 3
sOn:lv by good sense and good taste, that is a pracl‘zu:ll e.wscmr thc;e {.grceablc
prc'ci)’f iny'tgwhole island we could mention. The ocllle.i'_L felzftﬁrc 0 : ‘;hc.m‘_cr e
i | 4 p serve an English word w
£ AT indabout (we preserve ar \ B
scenes is the everlasting Roundabo ol O e o
iti ; age), on the woode
e are writing the English language), " o
cﬂn,} o ‘:riu::]c\:-up p(-(;gp]c of all ;ges are wound round and mnmlf\\ M]L 1];(1:“1:&‘:3;1
m:ll:r:]lll:ic;\f’ while the proprietor’s wife grinds an organ, capable of only 3
s0 ¥,
| g 7 i g s are Legion, and
in l{]:tcn‘l:;c boarding-houses of our French watering-place, they ?I:qlti{):’]z;] ’p;-idc
s 1d require a distinct treatise, It is not without a scnllmenl\l?’_ llllnn 3 e
\;101.: ive blc}ie\’é them to contain more bores fmm.thc §|\0ms o]f ; 1;10:]1c “n‘ e
tI::.b in London. As you walk timidly in their nmgh'hm;r loo(ﬂ, lmm_‘s' o
cloth of itriots cry to you from the
5 s of your elderly compatriots cry ou from . | :
CIOth‘t.b ?‘lk‘el'ch:f'e Bores—avoid us ! ¥ We have never mcthem(}l at s}lreetczﬁl;::ci:
3[rel‘:li’!ll‘rui‘: sc:mlws of political and social discussion as among 1 ?y_ (cg:it + m?c.
such lunatic They believe everything that is impossible a_ml nothing tha ot
ks : and ask questions, and make corrections and improvements

rumours, ; : L
Thco};:a;;)c:ihcr <t'1«,"-"ering to the human intellect. And they are for ever a
on , stagg

S| ary, 5 €Nens € parad the fair
o the E ngh h 11&)1 iy, pro ;oundmg uch meomp! hensibl para loxes to A
into t I:- 1 P S &

mistress Of that E.‘-t-lb]l\hl!l nt, t

s oo Obljflm {:-:.):t ?)i] )tcl:]: I?Q‘mh(ion of our French watering-
The English form a considerable p poy e s o

servedly ress espected

s :m[_liaf 4 dt :C’T:';;gli{r ::'El:::;2cgnci:ﬁnrnsp\vhen a laundress puts a placard out-
S}ll'fﬂce-ﬂ’u;t rL%be::m{mmnciu.w her possession of that curious B itish nblr‘u?‘xlcn!;ﬁ
?:‘d\ciig?\l'c 13“;? \‘\'hcn a lu‘grn-kccpf.‘l' provides nucnmmrlvlnllmn f‘;";l;itﬁ;li:?civf

T g oke R us, it is not the least pleas catur
i i g 0{; t(;hi?tllﬁrt a Ir_:lt?frt,nlt;:)l constant fusion of the two great nﬂlll’_ﬂs.
iy “ar;:‘lll:'lg‘lll t‘c) like the ()t}lzl', and to learn from the other, m-zdl to rise
i hraf ;t'll!lll{e: 111\;1;(1 prejudices that have lingered among the weak and ignorant
superior to the abs .
" I;Olh Cu'utllul{l‘]ilclcﬁ‘l?:lllgitinq of course go on for ever in our Frcnch. \\'atm—‘l_gg;

11 rlmill_'r]l; rﬁl"ing i5ata prEmium, too ; but, we chcc.rfully_av(_nv ;h_nt W c‘(;:_)[]l;,\,l'c{.i‘
oo !:' )- tty object, and that we take such outward signs of innocer ;
i plet :.f hg-u-t:‘sl The people, in the town and in the country, are a
ok ourl hea{ 0\\'r'-1'!:c h;.rd- they are sober, temperate, guocl]mn}our'cd., light-
e/l cd“ 1?wr'tl]),r remarkable for their engaging manners. Few _]n.at uu:nI:,I
hcar‘tcd. e gf hi(limx: could see them in their recreations \\_'thnut 7\ ur)‘: muc
" lencqt]}:aofflrl?iﬁ\anctcrh{hat is 50 easily, so harmlessly, and so simply, pleased.
resp g : _ -

hat we beg to recommend her to her Majesty's

BILL-STICKING.

IF T had an enemy whom I hated—which Heaven forbid !—and if T knew of
something which sat heavy on his conscience, I think I would introduce that
something into a Posting-Bill, and place a large impression in the hands of an
active sticker. I can scarcely imagine a more terrible revenge. I should hamnt
him, by this means, night and day, I do not mean to say that 1 would publish
his secret, in red letters two feet bigh, for all the town to read : I would darkly
refer to it. It should be between him, and me, and the Posting-Bill. Say, for
example, that, at a certain period of his life, my enemy had surreptitiously
possessed himself of a key. I would then embark my capital in the lock business,
and conduet that business on the advertising principle. In all my placards and
advertisements, I would throw up the line SECRET KEys, Thus, if my enemy
passed an uninhabited house, he would see his conscience glaring down on him
from the parapets, and peeping up at him from the cellars. 1If he took a dead wall
in his walk, it would be alive with reproaches, If he sought refuge in an omnibus,
the panels thereof would become Belshazzar's palace to him. If he took boat, in
a wild endeavour to escape, he would see the fatal words lurkin
of the bridges over the Thames. If he walked the
would recoll from the very stones of the pavement,
lithograph. If he drove or rode, his way w
vans, each proclaiming the same words over and over again from its whole extent
of surface. ~ Until, having gradually grown thinner and paler, and having at last
totally rejected food, he would miserably perish, and I should be revenged, This
conclusion 1 should, no doubt, celebrate by laughing a hoarse laugh in three
syllables, and folding my arms tight upon my chest agreeably to most of the
examples of glutted animosity that I have had an opportunity of observing in con-
nexion with the Drama—which, by-the-by, as involving a good deal of noise,
Appears to me to be occasionally confounded with the Drummer,

The foregoing reflections presented themselves to my mind, the other day, as 1
contemplated (being newly come to London from the East Riding of Yorkshire,
on a house-hunting expedition for next May), anold warehouse which rotting paste
and rotting paper had brought down to the condition of an old cheese, It would
have been impossible to say, on the most conscientious survey, how much of its
front was brick and mortar, and how much decaying and decayed plaster. It was
so thickly encrusted with fragments of bills, that no ship’s keel after a long voyage
could be half so foul, All traces of the broken windows were billed out, the doors
were billed across, the water-spout was billed over. The building was shored up
1o prevent its tumbling into the street ; and the very beams erected against it were
!ess Wood than paste and paper, they had been so continually posted and reposted.
The forlorn dregs of old posters so encumbered this wreck, that there was no hold
for new posters, and the stickers had abandoned the place in despair, except one
enterprising man who had hoisted the last masquerade to a clear spot near the
level of the stack of chimneys where it waved and drooped like a shattered flag,

low the rusty cellar-grating, crumpled remnants of old bills tom down, rotted
aWa in wasting heaps of fallen leaves, Here and there, some of the thick rind of
tne house had peeled off in strips, and fluttered heavily down, littering the street ;

g under the arches
streets with downeast eyes, he
made eloquent by lamp-black
jould be blocked up, by enormous




